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BIMBO BLISS 1

A cheering crowd, the last of the tinsel fluttering down, and a whole arena of people desperate for answers. If I didn’t have some kind of morals about me, hell, I could end up being President in a decade or two.

But no, I was just one motivational guru, out of hundreds. It’d be something to take pride in, if all my followers weren’t at or around rock-bottom in their lives. Nobody turns to self-help when they’re doing well.

Ducking behind the curtain, I wanted to puke. It had been an easy job and a cheap buck, at first.

Mel rushed over with a plastic garbage bin. “Gideon, you’re pushing too hard.” She patted me on the back a few times.

Finally, all the spittle came up. It’s not like I’d eaten all day. Swallowing heroic doses of amphetamines will do that to you.

Pushing my shoulders against what I thought was the nearest wall, I didn’t realize it was Mel’s lap until I finished dry heaving.

A hand slapped the back of my chest. “You’re killing yourself, and you know it!”

It felt good to know someone cared. Mel was just an intern, but she was closer than anyone else to me in this whole business.

Hacking up a chunk of lung, I played it off like it was nothing. “I’m good… But thank you.”

She felt warmer than all the people who pretended to care. “Gideon, you’re pushing too hard.” Given how Mel was fresh out of college, my bookkeepers chucked an unholy fit when I demanded she get a salary. But out of all of them, Mel kept me going when nobody else could. “See? You’re coughing up blood!”

I wasn’t ready to get rough. With her anyway. “I’m fine!”

By the time I was on both feet again, Sasha barged her way in. “Boss, we’ve got a problem.” She always had carried herself like the manager of the world, even if she was even more petite than Mel.

I kinda wish the chemo hadn’t worked. “What now?”

“That supplement company you promoted. They’re trying to sue the hell out of us.”

I wasn’t shocked. I’d believed them, at first. But when their horse-shit treatments turned out not to hold a candle to so much just drinking a glass of water before bed, they get a little touchy. Especially when you publicly call them out on it.

“Try to be a better man, and the scumbags swarm like flies.” Staggering to my feet, I pretended that I wasn’t on my final leg. Not that it made me any better than said scumbags. I had a lot to make up for in my life.

The roar of several thousand started to die down. My pounding headache eased about the same time. I pointed at Sasha, still bracing myself with one hand against the wall. “Make sure everyone keeps their mouths shut on social media. In fact, change the passwords on the accounts.” My mid-level staffers were a bit too invested in me for their own good. And mine.

Mel pushed under one of my shoulders as she helped me stagger toward my dressing room. Most of the way there, she ducked me into a corner. She looked up, hardly reaching my chin with the top of her head. “Are you sure you’re fine?”

I always had been, even when I was staring down the barrel of my own mortality. “Yeah. I already told you, it’s nothing.”

“You’re lying...” Tears welled up against her bottom eyelids. “What’s the point in helping so many people if you can’t even help yourself?”

Writhing my way out of that blazer, I let it drop to the floor. At least I wasn’t stuck-up enough to wear a tie on the stage. “So what do you want me to do? Leave in an ambulance?”

For a kid whose degree was still warm off the printer, she was wiser than most people twice her age. “It’s better than a hearse.”

Only one other woman had ever been able to nail me on my own shit like that. But our divorce had finalized a few months earlier.

“We’ve got five days until the next seminar. I promise I’ll take it easy until then.”

“You say that after every show.” Mel wasn’t giving me a break, hauling my half-dead ass to that room again, as if I didn’t outweigh her by ninety pounds. “The lawyers can handle EucaLife, so don’t worry about anything other than The Peak You.”

That fucking book. Or rather, my latest. It was already in stores, but the publisher demanded I add more tour dates before before the start I expected. Nailing my speeches down took priority over that month off I’d managed to keep intact.

Mel was exhausted as I was when she got me in. Crashing next to me on the couch, she caught her breath well before I did, though.

“Shit, my blazer.”

I could hear her eyes rolling in their sockets. “Don’t you dare get up.”

Giggling to myself only felt natural. Even if it hurt. “Are you sure you’re not Kait’s sister?”

“I don’t know why she would have sent her little to work for you in the middle of a divorce.” Mel dropped the side of her head against my arm. “But no, I promise I’m not.”

She wasn’t my ex’s sister, in case you’re wondering.

Sasha practically dove in, barricading the door against the other staffers trying to weasel their way through. “If the rest of the marketing staff comes at me with that shit again, I goddamned swear I’ll stab one of them...”

What she meant, I knew exactly. “Thanks for locking that door.”

How bad off I was finally caught her eye. “Holy shit, Gideon!”

But at least I could talk without gasping between every word now. “I’ll make it. Mel’s already convinced me to take it easy until the next date.”

Not that it stopped her from grabbing my oxygen tank and the mask. Slipping the thing over my mouth, she leaned in and cooed, “Just take a few breaths and relax.”

With those two hanging off me like that, I didn’t feel like a man in his early-thirties already needing help just to keep drawing air. But without that cancer diagnosis, I wouldn’t have had that fire lit under my ass in college. I did wish I had the forty percent of my right lung back, though.

Sounding like a really polite Darth Vader, I exhaled against the air pressure. “I’m good now. Thanks.”

They knew when I wasn’t faking it. Sasha and Mel got up, leaving me alone to turn the flow down on the tank.

Mel came back first, holding that massive binder. “When you’re not on the verge of death, I’ve highlighted some changes. Can you look over them in the next few days?”

Sasha wasn’t far behind, though. “A video on the MyTube channel would fill the rest of the seats in Denver. The sooner the better, but don’t push yourself.”

Without those two, my sanity would have run away screaming into the night. Assuming I’d even be alive without them propping me up like that.

But let’s skip forward to after that next seminar, shall we?


I’d left Kait the house and didn’t mind at all. Now we were four months past the divorce settlement. It’s not like I could have been there more than a night or two since this speaking tour began. That didn’t stop me from talking to her daily, though.

The only part I hated was sleeping in the back room of my office.

Her phone rang six times. A few more, and I was hanging up. She always called back later.

“Hey!” Chipper like we’d never even separated.

“What’s up?”

“You called me, so I should ask you that.”

I didn’t have anything new, really. My lunch had kinda sucked, if you wanna count that. “Same shit, different day.”

“Coming from the motivational messiah himself.” Kait’s inability to accept any hint of bullshit is why I’d married her. “If you ever act on stage anything like you did around me, you’ll be better off bagging groceries for a living.”

She was right, which made me smile, like always. “That’s what I miss the most about you.”

“You’ve got that pair of followers to keep you in check. Don’t tell me they’re dropping the ball.”

Anyone but Mel and Sasha in my organization would have been nothing more than a ass-kissing yes-men. Or women, before you throw a fit. “It still pisses Mel off when I accuse her of being your sister.”

Kait sighed on the other end, well over a thousand miles away from me. “I can see why. Most women hate being compared to anyone from a guy’s past.”

“So you’re saying I can go after her.”

She paused long enough to tell me I’d pissed her off. “Now this why we started fighting to begin with!”

“I get it. She’s ten years younger than I am. Sasha’s more my speed, anyway.”

“Do you really want keep digging that particular hole any deeper?”

The look on her face was clear as day to me, even if I hadn’t been around her for over a hundred days. Furrowed brow, a wrinkle on her nose, and still sexy as fuck. “I’m joking. You know that.”

“I’ll give you that much credit, Gideon.” Because even with all the chances I had, I never did cheat on Kait. And she knew it. “Now tell me, how’s the new program coming along?”

Mel was putting the finishing touches on it, and now Sasha had to figure out how to market the damn thing. “The book’s flying off the shelves and I’m supposed to start booking another tour. That is, after I take it easy for a while.” The publisher wasn’t happy about that demand.

“Keep pushing like you had been, and you’ll drop dead by forty.”

I knew it was true. “Only fifty milligrams of the uppers now, too. Got my pulse rate under a hundred for the first time in years.”

“You should be off those things completely.” I could tell she was rolling her eyes or resting her cheek on a fist. “If they don’t make you stroke out, they’re at least taking years off your life.”

“And get all this shit done, how?”

Kait was getting to that limit of frustration I knew not to cross with her. “You won’t get any of it done if you’re dead. You see? That’s what I’ve always hated about what you do.”

“At least I’m trying to give people something that actually works now.”

“’A guaranteed way to reprogram yourself, to be the absolute best example of who you have the potential to be.’ I still think it’s whatever comes out of the south end of a north-facing cow.”

That brought a little smirk out of me. “So you’ve read it.”

“I’ve skimmed.” She took that usual pause before trying to get away. “Listen, I’ve got a deadline coming up. Can we talk about it tomorrow?”

A few knocks rapped against my bedroom door. “Yeah, I gotta go anyway.”

“Later.”

Staring at my phone, like always after those calls, I didn’t fall back into reality until I heard a second round tap out.

“Who is it?” When the back room of your office is where you live, peace and quiet is damn near impossible to get.

Mel’s voice barely peeped out. “Is this a bad time?”

“I was on the phone, but it was wrapping up anyway. What’s going on?”

She walked in holding a manila folder in front of her hips with both hands. “I worked out a new pattern for that speech.”

Waiting until she was at me, I took it from her hand and sat on the corner of the bed. It was still handwritten, but at least it wasn’t chicken-scratch. “It looks good. The whole thing flows faster.”

“Then read it out for me. I can’t judge what works until I hear it in your voice.”

I was about to, but Sasha needed to hear it as well. A few clips of this thing was the whole premise of her marketing push. “Get your little friend in here, and I’ll go through it.”

Mel almost sprinted off.

Staring down at it, some the lines jumped out at me. ‘Every person is a weapon against their obstacles, if they’re aimed correctly,’ stood out in-particular. The kid was good at warping language to sink in.

Tearing through the rest of it, I didn’t have to take the red pen to much. I was flipping the last page when both of them walked in.

Sasha pulled the chair away from the little writing desk as Mel took a seat next to me.

I turned back to the first page of many and went into it. “Your life isn’t what you hoped. But that’s okay. What isn’t acceptable is letting it stay like this...” And on and on for a couple of minutes.

My bullshit seminar voice was about an octave lower than my normal tone, and it still hurt from the last tour to keep it up for long.

But I finally got to the end. “That’s why I’m asking you to be that peak self. What do you have to lose?” The cadence of the whole thing went over like a limerick, but with its own kind of rhythm.

I looked at Sasha first. But her expression was blank as a clean slate.

“That bad, huh?”

Still no reaction.

So I looked over at Mel. “I think you did a great job.”

Also nothing. Like a tiny hourglass symbol was rotating above her head.

“Hey, are you even hearing me?” I waved a hand in front of her face. “Anyone home?”

It had to be a prank.

“That’s enough with the silent treatment. Tell me what you thought.”

Not a damn thing, apparently. Good or bad.

I tried shaking Mel’s shoulders. “There’s no way both of you had aneurysms at the same time.”

My fingers snapped an inch from her face. But even that didn’t get a reaction.

“Yo, come on! Talk!”

Some kind of life drifted back into her brown eyes. She repeated one of the lines from the spiel. “Serve with all of your body, mind, and soul. That is the definition of perfection...”

Then Sasha repeated it from the other side of the room.

“It was a great choice of words, but we could trim it a little.”

Mel shook her head. “No, it’s exactly what it has to be.” The way she said it, like a demand, set me on edge.

“Fine, I’ll sleep on it.” Standing and facing her, it was time to signal their exit.

She didn’t get up like I expected. “My whole life, I never saw it this clearly.”

Hands wrapped around my waist, scaring the absolute shit out of me. Then Sasha’s voice almost droned out, “Neither have I. But it’s right here now, plain as day.”

“What the hell are you two talking about?”

Mel acted like she was afraid to look me in the eyes, but willed herself to do it anyway. “Did I write something with that kind of power?”

I was confused. “Guess so. But I still don’t know what’s going on.”

Sasha got behind me pulled tighter than Mel, just a few inches under my ribs. “Service. Exactly like you told us.”

“Okay...” Now it had to be a prank. “You two realize it was just another inspirational line of drivel, right? Don’t tell me you’re gullible enough to fall for our own crap.”

But they were blank.

I snapped my fingers in front of Mel Again “Hey! You still here?”

She wasn’t anymore responsive than before.

“You’re freaking me out here. Both of you.” This was some bullshit.

Neither one of them acted like I was even there as I broke away.

“Hello?” I waved my hands in front of their faces. “Yo!”

Sasha blinked first, after far too long. “If that’s what you want, Gideon, we’ll do it.”

“You finally answered. That’s all I asked either of you to do.”

Mel smiled up at me. “Yeah, we can do that.”

What the fuck? “And what exactly is that?”

Sasha patted across my back as both of them got the spark of intelligence back in their eyes. “Just make sure you take it easy. We’ve got enough to do during that ‘vacation,’ as you call it.”

Snickering like she agreed, Mel brightened up. “Listen to her. This new program will push you further than you think.”

If only I knew what they were talking about.


It was a cabin, and not fancy one. After shooing opossums away, I fumbled for the key.

Mel knew which one it was before I did, after the damn thing passed through my hand a couple of times.

She took the whole lanyard out of my grip. “Here. You’re already shaking again.”

I’d taken my medicine an hour before. Uppers do that to you. There was already a backlog of things I had to do that night.

Grabbing Mel’s luggage to repay her, I walked in and stared at the wood and flannel everything. “When the listing said it was ‘rustic,’ they weren’t fucking around.”

Sasha walked past me. “You booked it. The nicer ones were the same price, and still by the lake.”

But I didn’t want one in those glorified suburbs. Any person close enough to recognize me would have been one too many. “You know why I drove us all the way out here.”

Sasha opened one of the doors off to the right. “Two beds in here. I guess it’s ours.”

Which meant I had the master suite. It looked nicer than the rest of the place, and that bed couldn’t be uncomfortable. Sleeping in that back office had been killing me faster than everything else.

Unzipping my suitcase, I figured out the interior walls weren’t as thick as the exterior logs. Hearing those two giggling like tweens at a slumber party was the last thing I expected. But I could tell they needed the break too. Since reading them the new program, those girls had become unstoppable.

Maybe it works better than the usual self-help woo.

There was still enough daylight left to get an hour of fishing in, if I pushed it. On one of Michigan’s thousands of lakes, catching a few trout, perch, or pike would ease me into focusing. After a drive like the one I’d just finished, at least some kind of break was in order.

Grabbing my bug spray, I went straight for the door. The backlog could wait, and so could they. “I’ll be on the water until about dusk.”

But all I heard was more giggling.

Whatever. They’d notice the canoe missing from the dock.


It was catch-and-release. Cleaning the six fish I’d caught would have been too much effort. Plus, northern pike are called ‘toothpick filets’ for a reason. Those sharp, tiny ribs are nearly impossible to get out.

Rounding the bend in the shore, the splashing and laughter caught my attention. That clear water had to be inviting. I didn’t begrudge them of it.

Paddling quietly, they didn’t notice until I was right on top of them.

Sasha pulled the yellow straps of her bathing suit onto her shoulders.

“Do I even want to know what I missed?”

She blushed, but not as hard as Mel. Bobbing up and down, Sasha drifted her way to the side of the canoe. “The air conditioner in our room sucks. We had to cool off somehow.”

“Riiight.” But if something more was going on, I didn’t care. “Let’s get inside and unpack that takeout. Work until ten or so and calling it a night sound fair?”

Both of them swam to the edge of the dock. As they got out, those matching, yellow one-pieces with black stripes down the sides seemed a little odd. Because since when do women accept wearing the same thing?

Tying the boat to the cleats, I looked up and realized how sleek they looked. Wet hair dripping down their backs, leggy, slender figures, and figure-hugging outfits that left only some minor details to the imagination. If anyone had been watching with binoculars, they’d think I was the luckiest motherfucker on the planet.

They beat me to the cabin by close to a minute. Flip-flops should have slowed them down. But they were already back to that room when I shuffled in.

Another round of giggles leaked through. A little more shrill at times. But I was too interested in our take-out Mexican food to see what was so damn funny.

I popped the bags of chips in the microwave. Everything else would have been fine lukewarm. Then I pulled some of the binders out of my room, as well as my laptop. Working dinners were more the norm than the exception for me.

Starved and tired of waiting, I called out, “Food’s ready!”

I’d waited long enough, so I opened up the pack of paper plates and started filling one up.

The door opened behind me, sounding like the owners had never heard of WD-40. But I was a third of the way through my first burrito and still too hungry to care.

Until they walked past. Still in those yellow bathing suits, now dry, and sporting matching knee-socks. Swallowing my food, but more out of instinct than hunger, I asked, “You two plan on wearing identical cheerleader outfits tomorrow?”

Mel looked back first. “It’s still hot in there.”

“But those socks.” They’d planned something, probably just to fuck with me. Pranks weren’t unheard of between the three of us.

Sasha dropped a few pieces of camerones Jalisco on her plate. Some shrimp thing where they get wrapped in bacon and covered with queso. “I told you this would get a reaction out of him.”

“Mess with my head later. Right now, we’ve gotta eat and work on that script.”


I was wrapping up the final lines of the reread. “That’s why I’m asking you to be that peak self. What do you have to lose?” While thinking about how much fun, and dangerous, it’d be to act like they were wearing that getup as more than a joke. As if I didn’t already feel like I needed a vacation from this damn vacation.

Mel and Sasha went catatonic again. Absolutely still, I thought it was just another side of the prank.

But then I saw how blank their eyes had gone. Nobody can force the glassy, dilated look they had, at will.

It was time to turn the rib on them instead. “Okay, it’s not funny anymore.” Something I knew they’d never do, or fail to react to, seemed like just the thing. “Unless you are hypnotized. In which case, make out with each other.”

Yeah, yeah. Holy sexual harassment suit, Batman. I know what you’re thinking.

Sasha looked at me with those inky pools of black, each rimmed by a narrow circle of baby blue. Then Mel, with her own borders of rich brown.

Suddenly their faces turned together again. Mel asked, “Is he playing a trick on us now?”

But Sasha bumped her shoulders up. “He just told us to ‘be our peak selves’ again. Who are we to argue with it?”

Their chairs scooted closer, roaring the noise through the open but tiny living space. Sasha put a hand on Mel’s cheek, giving me a quick glance and smiling. And her eyes had turned back to normal.

No fucking way.

But it was happening. Calling it a rib anymore was getting too hard. The work shit in front of me seemed miles away.

Mel, having a good four inches on Sasha, craned her neck down and went into it like they were both several wine coolers of enthusiasm past the brink. And we hadn’t brought any alcohol, other than a flask of whiskey in my tackle box.

Maybe it explained the red faces and dropped shoulder straps. But I had to know for sure. “Stop wrapping tongues for a minute and tell me exactly what’s going on.”

They kept going for a moment before pressing the sides of their heads together. Without a hint of that blush from earlier, Mel took my brain behind the barn and shot it like Ol’ Yeller. “We figured out what you think our peak selves should be. Why wouldn’t we act on it?”

“Lezzing it up isn’t what I meant.” Nice as it was to see. “You’re both working harder than I am now, which I appreciate more than you can imagine. But what makes both of you think this is anything close to what I wanted?”

Sasha put a hand on one of Mel’s tits and squeezed. “We can just tell. I don’t know how to explain it, but both of us felt it. Especially in that second reading.”

“You’re so far off the mark right now, I—”

A socked foot glanced over my lap, finding the erection. Then Mel raised her brows. “I don’t think we are. Words can’t hide everything.”

Great, my psych major knows I’d fuck her at the drop of a hat. “You’re barking up the wrong tree. I’d drop from a heart attack thanks to the amphetamines before I’d come.”

She was acting like a girl ten times sluttier than her usual self. “We never said you had to do the heavy lifting.”

Sasha barely reached me with her own toes and grinned even harder. But I would have expected that from her. Something about the girl told me she’d been in more laps than cloth napkin.

They’ve either lost it, or this joke’s going too far. “If you two have something going on, I don’t mind. But you’re not helping get the new program going with this.”

Both of them curled a finger at me. So maybe it wasn’t a joke.

Kait would absolutely murder me. Because the divorce hadn’t sunk into my head yet. “We’ve got work to do. You’ve got your own room. Save it for in there.”

Sasha pouted with those naturally to-die-for lips. “But it’s so hot in there!”

“Oh, I’m sure it will be, later.” The screen of my laptop flipped up. “We talked about doing revisions, and held them off until now. So what’s the verdict from you two?”

If getting the recipients hot and bothered was the goal, it accomplished that in spades. Mel and Sasha weren’t about to let their jobs stop them.

The few notes on changes I’d taken scrolled down the left edge of my screen. I huffed out a breath and read the first one. “I think we should make ‘unyielding devotion’ into ‘selfless devotion.’ Makes it sound less rigid.”

But they were at it again, like I’d never interrupted.

Seriously? I tried going through the revisions by myself.

Adding, dropping, and changing words got harder than my cock in minutes, though. Moaning had already started, and both of them only had one hand above the table.

“You two are really committed to this act, aren’t you?” At least I knew they couldn’t say shit about that making-out quip I’d made. “Like I said, take it in the other room.”

Believe it or not, they actually did.


I’d finished my end of the work. Two hours later, a fog crept into the edge of my vision.

And they were still going at it when I crawled in the bed.

Damn glad we had functioning wi-fi, I knew how I was decompressing after hearing so much of that. Loading up a couple of videos matching what I assumed had been going on a room over was just the ticket. Even if it’d take a while from the amphetamines still running their course.

With earbuds in and no light but the screen, some ball of frat-girl fantasy cliches started playing out. I forwarded to the good part and had a hand in my boxers in seconds.

It didn’t hurt that the ‘actresses’ were a pair of slim brunettes. If I didn’t rub this one out, sleep wasn’t gonna happen.

The first pair of panties drifted sideways. Taking long strokes, I was already seeing my own cock in that pussy, imaging I was the reason this random girl was making those sounds.

Feeling the mattress shift, my heart jumped into my mouth as I slammed the laptop shut and jerked a bud out of my ear. “What the fuck is wrong with you?” Not caring which one of them I was talking to.

A quick whisper in my ear confirmed it. “It’s okay. We all do it.” Judging by how far down my calves those socks grazed, it had to be Mel.

“Does privacy mean anything to you?”

“You did tell to us take it into our room. So at least you’re consistent.” Her skin was too warm as she snuggled close from behind. Then I felt the hottest, wettest spot in that bathing suit.

“I don’t care what you two are doing together. But this is crossing a line.”

She wrapped her arms around my chest. Which I’d expect out of Sasha, if she’d had enough to drink to get an entire AA meeting tipsy. “It’s all your fault. You know that, right?”

“How so?” I wanted to roll over and look her in the face, but with the laptop closed, I wouldn’t have seen anything. “There’s no way any canned speech will do this to someone. I know my own bullshit better than that.”

“It’s done something to us. This only started the night after you read that script.”

“I don’t remember it saying anything about setting up my own porno scene. That was your own choice.”

Mel hugged even tighter. “Maybe it was there all along. Who knows?”

This has gone far enough. “Don’t make the rest of this trip awkward. We’ve got enough things to catch up on.”

One of her hands drifted a little too far down, stopping just above the waist of my boxers. “The venue for our next event canceled, and the tickets are already being refunded. So we’ve got a few extra days to relax.”

“What?”

“A blown water main, or something like that. Don’t worry, they’re comping the deposit, since it’s not our fault.”

Another mess to clean up. “I’ll get Sasha on an alternative location tomorrow. Even if it is smaller and we have to refund tickets.”

Blinding light filled my vision. But within seconds, I saw wood paneling. Rolling onto my back, I tried leaning up.

Then Sasha half-laughed, and half-said, “You need the break. We were hired to make your life easier, and that’s what we’re doing.”

I was ready to fire both of them, on the spot. Whipping the down comforter and silk sheets off myself, I fully intended to yell as hard as I did.“Canceling seminars is the exact opposite of what I meant by it!”

Not that it stopped either of them. Mel ducked her fingers under my waistband as Sasha crouched over my hips.

Legs folded around me. Then the slit between Sasha’s thighs grabbed hold of the erection I wasn’t about to get rid of. Even through her swimsuit and my boxers, it already felt like I was inside her.

My eyes adjusted to the light, kinda. Looking up at a face you’d expect from a sex-crazed nymphomaniac, the crush of pussy and Mel’s hand playing with my tip stole my breath away.

Sasha dropped her hands on each side of my head. Crushing the pillow down, her hair tickled against my face. “It’s not harassment if we do it to you, right?”

“That’s not how it works, and you know it.”

Those folds pressed even harder. “Oh well. Guess you’d better fire us after we’re done with you.”

It was too late to talk them out of it. The only saving grace I had, was that I wasn’t married anymore. “You’d better have a safer plan than having me pull out.”

Mel shoved her head between Sasha’s hand and my ear. “Periods get in the way work. We’re both on something.” Because of course the fucking workaholics were.

“You can’t expect a guy with only a lung and-a-half to keep up with both of you.”

The last saving throw I had dropped like a lead balloon. More teasing at my head, and a little grinding motion from Sasha, started breaking down the resistance.

I’m finally giving in to one of those chances, huh? Nobody could walk in on us, and they weren’t the kind to lie about something like birth control. “What if I go through with it? How would it change things between us?”

Sasha bumped her shoulders. “Does it matter? Your speech already turned everything on its head.”

I looked at Mel. “She means your spiel.”

“You asked me to come up with the most convincing talk possible, with the message outline you handed over. Don’t pin this on me.” The way she teased even harder at the end of my dick drove the point home.

The weight on my hips eased up. Sasha rose to her knees and grabbed my boxers.

Mel began stroking away as the cotton whipped down my thighs. The one thing I still had on dropped past my ankles and then flew across the room.

Sasha leaned back down to join her, adding another hand to the mix.

Mel slid to meet her. Their lips pressed together, barely inches away from my upright cock. The pop and lick song went on for a moment as they kept jerking me as one.

Even this would have been enough to get me off, given enough time. Uppers be damned. It felt just as good as the scenery looked.

Mouths painted the same shade of magenta parted for a second. Then they took the session up again, around opposite sides of my dick.

I was already putting wrinkles in the sheets with my hands. Each lick turned my thoughts to static fuzz and erased all the worries I’d packed along for the trip. It was kinda startling, realizing how quickly they’d worn down my fight.

One of them broke away, pushing lips against the end of me. The other gave a lingering run of her tongue from the base, almost up to her partner’s mouth. Since it was along the bottom, that last part had to have come from Sasha.

Mel took in the first quarter, letting that tongue roll several times around the whole circumference.

Pushing her head down was tempting, but I was content to see how far they’d take it on their own. Between their lips or between their legs, they had what I needed to stumble across the finish line. Eventually.

Sasha began working my balls, cupping and licking away. Delicate and rough at the same time. She wasn’t proving my assumptions about her experience wrong.

My neck jerked to one side. I figured why after Mel had me in to the back of her throat.

Swooping her head around, Mel slurped me out and then pushed me through again. Easy, smooth motions like that had always gotten me moaning.

Opening my eyes, dots of light twirled around the ceiling. My pulse raced as I reached over with one hand. Mel didn’t try to stop me as I pulled the strap off her nearest shoulder. If anything, it told her she was doing something right.

I loved it, but hated myself at the same time. Worship from two girls like this was everything I’d imagined. But some pang of guilt kept sneaking through.

It didn’t have long to wreak havoc, though. Mel and Sasha traded places on my junk. Erasing the terror I had about betraying Kait like this, they kept going until the hairs stood on the nape of my neck.

Sasha pounced, arguing in favor of aggressive dick-sucking. Like she was rewarding me for always being gentle with her feelings, on a personal basis.

Meanwhile, perky, bare mounds bumped against the side of my hips. When I looked down, Mel had all the side-boob out.

I couldn’t stop myself from pulling that outfit down to her waist. As Sasha did the same to herself. Once those bathing suits were off, there was no chance I’d let it stop at foreplay. I knew my tendencies and my own breaking point.

Testing me with a round of tongue-dancing and a hard slurp, Sasha was eager to keep the momentum rolling. A hard jack on my length curled my shoulders.

Willpower is great and all, but they’d shattered mine like a cheap mirror. I barely managed to push up on my elbows. “Fuck it! Let’s do this.”

Mel and Sasha quit paying attention to me, staring at each other. Sasha grinned first. “He’s always babied you. Go ahead and thank him for it.”

My heart skipped a beat. But I had to state the obvious. “You just want to finish me off yourself.”

“So what if I do? With your meds, it’s gonna take a while, even with both of us.”

Mel wasn’t stalling for time. Sitting up, she ran the top of her suit past her hips and crawled both legs out of it. Still in those fucking socks, though. She started reaching for the first one.

I grabbed her wrist. “Don’t even think about taking those off.”

Sasha crawled her way next to me, working her own yellow suit off along the way. “I told her it’d be a nice touch.”

“You planned this. Why am I not surprised?”

Another hot mound pressed my shaft against myself, slipping along the bottom side.

But Sasha just cuddled against me, teasing a finger down my sternum. “I knew you two would end up fucking, someday. You’ve always treated her like a princess, even before you and Kait broke up.”

My ex-wife’s face jumped into my head again. “Don’t talk about her right now.”

Sasha nuzzled her face against my neck and pressed her tits around my arm. “It’s a shame. I really wanted to play the third wheel between you two.”

I was about scold her. But Mel stepped in at the last second, pinning my shaft upright with the outer verge of her cunt. Goddammit…

“How long has it been since you’ve fucked a girl this young?”

Yet another reminder of Kait, who I’d married days after she’d graduated college, seven years prior. And I’d been fucking her for a couple of years before that.

While Mel broke me through and gasped, Sasha had another knife to plunge between my ribs. “All that time with the same woman, and you never strayed. Why can’t you let go and reward yourself for that?”

Fuck! My last wall crumbled as Mel whimpered. All the way in, I wished I could go ahead and come. But I didn’t want it to stop, either.

Sasha moved a hand down between her own legs and said, “Who knew the little straight-ass could be so much fun?”

Mel was surprising me, probably as much as she had Sasha. Not doing the boring up-and-down motion by itself, she had a talent for riding on a dick.

Keeping the swoop going, the hard pounces started making it even better. Because there’s nothing wrong with in-and-out either, so long as it’s not the only thing going on.

Both of them whimpered, surrounding me on all but one side in an eager mess. With hot skin, needy voices, and nothing standing in their way, Mel and Sasha had me dead to rights.

I had to put my hands on Mel’s waist. She was whipping herself around just right, giving herself that little twirl on the way down. It was almost as good as the way the took her damned sweet time when she rose up.

Sasha kept tracing her other hand down. Sliding past my navel, she wasn’t hiding the real goal.

Mel jerked when the fingers reached her clit. Her pussy gripped like fresh tires, giving even more friction to all that motion.

With two girls writhing all over me, trying like I’d given them a motivational speech to come, I could have died happy. Right then and there, if that was my time to go.

A voice filled my ear again. “Careful. Once she starts making noise,” Sasha moaned and recollected herself, “it doesn’t take long.”

Mel was working me hard against her g-spot. Going faster with each rock, I felt the bump swell until her passage tingled my skin with pins and needles, despite being the softest thing on earth.

Knees pressed against both sides of my chest. With that ride and Sasha’s hand working some kind dark magic, Mel felt like she was on the verge of blowing her top. And it kept on for what had to be the longest fifteen seconds of my life.

Both her hands pushed on my shoulders. It got me even deeper inside her. One more lunge slammed me through until I couldn’t fit any further.

Sasha quit twiddling away as Mel stopped.

Chaos erupted. The inside of her pussy gripped in random fits. Then her entire frame shook, falling on me as her mind sprouted wings and flew away.

If I hadn’t taken my meds, you bet’cha I’d have come.

Mel stayed on top of me, pushing those tits against my pecs like she’d gained strength, at the cost of all control of her body. She screamed in my other ear, shooting off random vowels like she was trying say something.

Sasha hadn’t left the other side of my head, though. “Oh yeah, feel that?”

Warmth spread down my sack and inner thighs. Then it went cold.

Did she really just do that? I let Mel ride it out. Sudden bursts twitched out of nowhere, winding down from every second, until the final one took ten. It was of a hell of a minute to be inside her.

Her tits pushed hard with each breath. They weren’t the largest, but big enough for an honest handful.

I lied still until Mel bumped forward. Halfway out, the final shake rattled both of us.

Sasha quit pushing herself into the same frenzy, teasing my hair with one hand and brushing Mel’s out of my face with the other. “Every girl has her gimmick. I think you just found hers.”

The cold, wet fabric under me explained enough. “One of you is washing these sheets tomorrow.” Because squirters make you want to go into sex wearing a yellow rain jacket and booties, like Paddington-fucking-Bear. But it’s never the girls you’d expect, which makes you ask, ‘Really? Her?’ Every time.

That same voice steamed again. “Wanna know what mine is?”

Mel jerked a final time, pulling me out of her as she rested.

I knew this was gonna be a fucking mess. “At this point, I’m not sure.” But I’d already fucked one to climax. It wasn’t like it could get any harder to explain.

Sasha rose up and rolled Mel over herself.

I waited for her to climb on top. But that wasn’t the plan.

“Gideon, stand up.”

What fresh hell is this?

Sasha climbed off the mattress with me. Without heels, she didn’t even reach my shoulders. I hadn’t noticed exactly how tiny she was until then.

Expecting her to guide me to a wall, I didn’t see her pushing on my abs. The bedside lamp almost toppled to floor as the back of my legs hit the nightstand.

I sat on in, bent at the knees maybe a foot away from the bed.

But was enough room for Sasha to stand up, her legs straight as she grabbed hold of my cock. She wasn’t about to sit on me, exactly.

The first bit slipped in. Dancing her way down the shaft, Sasha rolled her way around until I felt her stretch at the back wall.

My hands clamped around her waist, trying to slow the girl down. But wasn’t where the motion came from.

She gripped my arms. It only gave her more leverage to work with. “When you’re petite, you have to do a lot with a little. I’ve made men bigger than you scream for God.”

I believed it. Every thought I’d had about her possibly slutty past was proving true. Why not buy the core premise of it all?

Straddling with that orbiting motion, her nails pressed notches into my skin. Something about taking control of someone who could break her in half had Sasha glowing.

My hips sprung upward, jolting her head back. The next push was easier.

Trying to rein me in, Sasha gripped the edges of the nightstand. But all that did was let me plow even further into her.

Hammering like I wanted it to hurt, it was rousing something out of her. Sasha was gonna be a tricky fight of a lay. If I hesitated, even for a second, she’d stop screaming and gain the upper hand.

Priming to blow, Sasha lost her hold on the little bedside table. Her ankles wrapped around the insides of my knees.

I wasn’t nearly as far along as she was. Not saying, “Maybe you’ll win next time,” would have been a waste.

Her fingers dug into my sides. Gripping on for dear life, Sasha was crying out with every jab.

Now I had a chance to run the score up. I stood, taking her with me and making a few steps to the edge of the bed.

Mel crawled out of the way. It wasn’t fair to leave her sitting there alone.

I dropped with Sasha, bouncing ourselves clear of the mattress once before I settled back into her. Grabbing both wrists and pushing them over her head, one deep slam made her belt out a window-breaking scream.

Ripping out and letting gravity plunge me all the way through, Sasha was on the edge of begging. Maybe for mercy, or maybe to come. Hell, it was probably for both.

Mel took over on clit duties, exactly like Sasha had for her. I hadn’t planned on a teamwork retreat, but it’d turned into one.

Sasha’s head started whipping to each side. “Oh fuck!”

That pussy was tight, even with all her experience. Yet another reason why small girls are fun. They can feel like a virgin, without the awkwardness.

Mel rubbed even faster, probably seeing multiples of her hand at that speed.

Sounding like a whistle blasting inches from both my ears, Sasha was about to crack down the middle. Those plump, pouty lips trembled as they stayed open.

I shot one look at Mel and nodded.

Pulling out, letting go of Sasha’s wrists, and standing all the way up, I watched Mel let her snap at the same time.

Her knees and elbows bent as hard as they could. Then her shoulders and hips. By the time her back curled hard enough to leave only the small of it on the sheets, the absolute mess of a tiny woman was shaking with every clenched muscle.

Mel stared in awe as I gasped, “I guess we found her talent too, didn’t we?”

Coming herself into a seizure in knee-high socks like that, Sasha was just inviting me to crash the open door and start fucking her again.

But there was always gonna be a next time. Probably around daybreak. Then around lunch, mid-afternoon, and a few more rounds before everyone went to bed again.

Mel let our coming fool ride it out, turning her attention back to me. “So I guess it’s your turn.”

Adrenaline and other hormones only carry you so far. Especially when you’re missing part of a lung and on pharmaceuticals that raise your pulse to begin with. Grabbing just above my knees, I barely managed to keep my head aimed at her. “You’d better think of something good, then.”

Like she had all the answers out of the back of the math book, Mel draped herself over Sasha and pushed that tight ass up. Looking back, she asked, “Think this will do it?”

Both of them on offer like that forced a palpitation through my chest. My body fought to catch up and steady itself. Because I had plenty of shit to prove.

Sasha quit jerking in every direction at once as Mel settled over her. I couldn’t see it, but I heard them locking tongues again.

When Sasha wrapped her legs around Mel, I knew it was time. If this wasn’t about to get me off, nothing could. Two cunts with clits grinding together, is something you have to see for yourself, in-person.

I batted my shaft against Mel’s rear. A little bit of aiming and a slight push forward dove me in.

Her voice moaned a little harder than Sasha’s. Trying to keep myself in her while they pressed the top of the their mounds together, it all added up to best romp of my life.

That tight body kept wiggling. Pressing a hand between Mel’s shoulders and grabbing her hair with the other, it didn’t stop her hips and waist from slithering around. Now I was just doing the in-and-out, letting her motion add all the flavor.

Like a new pecking order had taken hold, Mel stole my breath as I drove her to put Sasha in her place.

But the funny thing about ADD meds is, you feel like you can go for hours. And then wham! Something flips the right combination of switches.

My jaw dropped and both arms flexed as Mel did the last thing I expected.

Her ass lunged away from me. The sound two pairs of lips parting forced a jolt up my dick. “Go ahead and come in her.”

I jerked against Mel’s hair, trying to prod my way back in. “Why?”

“Just do it.” She didn’t bother turning her head my way. “I want it, but Sasha needs to learn her place.”

Wants versus needs. I liked it.

Sasha tried forcing me in, dropping both legs from around Mel’s ass and trapping my thighs.

I didn’t wait. Poking straight through, my neck bent like I was finishing up a hard piss. Mel’s ass had dropped as far as it could, forcing beans together like she was trying to fuck the PR chick right along with me.

Whimpers and moans had already started again. Force pushing down from my arms turned into more friction, which had Sasha pinned where I needed her.

Moving one hand to the center of Mel’s ass, I put all my weight on it and started fingering her pussy with the other. Hooking deep against the pulsing cushion on her roof, she was starting to yell just as hard. Then I got my thumb in on the action, gracing two clits at once.

Sasha was already going ballistic. Twitching with each leg, she pulled like it was a sin to even pull back for the next slam.

I thought I was in that runner’s-high sort of zone, ready to keep going forever.

But then I felt walls snap tight around my cock. Something in her pushed against that ridge of skin running up the bottom my length. One hard graze as I slipped halfway out, and the edges of my vision went dark.

Mel came first, trying to break my fingers with her entrance as I pulled them out. Another shot of wet gushed all the place as their mouths parted.

With both of them shouting and hollering, I couldn’t have made it out if I tried. Sasha’s legs clamped like a trap, forcing me through in that final slip that snapped the last thread.

I didn’t mean to, but my hands shot past Mel and grabbed Sasha’s waist. Forcing ourselves together, the swell at the head of my cock primed every nerve in me.

Life slowed, making that couple of seconds the longest and best year of my life.

Voices kept lashing out. All three of us entered climax at once. Mel, halfway through it, Sasha rushing to the peak, and the rumble of my own turning my thoughts to static.

My body couldn’t handle anymore, but it didn’t have to. Months or even years of tension burst out of me. The bottom dropped out, as the whole world felt like it made sense.

That surge every guy knows too well ripped through my system. Shooting from brain, down to core, and through my shaft, I didn’t know how I stayed conscious.

But it was worth it.

My balls clenched until I felt the silky goodness come flying out of me. Throwing entire coils of rope into Sasha, my grip on her torso wasn’t about to ease up.

Her orgasm put Sasha through another round of shocks. Both legs squeezed like she was trying pinch me in half.

But my second flooded out. The very tip of the thing felt like I was rounding the biggest on the roller coaster.

Giving in, I was fighting for each breath against Mel’s back.

Her own feet got into it. Pressing socked heels against my shoulders, we were just a ball of three people coming their minds to dust.

Sasha let out a final cry as I dribbled the last bit out.

Holy fuck… My lungs seared with every inhale and exhale.

Then, like I’d bench-pressed a flipped car off myself to stay alive, my whole body gave out.

I don’t know how I woke up on the dry side of the bed, alone the following morning. But they’d managed to get me there.


There’s a lot to be said for cardio workouts. They don’t hold a candle to having five or six rounds a day with two women, though.

Packing everything into the back of my Land Rover, I felt like a new man. Tuned on the same frequency with Mel and Sasha, we’d gotten the whole backlog done. Not to mention, I’d just about fucked my dick raw.

And got plenty of fishing in.

But all good things have to end. Chucking Mel’s suitcase into the back, I thought about buying the place, no matter what price the owners might ask. After tweaking the speech a tiny bit, I had those doing acrobatics in bed.

Sasha came running as I closed the back hatch. “Gideon!”

When she got in a hurry, it never meant good news. “Yeah?”

“You remember that thing I sent to the publisher about getting some testimonials?”

They’d rushed the book into stores, almost as a first draft. Which I was still pissed about. “What about it?”

She bent down at the hips, giving me yet another view of those tits from underneath that tied-off flannel shirt. “I worked it out, and they’re fine with shuffling seminar dates around. Getting a few case-studies and testimonials are worth it to them.”

I was flabbergasted. “How the shit did you wrangle that?”

Sasha leaned her shoulders against the rear windshield and crossed both arms. “Every time I let Mel have time alone with you, I was working my contacts. Some of these minor celebrities have a bigger audience than you do, or at least something to lend credibility to us.”

I already hated it. “Who?”

“A Snapgram influencer, a little blonde with bolt-on tits chasing a modeling career, and some overachieving med student who can’t even dream of pleasing her parents. Get the younger demographic onboard with sharing our message, and it’s a goldmine.”

Part of me wanted to kiss her on the lips. But another wanted to faint. “You know as well as I do that the bread and butter of motivational speakers are sad-sack people who’ve stalled between thirty and forty.”

“But how many guys like you are competing for that market?”

All of them, actually. Anyone serving an audience older than that was always some preacher spreading the virtues of sending them money, because Jesus wanted them to have a third yacht, or something.

I’d gotten over my hang-ups about fucking anyone other than Kait, though. “If it works on them like does for you, start booking my time.” In fact, I’d skipped the daily with her for the first time since the divorce had settled.

Mel came running. “So are ready to get outta here?” Looking at me like she expected dread.

Rested and fine with the new direction, I threw her for a loop. “Absolutely. Get your ass in.”

Even the good guys have a dark side.


BIMBO DINER 5

Coop was one of those big, corn-fed boys from northern Oklahoma. Which made it even harder to see his dad break down and sob his eyes out on my shoulder as they lowered the casket. Out of all the tough bastards I’d served with, that crazy fucker should have been either the first or last I’d see put in the ground.

Gloria finally opened up on the way back home, halfway through Nebraska. “He always said he wanted you to be the godfather of our children.”

“It’s too soon to talk about that.” Gloria had found the engagement ring and wedding bands Coop had bought. Somehow, it felt as dirty as it did right for us to wear them, even if it was symbolic. “He’d want you to be happy, so that’s what I want you to do.”

Another mile of corn passed by. Gloria was still in that black dress from the ceremony. “Jim, there’s a reason he took that job in your town.”

I didn’t care about the how or why of it. “There something he didn’t tell me?”

“Neither of you had brothers, but he saw you as one. If the worst happened, Coop knew you’d do whatever it took.”

Not that it made me feel used, in the slightest. “You mean, to make sure you’re safe.”

“If my parents had been rounded up and I was ten years younger, I’d be in a prison cell right now. Or even worse, I’d be in Nuevo Laredo, trying to figure out what everyone’s saying.”

Gloria had it rough. Barely knowing any Spanish, deportation back to Mexico would have been like dropping my ass in Mumbai. “I know he didn’t plan it this way, but the guy’s always been smarter than he acted.”

“When you showed up to get me out of jail, I knew how bad it was.” She rolled the window down a few inches. “Coop wouldn’t have gone straight to you and asked for this if he didn’t know he was dying.”

“There’s no way he saw that clot. Quit saying that.”

But Gloria knew better than I did. “I see it in the customers’ eyes. Half of them don’t even want me in this country.”

“I can kick them out.”

“In North Dakota? Good luck staying open.”

Which was a fair point. My county voted redder than a baboon's ass in the last election. “If it makes you feel better, it won’t cost much to haul the diner across the border to Saskatchewan or Manitoba.” I was very ready to leave myself.

But Gloria wasn’t about to have any of it. “No, if they hate me that much, I’d rather stay. Leaving would just make them feel better.”

The girl had balls on par with Coop’s. I had to give her that much credit. “Fine by me. I didn’t serve this country to be run out by a bunch of soft-bodies riding mobility scooters anyway. And I was a fucking Army cook.”

“He always told me you’d say something like that.”

After seven hours of silence, it was great to have someone to talk to. These Great Plains states had always been hell to drive through. Even though I was from a boondock town like Iron Hill, I kept wondering who fucking lives in these places, and why? In every direction, it was just flat cropland and straight roads.

Gloria rolled her window up before we passed by a huge cattle lot. “So Brandi asked if I was moving in with everyone else.”

I almost choked on my own spit. “You’re welcome to stay, but is that all she hinted at?”

“Jim, I already know what goes on there. Remember, I had to clean the place for a while.”

Sex does tend to leave evidence. A pile of discarded clothes from four or five people in one room, or just that lingering smell. And Gloria never struck me as Brandi’s kind of dense.

She reached over and patted my knee. “Plus, it’s kinda weird being married to someone and not living with them.”

I almost shot through the roof of my truck. “It’s a little soon, don’t you think?”

“Whatever you get up to with the rest of them, I won’t judge.” At least she wasn’t pulling a Brandi and leaning over for some unannounced road-head.

Three bedrooms, four girls, and nobody ever slept alone. “I’ve still got an open room, I guess. Don’t be shocked if Jada tries roping you in, though.”

Gloria played with one of the vents on the dash. “What’s her deal, anyway? She’s been making passes at me from the start.”

“Tell me about it. I have to watch her like a hawk when she’s working.” Jada had dragged a few customers into the ladies room. One guy even had his condom unwrapped before I realized she was gone.

“Little bit of ho’ isn’t she?”n

“Or just crazy. She won’t get back on her meds for that nymphomania problem.”

“I knew it.” Gloria chuckled a little. “She’s gotta be in Heaven, though.”

Poor Autumn had been taking the brunt of Jada’s ‘addiction.’ Too small to really fight back, their paintings had made it nearly impossible for anything to get done when they worked together.

I pulled into what was likely the only gas station in Utica, Nebraska. “I’m about to piss all over myself. You heading in too, or do you need anything?”

Gloria undid her seat belt. “I’m starving.”

Even though I ran a true greasy spoon, I wasn’t about to let her eat gas station food. I scrolled through the map on my phone. “There’s an actual town forty or so miles down the road. Can you wait until we hit it?”

“I’m not big on waiting anymore, but that’s fine.”

As she got out, I had to think about that. The fact that I had a painting of her waiting for us chewed on the edges of my mind. I’d meant for Coop to get it, but you already know why that couldn’t happen.

This ain’t good. Like Gloria was in a zombie movie, and barely hid the first symptoms after a bite. It wasn’t gonna get any better, and I knew it.


My legs hurt almost as much as my back, even after sleeping in my own bed. Almost thirty hours of driving in a few days will do that. Thankfully, I’d let Candace, Jada, and Brandi cover for me.

I rolled over without opening my eyes. Pulling Autumn’s backside against my front, I rubbed a hand up her stomach and then back down, under the front of her panties.

Then I realized her feet had gone too far down my shins. My eyes shot wide and I was fucking awake.

Gloria whimpered a little, still out cold.

I eased my hand off her pussy. What the fuck am I doing? And just as importantly, why had she found her way to my bed?

Feeling myself down below, I was dry as a bone. A quick sniff of my fingers told me we hadn’t done anything.

Thank fuck… The last thing I wanted was the vengeful ghost of my best friend coming after me.

I snuck out of the bed and closed the door behind me. Cold as hell in just my boxer briefs, the light coming through the windows looked like I’d only slept until eight. Honestly, I’d been gunning for lying on my ass well past noon.

A few noises in the kitchen made me stop. Looking through the patio windows, I saw Autumn fixing something on the counter, nude other than a white set of panties. If I could keep her oblivious of me being up, all the better.

Crouching behind the bar until she turned the kitchen sink on, I made it into the guest bathroom. Once the shower turned on, she’d know someone was up. But I just needed a few minutes to think.

Staring back at myself in the mirror, I didn’t hate the guy in front of me. Yeah, Coop was only running on twenty hours in the ground, and I knew his fiance shaved everything down there. But at least I’d stopped before things got out of hand.

With the hot water rinsing off what was left of the drive fatigue, I felt a little less dirty. At least on the outside.

I can’t believe I let her spend the night.

But that was Gloria’s idea, not mine.

She’s technically my wife though.

Without a ring on either of our fingers.

What the hell would Coop want me to do here?

Not that I could ask him anymore.

Pushing most of the water out of my hair, I bumped my forehead against the wall. You just had to go and die on us, didn’t you, asshole?

Drops condensed and raced down the plastic stall. I thought about waiting for a couple to form at the same time. If the left one slid past the soap rack first, I’d fuck her. If the right won, Gloria was outta here.

I gave it a minute and saw my contestants. Then, right as they picked up speed, a third one shot right down the middle.

Well, that didn’t fucking help.


My earbuds made a noise a few hours later while I was mowing the yard. It was a text from Jada.

‘Jerry showed up with Gloria’s painting. Yummy.’

I rolled my eyes and opened the picture.

Damn… I’d always thought Gloria was hot, but this was on another level. My thumbs were a blur. ‘If he’s not gone yet, tell him I’ll drive to his house and give him the money this afternoon.’

‘K’

Getting back to my podcast, even lawn work wasn’t a full escape from my troubles. I didn’t realize it had ended until I pulled the mower in the garage. Zoned out and debating myself sick over how to deal with this Gloria mess, I knew peace of mind was a distant fantasy until I made a choice.

One way or the other, I’m gonna have to live with it.


I’d just dropped Autumn off at the diner. It was just about time for the place to get busy, and Jada kept bitching about every little thing to me. If she was gonna be like that, Jada was losing some hours.

Even from the back of my crew-cab, she wouldn’t stop. “And you know what he did next, Jim? He said he was gay!”

Which was rare for a guy working the oil fields, but at least it stopped her from trying to fuck another customer. “If you bring some disease into my house, I’m losing a shoe up your ass.”

“Don’t worry, you’re the only guy I’ll let go in raw.”

Gloria laughed from the passenger seat. “Well, you weren’t joking about her.”

My right eye twitched. “Ditzy, Slutty, Tiny, and Pigtails. Three more, and I’ll be Snow White with a dick.”

Jada protested right behind me. “Who are you calling Slutty?”

The road Jerry’s drive ended at was straight enough I could look back at her. “You’ve got your hand down the front of your shorts, right now!”

Gloria stared back too. Shaking her head, she kept giggling. “So what’s my name?”

“Don’t you fucking start with me too...” Spicy would have been too on-the-nose for a girl whose maiden name is Martinez.

Then she cleared her throat. “How about Wifey?”

Yup, the painting I was on the way to pay for had taken hold. “No-Touchy sounds more like it.”

“You really won’t? Coop was right about you...” Her smile was warm enough to thaw the entire road we were on in January. “Loyal to a fault.”


Jerry left me speechless right before we left. “I saw it in the paper, just like everyone else in town. Nobody figured that Redd boy would marry some new girl in town at the drop of a hat.”

So the whole county knew by the time I’d even gotten back in town. Which guaranteed even more people would start talking about why I had five girls living with me.

Leaning in my open window, he studied Gloria up and down. “I’m more into blondes myself, but I can see her merits.”

I started rolling the window up on him and shifted into reverse. “You know why I did it.”

“Yeah, you Redd’s take good care of your friends. That’s never changed in damn near seventy years.”

Then Jada dropped a bomb on me from behind. “Hey, Jim, my dad wants to talk to you.”

“Thanks, Jerry.” I finished rolling up the window. “Hand me your phone.”

“At the diner.”

This is gonna get bad. “What brought this on? I know that fuck’s not about to apologize to me.”

“Hell if I know. He just said he wanted to meet right before closing time.”

Which left me a couple hours to stew on how Mr. Black had it out for me. “He comes alone, and not until we’re shut down for the night.” After driving across most of America, north to south, hauling my ass all over the county was even worse. Especially if it meant dealing with Brian Black.

“I don’t think he’s mad anymore.”

“Why not?”

“You should already know why.”

But as much as I prodded her for more info, Jada only gave me a smirk. The little bitch had pulled something, again.


A familiar set of headlights pulled up front and parked next to the door.

“That assholes here...” But at least with six of us and one of him, the odds were in our favor. I already had my gun loaded, checked, and sitting on my hip with a round in the chamber. You know, just in case.

I sat in one of the corner booths next to Gloria. Everyone but her was in their work outfit. That set of leggings that hugged her ass and the t-shirt knotted in front of her stomach made it feel like a shame to keep her seated.

Jada unlocked the door as I held my breath.

This fucker tries anything, he’s at least getting a bullet in the thigh.

But Brian was all smiles as he walked in. “Jim, I think I had you pegged all wrong.”

“How?” Not the he hadn’t, but I wanted to know what crazy shit had gotten into him.

He smiled at his daughter, probably for the first time in years. “For a Jack-Mormon, you sure take our faith seriously.”

I knew the term, but I couldn’t figure out how it applied to me. “How so?”

“Multiple wives, even though you don’t attend services.” He took the seat across from us. “Or you’re one of those who aren’t in our sect, and believe in the tenets anyway.”

The fuck is he going on about? “I think you’re mistaken.”

He pointed at Brandi as she brought all of us some mugs of coffee. “I count five in here, and you all live together. You can only marry one, legally. And I heard the story about why you made it official with your ‘legal’ wife.”

I shot a look at Jada, who only smirked back at me. “Listen, I’m glad you’re not,” I was about to say ‘pissed,’ but these folks hated cuss words, “ticked at me, but I have to think you’re up to something.”

“You know the old cafe in the town square, Buffalo Pete’s?”

“What about it?”

“The town’s about to seize the building because the owners couldn’t pay city taxes. I want you hear about it first.”

Which meant I could swoop in and buy the place for pennies on the dollar. It’d be a stretch, but I had the staff and money to open a second location. “You really aren’t pulling my leg, are you?”

“I never thought my little girl would be a Godly woman able to live among a man and his wives. It’s the least I can do to show my gratitude for saving her soul.”

You people are crazier than I thought. “Brian, I’m not gonna lie, I’m no Latter-Day-Saint.”

Like the true fundamentalist, he overlooked my shortcomings in his eyes, so long as I advanced his ideals. “We can worry about winning your heart over later. In the meantime, I want you to know how our community supports itself. Is that something you’re willing to think about?”

Telling him to ‘fuck off’ was out of the question, even if it was my first instinct. “Buffalo Pete’s, huh? If it shuts down, I’ll own the longest-running business in the county.”

“Exactly. And with a proposal, I can make city and county taxes drop to zero for ‘historic’ businesses.”

It was the kind of cronyism and corruption I hated about guys like him. “That’s nice and all, but I don’t like it. Honestly, I’ve been thinking about selling or moving across the border to Canada.”

“Uprooting a family business like this? Are you insane?”

“The fracking boom’s dying, and honestly, I didn’t think you folks at City Hall even wanted me here.” The bastards.

Brian dumped no telling how many packs of sugar in his coffee. Decaf for the Mormon, of course. “You’re an honorable man. I see that now.”

“I’m still confused. Why the sudden change in attitude?” And I hadn’t even touched my coffee yet.

Jada tucked herself into the booth next to us, wrapping both arms around her father’s neck. Looking innocent for the first time in her life, she said, “Daddy knows who you are now. There aren’t many families like this one left.” Yeah, she was talking about the polygamy thing.

Keeping my mouth shut, I poured half a pack of creamer out. “I get it. Trust me, I do.”

“So you’ll keep your business here?” Brian stirred all that sugar in and left a puddle on the table. “We only have two households that stick to the original view Joseph Smith laid out for us in this county. A third will make us more Godly than most of Utah.”

I was tired of the weird religion talk already. “Fine.” I stirred my own brew, fully-caffeinated. “Just keep this quiet. What happens behind the doors of my home needs to stay there.”

“Of course.” Brian took his first sip and motioned for Brandi. “Can I get a to-go cup?” Not that I was about to stop his creepy ass from leaving.

I waited until his mug had been poured into the styrofoam. “You can do what you want as a city council member, and I won’t turn down the benefits from it. Just don’t go screwing people over because you think I’m one of you.”

“That’s fine.” He tapped his daughter’s forearm and scooted out of the booth. “Saving a father-in-law’s favor for when you need it speaks volumes about your character.”

But that’s not what I’m doing, you jackhole.

Brian snapped the lid over his cup. “You saved Jada from becoming an apostate, so that alone gives us fellowship. I’ll make a provident and righteous man of you yet. But just so you know, I’ll pray for you.”

And I’ll make sure to sin for you, asshole.


Jada explained a bit of the slang from her father’s parting words as everyone else gave the place the weekly deep-cleaning.

‘Apostate’ meant anyone who had been shunned from the church. ‘Fellowship’ signaled that Brian was out to convert me. ‘Provident’ was all about stocking a year of food away.

And ‘righteous?’ According to my one waitress fluent in Mormon, that simply meant passive-aggressively judgmental.

I finished the last bit of my coffee, hoping like hell it’d give me the energy to drive home and pass out in my bed. “So what did you say to him, anyway?”

“That you married one of us, and acted like the man of the house for everyone else. Including me.”

“So you lied to him.” I sat the mug down but didn’t scoot it to the edge of the table. I could put away my own damn cup.

“Not a bit.” She looked at Gloria for a second. “I told Daddy to check the marriage records and shared a few pictures of everyone but you in the living room. He’s desperate to believe his only daughter found salvation.”

I tried not to laugh.

“You’re kinda evil. You know that?” But I was just glad to have Mr. Black off my ass. “If he ever finds out I drink beer or what really happens at home, he’d shit a brick house.”

“So that’s why, outside of this diner, we have to act like upstanding Mormons. If they see us so much as drink a Coke, the whole facade will start to crumble.”

I knew there had to be a drawback. “We’re not even members, but now we have to act like we’re in that bunch? What kind of fresh hell did you sign everyone up for?”

Jada flashed her teeth at Gloria. “Hey, they’re already overlooking the interracial marriage thing, and those paintings are downright porn to them. The local bishops can let a lot slide, so long as they like you.”

Which meant I wasn’t about to grow a beard or take up cigarettes anytime soon. I knew their taboos well enough. “That belly-button piercing you’ve got drove him up a wall, didn’t it?”

“You should have been there when he noticed I had my ears pierced at sixteen. Daddy almost kicked me out, right then.”

I pinched the bridge of my nose, fully aware of what she’d gotten away with beyond that ‘sin’ from before. “I’ll give you credit for one thing: You know how to play a guy like a fiddle.” Including myself.

Brandi took my cup away before I could stop her. I heard one of the dishwashers open and close. Then, everyone else came out from the back.

Autumn held both hands in front of her hips. “So, anything else before we go home?”

“Actually—”

Jada shot out from her booth. “Yeah, don’t you all remember what we talked about before?”

Not good. “I don’t wanna know...” And Gloria wasn’t looking any more clued in than I was when I glanced over at her.

Both of Jada’s hands planted on the edge of the table. “Alright, you two have been married for almost a week. Jim, you need to drop the choirboy act.”

I couldn’t believe I even had to explain it to her. “It wasn’t about that, you idjit!”

“So what?” Jada pushed her hair off her right shoulder. “Go ahead and tell him, new girl.” Because of fucking course Jada had gotten hold of Gloria.

A hand grazed up my thigh. Gloria leaned a bit closer. “She’s right. Coop would have wanted it.”

Sure, he loved showing pictures of her off, but letting another guy split her like firewood had to be something else, entirely. “Wait, no… It’s too soon.”

Gloria leaned into my ear. “You ever heard of ‘hotwifing?’ He couldn’t stop talking about recording you and me together.”

I’d always figured Coop was joking about that, because we all wanted to fuck Gloria on the base. But when you’re in the sandbox, even Rosy Palmer seems like a fantasy girl. “I’m not doing it to him. He was the best friend I ever had.”

Nails dug into my arm. Gloria stared hard at me. “Dammit Jim, this is what he’d want, even more than that little fantasy he had.”

Jada slapped her hands down, if only to make it worse. “See? I was right about my dad, and she’s right about Coop. So why can’t you take a win that falls right into your lap?”

I almost bit my bottom lip off. “Because it wasn’t my fucking lap to begin with!”

Scratches gouged down my hips as the front of my pants slipped down. Gloria tried reaching in for the gold. “According to you.”

Searching for any way to bail out, all I saw was the generations of pin-ups that led to my damn birth. Goddamn it, Granddad…

Even if the world was changing around my little diner, it didn’t mean the whole place couldn’t adapt to the new stuff.

The smooth glide of fingers stroked down my cock as Gloria found her way in. Another flight of her skin down my shaft filled my lungs.

“See, Jim? It’s not that bad.”

Gloria was already dropping to her knees as she gazed up.

Jada wasn’t helping, darting her eyes between my face and what our newest housemate was up to. But that little bitch knew exactly what to say. “Jim, she’s not trading for the newest model. Gloria knows you’ll take care of her, just like the rest of us.”

I looked over at Autumn and Candace.

They were already lost in their own world of finger-banging.

The only one who bothered listening was Brandi. “She’s right, you know...”

My stomach flipped as my fingers tried crushing the edge of the table. But it was too damned late to stop them.

Brandi scurried over on those heels, every step popping against the tile faster, like she was born in those things. That hint of overbite and flood of blonde curls stole every hint of fight out of my ass.

Slapping a hand on Gloria and Jada’s shoulders, that smile was too fucking much. “You don’t get it, do you?”

“Get what?”

It was Brandi’s turn to cock her head like I was the idiot. “We’re happy.” She cracked a smile at Gloria. “I mean, just look at her face right now!”

My elbows shook as I fought it, but I had to look at her. Another wave of guilt swept me away. “This isn’t what I wanted.”

Brandi sank her fake talons into the meat of my legs. “So? You didn’t stop me that night.”

“But Coop...”

Those Latina girls have sharp teeth, and a way of getting shit across without saying a word.

Brandi sank her nails in enough to break skin. “Who else would he want to take care of her?”

I knew my brain had come undone. “Like this? Really?”

“It’s her choice now.” Brandi’s eyes stared right through mine, clear as a bell.

My head started fraying around the edges. “Tell her to fucking stop...”

“And if you and Coop had traded places, you wouldn’t want him to make sure the rest of us were taken care of?”

I mean, I would, and he’d be the one guy I could trust with that. “Stop. I at least wanna feel bad about this.”

But even Gloria had put up with too much of my guilt-trip. “Jim, shut up.” She ran her palm down my shaft and worked the front of my pants with her other hand. “If this isn’t what he’d want, I wouldn’t be here.”

Gripping the edge of the table, I knew she was right. By deportation or some dipshit in a Tapout shirt swooping in, Coop wouldn’t have wanted his woman treated wrong. At the very least, he knew I’d take care of her, just like I would have dropped everything to save his ass.

This is too fucked…

Meanwhile, Brandi and Gloria kept working my clothes off. I watched my blonde drop her stomach on the table and scoot closer to my hips. The second Brandi’s hand gripped my shaft, I knew what I was in for.

Both tongues flitted over every inch as my pants dropped to my ankles. Autumn, Jada, and Candace were already moaning their frustrations away. Which didn’t help me put a stop to the inevitable.

Glancing to my left, I had a full-on orgy on my hands. The diner was closed, but the place hadn’t seen that much action in years, if ever.

Health department’s gonna hate this. Not that they had to know.

Someone’s tongue pulled against the bottom of my dick. Then Brandi looked up. “It’s all about you two. This time, anyway.”

It made Gloria pause as much as me. Her fingers stopped gliding up and down my cock as she looked me in the eyes.

Then Brandi started pulling at Gloria’s shorts. “Come on, he’s your husband, and you two haven’t even done it yet.”

Every fiber in me wanted to stop Brandi as she kept jerking more of Gloria’s hips bare. Then I saw what I’d felt between her legs, but hadn’t looked at yet.

Fuck, that’s nice… As if Coop hadn’t wrecked her yet. Not that I hadn’t heard him brag about that part of her.

Gloria’s cheeks went from bronze to red as she gripped the edge of the table. “When you touched me down there, I was awake. Why did you stop?”

Every heartbeat made my dick even more obvious, so I couldn’t play dumb. “You already know.”

Smiling as Brandi pressed a cheek against her own, Gloria didn’t take her eyes off me. Her chin was almost in her tits when she said, “But that’s not a problem anymore.”

“Is this the painting talking, or you?”

Gloria scooted herself closer to the edge, almost scalding me with those delicate folds. “Not that it matters now, but you know what he would want.”

My mind flew back to that brothel in Ramstein-Landstuhl, Germany. It was my birthday, and Coop had fronted the cost of the girl I’d been looking at all night. He wasn’t partaking because of the goddess spreading her legs in front of me, but I’d never been cheered on like that.

Gloria’s arms clung around the small of my back. Her stare almost shot holes through my head as her body kept me trapped. “So quit fucking around.”

A storm was brewing, and not outside. The way her cunt slipped and tightened around each side of my dick was outright excruciating.

My eyelids slammed tight as I jutted forward, sliding my length against the bump of her clit. She’s not messing around anymore…

Wetness and heat surged from her entrance, right at the base of my sack. Gloria pulled tighter. “Yeah, he’s gone. So what are you gonna do to make him smile?”

It was a bold choice of words. And I didn’t know how to handle it.

All the force of her body went into forcing me closer. My tip prodded into her cunt, unprotected as her mind after Jerry finished that damn painting.

Even relaxing against her hold did the job. Sliding in, all four of Gloria’s limbs shuddered. If even that little bit of fill drove her into a frenzy, she was about to be something else.

Her walls eased and I gave my full surrender. Soft, burning, and wetter than a glass of water, her impeccable cunt felt as great as it looked.

Gloria kicked one leg over my shoulder as Brandi slid into the seat. Making out like Gloria knew she was our plaything, I’d never wanted to fuck a girl harder.

Autumn screaming like she was roused a little more drive in me. Devoted and silky as hell, I knew exactly what Gloria’s pussy wanted.

Bending at the knees, I slammed hard enough to leave my mouth ajar. A good squeeze at her tits under that shirt made my heart skip a beat. Pulling that damn shirt off her as fast as Brandi and I could, I finally saw the girl in her full beauty.

Gloria clutched one of my wrists and forced my hand against her throat. Swinging forward with another push, I could tell she like the pressure as I gripped a little harder.

Brandi eased off and started playing with those tits as Gloria smirked up at me. “Don’t even think about stopping until you come in me.”

A throb shot up my cock. Clutching her neck and the breast Brandi wasn’t licking away at, I bent closer and tried driving Gloria through that goddamned table.

Her cheeks blushed a little harder as she gasped. Then her other leg draped over my shoulder, letting me push against that thick ass with my hips. Gloria knew her assets, and more importantly, how to make them work to get a man off.

Jada and Candace threw their voices into the chaos as I felt a wild spasm rock Gloria’s cunt. Tracing a line from her chest, past her belly-button, and right onto her clit almost unraveled her mind.

The tension of a peak shook through her body. Both of Gloria’s hands slapped against my abs.

When I looked down and crushed forth again, her pussy shined with all that ridiculous wetness.

Gloria made some little attempt at pushing back. But she was too damn breathless and clamped tight to do a fucking thing.

Her toes curled against the side of my head. Throwing myself into her until it hurt, I hated myself for not giving in and coming then and there.

Those walls clamped until she let out a painful wail. With legs tremoring and a new rush of heat trying to bake my shaft, Gloria wasn’t just hitting her peak. She’d lost her fucking mind.

I kept staring down with the next crush of all my weight. Letting go of her neck and caressing my way up her cheek, I asked, “Think you’ve had enough?”

But the little thing was defiant. Without even opening her eyes, Gloria whimpered out, “You stop now… I’ll never forgive you.”

Taking clit duty over as I wrapped my arm around Gloria’s thighs, Brandi wasn’t helping. “It’s okay if you knock her up. We’ve all talked about this, and she gets first dibs.”

It almost melted my spine. Technically, Gloria was my wife. Which meant any kid that happened would be the next Redd in line to take over the family legacy. Including the diner.

All that honey devoured me again. Before the tingle down below could take over, I steeled myself and slowed my roll.

But Gloria roared back to life. Pushing herself almost over the edge of the booth, her pussy ground over every inch of my cock. “Just fucking do it!”

Christ Almighty… She was so beautiful it hurt.

Pressing my tongue against the roof of my mouth, I clung onto what fragment of sense I had left. One more drive into her sent my heart to raging, like I knew it as already too late to pull out.

Gloria’s hands squeezed my wrists, her pulse almost showing in those veins trying to burst through her skin. There was a want in the girl, and it wasn’t just about a way to stay in this country, safe and legal as myself. I’d already provided her that gift.

Erect and ready, my cock slammed deep. A little rush dripped from the tip of my shaft, and then something in her felt slicker that before. Precum does that, I guess.

Brandi and Gloria clawed at my ribs. Nails, both fake and real, dug through my skin until I was on the verge of screaming my ass off. Maybe it was the pain of twenty gouges traveling down my chest. Or maybe it was that damn rumbling and about to fucking burst.

One more slip of her walls had Gloria primed and ready. Every side clamped tighter as her legs got in on the embrace.

Weak in body and spirit, I was ready to cash out and spend my load inside her.

One pair of hands let go, but it wasn’t Gloria’s. As I tried to back out, her feet and fingers kept me locked.

All that clinging brought her with me as I tried backing out. Pure insanity, or maybe that final want, tipped my hand into going all-in with her.

My throat rattled with the start of a groan. Then I felt the raw surge well up inside me.

Pushing her ass back on the table with the swing of my body, it was already too late by the time I knew what was happening.

Brandi had failed at cheerleading as a job, but I couldn’t understand why. “Just like that, all the way inside her!”

I buried my face in Gloria’s neck. Which didn’t help with gasping my next breath in, but this was too much to fight against.

Her whimpers cooed into my ear, tapering off as I gave one load after another.  Then, as I fought to give her one more, Gloria’s voice told me it was a more precious gift than life itself.

My whole body wanted to shake, or just give the hell in. Still rock-hard and all the way inside my ‘wife,’ even pulling out threatened to sweep my legs from underneath me.

Gloria put her lips against mine and held each side of my face with her hands. “If it’s a boy, you already know who we’re naming him after.”


I’d held off on opening that second joint downtown. Sure, I owned the building and the property taxes chewed into my ass, but running the first location was work enough. Especially now that Gloria wasn’t in any condition to help out.

The tail-end of the lunch rush started paying their bills when I heard the door chime. Jada had asked for the day off, so I was kinda shocked to see her father walk in.

He took a seat at the counter, which wasn’t like him. I walked out from behind the kitchen window and leaned my elbows on the Formica. “You look like you’ve got some news for me.”

Brian smiled back. “I’m not gonna lie, I still had my doubts about you, even when we decided to work things out.”

“Why do I feel like this isn’t a social call, or just another lunch?”

He looked over at Autumn, who had just started to show her own bump. Then Brandi rushed over to give him the usual coffee. With two bags of sugar and a hint of creamer.

I had to protest. “Hey, you’re on light duty, remember?”

Now, I held off on that second location. Because about the time Gloria would be ready to come off maternity leave, Brandi would take her place. And then Autumn. The only ones I hadn’t put in that situation were Candace and Jada. Not that our little freak hadn’t been trying her damnedest lately.

Brandi ducked her chin onto my shoulder. “This is gonna be good.”

I caught the snicker on the other side of the counter. Brian wasn’t a subtle guy. “Hey, I’m amazed my little girl told me before you.”

Because of course she’d do this. On the verge of tears and laughter at the same time, I took in a deep breath and rubbed the inside corner of both eyes. “I knew Jada was lying about that indigestion, in a way.”

He kept grinning. “Welcome to the family. Just make sure that kid has your last name, alright?”

I wasn’t a fundamentalist Mormon, or even a member of the mainstream church. But wouldn’t you know it, those folks are willing to overlook a lot when you adopt their lifestyle.

At the very least, I was adding even more rooms onto the house. “Brian, I hope you know at least a couple of good contractors. My place is gonna get awfully crowded by this time next year.”

And that didn’t even include the rooms and staff I’d need for that second joint.


BIMBO PANIC! 5

Here we were. In an unassuming building, in a suburb of Cleveland you wouldn’t expect. Akron, Ohio is really damn unremarkable like that.

Myself and the girls waited in a room nicer than the rest the place. And on Dr. Clare’s advice, they were dressed to put jaws on the floor.

Even through the wooden doors, I couldn’t make out so much as a mumble. Someone cracked a gavel down a few times, but that was it.

Another door opened to my left. Jumping and nearly shitting myself, I turned around to see Dr. Clare.

“Alright, Carter...” She looked at everyone, pleased with how my ‘test subjects’ were dolled up. “Jaradale’s been on the defensive all morning. I need you to open yourself up and let him attack.”

Which made it sound like I was about to be the sacrificial lamb. “I don’t follow.”

“He doesn’t know that we’ve found the dosing pump or the changes in the formula. All I need from you is an opening. The instant he questions your credentials, I’ll present what you’ve found, myself.”

I straightened my tie and pinched my collar. “A suckerpunch never lost a fight, I guess.”

All five of my girls looked at us, still in the dark about why we’d taken this ‘vacation’ to Akron.

Maybe it was to clear my own head, but I had to ask one favor of Cynthia. “I’ll go through with it, but only if you tell them the truth.”

Dr. Clare knew who I was talking about. Without hesitation, she turned around and addressed everyone else in the room. “Carter trusts me to spill the beans, and all of you have faith in my word. I don’t know what’s wrong with the man, but he wants full-disclosure on his end.”

Someone knocked from the other side of the double doors. “Mr. Carter. It your time to speak.”

At least I wasn’t dressed in an untailored suit or an unpressed shirt, like this was Jethro P. Methhead’s first misdemeanor hearing. But it wasn’t exactly a court of law, either.


Jaradale paced in his lab coat. Sitting in my chair, I knew better than to ask when he was about to finish walking laps around the place. ‘Scared and kind of dumb’ wasn’t a hard act to put up. The trick was gonna be dropping it later.

He finally turned my way and opened up. “My subordinate here, Reed Carter, has performed our first human trial of Succuba Alpha. Under the board’s specific instructions, of course.”

Men and a few women sat behind a long counter, with who I assumed was Dr. Clare’s husband in the center. Knowing I’d fucked his wife had me sweating and grinning at the same time.

“So, Mr. Carter, would you explain the effects of the experiment I put you in charge of?”

I pulled the microphone closer and scooted forward. “Lowered inhibitions, increased socialization, and general gregariousness.” As I cleared my throat, I felt my face get hot. “But most notably, their libidos seem to have taken over their personalities.”

Jaradale smirked at me before turning to his bosses. “Exactly as the lucky devil describes, and fitting your specifications to the letter. Can we end this farce of a disciplinary review, now?”

The gavel cracked through the room. Cynthia’s husband looked me in the eyes and started drawling in a cockneyed Australian accent, “Mike, shut up and let the kid speak.”

A chuckle leaked out of me.

Which had Jaradale spinning in place and shooting a look meant to kill.

Feeling more at ease, Dr. Clare’s trap for him needed setup before we could spring it. “The human trial began as I expected. With the first three subjects, their behavioral changes matched those of our drosphila melanogaster specimens.”

Someone in the panel blurted out, “What the hell does that mean?”

Matching Rickard’s laid-back posture, I answered, “They fuck like common fruit flies, sir.”

A little more than half of the crowd laughed. Then the head honcho hammered wood on wood again. “Alright, that’s enough.” He weaved his fingers together and rested his chin on them. “I’ve come to understand that my wife was exposed to the formula during her visit.”

Oh hell… With two dozen people staring me down, and probably owning more wealth than the GDP of some countries between them, my asshole puckered. “That’s correct. One of the test subjects, Julia Baker, administered the dose without my authorization.”

“Ease up, son. I’ve actually enjoy the changes in Cynthia. Our child is a product of the Patrem trials, and it wasn’t my ass taking it, if you catch what I mean.”

Some of them gasped. Others snickered.

Cold as it was in that room, I began sweating. “I’m vaguely familiar with that program, based on what Dr. Clare has told me.”

He went ahead and spilled the whole sack of beans. “Patrem and Succuba are intended to work together. You can probably tell by the name of our organization… GeneFactor was formed to guide the evolution and future of humanity.”

By turning women into unabashed whores? Not that I dared put it that way. “I have to ask, what will happen to the test subjects after this trial ends?”

“You’re concerned with their well-being before anything else. Exactly as my wife’s report stated.”

Jaradale kept trudging around the open floor between myself and council. Finally, he snapped. “If this hearing is about the treatment of the test subjects, why am I here?”

“I told you to shut the hell up!” Everyone shot bolt-straight in their chairs. “But let’s get to the core the matter.” Our leader picked up a radio and mumbled a few words into it.

The security guards opened the same doors I’d come through. And in trotted my bunch, like a parade of flesh and raw sexuality, with Dr. Clare bringing up the rear.

One of the board members leaned into his microphone. “If I can be a little crass right now, our witness has gotta be a happy bastard.”

Faith raised her hand, but didn’t wait for anyone to acknowledge her. “Oh yeah, we make sure Carter’s happy!”

The owner of this mess nearly laughed his ass off. “Ladies, I’m Janus Rickard, CEO of GeneFactor. The board you stand in front of owns the shop you work for.”

I couldn’t help admiring the figures stand in the middle of the room. Faith, River, and Vida had all that early to mid-twenties tightness going for them. Meanwhile, Katie and Julia were packing some god-tier MILF bodies. Minus the extra baggage around the middle that came with having kids.

Janus took his time, putting eyes on each of them. “On my wife’s recommendation, I’m moving your little family unit up to our first test combining the Succuba and Patrem formulas. Do any of you ladies have an objection to staying with Mr. Carter, for the long-term?”

Jaradale rushed himself in front of my girls. “What are you saying? These trials aren’t anywhere close to ready!”

“You’re already on trial to keep your damn job. And didn’t I tell you to shut up, already?”

“This is madness!” Jaradale slung his lab coat off. “We don’t even have blood tests on these women, and Mr. Carter is in no way fit for the Patrem trials!”

The gavel cracked down again. “Guards, kindly escort this moral dwarf off the property. And just so you know, Doctor, your research belongs to us. Share one detail, and we’ll have you sued into financial and legal oblivion.”

My bones wanted to jump out of my body as they frog-walked Jaradale away. But I didn’t have long to revel in it.

GeneFactor’s chief looked at me again. “Mr. Carter, based on your treatment of these girls, I don’t have any qualms about following my wife’s recommendation and putting you in charge of these kinds of experiments. Clearly, ethical considerations need to factor more highly in our operations.”

The knot of my tie bunched around my throat. “Excuse me?”

“Do I have to repeat myself again? She’ll advise you on the scientific matters, but I can’t allow this organization to run roughshod over the basic dignity of people. Congratulations. You’re our new Head of Behavioral Research, should you accept the appointment.”

I was gobsmacked. Dr. Clare had warned me that I was as qualified as a gas station clerk was to run an accounting firm. But I trusted Cynthia. Maybe for the wrong reasons, or maybe for the right ones.

Looking at the five girls staring back at me, I knew their only chance at proper treatment rested in my hands. “I’m willing to discuss the rest of the details in-private, but can I ask our test subjects one question the council will promise to respect?”

Janus looked at his wife, then back at me. “Don’t hesitate. Go ahead and ask them.”

That gaggle of five turned even further my way. Putting my lips up to that microphone was the hardest thing I’d ever done in my life. “If any of you want out, raise a hand.”

Waiting for eternal seconds, only one of them did. “Alright, Vida. You still have a job, if you want to keep it. You didn’t ask for any of this to happen.”

My girls whispered among themselves. Then another couple of hands went up.

Faith and Katie stepped forward, looking like I expected an apology from them.

“I’ll give you two the same deal. Your same positions, and no further part in this experiment. It’s on me to make sure you’re compensated for participating so far.”

River and Julia stayed behind, trading glances at each other.

After a moment, I pulled the microphone closer. “Well, now’s your chance. Get out while you still can.”

Julia shook her head first, then took a step back.

Warm fuzzies shot up my back seeing River there. But I had to know. “Are you absolutely sure about this?”

River’s mouth fell open. Clasping both hands in front of her hips, she took one step forward in that blue dress. “Carter...” Then she looked back at Janus.

“Go ahead. Whatever you decide, every member of this council will respect it.”

Her wrist turned inside her own fingers as she turned my way again. “We hated each other, at first. And now you’re giving me a choice. That’s just cruel.”

I wanted to answer, but Janus burst through before I could. “Young lady, this man is offering you a way out, should you want to take it. So will you, or not?”

She didn’t know who to look at. But River started talking anyway. “Before I met Carter, I didn’t believe I could trust anyone. Now that he’s proven himself, the cruelest thing he could do is put my fate back in my own hands.”

Talk about a shot to the gut.

Then Janus Rickard did the last thing I expected. “So you two… You trust this man, after all he’s done, on behalf of this organization?”

Julia took one step toward him, every sequin in her red dress glittering through the spotlight. “I can only speak for myself. But... Absolutely.”

Then Faith stepped next to her manager. “I may not have the authority to say a word in this room, but if Carter is willing to give us that choice, I’m not willing to abandon him yet. I take my decision back.”

I didn’t know what the hell was going on. And then Katie stepped right alongside them. “I agree. As the last one of us he’s met, even I know Carter has been looking out for each and every one of your ‘test subjects.’”

Vida’s first step forward rang out like a gunshot. “I’m not as attached to the place as the rest of them, but I have to agree. If he knew what was going on, Carter could have taken full advantage. And what could we have done about it?”

Cackling behind his podium, Janus nearly fell out of his chair. When he finally recollected himself, the old bastard stared daggers at me. “I had my doubts about this recommendation, but doubting these women would be the height of insanity.”

This shit was hard enough to believe, before the trial even started. I studied the room, watching the board whisper among themselves.

“All in favor of making Reed Carter our new Head of Behavioral Research, say ‘aye.’”

Like a chorus, most of them belted it out.

Two or three protested with ‘nay,’ but it didn’t look like any of the others cared.

The gavel slapped down, louder than ever. “Mr. Carter, it’s unanimous enough. You may not have the qualifications we’ve outlined, but your merit goes above and beyond. Take care of these girls, and make damned-well sure that the heads of your research programs follow your example.”


I was still taking in what the in the hell had just happened. The waitress plucked the menu out of my hands, staring back like I was supposed to spout off a canned speech.

Janus leaned over the table, directly across from me. “Filet, medium-rare. 1996 Sauvignon. And I guess a baked potato. Extra chives.”

The fancy dining room was a blur. Yeah, River and Julia sat next to me, but I hadn’t got over the shell-shock quite yet.

Pain flew up my shin. Then another time. It took a second to put the sharp toe of a heel and Dr. Clare’s face together.

I wanted to chuck my glass of water in her face. But as soon as she realized I was back in reality, Cynthia looked at her husband. “You still haven’t told Carter about the draft to combine the Patrem and Succuba projects.”

Janus leaned against his wife’s shoulder, but didn’t exactly whisper in her ear. “He fucked you good, didn’t he?”

River pinched the top of my thigh, not trying to hide what she had to say, either. “Really, Carter?”

Cynthia grazed the hard end of her shoe down my leg. “It’s not his fault. Someone,” she looked at Julia, “exposed me to a sample without my knowledge.”

I put my glass down. “You’re one to talk. Even I didn’t know about this shit, and that’s when I was making fruit flies bang each other like drums.”

Janus poked his wife in the ribs. “He’s gotcha there. If I even cared about who you fuck, it’d come out of your ass, this time.”

Shooting Dr. Clare my best ‘oh, damn’ look, I pretended to wipe my mouth.

Then Faith slammed her fists against the table. “You two had sex with his wife?” Yeah, loud enough that every neck in the restaurant whiplashed our way. “And you’re not even mad, Sir?”

Fuck me. “I can pay the bill. Quadrupling my salary was really damned generous.”

Janus kinda winked at me, not giving a shit who heard him. “Give me fifteen minutes with this little redhead, and we’ll call it even.”

I thought the place was quiet before. But now you could hear conversations down the street. “That’s up to her, but it’d probably shut her trap for a while.”

Everyone’s boss lost his ass, cackling like he’d learned his worst enemy died in a tragic mini-golf accident.

Giving him a minute, I expected Janus to get up and pull Faith away for some hidden spot. But it never happened. “See? This is why I trust my wife so much.”


Without a single hotel room booked between the six of us, I figured we’d end up paying out the ass for some roach place by the highway. You know, by the truck stop, where the ‘continental breakfast’ is a vandalized vending machine.

But Janus and Cynthia demanded we follow them home. I didn’t like it, but I had offered Faith to him. If everyone was game for it… I’d have let it happen.

The maze of subdivisions, golf courses, and corporate campuses turned into soybean fields. Before long, I wondered if my car and the rental Julia was driving would make it. And that’s before we entered the deep sticks.

With the last turn, the road suddenly leveled out. A vast ribbon of tarmac led up to the gate.

Janus’s SUV stopped long enough to let a guard open it up. He gave me the stink-eye, driving up to the place in a Tercel that should have been junked twenty years ago. But I was following the head honcho. Having Vida and River with me probably didn’t hurt, either.

Winding up the driveway and seeing the full glory of that palace, I had to wonder what I’d agreed to. Offering one of my own, with her enthusiastic consent, would have been one thing. But I’d also fucked his wife.

The Escalade pulled into the garage. When I saw I had enough room to pull in behind, I knew it was gonna be bad.

Faith, sweetheart, I hope you meant it.

The sound of the door coming down behind us puckered my asshole tight enough to air up tires.

And then Janus opened his door. His fucking accent came through stronger than ever. “What are you waiting for? Come on in!”

From the passenger’s seat, Vida looked at me like I’d screwed the pooch and started looking to home the puppies. “It was your idea, and she agreed to it.”

“I know.”

River took a breath behind me.

I held one middle-finger up. “Don’t you goddamned start, either.”

But at this point, you know her. “I didn’t even say anything!”

Vida grabbed my right hand and turned the ignition off. “She’s already walking in.” Along with Julia and Katie.

“He’s rich, so maybe Janus is closer to your type.”

“It’s an act, you idiot.” Vida opened her door. “If you think I’ve ever fucked a customer to sell a bottle of perfume, you’re worse than that guy you just got fired.”

It was a fair point, but I couldn’t help myself. “So you’re not about to fuck him? Crazy bastard’s loaded.”

Vida smiled back at me. “When a guy doesn’t flaunt it, yeah, he’s rich as fuck.” The way she slammed the door punctuated that sentence.

Alright, then. I looked back at River. “Why aren’t you rushing out of my heap of a car?”

She looked away from me, but the light coming through the window let me see enough of her face. Pink as that cunt between her legs. “When he asked if we wanted to leave, that should have told you enough.”

I hadn’t even taken a breath before she whipped herself out. Feeling the whole car shake as the door slammed, my own mistake hit me like a pallet of bricks. Even if I never saw it coming from her.

There’s no way.

Because of all people I’d met with the wrong foot, River hated me more than anyone else.

Until I saw that death-stare, right before she followed everyone else inside.

What the fuck is this...


When you show up to a billionaire’s house with five girls in tow, after fucking his wife, you kind of expect an orgy. But hell, Janus was the perfect gentleman. He even had one of his butlers rush out to grab me a fifth of Knob Creek.

He’d pulled me aside as all five of my bunch and his wife sat in one of the many back patios of that mansion. Janus nudged his head to door. “After all this, I owe you an explanation even Cynthia couldn’t give.”

I followed him in. After too many hallways and turns, my boss fiddled with a keypad. “I won’t even let her in my personal office, so congratulations.”

Yeah, what a damn honor… I waited for him to get the numbers right.

After the fifth or sixth time, the magnetic lock cracked out like a rifle. “The paperwork hasn’t been signed yet, but you’re supposed to be our new Head of Behavioral Research. I’d feel better if you knew what GeneFactor’s end-goal is before you agree to anything.”

Empty gesture or not, at least he was pulling the curtain back. “I owe you a listen.”

Janus walked into the gargantuan room. Loafers slipped against the Versailles parquet that had to cost fortune. “That sense of fairness is what led us to violate our own policies. If you find this organization’s ends and means unacceptable, I’ll understand.”

Saying anything else would have led to another round of compliments. I hated flattery.

We finally reached his desk. Some U-shaped monstrosity made of the same cherry as the floor.

I pulled one of the lambskin chairs up, not expecting the weight.

Janus whipped his seat around, letting it twirl like he was sixty, going on six. “Before I start, do you have any questions?”

Plenty. “Go ahead and tell me what I need to hear.”

Stopping his ride and angling his hands together, Janus looked every bit as old as I figured he was. “Let’s say you have a fish tank, and it’s already full. Someone comes along and throws more fish in, non-stop, and there’s nothing you can do about it.”

The confusion didn’t stay inside my head. My mouth had twisted before I felt it happen.

“And now the heater’s broken, so it stays on all the time. As the population keeps growing.”

“You’ll have fish soup, if they don’t kill each other for space first.”

Janus softened around the edges. “Apply that to our world. What happens next?”

It was one of those hypotheticals I didn’t like to think about. “Famine, war, and maybe even worse.”

“The world doesn’t want to listen about the broken heater, or the increasing population. Even with powerful backers like this organization has, there’s nothing we can do about the misery heading our way. If it’s not already too late, it will be soon.”

Swallowing my doubts about the direction he seemed to be going, I leaned forward. “Let’s say you’re not about to tell me you’re a genocidal maniac with a doomsday bunker. If you are, let me know so I can walk out now.”

“Humanity has accomplished great things during its run. We’re at risk of it ending. Not with a bang or a whimper, but a ‘well, duh.’”

“Don’t tell me that you’re out to save the world from itself.”

It brought a little too much glee to his face. Janus titled back again, slapping his hands on the desk. “The world will take care of itself, even after we’re gone. It’s the human species that’s in danger.”

Hoo boy… “I’m one wrong word away from leaving.”

“Excellent. That’s what I want to hear.” Total honesty, or part of some twisted mind-game, I could tell Janus meant it.

Sweat beaded up around my hairline. “How do you plan on saving everyone? I don’t think the world coming together as one can stop every catastrophe, even if we cared enough to try.”

“You’re not wrong.” Janus reached down, pulling some drawer open. Clinking two glasses onto the table, he sat a crystal bottle next to them. “You like bourbon, but I’m more of a gin guy. Want a snoot?”

I shrugged. “Why not?” Mixing dark and clear liquor is setting yourself up for a hellacious morning, but I hadn’t shown up to get plastered to the ceiling.

Janus let the cedar hooch pour out and handed my glass over first. “Humanity needs lifeboats and a new way forward. Our planet is about to change. We can’t save everyone, but I see it as our obligation to help who we can.”

Pulling the rank stuff up to my nose, I’d forgotten how much I hated gin. One sip had me gagging at first, but at least it went down smooth. “So in what form will this ‘help’ be?”

“Chucking money at short-term aid is noble and worthwhile. Nobody asks to suffer, or to have their children experience hardship.” Janus took maybe a quarter of a mouthful. “But once the world falls apart, what comes after?”

The lukewarm gin brought me back to his aquarium analogy. “You could throw ice in that tank, but eventually, it’ll turn to water and flood the carpet.” Or maybe spark the nearest electrical outlet and burn the whole fucking house down.

“You’re following along better than I thought you would.” He reared back for another taste. “The point isn’t to save the whole tank, if we have no control over what happens. You grab buckets, cups, or whatever, and save the ones most likely to survive.”

“Don’t tell me you’re one of those idiots who wants humanity to move to space.”

It almost had him laughing. “Jesus, no! We can keep, what, a dozen people floating up there without dying? And don’t even dare ask me about terraforming Mars. Why bother, when Earth just needs a break from being treated like a sewage drain?”

“For centuries.”

“You tell me how to get Mars habitable with less effort, then. Nobody’s convinced me that it isn’t a fool’s errand, compared to taking care of the one home we’ve got.”

Before I had to take another drink, I wanted the real purpose for this conversation. “Alright, the world’s screwed itself, bad things are gonna happen, and you want to mitigate the damage. Let’s skip the pussy-footing and talk about my role in this plan of yours.”

“Men like Jaradale… They’re the kind of monster who could twist our goals into something even worse than the last century held.”

“Get to your point.”

Janus looked like he knew I was about to get up and call a ride. “Changing the world and the way it works, on your own, is like changing Mars. Change yourself and provide an example for others to follow.”

“By dosing women with an aphrodisiac that actually works? How is that supposed to solve overpopulation?”

“It’s a response to the decline in numbers we’ll see later. You’re thinking decades behind us. We’d have the Succuba compound pumped through the drinking water everywhere, if a population boom was our goal.”

From what I’d heard, I still thought he was nuttier than a jar of extra-chunky JIF. “These lifeboats. Who gets in?”

“You wouldn’t, and neither would I.” Janus offered his fifth of gin my way. “Care for another?”

I shook my head. “With all this crap you’re throwing at me, getting drunk enough to agree to anything seems like a horrible idea.”

Picking up where he’d left off, Janus kept going. “My wife’s already told you that our son isn’t my own. Jareth came about from one of the earlier successes of the Patrem program.”

One of the test subjects railing Dr. Clare in her office still reeled through my head. “Then how does this apply to my work?”

“What was the lifespan of the female fruit flies in your trials?”

That was the one factor I couldn’t explain. “That species lives for weeks, at best. But none of the females in my first batch have died after a year. Hell, they haven’t aged much beyond their reproductive prime.”

“Assuming the side-effects of the Patrem formulas don’t cause an early death, the men in that program have the same result.”

I couldn’t help pinching the bridge of my nose. “People living and breeding for centuries will make the overpopulation problem worse, especially if all they want to do is have sex. Have you people even thought two steps down the road?”

“Succuba formulations stop fertility, until countermeasures are put in place.”

“And Patrem?”

“We’re working on that.”

My chair scooted back, even if it weighed more than I did. “I’m out. Tell me when you’ve got your shit together. Maybe then, we’ll talk.”

Janus let go of his gin. “Is your problem with the goals, or the details?”

At that point, I didn’t feel like I owed him another second. “Figure it out on your own. The answer should be pretty damned obvious.”

“You’ve taken care of these girls like they’re your own family. Even to the point of risking yourself on their behalf.”

I turned back one last time. “And we’re leaving, for the same fucking reason. All I ask is, that you don’t take my resignation out on them.”

Janus almost shot out of his chair. “That’s what I’m talking about! Organizations like this draw monsters and psychopaths, Mr. Carter. It’s rare that we have someone with a conscience fall into our lap.”

“Have you considered that it’s what you do that’s the core of the problem?”

“Which is exactly why we need people like yourself.”

I almost spit in his floor. “You’re billionaires. Like hell you need me to survive.”

“To survive, no. But when it comes everyone else?” Janus went ahead and poured another glass. “You’re smart enough not to trust us. The vast majority of people would, though. Right into a mass-grave, up until it was their turn to get shot in the back of the head.”

One of my eyebrows twitched. “That’s not the way to talk me back into it. I’ll keep running your little experiment, if only to make sure these girls are treated right.”

“That’s not what I’m saying. We need people like yourself to keep us reigned in.” I watched him take another sip before giving me a wink. “I’m ready to offer you a seat on the council as well, with full veto power regarding your own department.”

A generous offer, but I had my doubts. “What’s to say I won’t become an amoral shit-head like Jaradale in the future?”

“What’s to say anyone wouldn’t? At least you have the self-awareness to ask that question.”

Settling back down, I held my glass out to him. “I’ll agree to it, under one condition.”

“Name it.”

“Julia Baker. She’s a great manager, but she’s an even better person. I want her to be my auditor.”

Janus pinged his glass against mine. “I’ll make it happen, so long as you convince her to agree. Do we have a deal?”

Suddenly, I didn’t hate gin anymore. “We might, assuming Julia agrees to her role.”


Janus stayed behind, leaving me to find the way back to the rest of them. When I finally found an exit, I was on the right of the palace, but at least a hundred feet away from where I needed to be.

But even from that distance, I could hear the total chaos. And in the dim lighting, every one of them were either in the process of getting off, or helping that effort. Dr. Clare, included.

No wonder he stayed in that office.

I’d already figured out that Janus let his wife do what she pleased. So long as he didn’t have to witness it. That was one hell of a hangup, but who I to judge him for it?

Winding through the maze of landscaping, I could already see the game. Katie and Vida. Faith and Dr. Clare. River and Julia.

Stopping at the halfway point, I watched on. Interesting. Or maybe they’d had a round of ‘spin the bottle.’

Katie, Faith, and River were about to pop.

My cock swelled until it dropped my blood pressure. It was like watching a pie-eating contest, except it wasn’t disgusting.

Faith boiled over first. As both of her legs bolted straight and then curled around Dr. Clare’s shoulders, the poor thing shook like a freezing chihuahua.

Closing a few paces, Katie jerked like Vida had stuck live wire to her. The moaning could have gotten me by itself.

And then River snapped. Being the closest one as I got closer, every twitch and seize in her face shone through. At least until they shivered down her body, ending with the total curl of her knees and toes.

Nobody caught me walking into that paved clearing. Those patio chairs were still quivering through each leg.

By the time I was close to Dr. Clare, everyone caught me at once. But she wasn’t having any of it. “Five is enough. You had your fun with me.”

I couldn’t even get mad. “I’ll take Faith, then. Good luck handling the rest of them, because I’m sure they’re drooling, just thinking about getting hold of you.”

Cynthia glanced across the back of the house. “My husband’s not around. I think you know what that means, by now.”

As much as I tried to force it back, I snorted. “He doesn’t want to see it.”

Dr. Clare pointed at several places in the rafters. “No, he’s watching, and listening to both of us. As I speak.”

I knew she said it to put me off my guard. “Great. When I ask Julia something, I won’t have to pass her answer on to him later.”

Her face darkened and brightened at the same time. “I see you two got along.”

She didn’t deserve any more of an answer than a shrug. I had to pull Faith closer and work on my pants.

The shortest of them all, that little redhead glowed pink, all over. Her seat dragged along with the rest of her body until I had both her ankles around my neck.

It wasn’t like I was in a hurry, but I couldn’t wait to get inside. The bottom side of my cock pounded on her slit.

Faith was all too ready to get this show on the road. Those cheeks went redder than her hair, and the full blush spread across the bridge of her nose.

Wrapping my hands over her thighs, I had her ass pressed against me before I knew it. All it took was a quick swoop at the hips, and I was buried down to the hilt.

My cock drifted through her until both of her legs tensed up. She’d always come easily, and I had four or five others to get inside of. A few good rounds of that clashing fuck had her squalling.

I kept the hold on her thighs, rushing all the way through that delicate cunt. Taunting Faith’s g-spot with the head, her ankles started shaking against my neck.

Dr. Clare barged in. Teasing with one hand over Faith’s clit, she looked up at me like she didn’t know if her husband wanted me to fuck her or not.

Faith’s squeak of a voice burst out. “Holy God!”

The wicker chair crunched in her fingers. Which only made us steal her away for even more of it.

Pure wetness flooded around me. Then Dr. Clare and I backed off.

It coursed down my sack, Hot as the girl I’d plowed myself into.

So that’s what happens when a chick squirts. I reared back and slammed into Faith one last time. Neat!

By the time I put eyes on her, Dr. Clare had finally taken those damn glasses off. Far from the librarian-type I still had her slotted in, she was working that bun out of her hair too.

She hadn’t let go of Faith all the way. Not that it stopped her from bending over the arm of that chair.

And when that hair fell just below her tits… I knew why a guy like Janus let her fuck around as she wished.

If GeneFactor was running a breeding program, after all, they had their priorities right.

On the verge of busting in, Cynthia held an index finger up to my lips. “You’re not on Patrem, so keep it professional.”

That was a fucked-up way to put it. But I had four other girls to take care of, after her. “Have it your way, Doc.”

I barely had to shove forward.

Trapped all the way in, you wouldn’t even know that she was still dressed by the feel of it. Top, skirt, and shoes. Yet her panties were out of my way, and like he she’d worn a bra that night.

Cracking through again, Dr. Clare’s thighs bolted straight. I took hold of that full mane of dirty blonde and jerked her head back.

Both hands flew back until nails dug into my sides. The whole chair scooted with every slam.

About the time it had moved a whole tile over, her voice started wailing out. The other girls faded into background noise.

I lifted the back of her skirt up. Not that I was about to forget an ass like that, but I had to see it again. Especially if that firm cushion kept burning against my hips.

Cynthia backed herself into me. Grinding like she was trying to wear my cock down to a nub, I was almost helpless.

Struggling to keep my brains in my head, I grabbed both forearms and pushed her hands against the top of her ass.

That stern, professorial type or not, she’s fucking relentless.

One of her legs came up. The change in angle as I crammed deep pushed her voice to the next level. When I heard a shoe drop, the whole seat nudged forward another foot.

Hot and ready like she’d come down with a case of baby-fever, Dr. Clare pushed the chair even further out.

I knew her other shoe came off when the bumps and ridges inside her turned. Then a massive shower wetness rushed through.

Wrapping one of my hands around both of hers, my fingers tangled in her hair again.

Looking back at me, upside down, she was a completely different woman. Even from what I’d seen of her the last time we’d fucked.

Red in the cheeks, with an even deeper crimson in her lips… This wasn’t some study for her. Dr. Clare was the kind of hidden nympho men used to write to titty magazines about.

Julia let go of River out of nowhere. Feeling how amazing Dr. Clare felt, the slim blonde coming the next seat over grabbed my attention. And after all, I owed Julia the reward tonight. It was time to work myself over that way.

River shook like she was about to come. Left on the edge, every nerve in her body had to be drifting next to the edge.

I pulled out of our good doctor. The tall, slim bitch who’d given me too much hell needed some breaking.

Stepping out of my pants, loafers, and letting my shirt fall off, I had all of two socks and a pair of boxers left on me. River kept twitching as I toed the socks off and slid my boxers down.

Curled into a mess in that chair, River stared back at me. Like she was afraid, but wanted the hell out of it at the same time.

Hands clasped around my shoulders. “I’ve been talking to her a lot in the past few days. She’s really taken a liking to you, Carter.”

River?

Out of all of them, I expected the girl to murder me in my sleep.

Julia’s voice whispered through. “I don’t know if you’ve noticed, but she’s never had a purpose until now.”

I wanted to turn around and interrogate her. But the manager had already joined Faith and Dr. Clare in a makeout session fit for the softer kind of porn.

“You mind telling me what this is about?”

River glared back. Maybe out of hatred. Or maybe she just wasn’t ready to spill the beans.

Pulling her closer, I let one side of her hips rest on the cushion. Heat emanated from the woman.

“You’ve always tested my patience. What’s up with that?”

She wasn’t answering. Verbally, anyway.

Fuck it. Pulling myself out, I tossed her legs aside. “I’ll come back to you later.”

Vida and Katie were in the throes of some ungodly sixty-nine type thing. That poor table was rocking.

Watching Katie twitch with her ass in the air and Vida’s fingers twerking her pearl, I didn’t see any reason to let her know what was about to happen.

Like she was my top lieutenant to take everything out on, I squared my hips with Katie’s. Her ass pulled back like she knew what was about to happen. As Vida’s hand kept twerking away between those thighs.

Still lubed to hell and back from everyone else, those walls took me in like I was supposed to be there.

Katie ducked her head into Vida’s muff. Each one of them kept moaning like I hadn’t entered the picture.

Then I felt the rumble flow out of her. Katie started with a light groan. Then it turned into an all-out cry.

Feeling every damn inch plunge to her limit, she kept pushing back on me.

Vida’s nails cut the first layer skin on my rod. And I didn’t even care. We had an uppity bitch to deal with.

Katie wailed it all out as her head bounced. Not that I wanted to hurt her, but she needed a reminder of the place she’d fallen into.

Faith stopped whatever the hell she was doing and asked, “Will you look at that? Carter’s gonna wear her ass out.”

My hand slapped down.

Another pop of body against body had Katie begging for it.

Her walls clamped down. Left and right. Top and bottom.

Close to taking her with me as I pulled out, Katie’s ass threatened to come off that chair. But dear Lord could that girl moan.

Getting her right up to the side the cliff, I felt an evil grin spread across my lips. I had to get myself out of her. Not because I was about to come, either. I just wanted to watch her squirm.

Vida presented herself another seat over. Lying on her side and smacking her ass, she already had that black, silk dress hiked up to her stomach.

Wet enough from everyone else so far, all I had to do was step over. Not falling into her was next impossible.

As soon as I hit the furthest part of her cunt, those plump lips opened. “Shit, I never know how much I need it until it happens…”

My hands wrapped around her waist. I bent over and whispered, “If you’d quit fucking teasing every man you see, this wouldn’t be a problem.”

Her voice sighed out as I drew back. “But that how I make my money.”

From hopeless gold-digger, to one of many willing bimbos in my stable. I wasn’t about to tell her to stop. In fact, watching her do it kinda got myself in the mood. Maybe it was a jealousy thing on my part.

Vida’s legs curled around mine, forcing me deep. “We all talked, and none of us are leaving.”

That hint of a moan in her words swelled my nuts. And I wasn’t expecting an admission like that. From her, and especially not right then.

My arms slid past her breasts as I leaned closer. “What’s that supposed to mean?”

“We’re all here for you, because you’ve been there for us.” Vida gasped as I slid in again. “But you probably won’t be able to process the other thing I heard tonight.”

My dick jammed into like I was trying to put emphasis on the words. “After the past few weeks, I can handle anything.”

Vida whimpered and shut her eyes for a couple of thrusts. “You could just shut up and fuck me.”

My hips clapped against her rear. Then I kept myself deep. “Not until you blab.”

She tried forcing me back.

But I had all the leverage. “Out with it.”

Vida nodded toward everyone else. With our faces that close together, she didn’t lean far to whisper right in my ear. “River and Julia.”

It was enough to earn her another slam. “What about them?”

Ankles pulled against the backs of my thighs. “One just wants to keep things going the way they are now.” Vida almost purred as I ground myself against every surface inside her. “And the other? She’s kinda gone psycho-crush with you.”

Always professional, even on that day, I knew my not-so-secret admirer wasn’t our manager. “Wait, River fucking hates me.”

One more pull of her feet guided me in. “Go ahead and look at her. She’s been giving you this jealous stare ever since you showed up.”

Glancing over, River was taking everything Dr. Clare was busy giving her. But she was also keeping an eye me that shot away as soon as I looked at her. “Huh.”

Vida kept pumping those legs against me. “Go ahead and break her like she wants. You can pay me back later.”

I’d heard that from Julia, which I got. She didn’t mind screwing with me, but we’d kinda settled on a friends-with-benefits dynamic already.

But River?

It kinda made sense, in that juvenile kind of way. I wouldn’t have put it past her to give a crush unending shit. Still… “Don’t go trying to stir shit up.”

Vida’s legs went slack. “Get over there and see for yourself.”

One more pop against her ass said something, judging by the change in her face. But how Vida took it, I don’t know.

The cool of the night chilled my dick. Looking at River one more time, I caught her pretending that she wasn’t focused on me.

It would have explained a lot, in a way. But out of all of them, I’d had Faith pegged as the clingy chick. Or maybe Julia, with all of that reluctance being a grand show.

Everyone else seemed to clear out of my way. Tapping Dr. Clare on the shoulder, I knew five pairs of eyes were on me.

Then Katie whispered louder than she probably intended. “So he knows?”

Faith’s voice broke through the gossip. “Vida must have told him.”

I heard a combination of bare feet and heels on the tiles. Looking down at River, spread-eagle and fighting for a single word, I couldn’t deny it any longer.

Someone wrapped their arms around my neck from behind. Then I heard Julia. “Now you know. We’ve all noticed the change in her.”

Taking a deep breath, I looked down at the girl I thought everyone hated as much as I did.

River darted her eyes away, even as her knees bent around my hips.

Clearing my throat locked our gazes. “I heard you’ve got something to tell me.”

Panic set in as her face turned red as a baboon’s ass. Fumbling over just opening her mouth, River put her hands on my waist.

Not gonna lie, it was kinda cute watching her get all flustered like that. Her bottom lip trembled and River tried pulling me closer. Up until the end of my cock parted her slit.

Teetering at the border of her entrance, I pushed back when she tried to draw me in. “Say what you’re feeling. Don’t even think about it. Just blurt everything out.”

Judging by the way she looked up at me, River knew I wasn’t talking about the physical sensation. A tad more red filled her cheeks. “I, uh...”

Gliding myself in, I ordered, “Tell me, right now, or don’t bother at all.”

River was on the verge of tears. “I’m starting to think I like you, alright?”

So it wasn’t just the rest of them fucking with me. Why she’d changed her tune on me like that, I had no idea.

But she wasn’t keeping wondering for long. Moaning a little from my second thrust, River wanted to look away, but couldn’t. “Nobody’s ever given me a chance like this, other than Julia.”

It wasn’t hard to hate the girl. Feeling her walls grip my shaft, that hint of a pulse told me she was all for letting me wear her out. Like accepting her for who she was had always been impossible for the rest of humanity.

River put her hands into play. Grabbing the crook of my elbows, she pulled herself against me when I crashed through. “I don’t even have to pretend around you.”

Not that it made her any less of a distant bitch. Still, I’d seen a little warmth in her. “You don’t get along with people until you get to know them well, do you?”

Out of the chorus of whines and screams, I felt someone’s breath on my ear. “She’s always been insecure.” Whoever it was, she waited until I wound up for the next pummel. “That thorny exterior is River’s way of coping.”

And I’d found my way past it, into her soft, plush interior. Both physically and emotionally.

Smiling and laughing to myself, I didn’t even care who said it. Probably Julia. But it could have been Faith too.

It overcame my rational mind. Something about the feeling put a determination in my head. Like I’d found a quick way to change her for the better.

The ice in River’s eyes melted. Pliant and staring back like an absolute doll, she actually looked happy for once.

That warm expression on my face finally sank through. I didn’t even know I was showing it. But it did match the warm tinglies shooting up my back.

River nodded and grinned even wider. “Just fucking do it.”

What ‘it’ was made too much sense. Prying myself back, I gave her another jolt.

Some untamed cry flew out of her. Halfway between a sob and shout for joy, her limbs kept me buried in her.

The whole reality of it sank in. Held firm and rooting my way through her, I saw the first tears roll out, taking lines of mascara with them.

Proving she had been crushing on me, hard, River bent up and clung to my body until she was off the seat. It moved my dick into the right angle to hit that magic-button.

Trembling lips pushed against mine as I turned around. Even turning into a hot wreck, River managed to slip her tongue in for a kiss. I even felt the tension in her mouth.

My ass hit the cushions.

Her arms snagged around the nape of my neck. Totally breathless, River started grinding my hips into the chair with her own.

I pulled my face away. “Why didn’t you say anything before?”

She put one finger over my lips. “Less talking and more of this. Save it for later.”

Dealing with people seemed like it had always been hard for her, but damn could she ride a cock like a pro. Settling into the patio furniture, I let River take total control.

Resting her cheek against mine, she whimpered, “I need you to come inside me.”

I knew she was safe after that first scare. And apparently Julia wasn’t out for that kind of thing from me. “Then make me.”

Her body went into a rhythm that you only see when you shake a rope. Pussy slid up and down my length, popping left-to-right and jostling me everywhere.

Then the front-to-back action started. Pushing her g-spot hard against the tip of my cock, every swish rose her voice up a notch or seven.

My fingers pressed into her skin. Nudging with every movement, I had River pummeling me into that poor chair until the wicker groaned and cracked under us.

She ran one hand through my hair. “I want it!” A slim, blonde goddess like her asks for exactly that, and she’s gonna goddamned get it.

Both of my knees clacked together and my ass tensed. All I could do was nod.

Like she’d stomped the gas pedal through the floor, River kept snapping her body around on me.

All of a sudden, the girl fucking imploded. The full-throated yell echoed all over the estate. Then her core locked up as arms and legs shook. River’s climax was hitting her like a right hook to the jaw.

Her pussy constricted around my girth, like I was suddenly three sizes too big. Head to toe, River’s body flexed like a single muscle.

My vision went red as the darkness went pitch black, and the lights were blinding. They swell rising out of my trunk forced a shiver up to my neck until my whole body was trembling.

Chattering teeth and the absolute wails coming from her were all I heard. But I felt the rumble coming up.

One stray whip of hair glanced my chest as she hugged tight. That was all I needed. Feeling her jar into me, the first blast of cum shot through.

River bit into my neck, pulling back on my skin. That and her cunt milking me for all I had, stole my breath. She let go with her teeth, but not before they left a mark for a couple of days.

My own fluids merged with hers. Hotter than a two dollar pistol, the overload began seeping at her entrance.

A final shake of her climax rolled through her.

Out of air, but unable to breath, I emptied some lung capacity I didn’t know I had. Fucking Christ!

River jittered out the aftershocks. About the time I stopped pumping myself empty, that hot skin pressed all over the front of my body.

“God, there’s so much!”

After putting myself in that many women, and then getting a tease at some secret crush who wanted me to finish in her… Well, you’d cum gallons too.

I was seeing spots twirl around before I could breathe. Every lung-full burned like a sonuvabitch.

Those endless legs pushed her up. By the time River had me out of her, my neck quivered hard enough to pop every joint.

A few drops of warm cream fell on my thighs. Watching her stand over me, I had to look at my handiwork.

River’s slit wasn’t just leaking a hint. It was time for someone to grab a mop.


Everything that had happened settled in the front of my head. But in the rear of it, I was still processing the entire day. Some of the girls wanted to leave, then none of them after the trial ended. And then there was that whole River thing.

Fresh out of the shower and ready to lie down, I unzipped my suitcase and let the towel hit the floor.

A knock on the door almost threw my back out. “Who is it?” You know, just in case it was one of the few butlers and maid’s I’d seen in the place.

The damn thing opened anyway. I grabbed the first pair of boxers I saw and fought to get them on.

With both feet in the same leg hole, they stopped halfway up my thigh.

I knew that mocking laughter before I even turned around.

“River, why didn’t you just say it was you?”

“Because you’re that fun to fuck with. I mean, look at yourself right now.”

Wearing my Hanes like a tight skirt and the other leg flopping like a goofy sock, I probably would have laughed at me too. “We’ve gotta head out early tomorrow. I can’t keep the shop closed for more than a couple of days.”

“So you’re telling me that we need to turn in.”

I forced the underwear down my legs and then stepped into them the right way before turning around.

River was already wheeling her min-suitcase in. “I don’t have to work for a couple more days, and you just show up whenever.”

“We still need to sleep.”

“That’s what the plane’s for. I mean, they did fly us out here, so it’s not like either of us will have to drive.”

On the road, it would have been six hours each way. As much as I hated airports, I was kinda thankful to GeneFactor for the free ride. “It’s almost midnight, and the flight takes off at eight.”

River zipped her suitcase up and pushed it into a corner. “So about that talk you wanted to have… Is now a good time?”

It’s not like we were about to have it in a crowded 747. “Why not?” Pulling a white t-shirt out, I slipped it on and started toward the bed.

Footsteps behind me ended about the time I pulled the covers back. Then River draped her arms over my shoulders from behind. “Any requests about what I should wear?”

“Whatever works for you, but you’re not getting any.” Hell, I was still raw from that wild fuck-fest on one of the back patios.

She kinda giggled and hugged tight, dropping her grip under my ribs. “I’ve got this fluffy thing that just screams ‘cuddle me,’ unless you’re fine with panties and a tank top.” From Medusa herself, to sweet enough to gag a honeybee.

“I don’t give a damn what you wear. But I do want to know what’s going on between us.” I crawled in and reached for the edge of the sheets.

River dove right in with me before I could pull everything up. She was already working those gym shorts down, and her hair was still damp from her own shower.

“Well?” I rolled over, putting our faces less than an inch apart.

Her eyes weren’t darting away anymore. “I guess you’ve noticed, but I don’t handle new people well.”

Or anyone you’ve known for a while, either. “What’s so different about me?”

River ducked her face into my collar. “Maybe it was that chemical they had you test on us. But even if that’s what did it, what does it matter? I still feel the way I do.”

That ‘eureka’ moment slapped a hand against the back of my head. “You’ve never really had a close relationship with anyone, have you?”

Her head shook side-to-side. “It’s a good feeling, though.”

My breath flowed out until my lungs were a vacuum. Feeling her bare legs rub up mine, the whole thing felt wrong. But then again, Succuba Alpha showed no signs of wearing off.

She’s stuck like this. And with River’s personality, losing that first true connection with someone would absolutely break her. All the others had the tools to deal with that sort of thing.

“Carter, what’s wrong?” River started gliding the inside of a foot down my calf.

If I broke her, I’ve bought her. Was she the love of my life? Not one bit. “I’ll give it a shot.”

A girl like the River I used to know could cry from happiness. Yet here she was, bawling her eyes out.

That’s all she wanted. Just a chance at a real human connection. The longer I got to know her, the more I knew she’d been lacking exactly that, all her life. From a total cactus of a human being, to the most loyal person you could imagine…

Happiness didn’t seem possible for someone that bitter.


But in my notes a few months later, I had to be completely honest.

For some test-subjects, the physical and mental effects are equal with the other changes. However, in one particular case, undeniably positive emotional and social changes have to be noted.

River Courcy, human trial subject A-102, has undergone a near-total shift in her personality. ‘Difficult, confrontational, and stand-offish’ would have been understatements when describing her previously.

Other test-subjects are in agreement with the author of this summary. Subjective as the statement may be, we are all in agreement that Ms. Courcy has seen massive improvements to her quality of life and general mood. The author’s own personal feelings are to be acknowledged as a possible bias in her case.

I finished the notations on my report and sent it along to Dr. Clare. We’d had a few arguments about how close I should be allowed to get with the shop’s girls. Until Janus stepped in and let my word have the final say.

Closing my laptop, I rubbed the inside corners of my eyes and stood up. Experiments shouldn’t let personal feelings affect the conclusions, but these girls weren’t fruit flies. They were human beings with hopes and dreams. Julia didn’t disagree with me there, as my auditor.

We had a free room now, and a couple more in the next few days. Sure, I enjoyed the other four plenty, but we didn’t need another girl on staff.

It was half past one and dark as hell, so I turned the lamp on. The covers rumpled on the far side of the bed, so I tried to sneak my way in.

Porcelain skin and blonde curls greeted me before I could cut the light off. River kinda opened her eyes. “Get over here.”

Reaching back, I flipped the switch and then slid my arm under her head. “Sorry, I know you’re on tomorrow.”

Every part of her clamped onto me. “You’re really not mad that Faith and Vida want to move out with their new boyfriends? They were fun to have in here.”

I’d have preferred to keep them to myself, but Julia and I agreed. Even after explaining the ultimate goal of the experiment to her, they weren’t mine to lord over. “We’ve still got your managers to fool around with.”

River pushed herself against me, grinding hard like she wanted me to know she wasn’t wearing panties.

Katie had already ridden me into the sunset before River and Julia got home that day. So at least I didn’t have to worry about a raging case of blue balls in the morning. “Sleep. You’ve got work tomorrow, and don’t think I’ll go easy on you, even if we’re engaged now.” And even if I did end up having one, Julia wasn’t on the schedule the next day.

“You text me every time you have fun when I’m not here. Do you know how jealous that makes me?”

Full and well, which is why I did it. River always had to reassert her place after getting one of those.

I gave her a little nudge that made her roll over. The silk of her teddy cooled my chest as her legs burnt me alive.

River pressed the stone of her ring against the inside of my palm. “I asked you a question.”

That familiar ache spread down to my balls. “You realize it’s gonna take up to a year for that birth control to wear off, right?”

“I can’t want it before then, just because?” River’s ass tried to merge into me.

Pulling at her shoulder until I had her lying flat on her back, I felt her close around me like a trap. “So another practice round?”

Not that we’d skipped one night out the past sixty.

“You know what you did to me. Own it.”

Fuck yes, I did.


CAMGIRL HAREM 5

Stan tried keeping himself somewhere between stabby and losing his shit. Victor grabbed the remote from Roman’s hand. “This Japanese girl,” he winked, “in your opinion, how much do you think she is worth?”

Piss off... “Based on what Reiko’s earned in the past month, at least eigthy-grand.”

“Then I will ask the man who wants to buy her for twice that. You get a quarter of it. Do we have an understanding now?”

Stan wished like hell he’d been recording this shit on his phone. “So what about the other three?” He couldn’t exactly trust Vera to back up his story.

Victor pressed a few buttons until Nell’s ‘audition’ video started. “For the sad clown girl, you get fifteen-thousand. I can get you five for the redhead since she is older than our clients want.”

Which told Stan Audra wasn’t his to profit from at all. Not that he wanted the honor.

“Is something wrong?”

Stan fought the urge to see if Vera was reacting to any of this. Instead, he faked a shit-eating grin and raised his glass. “We have a deal.”

“Roman was right about you.” Victor turned the TV off and then tugged one side of his jacket, revealing the pistol nestled in one of the inside pockets with a smirk. “Most men lose their minds when he fucks their women, but you? I appreciate having another partner who understands this business.”

Ulyana had better not fuck this up. Stan leaned closer to the real boss. “So, what’s the rundown on the kinds of girls that makes us money?”

“Young, unspoiled as you can get them, and above all, healthy.” The pig of a man didn’t hint that he saw any irony there. “Drug habits, missing teeth, and STDs that can’t be cured rule them out. You already know what else to look for.”

“The all-American dreamgirl, then.”

Victor snorted and almost choked on his liquor. “There is a market for that, but it is its own fetish. Our customers hail from all over the world, and demand every sort of woman. Broke perverts jerking themselves to camera feeds are a good predictor of how much we can ask for each.”

“Two a month, huh?” Stan feigned not wanting to kill the guy as best he could. Not that he was dumb enough to fight a man with a gun. “Between the website and commissions for them, I think I can make a good living.”


The Back Bay neighborhood was nice, but Reiko still didn’t know why Stan had told her to show up at the address. She’d worn the dressy outfit he’d asked her to, and the walk from the metro line was killing her. The humidity off the Charles River didn’t help either.

He tells me to do too much. Perhaps her mother was right about these American men. Sometimes, they could make the old Japanese patriarchy seem egalitarian.

What looked like a familiar face rounded the corner as she got two doors down from the Victorian brownstone. The ditzy blonde had shown up as well, for some reason.

“Reiko?”

She tried not to acknowledge Audra until she was ready to head inside. “You got the same text from Stan this morning?”

“No, Roman did. What the hell’s going on?”

Puzzle pieces fell together, but enough pieces were still missing. Whatever was going on, though, it didn’t smell right. “I don’t know. Are the other two supposed to be here?”

“Hell if I know.” Audra stopped and pulled the cigarettes from her purse. She lit the end of one and asked in a cloud of smoke, “Why don’t you head in and text me what’s going on?”

Knowing better, Reiko leaned against the brick wall next alongside Audra. “No, we go in together, in case something happens.”

“Like what?”

The growing unease finally took a form she could describe. “This isn’t something Stan would have put together, and I don’t like it.”

Audra rolled her eyes and took another puff. “I’ve been doing this for five years, girly. Every time they’ve made me go somewhere new, it’s been to show the new talent how it’s done. From what Roman told me, the boss has been knocking it out of the park.”

That’s what doesn’t make sense right now.


With Vera in tow and feeling like punching every inch of drywall as he left down the hallway, Stan put all his weight behind the finger pressing the elevator’s call button.

When the doors opened, he wasn’t that surprised to see Ulyana.

“I have contacted Ernst. Interpol and the Boston Police Department are on their way to the auction house now.”

“What about these two shits?”

“Ernst will be here in moments to help me arrest them. You two should leave, now.”

“Right, but I know Victor has a gun on him. It’s pretty safe to assume Roman does too.”

“We will worry about that.” Ulyana passed a slip of paper to Stan. “I have my personal car running in front of the door. Drive here, and see to your people.”

“Come out of this alive, alright?”

Ulyana didn’t answer, carrying on down the hall without her sultry walk for once.

Stan noticed Vera trying to sneak a text message in as the doors closed. He snatched the phone from Vera’s hands and looked at the screen. She’d been trying to warn Victor.

“Are fucking daft?”

Stan didn’t expect the thickness of her Latin accent. “They’ll kill us, you know.”

“Hard to do that from a maximum-security cell. Their whole operation is about to go to shit.”

“Victor’s own boss is relentless. They will find us.”

“How?”

“Boston is full of Russian mafia, like most of the eastern seaboard.”

Perhaps the sweetheart racket was about to end, but it beat being dredged up as a bloated corpse in the harbor. “Listen, they plan on selling you off as soon as that turned into the best way to make money. No matter how long you kept yourself useful to them, it’d just delay the inevitable for little bit longer.”

“And now that we won’t be useful, they’ll send their goons after us. They never leave witnesses alive.”

Slamming the car door shut, Stan hoped like hell the hammer was dropping as hard as Ernst had promised. “If we’re fated to end up in a shallow grave somewhere, I’d rather take the bastards out with us. These Interpol goons have had the operation figured out for a while. I’d trust them long before I’d trust the Russian mob.”

Stan pulled onto the street. As he hit the gas, he could tell out of the corner of his eye that Vera knew more than she wasletting on.

“Listen, these people knew how the Rooskies tried recruiting myself and my father, down to the guy and what he promised. The fuckers who started this are all gonna burn.”

Running a red light, Stan noticed Vera had fallen silent.

“Or do you know something I don’t?”

“Roman and Victor only have pistols, but the guards at the auction house could fight any military division.”

Stan looked away from the road long enough to realize Vera wasn’t joking. He steered with his knees, hoping the message could get to Ernst before it’s too late.


Reiko felt the air getting heavier as she followed Audra down the final hallway. A banging noise from where they’d entered a keycode and then entered the building made her stop in place.

Audra turned around at the same time. “What the fuck is this?”

Shouting from what sounds like at least five languages erupted from behind the door they were about to enter. As it opened, Reiko saw the barrel of an AK-47 first. She grabbed Audra by the arm, dragging her to the floor with herself.

Slow-motion kicked in as they ducked into the corner between the wall and floor, opposite from the doorway.

The elevator dinged as she braces herself for what had to be inevitable death. From the other direction, Reiko heard the first gunshot. Warmth and wetness covered her face as she opened her eyes and saw nothing but smoke and dust.

Audra’s scream told her that they were still alive. Just covered in blood. The smell of gunpowder filled the corridor as boots ran by.


He hadn’t driven in years, and never that recklessly, but Stan had made it in the nick of too late. Parking in front of where his phone told him to stop, the real destination had to be where the SWAT team was still pouring in. His voice wavered, knowing the two people he cared about most were probably inside. “Fuck, let’s go.”

Vera looked whiter than himself as he glanced over at her.

“Don’t act like you didn’t know what this business was all about.”

“Roman told me the other girls moved on to other kinds of ‘acting.’”

Stan realized Vera was probably dumb as a post, but he knew he couldn’t be mad at her for it. “Hey, the only reason I knew what was going on before today was because Interpol drafted me as an informant.” But he knew the signs would have been clear by then, even without the early tips.

Ambulances rushed by and stopped in the middle of the street. Stan’s heart fell into his stomach as he got out of the car and rushed forward.

A cop grabbed him by the collar, jerking Stan off his feet.

“My fucking girlfriend’s in there!” As well as the ex he still had feelings for.

The cop didn’t care. “Wait across the street. It’s not like you’ll help anything by rushing in.”

Vera walked up behind him, still shaken. “Hey, come on, there’s nothing we can do right now.”

Helpless, waiting for his four models to come out, and hopefully not in body bags… The ridges on his fist were raw from grinding them against the sidewalk before the gunshots ended.


Ulyana felt Ernst’s hand grip her shoulder from behind. She slapped the charges on the door with one hand while keeping her Glock trained in case either of the targets came out.

Ernst pulled her back to duck. “Do it.”

From behind the door, she heard Victor shouting, “Vy tupitsa! My byli sozhzehny!”

Splinters and gunshots blasted from the doorway. She hit the switch, blowing the entire slab of wood from it’s from.

Ernst kept his hand on her shoulder, tossing a flash grenade. A square of light and another pkop filled the hall. With her partner’s tap, Ulyana knew it was time to handle her old ‘bosses.’ Hopefully with a double-shot between the eyes for each of them.

Roman and Victor were already on their asses, forearms in front of their eyes. They wouldn’t be hitting anything, unless luck was on their side. Ulyana stepped toward Roman, her pistol still drawn. “Drop the gun, Roman. You’ve lost.”

Ernst already had a knee in Victor’s waddled throat. The Russian lieutenant’s pistol had already fallen feet from his hand.

Roman looked up at her through dust-covered eyelids. Before he could motion his gun her way, Ulyana pulled the trigger.

His shoulder jerked. Before the shot stopped echoing, he was grasping his right arm. “You fucking bitch!”

“Hope like Hell nobody dies at the auction house. Not that there’s a hole deep enough for you.”

A pool of crimson spread under him, soaking into his suit. “Three years, we’ve worked together. You were a snitch from the beginning, weren’t you?”

Ulyana pulled the cuffs out of the rear waistband of her skirt. “Forged travel documents, records of women bought and sold, and the front operation. We’ve got it all documented.”

He looked defeated, but not enough. “That house is probably a bloodbath by now. Those deaths are on you, Pussycat.”

A shudder took over her entire body. He’d been calling her that in private ever since she’d had to break down and fuck him.

Tossing her cuffs to Ernst and still keeping her barrel aimed at the center of Roman’s mass, she heard the local reinforcements pile into the room. “Two suspects. One injured seriously. Don’t get in a hurry on his account, though.”

One of the Boston cops pushed her right arm down. “Easy, they’re neutralized.”

“Any word on the other op?”

“We cut all radio traffic on our channel before getting in here, but it didn’t sound pretty.”

Static and gunfire filled her head. “Six down, we need medics! West-most block on Marlborough Street!”


Glass rained from a second story window as Stan ducked Vera behind Ulyana’s Volkswagen. The last of SWAT detail poured in as every other person standing around took shelter.

Jesus! The sound of explosions, shots fired, and vague screaming filled the street. Between the cries of agony and barked orders, Stan couldn’t tell which side would come out on top.

Leagues out of his own element, he almost tried to call Reiko.

But what if she’s hiding and I just give her location away? The total powerlessness felt worse than imagining what might be happening less than a hundred feet away.

Stan looked over the hood as the pandemonium eased up. She was covered in all kinds of dust and the usual makeup job had smeared to mud, but Nell had made it out, at least.

He left Vera behind, rushing the perimeter and breaking through with no trouble. His youngest model had made it outside, but she was still far from safety. Officers limping out sure weren’t helping the girl out.

Stan took her by the hand. “Come on!” Nell’s feet dragged down the first stair. Fuck this…

Cradling her behind the knees and shoulders, Stan felt Nell tremble in his arms like a scared child. He made it over to the first ambulance that didn’t have a shot cop behind it.

One of the EMT’s took her from his grasp and eased Nell down. Stan crouched to eye level. “What about the others?”

Nell sobbed back what she could. “Kaitlyn, she’s...”

“She’s what?”

“…still in there.”

He felt a little relief, at least knowing she was alive. But another round of rapid-fire shots brought him back to reality.

“And Reiko? Audra?”

One gloved hand tried getting Stan out of her face. “I don’t know, I never saw them in there.” Uncontrollable shaking took her over again. “Stan, what happened?”

He told her the only thing he could truthfully say. “I fucked up.”


Strike team members kept piling out in various states of injury and shock.

Stan watched from the nearest point in the barricade until the body bags started coming out on stretchers. He didn’t even hear the car doors slam behind him.

He feared the worst, knowing Reiko, Audra, and Kaitlyn should have been taken out for medical attention already. Fuck. I let this happen.

Ernst’s voice tightened Stan’s fists where he stood. “Eleven dead, eight wounded. All casualties from gunshots, save for one sprained ankle.”

He turned around to see Ulyana even closer. “Well?”

“You can breathe. All the girls are alive.”

Enough weight lifted that Stan felt like he could float. “How badly are they hurt?”

“They’re still trying to talk Kaitlyn out of a closet. Reiko probably saved Audra’s life, though. Outside of a few scratches and blood exposure, they’re fine.”

Stan almost broke his tailbone falling onto the pavement. “Roman? Victor?”

Ernst hung up his call. “In custody. Ulyana put a round in the bastard’s arm for you.”

It wasn’t the torturous execution he’d hoped for, but it would do. “I guess I’ll be busy testifying for a while.”

Ulyana shoved a manila folder in Stan’s face. “And getting your business back on track. Nobody involved in your operation is getting charged, so it’s immune from the racketeering investigation. Congratulations.”

It didn’t matter. Especially once he saw Reiko emerge from the doorway.


O’Rourke’s seemed empty without his usual drinking buddy, but Stan was glad it was all over. The funds Roman had claimed as his own finally hit Bedroom Stream Productions’ account. That meant Stan could comp the girls for the weeks off he’d made all of them take.

Stan held his finger up. “One more, but I’m calling my tab.”

“A pitcher instead, and I’m paying it.”

He was still pissed at Ernst, but damn glad to hear his voice again at the same time. Ulyana by his side made the reunion even better. “Ballsy of you to show up again.”

“That’s why I brought back-up.” Ernst and Ulyana took the stools on either side of him. “How many have quit?”

Stan couldn’t help grinning to himself. “None of them, actually. After the whole mess got explained to them, every single girl promised to come back.”

Ulyana nudged his side. “I’m sure three weeks of paid vacation had something to do with it.”

Maybe. “Nell had the worst time of it, but she’s doing alright. A bullet hitting the floor inches from her head made her grow up all of a sudden.”

Ulyana grabbed the pitcher’s handle from the bartender. “And Vera?”

“Willing to join the team, first thing when we start working again next week.”

“Good.” She filled Stan’s pint-glass and passed it his way. “From all the testimony she’s given, an armed guard around the clock was the least we could arrange.”

“And two at the door of the apartment. How long do we have them?”

Ernst reached around for the glass Ulyana poured him. “Until the whole ring is in custody. Give it a few months. Some of these bastards think they’re still flying under the radar.”

“Now I know why you two are still in Boston.”

Ulyana started filling her own glass. “The investigation and trials will carry on for at least two years. We’re not going anywhere for a while.”

“Good to know.” Stan slammed back a third of his beer and then pulled a cigarette out. But he didn’t light it. “Here you go.”

Audra snatched it from between his fingers. “Ernst, it’ll be about twice the tab you’re used to.”

Sitting next to Ulyana, Audra wasn’t keeping her buzzed honesty on the down-low. “Stan told me about how you saved our asses. Thanks, I guess.”

Between the reserve funds, transfer of the studio’s ownership to Stan, and the complementary security detail… It looked like the upcoming return to business-as-usual was inevitable.


Stan blew his smoke toward the vent fan he’d had put in his office’s window. It kept the rest of the condo smelling normal enough, assuming Audra and Nell didn’t pile in for a smoke break at the same time.

A knock on the door pulled Stan away from the upcoming ad budget. Every single girl would resume streaming the next night, but he could spare a couple of minutes. “What is it?”

Reiko entered, waving the secondhand smoke away from her nose like it hadn’t spread through the air already. The yellow top and black skirt weren’t any pieces he recognized from her wardrobe, but that tends to happen when you’ve got girls who take it all off for money living in your place. “We’re all here.”

“Shit, I almost forgot.” Team meetings were the kind of management bullshit he’d only seen at dead-end jobs, but Stan knew everyone had to be checked on and placed on the same page. “Alright, give me a minute and I’ll see everyone in the living room.”

Smiling as she backed out of the door, Reiko had one last bit of news. “The good news is, all five of us are still onboard.”

Nell and Audra had taken it worse than the others, only getting back to something like their ‘normal’ selves in the past week. Stan wouldn’t have blamed any of them for ducking out.

But that was the difference between himself and Roman. These girls weren’t a means to an end, or just employees. Without them, he’d have no studio. And without him, they’d have had no freedom at that point.

To hell with it. Stan closed his browser window and spreadsheet. The back-end stuff could wait.

Stepping into the hall, it sounded like a couple of them were running across the apartment. It sounded like Kaitlyn was trying to whisper, “Sit it down, he’s coming!”

Like he’d been lulled into complacency by the time off, Stan didn’t expect what was around the corner.

All five of them were scattered around the living room. Matching yellow tanks with the studio’s logo and black miniskirts made it seem like a goofy publicity shot was about to happen.

And even Vera was there, answering the open invitation Stan had offered to keep her old job under ‘his’ banner.

“I’m not mad, but you all shouldn’t have spent the money on this.”

Kaitlyn marched to the kitchen as Stan took it all in. She came back seconds later with a cake sitting atop one hand, two pitchers of beer held in the other.

Audra spouted up first. “You made sure we kept getting paid, so it’s the least we could do.”

The fact that none of them called him Boss since that incident settled in. “I mean, I’m happy we’re all on the same page here, but I’m still your employer.”

Reiko trotted forward. “No, you’re more like our agent and caretaker. That’s the opposite of a glorified pimp.”

He knew it was true, blushing to himself. “I guess it’s back to business as usual, without the mafia drama.”

Kaitlyn set the ‘offerings’ on the coffee table. “Even when shit hit the fan, you were only worried about everyone else. I mean, you could have kept all that extra money and ran this place like Roman had. We know you’re looking out for us.”

He’d done exactly that with Kaitlyn, but the looks on every other face confirmed it. “It’s what I’m supposed to do. Don’t thank me for it.”

Vera rose from the couch, almost hiding her lack of panties. “Actions matter. You proved you’re worth trusting in a couple of hours, far more than Roman and Victor had in a few years.”

Reiko stands back up, leaning against his arm. “We all agreed to one rule Roman had.”

“And that is?”

“The boss gets to use all the talent.”

For her to say that, after all the turmoil and hell it caused between them…

“No, I won’t make anyone do it.”

Reiko wraps her arm around his. “But what if we all agreed to it, on our own?”

Stan wants to act modest, but he knows what’s about to happen. What the fuck am I doing? Even someone who’d actually grown a moral spine like he had couldn’t turn down a Letters to Penthouse situation, in his own damn penthouse.

It was time for some fun.

“Starting tomorrow, I’m doing a VIP bonus for whoever pulls in the highest percentage of new subscribers every month. Since we haven’t been working, and a new month starts tomorrow...” Every eye in the room hung on his words. “Whoever makes me finish gets it for this month.”

The fact that he only had enough funds left to make it a shadow of the planned reward didn’t matter. Stan almost felt the urge to run as each one of them got ready to pounce.

Audra and Vera closed in first, being all about the business-end. Reiko wasn’t far behind them, shoving herself between those two.

But the sneak attack from behind proved who the true mercenary was. Nell’s PVC boots tangled around his legs like a bola chain. Kaitlyn rushed forward and landed in his lap before he’d stopped rebounding on the cushions beside Nell.

Reiko wasn’t about to stay left out, and she knew what Stan liked to see. Putting and arm around Vera and Audra’s waists, she made a point of holding eye contact with him until those two were blocking her face with their own.

She wants me to think about her the whole time Nell and Kaitlyn are on my dick. Nobody said camgirls had to be dumb to do their job.

Stan tried to level the playing field, focusing on the redhead and bratty goth writhing all over his body. Nell bit his earlobe from the side as Kaitlyn rocked herself on top of his zipper.

Fingers eased down to his belt. He couldn’t tell which one of them was doing it, but someone had already undone the buckle and started on the button.

A few moans and giggles from the loveseat across the table almost tempted him to look around Kaitlyn.

Kaitlyn invaded his mouth as Nell wrapped her own over his cock. Something about getting shared by a barely-legal goth chick and a redhead with just the right amount of seasoning struck him just right.

Knuckles pressed against Stan’s chest and then shot upward. The sound of Kaitlyn’s tank top whipping over her head came through clear enough.

Stan couldn’t help taking hold of her tits with all of both hands. The heat and effort on his shaft wasn’t coming from her, but it didn’t matter. Two pleasing him at once, with all the benefits of one giving her entire self to him, washed over Stan.

He squeezed Kaitlyn on the verge of too hard as Kaitlyn tore her mouth away from his. “You were moaning. Is she that good at it?”

Nodding, he expected Kaitlyn to respond.

Instead, she got right to ducking behind Nell, pulling the black, pleated skirt down from the youngest model’s hips.

Nell started to hum into his dick as he watched Reiko and Vera go to town on Audra. A light whimper forced him to look down. Kaitlyn was already working Nell from behind, at least two fingers strong.

A Japanese girl and a Latina going to town on a blonde… Redhead, goth, lesbian, brat… He knew the little party going on was kinky keyword heaven. It was just a crying shame he wasn’t recording it. For the clicks and for his own enjoyment later.

The goth pounding the back of her throat with himself hit critical mass Especially once Kaitlyn had Nell squealing, vibrating his cock from base to tip.

Kaitlyn worked herself harder between Nell’s legs as Reiko and Vera used one of their hands on Audra, the other on themselves.

A grand six-way would pull in one hell of an audience, or at least get us featured. Stan was sold on making this a thing at least once or twice a year. And it’d have to get even better if he could recruit more girls later.

Nell sucked even harder, cradling his sack with one hand as the other gripped the base of his shaft.

Stan leaned back, taking it all in. Moments like this were meant to be savored. Or at the very least, committed to memory with all a man has.

His attempt to lock in the feeling to relive on his deathbed got cut short. Nell couldn’t hide how close she was to coming as Audra started going apeshit on the other side of the coffee table.

The breaking point finally hit Nell. Her voice buzzed against his skin, forcing the back of Stan’s head against the cushions.

Riding it out as silently as he could, Stan knew she trying her best with that pierced tongue to finish him off. But he was nowhere near finished. He was too jaded and used to this kind of shit.

He expected Kaitlyn to take over as Nell’s cries trailed off. Instead, his former girlfriend stepped away and pulled Vera over. Audra came under Reiko’s effort alone, well before Vera could even get to him.

Stan hadn’t even touched the new girl yet, having seen her past work. It had made for some lively ‘research’ breaks.

Vera dropped her panties from under the black skirt. The equally dark silk glided down her legs until she stepped out of them. Her choice of socks and sneakers was less formal than the others’ choices, but Stan kinda liked the cheer practice look on her.

Her knees hit the couch around Stan. With his cock already out and rigid, her slit pressed against the underside. Her lips split, upper and lower, giving him the kind of private dance men really wish strippers could give.

The light scratch on his tip reminded Stan of the trimmed racing stripe she’d had in her videos. Our fans hate any kind of decoration down there. But he knew it wasn’t the time for that discussion.

Vera’s arms wrapped around the back of his neck. Pulling herself up, it let her prime Stan’s tip for its premiere entry.

Stan believed he could predict how a pussy could feel, but Vera’s soft, ribbed texture inside took him off his guard. Mother of God.

Even with her ‘experience,’ Vera felt every bit as tight and fresh as a sheltered coed freshman. As she sank herself lower, he felt the first half of his cock pass through the narrow passage and into the roomier bit where the deep, grinding magic happens.

And Vera knew exactly what to do with it. One shift of her hips slid him around in her, grinding the sensitive head. Stan felt like he was ready to melt within seconds.

Her riding game was as strong with a man as it was with a toy. Using her arms to pull, legs to push, and hips to swerve, Vera knew how to drain bank accounts and balls.

Stan knew he wouldn’t last long. With every dip and weave, Vera had herself wetter on the inside than a water balloon.

He didn’t know how to take it, especially once her voice dipped into the accent Vera had always tried to hide until then.

“That’s it, Papi.”

Fucking shit! It was clear she knew the end-game, and being the only one he hadn’t fucked yet had given her the clear advantage.

She hugged tighter, swirling herself in an orbit that gave him a case of diamond dick.

Stan couldn’t help groaning, but it was time for a switch. Not that he wanted it to end, then or ever.

Vera had to know he was trying to push her off. Dropping one of her arms, she tried reaching for her clit.

Grabbing the wrist, Stan forced her to stop. “Don’t think you can go swooping in here and win, just like that.”

She gave him a forward jolt of her pussy. “You’re an ass.”

“And you’re a good lay.” He let go and moved his own hand down her stomach. He locked eyes with her after a few good rubs that made her shiver from hips to neck. “You won’t need the damned bonus to live like a queen.”

Vera shot her head back. “Oh fuck!”

One-on-one, she’d be fucking dangerous. Like she could tame any man she wanted to dig her claws into. Quite the asset for his own stable.

Vera kept getting louder and tried to catch him up to herself. Changing it up with a motion Stan could only call ‘the sidewinder,’ she almost pulled the stunt off.

“Sorry, this would have worked a few weeks ago.”

Stan had gotten used to having a buffet of whatever kind of girl matched his taste on any given night. And in any combination. Vera would add one hell of a spicy kick he wasn’t complaining about.

“If I last until it’s your turn again, you’ll win, no doubt.”

Vera didn’t seem capable of giving a damn. Another hard pass at her clit had her on the cliff’s edge. Which is where Stan wanted her to get stuck.

His fingers stopped, forcing her to mutter at the ceiling, “Vete el demonio, puta madre...”

Stan knew it was something like “Go to hell, motherfucker.”

But he also spoke enough Spanish to get by here. “Cabrear, perra.”

Vera looked down smirk back at him before her eyes rolled up.

We’re gonna get along just fine. Like she’s Nell rolled into Kaitlyn, with the toned body of a sex deity.

Feeling like he’d given Vera as much, if not more of a chance than the brat had, Stan forced his ass against the cushions until he pulled himself out of her.

“Alright, switch!”

Vera stared back at him. “This really is a game to you, isn’t it?”

“Yeah, and you just got too cocky.”

She grinned back. “Promising a bonus for making you come… Now that is how you motivate a sex worker.” Vera kept looking at him crossways. “But it doesn’t make you any less of a cabron.”

Stan knew exactly what it meant, but it didn’t matter. He was more than happy to see Audra line up for the next shot.

After Vera rejoined mini lesbian orgy, Audra stood with her arms on her waist and leaned into his ear. “I guess you noticed already, but she’s kind of a bitch.”

Stan couldn’t keep himself from smiling as he got up. He gave Audra a light tap to the face before pushing her onto all fours, Stan says, “You’re not wrong.”

He was ready to dive straight in. The smallest bit of alignment and a nudge to the side on that strip of blue fabric set the table. All Stan had to do was barge in.

Audra jerked her head back, barely meeting her eyes with Stan’s. She’d turned into Stan’s closest adviser, despite her past ties to Roman. Something like a friendship, with one hell of a benefits package.

Stan heard Nell going insane behind him, like Reiko and Kaitlyn had been going at her for a while. The ambiance wasn’t hurting Audra’s chances.

The curve of Audra’s ass narrowing into the small of her hips. It gave him the ideal place to put one hand. Stan reached around her body with the other,  hooking her lip with a finger.

Both of their bodies crashed with a pop even louder than Nell’s usually grating voice. When she wasn’t bitching, the girl’s voice could pop boners by default. Infinitely more so when she’s on the verge of coming herself into a stupor.

Stan matched his own speed to the wailing. Audra’s cries joined in, warbling in and out of pitch with Nell’s.

Feeling her waist tense up, Stan pushed himself deep, grinding his cock to hit as much of her cunt as he could. Then he planted one foot on the couch, rising himself until his shaft aimed for the roof of Audra’s pussy.

Her shoulders trembled as he lets go of her lip. Grabbing the back strap of her bra under the tank top for leverage, Stan pulled back until he accidentally loosened the clips.

Stan let go and pushed down on her ass instead, letting himself thrust harder, even if a little slower. The new positioning hit all of Audra’s buttons just right, like her own cheat code.

Taking hold of the heels of her pumps, Stan kept hammering until Audra’s buried her face in the corner between the arm and backrests. Now that her body was locked in place, in that ideal pose for her own bliss, Stan cracked himself into her.

Audra’s whimpers made it through the upholstery, driving him to jam himself as deep as possible again. It’d have been plenty to make him come in minutes, but Stan wanted to get inside all of them within the same night, more than anything.

One of her platform heels loosened. Stan pushed it upward until it clattered against the floor. Gripping harder around the arch of her foot, his knuckles pressed into her ass.

The sublime glide of her passage along his dick made his breath come out in grunts. Sweat beaded and nerves tingled.

He barely made out when she tried to say, “That—” Audra trailed off for a second before belting out, “Right fucking there! God!”

Audra had demanded Stan rough her up like a discount whore every time. Not in the BDSM way. Just in the grand tradition of aggressive, makeup smearing sex.

The true cruelty was yet to come, though. Feeling her draw up, Stan pulled out of his personal blonde mid-scream.

“Next!”

Stan admired the broken mess he’d made her. Lifting the skirt, he caught Audra bracing for the slap. Instead of whipping it against her rear, he put his hand between her thighs.

The smack at her cunt forced another cry. The flurry of encores kept Audra teetering on the edge for a couple more seconds.

Hands pressed around his sides from behind. Stan didn’t know who it was. Not that he cared too much.

Backing up until a forehead presses against the center of his shoulders, he knew it was Reiko by height alone.

She knows I can’t make it obvious and let her win. Not that he intended to toss her the game. “You get the same time as everyone else. Sorry.”

Reiko pouted a little as he turned around. Her chin ducked and her eyes blinked with that ‘use me’ look.

“Not gonna work.”

She pulled the yellow tank over her head and then dropped the skirt. As her hands danced up his shirt, Reiko barely asked, “Even if I’m the first one to take it all off?”

Stan knew he had four other girls, including the returned flame he hadn’t even put his dick in that day. “Whether you pull it off or not, it’s all on you.” He drops himself onto the couch, ass-first next to Audra, who was still recovering.

Reiko slid the bottom of the Barbie pink, matching set halfway down her thighs. She eased into his lap sidesaddle. Stan wondered if Reiko would face him or turn her back. She knew her way around both means of riding a dick.

Her feet rose together, inviting him to slide the fabric the rest of the way off. Stan took the chance as Reiko undid her bra. Same with her arms, she let it rest partway down until Stan took control.

Her hand grasped his cock and pressed him inside, still facing sideways.

It wasn’t the most creative position, but he had to give her points for it. Fucking her as she lied on her side had always been a favorite of his, but a ride in the same orientation was letting her grind is pelvis to nothing.

She’s always been the kind of bitch who holds something back. Not that he didn’t admire that about her.

Audra finally got up from her favorite kind of abuse. Reiko stood at the same time, leaving Stan with the bitterness of his own medicine. “That’s all you get for now.”

Kaitlyn took Reiko’s place before Stan could realize she was there. Sitting in his lap and crossing her legs, she pressed her hands against the top of her thighs and shrugged. It was clear she wasn’t in a hurry to begin her turn.

Stan couldn’t figure out what she was playing at. “The fuck is this?”

Reiko’s hands drifted down his shins. Once she got to the cuff of his pants, she went inside and coursed them back up as Kaitlyn twisted herself around until her back was facing him.

One lick at his sack revealed the truth. “Working together and splitting the bonus?” He saw the other three whip their heads his way. “Smart.”

Nell was far more pissed than Audra or Vera. “You fucking traitor!”

Stan laughed as Kaitlyn guided him inside. Reiko kept lapping her tongue around his nuts and hilt. “A double-cross and a swerve. I’m not even mad.”

Kaitlyn leaned back as hard as she could, nuzzling her lips against his jaw. “When it’s you, we’ve kinda got the home field advantage.”

Stan wrapped his arms around her chest as Reiko moved to Kaitlyn’s slit, making sure to keep herself flicking against Stan’s dick the whole time. He took hold of both tits, admiring the natural heft compared to Audra and Vera’s fakes. Not that he saw anything wrong with quality implants.

The underside of Reiko’s tongue kept patting against the bottom of his shaft. Judging by the way Kaitlyn writhed in place as she ground herself into him, Reiko had gotten some practice at eating a girl out. Yet another thing he couldn’t get mad about.

Kaitlyn craned her neck back until she bit into his earlobe. A hand traced his jawline from the other side. “Did you ever fantasize about this before I came back?”

Nightly. Including Reiko’s part. “Yeah.”

Her voice dipped a little lower. “Then why were you so awkward about it that one time?”

Kaitlyn had to be talking about his reluctance to do what came naturally, that first time she’d entered the apartment. She moaned against his ear a couple of times, daring him to fight the urge.

Stan closed his eyes as the licking down below stopped. More weight pressed against his ribs.

The sound of lips and tongues dancing it out next to his ear stripped what little resistance he had left. It kept picking up as he felt Reiko’s hands pass through Kaitlyn’s hair. A final smack of their mouths and a slow dip of the redhead’s hips opened his eyes.

Then his ‘official’ girlfriend’s voice delivered the killing blow. “Can we make the three of us a steady thing?”

Camgirls would come and go, even if he had a loyal bunch. “Like, permanently?”

Kaitlyn danced her entire body to each side like she had turned into a wave. “Mm-hmm.”

The Catholic remnants in his mind shot to reciting a fragment of a memorized prayer to a God he was up in the air about. We praise you and give you glory, for the wonderful things you do for us…

Reiko got in his face, smiling in that adorable way only a Japanese girl could pull off. “Well?”

A chuckle from deep in Stan’s core interrupted him. “Why not?”

Perhaps it was his reward for doing the right thing, even as a professional scumbag. Not that Reiko dropping back down to Kaitlyn’s slit wasn’t enough.

Her tongue followed the seam of his nuts, back to front. The juicy embrace of Kaitlyn’s pussy took in all of his cock at the same time, settling around the hilt.

Reiko cupped his package with one hand, massaging gently enough that even those expensive nails felt amazing. Her voice floated up, “You’ll come in her?”

Kaitlyn didn’t give him any quarter. She moaned out the tension from what Reiko’s tongue was driving through her body. “Pretty please?”

Stan didn’t care that he was fucking the one who still had every stitch of clothing on. What mattered was how she felt on the inside. And in that moment, she was begging him to come as if he hadn’t in months.

He wanted to announce it. With his mind frayed into millions of threads, Stan could only moan against Kaitlyn’s neck.

Reiko’s tongue almost vibrated against the clit and base of cock. It drove Kaitlyn onward, making her trap Stan in her deepest part. Her voice ramped up, picking up half an octave. “You wanna come with me?”

Stan nodded as best he could. Every breath was a fight.

Words from the other side of the coffee table didn’t register in his brain. Stan couldn’t process anything more than the heat and texture working themselves against his shaft and the dance of fingers just below.

Reiko gave him a light squeeze as Kaitlyn’s voice cracked. The lingering whimper snapped his will to hold back like a cheap pencil.

The first pulse where mouth and cunt met on his body spread through his loins. Holy hell!

Kaitlyn forced her mouth against his cheek. “Come in it!”

His jaw dropped open. A fresh grip on his sack matched up with its first twitch. “Fu-huck!”

The voice inches from his ear whimpered, “Baby, please...”

Stan’s legs tensed, lifting himself and Kaitlyn up by a fraction of an inch. Fully buried inside her, the first wave of climax jolted his system.

His voice shot out in a groan, matching the burst of the gift she had been begging him for.

Kaitlyn’s upper body pressed against Stan’s own as her feet came up. “I’m—”

Her pussy gripped like trap, locking him in for the second rope. Cream filtered down her passage, creeping between her walls and the shaft planted inside.

The last of Stan’s endurance joined the third shot. His arms went lip as his hands barely kept hold of her tits.

Shivering like a ball of tension, Kaitlyn wasn’t done moaning as Reiko left both of them to their moment. Stan felt her entire body jerk as she hit her peak on top of him.

Like she was begging for more, the slick tightness coaxed more eruptions until Stan felt like an empty husk.

Gasping and staring at the back of his eyelids, he felt the raw heat of Kaitlyn’s cheek rest on his own. Both of her hands tangled in his atop her breasts. He could tell she wanted to talk as much as he did, but neither of them had the sense or breath to yet.

Audra’s voice was barely comprehensible through the haze. “Now that’s how you make a guy come.”

You’re goddamned right it is… He started to shrink inside Kaitlyn as his pulse slowed to a semi-normal rate.

Reiko’s hands rubbed along his inner thighs as she said, “He’s always moaned and whispered both of our names in his sleep.”

I have? Not that he could dispute it. It had worked out in the end, after all.

Stan felt Kaitlyn’s body slack. When she finally got her feet off the couch, she kept her back and the side of her face pressed against him. “Tell me when you want to wake up in the morning.”

It was one hell of a curveball. “Why?”

“Reiko wants her chance.” Nell flicked the tip of her tongue behind his ear. “And when it’s time for lunch, which one do you want to join in?”

Fuck having done the right thing. I must have been a saint in a past life. Stan eased up with her, getting his first look at the rest of his girls. Vera, Nell, and Audra sat crammed on the loveseat, flabbergasted.

Kaitlyn let out her suggestion like it was poetry in his ear. “I think it’d be fun if you tied up the little goth girl again. Reiko’s got the hots for her, and I wanna see you fuck the bitch out of her.”

Stan began to make the sign of the cross on his forehead, finishing it on Kaitlyn’s breasts.

Between the money-machine of a camgirl studio, a luxury apartment he technically owned, and now this…

Not bad for one of Boston’s Irish, hoodrat townies.


HAREM BOND 5

Felice was late. Between myself and Rinn, it wasn’t a good sign.

Looking across her dining room table, I tried smoothing out the faults. “Hey, she’s had to fly up from Miami. You can’t expect airports to run on time, ever.”

“She could have called or at least texted one of us. At this point, I guess she’s ghosting on the interview.” Which was more than a fair point.

“If Felice isn’t here in fifteen minutes, she’s out. I get it.”

Rinn batted a foot against my leg. The fact that she was barely in those heels tempted me to rip that pencil skirt off her ass and do what came naturally. Then my secretary calmed my shit.

“Easy, Arn. CJ gets the next round.”

Because of course. Having someone to keep track of who I came in, and when, sucked in its own special way.

“It’s not like she’ll get knocked up tonight, without a doubt.”

“But we all worked it out. Hannah, CJ, and Rinn have their rotation. You screw it up, and someone’s bound to get jealous.”

Not that I couldn’t fuck Nikki in the meantime. “That’s never stopped you.”

“Yeah, but we’re expecting a VIP.” Nikki pecked at her tablet’s screen a few times. “Look, Felice is on her way. It was all a matter of TSA checkpoints.”

Rinn frowned just enough. “She should have called or texted me.”

“Considering I’m reading an email sent from the terminal’s pizza joint wi-fi, it’s a clusterfuck. Texts don’t really go through unless the mobile network is up.”

Watching Rinn get this hot and bothered, it was kind of a shame. Knowing the drill when it came to airports, though, I had to calm the waters as much as possible. “Then find out when she’s getting here. I’m already paying for her travel.”

Nikki poked a few more times. “She’s about to get a rental car now. Four hours, tops.”

And since she was late for a job interview, Felice was bound to haul ass. “So two or three hours. We’ve got some time to kill.”

Rinn knew what I was driving at, but Nikki held that veneer of professionalism. “Boss, we can’t keep doing this. You’ve had people frog-marched out of their jobs for less.”

“So?”

Nikki slid the tablet just out of reach. Then she wrapped an arm over Rinn’s stomach from behind. “Maybe it’s for the best. Rinn’s the one you need to knock up, and it’s not like I’ll tell CJ. This time, anyway.”

Not that I’d have let her. On the verge of giving in, my cock pulsed from chub to full-on erection.

Then my fucking phone rang in my pocket. I didn’t mean to sound that irritated, but I couldn’t help it. “Yeah? Make it quick.”

It was Felice. “Sorry, a cold front passing over Charleston made the flight go wide. I’ve just now got enough signal for a call.” And she sounded nervous enough to make me believe her.

“It’s fine.” I nodded at Rinn as I put the call on speaker. “Between getting a rental car and driving to Syracuse, you might as well get a room for the night. Don’t make this kind of drive when you’re tired.”

“Are you sure? I can be there before eight.”

I pressed at the mute icon. “Hey, she’s trying. And as many times as I’ve flown between Buffalo and Miami, that delay isn’t unheard of.”

Rinn smiled back at me. “Fine, but if she’s a second late tomorrow, she’s out.”

“Fair enough.”

About the time I put the phone back on my ear, Felice was already doing that dropped call panic. “Hello? Are you there? Mr. Welker?”

“Yeah, I’m here.” I stepped out to Rinn’s patio. “Make damn-well sure you’re on time. Nine, sharp. Got it?”

“Dr. Price is already mad, isn’t she?”

I hated coddling people, but there was no way she’d get enough sleep to impress if I didn’t step in. “You’re trying to move up from a temporary CNA job, to using your doctorate. Don’t worry, as someone who takes the same flight all the time, I’ve already made sure she understands.”

The weight off her shoulders came out in one breath, even through the tinny speaker of my phone. “Thank God...”

So at least I knew she was honest. “Hell, I’ll make it even easier. Put the art museum here in Syracuse into your GPS, and meet me in the parking lot at fifteen-til. Dr. Price’s address is hard to find, because it’s in suburban hell.”

Felice paused for a moment. “Uh,” and I got why, “I’d rather not meet some guy I’ve never met for a ride.”

“CJ will be with me.” Which would be news to her. “Plus, cameras are all over the place. You can follow us from there, if you’re more comfortable with that.”

“Sounds good. I’ll be there at eight-forty-five, on the dot.”

I hung up and looked through the sliding door.

Nikki was already working her charms on Rinn. Because what else would you expect?

Watching my neighbor dive her face between my secretary’s thighs like that, it felt a little too wrong to barge in.

If CJ couldn’t be bothered to show up, who was I to stop her girl from enjoying someone else? But she owed me some time in the morning. Otherwise, who could blame Felice for getting all the wrong signals and running like hell?


Felice was nervous as a whore in church. Which bugged the shit out of me. With CJ, Rinn, and Nikki facing her alongside myself at the opposite end of the table, I admit that it had to be intimidating.

Before she could finish listing off her academic record, I slapped my hand on the table. “Alright, stop right there. Dr. Price wants another veterinarian to help run her practice, not an intern. You’d better impress her, starting now.”

Even Rinn gave me a dirty stare. “Arn! What the fuck? She just got here.”

But looking at Felice, she held her composure. “It’s fine. I should have planned on a delay.” Exactly as I’d coached her to say.

Rinn leaned forward. “Alright, so tell me more about your residence in Lexington. You mentioned treating champion thoroughbreds in your residency, so I can’t wait to hear more.”

“When Hidden Forest broke a leg, even his owners thought he wouldn’t make it through.” I vaguely remembered a Kentucky Derby winner by that name. “But he’s already studded a dozen mares since then.”

Of course, Rinn knew the name. “And you couldn’t find a practice after that?”

Then Felice blushed. “Well, I told the owners that growth hormones would be involved, if Hidden Forest ever wanted to have a decent life after that. Thankfully, they didn’t mind as much as the racing officials.”

I was already lost. “Why would that matter?”

Rinn shot a glare at me. “No hormones, steroids, or narcotics for race lineages. Nevermind that it leaves the horses in pain. If a colt can’t race, it’s trash to them.”

Which sounded even dumber than the most archaic HR policies of my clients. “You took the health and well-being of the patient over all. That’s commendable.”

“It was simply my duty.”

Shooting a glance at Dr. Price, I noticed the warm smile drawing across her lips. She leaned forward and clamped both hands together. “My clinic isn’t slated to open for another couple of months, but I’d like my partner to help with the setup. For two-thirds of the actual salary until then, would you be interested in aiding with that?”

Felice almost wiggled in her seat, shaking like she’d heard the first good news in years. “Absolutely. Based on the proposed salary, I would come out ahead on pay alone. Not to mention the higher cost of living in Miami.”

Rinn rubbed a foot down my calf again. “I also have a spare bedroom. Consider it yours as long as you need it.” Another look at her showed the blush developing in those honey-bronze cheeks.

Yeah, they’ll be yodeling in each others valleys in no time. I composed myself and tried getting the interview back on the rails. “If you get an offer, how soon can you start?”

Felice perked up like she was beyond ready to leave her old life behind. “Today. What furniture I have in my apartment, nobody would give more than five bucks for. Trying to win back my security deposit wouldn’t cost nearly as much as hauling that junk up here.”

Being a CNA in Miami, her landlord had to be running a fucking slum. Screwing people like that over never had cost me a wink of sleep. “Well, Dr. Price?”

The inside of her sole grazed up my leg again, minus the shoe. “If you agree to the offer, it’s yours.”

Thank fuck. Nikki could cancel Felice’s ticket and have the money in her account within the hour. “Alright, then, problem solved.”

But Rinn wasn’t done with my services. “My new hire needs the rules laid out for her, Mr. Welker.”

Of course. Staring Felice directly in the eyes, I nodded my head toward Rinn. “I’m not an evil bastard, so let me know if you want to back out. Dr. Price is out for more than a business partner.”

Nervous as you’d expect her to be, all over again, Rinn drew into herself. “How so?”

Cutting in before I could open my mouth, Nikki rapped her knuckles against the table and stood up. “Dr. Price wants a long-term arrangement, not just a second veterinarian.”

Our newest candidate eyed me down. “Mr. Welker, I hope I didn’t fly up to New York for some far-fetched booty call.”

Nikki leaned in front of me, giving the best clothed view of her tits I’d ever had as she leaned in Rinn’s ear. “Remember what I told you to say to her.”

Rinn didn’t hesitate. “Loyalty, devotion, and mutual service. These are what we share.”

I saw Felice relax in front of me. Rinn, you’d better start getting this show on the road. Because Felice was one tasty piece of bitch, and even more so in-person.

On cue, what I wanted Rinn to do turned directly into action. “Mr. Welker’s agency researched you thoroughly. Bisexual and looking for a relationship complete with children, correct?”

The indirect approach was fun to watch, if only because of how it made Felice squirm. “I’m sorry, Dr. Price... Did you just say what I think you did?”

Fighting back the widest grin I could beam out, I couldn’t help saying, “She’s offering you a platinum opportunity. Considering the risk of things not working out, none of us will judge you for picking one way or the other.”

“So why is my bisexuality so important?”

I had to crash through before anyone else could cut me off. “Life partner, girlfriend… Wife. Whatever you want to call it. This is all very sudden, but Rinn has already agreed to be the mother, should things have a storybook ending.”

Felice calmed down with her posture, but those chocolate eyes never left me. “At least you’re this honest.”

Poor Nikki didn’t have a chance to get a word in as Rinn leaned forward. “And I don’t expect you to decide right now. My new clinic opens about a month from now. In fact, I don’t mind paying your full salary while you help recruit staff and aid the general setup.” Which was better than the two-thirds offer from earlier.

My hands clasped together. “It’s a win-win for you. One month’s pay here is, what, six months at your current job? Minus rent and the higher cost of living in Miami.”

Her face dropped all the tension behind it. Felice looked at Rinn more than myself for once. “You’ve got a deal.”

The fact that Rinn could have ordered Felice to take whatever terms she demanded wasn’t lost on me.

But it’s not like I couldn’t have overridden them. I was just thankful that Dr. Price wasn’t letting the power go to her head. I’d have cut Felice loose and told her to run like hell, if that was the case.


Three weeks later, Rinn and Felice were getting damned close to opening up. Outside of finding a janitorial service, the place was staffed up and ready to go.

I’d stayed hands-off, other than advising Rinn that using her name for the clinic would be a horrible idea. ‘Price Veterinary Clinic’ just screamed four and five-figure bills for every visit. So the boring choice of ‘Onandaga-Syracuse Veterinary Clinic’ it was.

Teleconferencing had made for an easy stretch of work for me, so the temptation to meddle and check in on those two at home was hard to fight. But from what I could tell, they were at least getting along.

That is, until I heard a knock on the former guest-house’s door.

CJ was busy hounding possible recruits for our clients, and Nikki had disappeared somewhere. I turned the corner for the main hallway leading to the entry and noticed Rinn’s face almost pressed against the glass as she finished knocking.

I opened the door and gestured her in. “You know you don’t have to ask to come in here, right?”

“It’s important. Where can we talk, privately?”

That’s not good. Wrapping my arm in front of her waist before she could walk past, I pulled her back outside. My old office in the main house had been all but abandoned, but my private library was guaranteed to be empty. “Come on. Tell me what’s up.”

We hadn’t got halfway to the double, French doors. “It’s Felice.”

Fuck me… “Things not working out? I warned you about the possibility.”

Rinn didn’t say another word until we were inside. “No, it’s not like that. She’s been great so far.”

“Personally, or professionally?” I kept guiding Dr. Price to the one room where I knew we couldn’t be overheard.

“Both, actually.”

I stopped in the middle of the hall without turning around. “Then what’s the emergency?”

Rinn started pushing me from behind. “I really don’t want to say another word until we’ve got some privacy.”

Stopping at the door leading my old office and the library behind it, I planted my feet. “In here.”

Her face didn’t exactly look grim, but I could tell coming over here and sharing whatever news it was had to be a task. But she didn’t let out a peep all the way through the dropped office space.

I shut the library’s door and turned, almost forcing her back against it. “So what’s up?”

A girl with that complexion visibly blushing always meant something. “I proposed to Felice last night.”

So soon? “Congratulations.” But the way Rinn’s eyes darted away turned my guts into butterflies. “I don’t think you’re telling me everything, though.”

“Arn...” Rinn shoved her lips to one side and blushed even harder before looking me straight in the eyes. “I’m pregnant.”

You can guess the father. Not that it didn’t take half a minute of silence for it to sink into my head.

I wanted to say something my brain hadn’t come up with yet. Stammering and giving in to the smile, I just had to fucking hug her.

Rinn patted at the small of my back with both hands. “You locked up for a moment. I was starting to worry.”

“Does Felice know?”

Dr. Price slumped against me. “That’s the thing. We talked last night, and she wants to be the mother.”

“Well that ship’s already sailed and hit international waters. You need to tell her.”

“I know.” Rinn stepped forward, making me back up a little. “I want two kids of my own, though. Do you think it’s fair if she gets to have the second?”

The realization that I was going to be a father slammed me out of the blue. “I gonna need a moment.” Not to mention that it would be with four different women. Hell, maybe up to six if Nikki and Jamie caught the baby rabies at some point.

Rinn didn’t stop easing closer until my ass was against the desk in the center of the library. “Yeah, I get it. That’s a lot to take in all of sudden. I’ve been looking at the pregnancy test all morning, just to make sure my eyes weren’t fooling me.”

All because of a fucking book I had tucked away in one of the shelves, and my wife’s eye for potential playmates. If neither one of those factors had fallen into place, when and how they did, none of this would have been happening.

My hands gripped the edge of the desk. “So what now?”

“That’s what I was about to ask you. I don’t know her well enough to guess how she’d react.”

The HR scumbag in me quieted down for a moment. “If she wants to have a kid herself, Felice deserves to know what’s already going on. Hiding it from the girl until it’s too late to make a decision wouldn’t be doing her right.”

Rinn perked up a bit. “Agreed. I think I just needed another opinion to quit second-guessing myself.”

“So how do you want to break the news? It can’t hard as proposing was.” Especially considering they’d known each other for all of twenty days or so.

“That was a panic move on my part.” Rinn’s cheeks turned red again. “I feel pretty guilty about it.”

“If you took the pregnancy test this morning, it’s not like you knew ahead of time how it’d turn out.” And I had to wonder where and when I’d knocked her up. A few weeks ago by my pool, on the dining room table that first night, or during our last romp in her own bed. The chick could ride the cum out of ya though.

As if I’d told her the final thing she needed to feel good about it, Rinn glowed like you’d expect from a girl who just realized she was gonna have a baby. “Thanks. I had my doubts at first, but I see all of this working out.”

The pitter-patter of tiny feet between three houses was bound to start within a year, and I was still processing it. “Sure. I’d go ahead and tell her, though.

“Thanks for hearing me out.”

Warm tinglies shot up my neck. “No problem. I think we’re all gonna have to be honest with each other. This whole situation is weird enough as it is.”

Rinn looked away for a second. “It’s just hard to read someone you don’t know. I never thought I’d propose to a girl I just met.”

“Well, if you start things off by violating her trust, it’d be a deep scar that will haunt you two for years.” I cleared my throat and straightened up. “Just being honest about the big stuff will make Felice know she can trust you with the smaller things. It really smooths out a relationship.”

With a quick smile and another round of blushing, Rinn looked my way again. “Can you show up tonight? You know, to make it easier to break the news?”

Jamie, Hannah, Nikki, and CJ could entertain themselves well enough. “Sure. Just don’t make it obvious that you’re about to drop a bomb on her. The usual dinner plans, but I’ll just happen to be there.”

She leaned in to peck me on the lips. “You’re right. Seven o’clock work for you?”


Jamie and Hannah were getting handsy with me, but they knew I wouldn’t decline an offer like that without a good reason. All I had to do was tell them that Rinn had something planned with Felice. Everyone knew the situation was precarious. They just didn’t have the full details yet.

As soon as I walked through the front door of Rinn and Felice’s place, the savory aroma of lamb, mint, and oregano almost knocked me over. Rinn knowing a bit of Persian cuisine was bound to add a few extra pounds to me.

Nobody was in the dining room, and I already heard Dr. Price in the kitchen. I started wandering around, glancing in each room until I saw Felice. From behind, I could tell she was hard at work on some kind of spreadsheet. And still looked damn good in that tight, black dress through the chair’s mesh.

I tried playing it off like I didn’t know a thing. “Accountants and office assistants are supposed to handle stuff like that. You’ll be too busy seeing patients before long.”

She didn’t even look back at me. “That doesn’t mean we can let the pet insurance companies screw us.”

As Felice kept scrolling and clicking, it sure looked like an actuarial table. My eyes started glazing over within seconds. “I guess you can smell it, but the lamb’s about done.”

“Rinn wouldn’t let me cook tonight.” After a quick save, she closed the window. “So guess who’s on paperwork duty?” But at least she spun the chair around with a smile.

The ring on her finger caught my eye, too much to hide on my end. “I haven’t congratulated you yet.”

But Felice wasn’t a moron. “That’s why I’m nervous. Rinn wouldn’t have called you over tonight unless she was planning something big. She’s not the subtle type.”

Considering how recently both of us had gotten to know Dr. Price, that much was obvious. I relaxed the best I could. “She invited me, and I didn’t have anything going on tonight.”

“You’re sure CJ and Hannah won’t stage a protest later?”

I wanted to bring up what she was after, but it’d probably tip her off to what Rinn wanted to announce. “That’d suck for me, right?”

Felice rolled her eyes and kept grinning. “You’ve always been nice to me, but you’re still kind of a pig.”

“So how are you two doing?”

The change in her face told me I’d just screwed up a little. “The clinic’s coming along, but now I know you’re here for a reason.” Felice scooted the chair forward and bunched her shoulders together. “My eyes are up here, by the way.”

It wasn’t gonna hurt to let her know something was coming. “Rinn’s already proposed to you, so I’m a little on-edge myself.”

“Yeah, I heard you two fucking the last time you snuck over. Then I found the pregnancy test.” Felice didn’t look mad, though. “She’s already told you, hasn’t she?”

Shit-fuck-damn-hell… “A few hours ago. I told her to just be honest with you, which is what she’s got planned tonight.”

“Oh, I know.” Felice kept smiling wider with each passing second. “If I thought otherwise, I’d keep taking the easy money and run as soon as the last payment hit my account.” Her thighs spread, almost enough to show me something.

“She’s not trying to screw you over, so don’t take advantage of the kindness. I get that a month isn’t enough time to get know someone, but Rinn’s in a fragile place right now. It’s a big risk on her part.”

Felice got it, at least. “Professionally, and at home. Don’t worry. I wouldn’t have said ‘yes’ if I didn’t think she was coming from the right place in her heart.”

Tons dropped off my back. “I screw people over for a living, and I think you get that. It’d hurt really bad if you turned into me about now.”

“Wait, you’re actually looking out for someone other than yourself here?”

I couldn’t get mad at her for putting it that accurately. “I’ve got my own reasons. Rinn couldn’t have told you the whole story because she doesn’t know it, but my life’s been turned upside down in the past few months.”

“You’re a one-man stud farm. I figured out that something was off before I even met you.”

“It all started with Jamie and Hannah. Then Nikki came along, because she had nowhere else to go.”

“And CJ then reeled me into this, after you couldn’t help yourself after seeing Rinn move in next door.”

Her tits caught my eyes again. “That sums it up pretty well. But there’s no reason to screw over the people I see on a daily basis.”

“Because you’d have to deal with the consequences.” Felice stood up high as she could, almost as tall as me in those heels. “Don’t try to pretend you’re a good person.”

“I never have, but at least I’m honest about it.” The little change in her eyes clued me in. “You had a good thing lined up until someone like me stepped in, didn’t you?”

Felice was about to lay into me, and not in the good way. Her eyes narrowed and both of her fists balled against my chest.

“Supper’s done!”

Rinn had just saved my ass. But I wasn’t about to let Felice forget about it as she walked off. “If it makes you feel better, I specialize in trimming HR departments down to nothing. Focus your anger on the people who filled out your pink slip, not me.”

“You’re still a bunch of bastards.”

“I understand that so deeply, I’m not even gonna hold this against you.” Making the world a better place had always ranked a far second to making money for my business. “Don’t take this as a threat, because it isn’t. But do remember who turned things around for you. Can we call it even, between the two of us?”

“We’ll see how it goes tonight. If you keep your mouth shut, and Rinn does the right thing on her own… I might be able to trust you a little bit.”

Thankfully, I wasn’t the absolute scum-fuck Felice had assumed I was. At least when it came to my personal life.


Lemon on the rice, mint on the lamb, and some kind of sauce that was absolutely divine… I’d eaten so much that it hurt to sit up straight.

Thankfully, Felice had gotten over herself enough to be in the same boat.

Rinn looked at both of us, pleased as punch at how little we’d left for later. “I told you my grandmother’s recipe was worth the time.”

I was on the verge of unbuckling my belt. It was that good.

But then Felice scraped the tines of her fork across her plate. “I think you have something to tell me.”

Rinn shot a glare my way. “Did you tell her?”

Shaking my head, I shrugged. “Empty your bathroom trashcans more often. She probably knew before I did.”

Rinn went straight to panic. “I didn’t know until this morning either. I’m sorry.”

Shit was about to go down, for better or worse.

Felice scooted her chair up, sounding even worse than her fork against porcelain. “I’m not mad at you for that. I just want to know why you had to have him here to tell me.”

Well, okay. Fuck you too.

“Arn’s been honest with me from the start. The child will be just as much his as mine. Of course he should know before anyone else.”

Like it was a slap in the face, Felice soured on the spot. “What about his next one? I never agreed to the donor holding paternity rights.”

Before either of them could lay into each other, I scooted my chair back. “If this is how it’s gonna be, you’d better find someone else. Just telling you now.”

Felice calmed down enough to put both of us at ease. “I mean, you’re almost a stranger to me. What guarantee do I have that you won’t pull a custody suit or something?”

Technically, I didn’t have a way to promise that in writing unless an attorney got involved. “You and Rinn would raise the kids, and I’m not going anywhere. It’s a great arrangement I’ve got going for myself. I’d be insane to fuck that up.”

But Rinn was already tired of the back and forth. “Felice, stop it. If you want to carry one of our children yourself, Arn’s the perfect donor. I want this new clinic to be my legacy, so this is as stable a situation as we could ask for.”

All that defensiveness fell out of the girl at once. “So how did it happen? Is there a clinic somewhere?”

I almost snorted tea out of my nose. “The old-fashioned way seems to have worked just fine. You already know we’ve been screwing around. So why pay a clinic tens of thousands to end up maybe having octuplets when she was out for just one kid?”

“Lucky you.” Felice smirked, and not in a bad way.

Rinn stood up and began walking around the table. Stopping right behind me, her arms closed around my neck. Inches from my ear, she asked, “So, I was thinking we could do her first attempt tonight.”

When one of your side-pieces finds strange for you, you know you’ve got it made. “You heard the lady. I’m game for it if you are.”

Felice’s grin went ear-to-ear. “You’d better not suck at this.”

Shockingly, I hadn’t gotten laid all day. I usually didn’t make it past noon before one of them tempted me. “I’ve got the same hope. But even if you do, you’ve got five girls to ask for pointers.”

Felice got up as Rinn’s arms squeezed tighter. A nip at my ear lobe drifted straight into Rinn whispering, “Fuck her up. I know you can.”

Rinn helped me scoot my chair back. As Felice walked around, the good doctor pulled another one next to mine and sat.

Then Rinn slammed the brakes. “I pulled that lingerie I bought you out of the dryer this afternoon. Go put that on. I’ll make sure he’s primed and ready to go.”

Not that I needed help by that point. I had to trust that Rinn knew what she was doing, though.

Felice trotted away, leaving me alone in the host’s lair.

Rinn bent down without looking at me. Working my zipper open, she asked, “You’re fine with this, right?”

My hands gripped the edges of my seat. “I’d have already said something if I wasn’t.”

Hot breath surround my dick as it came out. “Good. I think it’ll be the best option for everyone. Three couples, six kids, and the biological father right in the middle for all the children to know.”

Pursed lips bumped against my head. Then another wave of the full consequences swept over me. Right as her mouth took me about halfway in.

If a fortune teller had promised this, I’d have laughed in their face. But it was as real as the blowjob started putting all her enthusiasm into. It’s like karma forgot that I’ve been a professional scumbag for years now.

The swirl of Rinn’s tongue had already taken my mind to a better place. The thing most guy’s don’t know about bi chicks is the raw talent they’ve got with their mouths and hands. Because, you know, something about liking both cock and cunt makes the giant crossover between what works for both just click in their heads.

My neck curled in on itself, like a sudden cold chill hit me. A few strands of Rinn’s hair lapped at my thighs through the hole in my boxers. Then her mouth sucked harder than a primo vacuum cleaner.

I barely had my eyes open when Felice strolled back into the room. The same color as that dress, Felice’s nightie made the stark black of her hair stand out even more. And those tits were something else.

Rinn stopped long enough to ask, “What do you think?” Her hand stroked down my shaft, pleading for the answer.

Compared to Rinn’s white blouse and black pencil skirt, Felice looked beyond ready. Right down to the fuck-me-pink of her lips that matched her outfit.

Another pass of her hand jerked my neck sideways. “Well?”

“Better than I could have imagined. No wonder you can’t keep your hands off her.”

Rinn straightened up and let go of me. “Call it one hell of a thank-you gift, from both of us.”

With one sitting beside me and the other standing between myself and the table, arms on her hips, I knew I was trapped. Not that I would have dreamed of escaping. A giant bulge in my throat went down with a fight, though.

Felice started working my pants down as Rinn popped the buttons of my shirt. It didn’t take them half a minute to peel every stitch off me.

Another burning whisper in my ear put me on edge. “Go ahead, do to her what you did to me. We need it.”

I was done waiting. Going in for a sampling of the goods, my fingers danced around the bare, bald slit in front of me.

Slipping one deep inside Felice’s pussy, I took my time feeling around in my newest prize. By the time I had a second through, she was bent over and gasping in my face.

Pulling both digits out, I slid them between her lips and let Felice taste herself.

“That’s what she likes.” Rinn leaned into my shoulder. “But she’s ready enough.”

I felt and heard the moan around my fingers. “You want in on this, or is it all about her?”

“So long as she gets the prize, I don’t care.” Another bite, this time on my neck, let Rinn breathe enough to add, “You can have your fun with me later.”

Felice dropped herself into my lap. Raw and grinding skin on skin, her thighs gripped around me, forcing Rinn’s chair to the side.

Clamped in and savoring the heat, I let the split in her cunt ride the bottom of my shaft. All the better for slipping in. It was gonna get reckless and fierce.

My dick crushed against me. On the furthest edge of slipping through with the tip, my will was too damn weak to fight her.

Toying at my sanity with her hips, Felice pushed the cool silk over her tits in my face. Her hair fell over my face, just as smooth as the mounds I’d buried myself between. “But you’d better not come until you fuck me.”

Which meant furniture was about to move. I tried to drown in her breasts, smelling how much she wanted it. A body that fit and charged could take a lot. Maybe even more than I could dish out.

Legs and arms twined around me even harder. Then, just as I thought it couldn’t feel any better, her pussy melted around my cock from head to hilt.

Holy fuck… My hands gripped the seat under me hard enough to hurt.

Then Felice showed me what seven years at a party school really taught her. Swirling herself around, the orbit of her cunt drew tighter as she dropped. Straight down by the time she had me planted to the base.

I pressed my fingertips into her back. Just a little bit of push had her rising again.

Every ridge and bump inside her slid against me. Burning hot, gushing wet, and tight as hell… Thank fuck for girls who know their shit, but stay off the dick for the most part. They’re wonderful.

Felice toppled down on me until our abs met. Even through the mesh of what little she had on, I felt how beautiful her waist had to look.

Her mouth spread until she pressed it against my own. Even through the distraction of her tongue, I felt how dripping and soaked she was on the inside. There’s no way in hell she wasn’t primed and ready for what Rinn had put her up to.

Another pounce throbbed my dick. Solid and in the middle of that early feel-good stage, I wiggled myself just enough to make her cry out.

A cheek rested against my shoulder. “Right there...”

It was almost too much to handle. Feeling her sweep that ass and groan into my neck, my fuse sparked up.

Not that I wanted her to slow down. I’d had five girls let me fuck them silly for weeks. You learn how to control yourself after enough of that. Somehow.

Walls rushed down until Felice had lanced herself as deep as her body would let me go. It hurt to fight that tingling goodness. But I had to, no matter how much the rush threatened to take over.

Another round of grinding pushed Felice’s hips into me, to the point I was about to come myself empty.

Every bit of her cunt flooded with another shot of wetness. Felice’s limbs gripped onto me with the full-bodied pulse. Grinding herself until we almost merged into one body, she was fucking daring me to set off early.

My hips slid forward. Guiding my tip deeper than I’d managed so far, I stole her breath as the girl bucked her head back.

Walls squirmed around every inch of my shaft when I tried holding her still. One way or the other, she was keeping me sailing smooth, right for that cliff.

Ragged and barely there, my next breath came out with a, “Not yet...”

But Felice didn’t give a shit. Rocking me into her core with one more shove of her body, her eyes went brazen. “You’re not the one in control here.”

That ass careened around my lap. The firmness in my dick jumped another level, like the skin on it was about to burst open.

Bumping against my tip, that nub of cervix deep inside her rolled around every side. Knocking her up with a hail of cum was about to happen.

With enough seconds left, I gave Felice one more staggering pump.

Her thighs tried to cut me in half. Extra-ready and trying to reign herself in, it was kinda cute how Felice tried to hold the orgasm back. But her vision already had to have been a blur.

My body screamed for me to hold her down and let it happen. But blowing that kind of fuck with an early finale just wasn’t an option.

The frigid air of the room embraced my cock, already too far gone to start going flaccid. Rinn helped Felice steady herself to her feet, still knocking both knees together in the mid-throes of the climax.

It goddamned hurt to stall the game like that. But I couldn’t help cradling the back of my head with both hands as I leaned back in the chair. “You should get a turn.”

Rinn eased Felice against the table. “You’ve already got some precum beading up.”

I looked down at myself. That glint shining of the very end of my dick told me that she wasn’t lying. And I knew I wouldn’t last a minute if Rinn started riding me like that fucking bike of hers.

Felice quit shaking all over, finally. Watching as she braced herself against the table, I expected another lap-ride that was guaranteed to polish me off.

But then the little whore leaned back.

Rinn shot a look at me like I was the only reluctant one left. “Well?” She gestured at the opened thighs before me. “I think she’s past stopping you.”

I had to ask her, “That some kind of motorcycle slang?”

Rinn smiled too deeply. “No, but a helmet’s only good in its first crash. If we’re saying things that make no sense right now, why can’t I give good advice while I’m at it?”

Before Felice sat back down on me, I asked, “Next thing you’ll tell me is that loud pipes don’t save lives.”

“They don’t. With all the sound insulation and drivers blasting Taylor Swift while picking their noses about three knuckles deep, they’re not gonna hear a bike.”

But I was over it already. Putting myself back inside Felice mattered more than whatever lecture Rinn had packed and ready to go.

Gracing my hands up the back of Felice’s thighs, I pushed her feet to each side of my head. Slapping my full length against the folds of her cunt, just that much had her worked up.

Then Rinn clamped her hands on each of my shoulders from behind. “If it takes this time, that’d be for the best. Kids born close together tend to get along.”

Between their personalities, that wasn’t a guaranteed thing. Not that I cared how or when it would happen. I was just ready to dive back into the girl.

Rubbing the end of my shaft between Felice’s prim, neat lips, that first inch of head slipped inside her.

Just a little bit of push sank me deep. Thighs tightened and knees bent around my sides.

My shaft hardened as I felt that rain come leaking out from around my base. Tense walls and too much wetness let Felice soak down my legs.

A few thrusts shot her pupils wide open. Cooking in-place and downright angelic despite all the sinful acts we were in the middle of, I couldn’t help adoring her.

Rinn couldn’t either. Mounting the table on hands and knees above her primary lover’s head, she leaned in to ask, “What’s it like, coming inside a girl who wants it that badly?”

Gritting my teeth, I answered with a violent drive back into Felice’s slit. Under my palm, the bottom of her stomach heaved up as her voice cracked.

Happy with my answer, Rinn stopped short of dropping her own pussy on Felice’s mouth. Instead, she crawled back and braced the young thing’s shoulders, stripping the thin lines of pink down until those puppies begged to come out.

Another charge paralyzed me for a second. Dazed and feeling the explosive pressure well up, I had to pull out.

Felice went apoplectic, clenching in a smooth rhythm that shot from toe to scalp. Her voice hummed until it welled up.

Then, with Rinn folding down the cups of her top, Felice blushed all over. Just watching a darker girl change color like that as she comes nearly forced me back in, if only to make sure the final gift ended up where it belonged.

Aiming true, I got ready to pummel back in. Just tapping my dick from clit to entry, Felice’s cunt shuddered like it wasn’t near ready.

But I knew she wasn’t asking for a breather. Like she’d gone slavish to whatever I needed, both thighs spread open through all the shakes.

Wishing I was already buried to the hilt in her, another wave of energy flashed through me. One shot of my hips planted me home.

Every muscle in my neck tensed at once. Storming through the point of no return, I left her belting out a jarring scream that melted into the rise for her next climax.

It hurt in the best way possible to slip most of the way out. Then I felt the rise in the bottom of my palm. Even through the bottom of her stomach, my tip forced everything up as I slammed her deep.

Another ripple coursed through her mound. Smooth, slick walls gripped tight. Then I felt the hot liquid trailing down the insides of my legs.

Felice spread harder. Snapping tight around me, her body was beyond a wreck. But that didn’t stop it from making some futile attempt to keep me trapped all the way in.

I didn’t have to look down to know my knuckles were white. Clamped around her waist, I forced my way out as far as I could.

One more thrash of her legs hugging close engulfed the whole package.

Holy shit! A bead of sweat dripped off my chin. Coming…

My arms couldn’t pry us apart. I gave in as the last whiff of strength drained out of every muscle.

I was in, deep. As if Felice’s body knew what it was after.

We almost butted heads as I fell in. Because fuck the survival instinct. If you want to feel a woman overpower you, baby-crazy beats the survival instinct to a pulp.

Rinn’s words felt distant, but I heard them loud and clear. “That’s it, come inside her! I’m really fucking jealous right now...”

The intent was there, but my mind couldn’t even process, ‘I bet you are’ all the way. The most invasive part of the next swing shot a part of my mind out with everything else.

“Fuck!”

Felice’s deep, burning gasps met my own. Burying my face in her neck, I didn’t even mind the mess of hair tickling at my skin.

Pumping myself empty, all four of my limbs pushed me deeper than ever. If this wasn’t gonna do the job, nothing would.

One more round of her arms and legs gripping tight eked out a final burst I probably even have.

But settling in, the way her breathing changed from ragged to smooth again told me that her body was more than satisfied with what I’d given it. Now it was just up to her.


Rinn had only started to show her bump. When I saw her close the door to the new office, even CJ had to comment. The girl was fucking glowing more with each passing week.

I looked up from the newest contract. “The vet business still booming?”

Leaning forward with both hands against my desk, Rinn asked, “If I can’t be back in time for Felice’s maternity leave, I need another veterinarian to train.”

“So long as you can afford it, I’m sure we can find someone in the next month or two.”

Great as things were going for her, someone half as experienced as herself wasn’t about to come cheap. “Trust me, Felice is great, but leaving the whole clinic to greenhorns would make me nervous. I just can’t pay someone with the right chops at this point.”

It wasn’t exactly a canned speech, but I’d already given it to Hannah when she needed to find a replacement for herself. You know, for her own baby-mama leave. “Someone has to hire people fresh out of school. A strip club in Hamburg, Germany gave The Beatles their first paying gig. You don’t get The Beatles without that strip club.”

Rinn leaned closer. “Don’t tell me you’re out for a fourth pair of girls.”

The idea was tempting, but I already had a quartet of kids on the way, from as many women. “No, my life’s complicated enough. Between you, Felice, CJ, and Hannah cooking your ovens on high… I’m sure my wife and the secretary over there would change their minds about kids just in time to make a mess of things.”

“So you’ll find a temporary replacement for me.”

I pulled my glasses down my nose. “You’ll draw better candidates if you ask for another stakeholder in the practice. Besides, I’m sure you’d like someone to let you and Felice take a vacation, someday.”

“Wanting that and affording it are two different matters. I can’t really part with what little profits we’re showing right now.” Which was a good point.

Motioning for CJ to come over, I laid it out in the nicest way possible. “So you need a listing for another resident, with possible career options later. Gotcha.”

But Rinn wasn’t settling for just that. “Arn you don’t get it. I need someone to run my legacy, who I can trust.”

“For now, that’s you. Don’t get too far ahead of yourself. Even Felice doesn’t have that responsibility yet, and you’re about to marry the girl.”

“And your own legacy? Who gets it someday?”

I hadn’t even considered it. My firm was all about making myself easy money and avoiding real work. “Maybe one of these two blondes, or maybe one of the kids I’ve got coming. Why stress about crossing a bridge that’s still years down the road?”

“Living day-by-day is all you know, isn’t it?”

That’s how I’d lucked into my current mess. “Think of how many plans you’ve made in your life that never amounted to anything. What’s the point in wishing for doors to open, when you can just walk through the ones you’ve already got and see what happens?”

“I’d have never started my first practice, much less the second, if I’d lived that way.”

“Not really. What if you’d never had an option to go to college or veterinary school? And what if medical school was a far better option for you at the time?”

Like she knew exactly what I was talking about, Nikki smirked as she handed me the first round of candidates she’d dug for Rinn. “I lost my job because of this asshole, but then he gave me an out. Where this’ll end up taking me, I don’t know. But I’m glad I took him up on it.”

Then it all clicked. I hadn’t given any of them options in this. My will had completely taken them over.

I didn’t have any clue where this would take all of us. But holy hell, we were all in a better spot than we’d been in before I found that book.


HAREM GOLD 2

I'd just dropped Alyssa, Cari, and Inez off at the coffee shop. Sure enough, nobody had been a big enough asshole about the overnight parking to have their cars towed. And as it turns out, Cari talked me into letting Alyssa and Inez shack up with us.

I figured that I'd be best off getting some needed repairs done before they expected me to help haul their stuff in the house. I was halfway to the home improvement store when I caught a hint of blue in my rear-view mirror. The metallic taste you always get when you see a cop's behind you filled my mouth.

But I hadn't been speeding, and my tags were up to date. I knew he had to be after someone else or heading to a call.

The cruiser kept accelerating, forcing everyone else behind me off the road. I started merging onto the shoulder when the police car did the same.

“Fuck. What the hell did I even do?”

The crew cut and mirrored aviators clued me in on who it was. My cousin Alan slammed his door shut and strutted his way over, chest puffed out like a schoolyard bully. He tapped my window with his flashlight, while his other hand rested on his tazer.

I rolled my window down. “You know I wasn't doing anything wrong.”

“Sir, shut the vehicle off and keep your hands on the wheel.”

“Alan! What the fuck?”

“I won't say it again. Engine off, hands on the wheel!”

I rolled my eyes and did exactly as ordered. “You know this is fucking ridiculous.”

“Sir, I'd advise you to stop talking back. Do you want to be detained?”

He wasn't fucking around. “Fine. What did I do?”

“That was a bit of reckless driving back there. Do you know how dangerous that maneuver was?”

“Aren't you gonna ask me for my license and registration?” I made sure my hands didn't move from the three and nine o’clock positions on the steering wheel. “Or is this about yesterday?”

His eyebrows dropped, giving me some indication of his mood behind those mirrored glasses. “Did I just stutter? Tell me how dangerous that maneuver was.”

I knew he was playing it up for the dash cam. “Very. Now what's this really about?”

“Sir! I'm trying to explain to you why you can't drive like that.” As in, driving was gonna be hard to do anymore with his department buddies having it out for me.

“Fine. Give me my ticket and I'll drive more carefully.”

He already had the book out, scribbling furiously. No check of my license, my plates, or anything else with dispatch. He ripped the top sheet off and handed it to me. “Have a nice day.”

Scanning the ticket, I almost shat my pants. Reckless driving, second degree wanton endangerment, illegal lane change, and speeding over thirty miles per hour over the posted limit. I whipped my head out the window and stared back at him. “What kind of horseshit ticket is this?”

“Have a nice day, sir.”

I knew it was enough points to put my license at risk, all in one go. That motherfucker! I put my car in drive and started down the shoulder, making sure my blinker was on several seconds before merging back onto the road. I wanted to call Judd Cavenaugh right that second, but I knew it'd be another excuse for my cousin to pull me over.


Neve answered almost the instant I called. “Cavenaugh Law Office.”

I walked through the paint aisle aimlessly as I broke the news. “This is Ryan Nash. I just got a ridiculous ticket from my cousin, and he acted like he didn't even know me.”

“Maybe you shouldn't count him as part of your family anymore.” That stung, but it wasn't off the mark. Alan was the only blood relative I had left.

“Do I need to bring it over there, fax a copy to you, or what? I swear, I was shocked someone answered on a Saturday. I thought I'd have to call Judd himself.”

“Not everyone can take off work during the week, so Judd gets all of those people for clients like this.” I waited a few more seconds for her to answer the first in that excited yarn of sentences. “Tell you what,” I heard Neve get out of her chair on the other end, “I'll ask Judd to file a restraining order on your behalf, and I'll head to the police department and ask for a copy myself.”

“But you're not an attorney.”

“Anyone can ask for documents, and there's a reason Judd hired me.”

If I had to sit in a stuffy office all day, I'd like having her to look at myself, but I knew what she was getting at. “Fine, I believe you.”

“A few of their guys have a well-known thing for me, and I can always pop a few buttons on my blouse. It works every time.” Obviously nobody was sitting in the lobby over there.

I couldn’t help laughing. “I guess a little of my Grandad rubbed off on Judd, huh?”

“There's a smudge or two from him.” From the sound of it, she was pulling some kind of file cabinet open. “We'll take care of it and I'll get back with you later this evening.”

“Thanks.” And with that, I'd summoned an attorney and his man-eater of a paralegal to do my bidding. But when she said evening, I wasn't expecting the hour when she finally did contact me.


Having made it back without another run-in with the cops, I was already digging through the neglected guts of the doorbell that I can't ever remember working. The good part about being a general construction worker for about a decade is, you never pay for your own repairs. And damn did this house need work.

The ground, neutral, and hot wires were in perfect shape, and this grand chiming chorus had rang out when I did a test connection. It's always the damn buttons with these things, being the only part exposed to the elements non-stop.

I'd finished pulling out a stripped screw to pull the plate off when I heard the clack of heels on the concrete walkway. Thinking it was one of my bunch, I didn't pay whoever it was any mind. I was too busy trying to figure out if it was a connection issue, or if I'd have to run new wiring through the wall.

The footsteps stopped right behind me. An unfamiliar and confident woman's voice asked, “Hello, have you considered voting for James Wood for Mayor this fall?”

“I'm not interested in hearing his platform. I already know he supports the zoning restrictions that got me laid off.”

“But if you'll just listen for a couple of minutes, his stance on social issues fits what a blue-collar, disenfranchised man like yourself can appreciate.”

I gave up trying to figure out the issue. This dingbat wasn't getting the message. “I don't care what his stances are. His vote on the City Council helped cost me a damn good job.”

“It sounds like you pay a lot of attention to local politics.”

“And you don't take a hint.” I turned around to get a little more personal in shooing her away, but holy breasts, legs, and curves. She had to be fresh out of college, but she looked like she'd turn into a top-shelf MILF within a decade in that purple business skirt and blazer.

“But his other policies and family values agenda are right in line with the communities morals.” She pushed a campaign flier my way. “Just give this a read and tell me what you think about everything else.”

I snatched it out of her hand, hoping I could glance it over and send her on her way. The paper touted his plan to 'clean up the moral foundation of this city' and 'uphold the Judeo-Christian foundations of our land.' Personally, I thought it was a toxic load of shit.

“So?”

“Leave.”

“Is the owner of this home available?”

“I am the owner.”

“Oh.” Her face lost some of its color. “Have a nice day, then.”

As she turned to leave, the last person I wanted to join in the conversation pulled up. And you just had to stick around long enough for Cari to get here. If the girl had been walking the sidewalks in those heels all morning, I knew Cari would invite her in. That's just the kind of girl she was.

I tried turning my attention back to the doorbell issue. The sound of those two getting closer as they chatted it up made me give up within seconds. I knew better than to try.

“Come on in, you've gotta be exhausted.” They walked right past me through the front door.

Huh. I figured she'd force me to go inside too, but she was completely focused on our unwelcome guest. Maybe I'd get rid of this chick and keep Cari out of my hair long enough to finish at least one project.


With the doorbell working for the first time in decades, I had to go in for a glass of water. Cari and this new chick were sitting in the bar stools next to the kitchen island full of obscure, ludicrously expensive-looking bottles of liquor. I tried paying them no mind, until I heard Cari's new friend say one of the dumbest things I'd ever heard in my life.

“No, there is no separation between church and state. It's a lie that globalists made up in the last century to steer the nation away from God.”

I closed my eyes for a second, wondering if the girl had even heard of The Federalist Papers, or how warped her concept of the First Amendment had to be. I don't care if I decided it for her own good or the sake of my sanity, but I knew I had to try changing her mind. But you don't argue with people like her.

Chugging my glass and then running upstairs, I had the watch out within thirty seconds of hearing that jackassery. Heading back down the stairs, I heard her rambling on about a war being waged on Christianity, and how agnostics are the worst bunch of all. As a guy who just never 'got' religion, I certainly had no battle plans laid out against it.

That said, she sounded like she'd overdosed on AM talk radio, and she was volunteering for a guy who wanted to force his beliefs on the whole damn town. I stepped behind them and then asked, “Can you turn around for a second?” I opened the door on the watch and held it just out of her reach.

“Yeah, okay.” The righteous fire in her eyes snuffed out in seconds. “What do you need?”

“Campaign for anyone but David Wood. His whole platform is a load of pearl-clutching shit. The rational part of your mind knows it'll hurt people who don't see the world his way.”

I hoped like hell she wouldn't turn into some sex-crazed follower like the rest of them as I watched her expression change. Her faint nod started picking up speed and force. It was like her new expression made her unrecognizable from before. “You're right.”

“So long as they're not hurting anyone else, you don't care what other other people do in their private lives. You got that?”

“I do.” She almost looked pleasant to be around.

“Good.” I walked to the corner and dragged the trash can over. Holding the lid open, I told her, “You can get rid of those fliers in here. Save yourself the weight.”

The whole stack pressed the new bag to the bottom of the can with a puff of whatever lavender scent they treat those things with now. A look of pure confusion came over her seconds later. “So do I stop believing?”

“No, just keep it to yourself. Anyone who isn't already going to church likes hearing a pitch for it about as much as you like a telemarketing call.”

Cari just had to open her mouth. “And sex is a lot more fun when you don't feel a guilt trip over it. I used to be like that when I was a teenager.” I knew all about her fundie past, and I wouldn't have been able to stand her back then.

“But sex is for being fruitful and multiplying, not pleasure.”

I guessed her ideal wedding night involved the husband jerking it into a cup and pulling out a turkey baster to get the job done. We were driving right for uncomfortable territory, but the poor girl was warped. “I don't know why any kind of God would make it feel as good as it does, if he didn't want us enjoying it.”

“But what feels good isn't always good for you.” She had a fair point, even if she did take it way too literally.

“Make a guy use a rubber or take the pill. Not every ejaculation has to turn into a person.”

“But then I'd be one of these common whores running around everywhere.”

“Then don't be a slut. It's okay to be picky about who you allow in your pants.”

“But how do I know someone is right for me to sleep with?” Like she was awaiting instructions on how to live as a functioning adult, the poor girl looked up at me even harder this time. “What should I look for in a man?”

“Or multiple men, or even women, if that's your thing. Who fucking cares what consenting adults do with each other?”

Cari couldn't keep her mouth shut again. “I mean, I'm bi and we got along just fine.”

“Usually people act like him and tell me to go away when I talk about my faith, but you listened to me, even though it probably insulted you. Why?”

Maybe Cari rattling on wouldn't be a bad thing. I stepped away and helped myself to another glass of water as she responded. “I can disagree with you without hating you. I'm sure Ryan didn't mean to be hateful, but he looked like he was busy when I pulled up.”

And she'd assumed I was the hired help instead of the owner here. I mean, it was a fair assumption, but it still pissed me off.

Cari wasn't done explaining her point of view. “So I was willing to hear what you had to say, even if I didn't plan on agreeing with it. You get where I'm coming from?”

“Listen to her and do what she says, I guess.” I didn't realize, but I'd made a mistake.

Cari knew I'd fucked up before I could even process what I'd done. “That's right. I'm gonna teach you how to have fun.”

Oh, fuck... “I didn't mean that way.” But it was too late.

Cari was already out of her stool, easing her hands onto the girl's shoulders. “So tell us, sweetie, what's your name?”

“Gwendolyn White.”

Shaking her head, Cari grinned at me. “How about we just call you Gwen?”

“Okay.”

“He's Ryan, and I'm Cari. We've been dating almost two years, but he really robbed the cradle with me.”

Hey, don't judge me. I didn't know she'd just graduated high school until we were on our third date. By then, we both knew it'd turn into something long-term. We just clicked.

“Now,” Cari rested her head on her prey's shoulder, “what if I told you I'm bi, and he's up for some fun if you are?”

“Before marriage, and with another woman involved? How sinful are you people?”

Cari wasn't done driving the stake into that narrow-minded, judgmental heart. “If it's sinful, then we're terrible people. Do you think that about us?”

Gwen looked at me, the real shot-caller. “To me, using thousand island dressing on a Reuben instead of Russian is a sin. Casual sex is just casual sex.” And even if you're married and monogamous, any sex not meant for making a kid is casual. Not that there's a thing wrong with it.

“So it's not wrong?”

Cari shook her head, just inches to the side of Gwen's face. “If it's your first time with another girl, I'll be nice and show you what to do.”

Cari had even corrupted me a little, and I really wanted to know how the thing she had going on with Inez and Alyssa got started. But I could probably tell you who instigated the whole shebang. Now she had her claws on another prize for what was arguably her harem.

I watched the best damn seductress I've ever been tempted by work her magic on a girl I wouldn't even want to fuck, as she was. Dropping that fanatical Evangelism and dressing in anything but business formal would have worked real-life miracles, in my opinion. Even seeing Gwen relax the tension in her shoulders made her more attractive.

“Now,” Cari spun the bar stool around so Gwen was facing me, “let's see what we've got to work with here.”

As Cari worked each giant button down, Gwen's face could have guided Santa's sleigh through London fog.

I shrugged my shoulders at her and said, “Might as well go along with it. Even I can't stop her when she really wants something.” I mean, I could have, but you know what I'm getting at.

Whipping the purple blazer wide open and pushing the modesty cover off Gwen's cleavage, Cari couldn't believe what she'd uncovered. “Jesus...” She looked at me, doe-eyed and pouting. “Can you buy me a pair like these?”

At her size, her back would end up fucked beyond repair by the time she was forty. “They'd be, um, comically big on you.” A five-foot-one-inch firecracker like Cari was lucky to have modest C's, and I thought they were perfect on her as-is.

Gwen crossed her arms, blocking the grand exposition. “Are they too big? I always hated these because they're so vulgar.”

Cari looked over with a 'this poor fucking girl' expression on her face. Putting her focus back on Gwen, she said, “You know they're for more than just scenery, right?”

“But if I don't cover them up, it'll lead men to have impure thoughts.”

“Then that's their fault, not yours.” Cari eased Gwen's arms back down as she slid the blazer off her arms. “Now stand up.”

Gwen did, begrudgingly. Wearing nothing but a pencil skirt, heels, and plum bra, she already looked lightyears ahead of when we'd met.

“Now the skirt.” Cari pointed at the floor. “I want you to do it.” Cari stepped back until she was next to me.

I whispered, “You sure about this?”

“Definitely.” Her eyes gradually widened as Gwen pushed the tube of fabric down to her ankles. “I mean, look at her.”

Giving Gwen the full study, I felt like I was being moved to tears. “It's pretty obvious you work out a lot.” Seriously, a body like that doesn't just happen. It's gotta be sculpted in marble or in a gym.

“Your body is a temple of the Holy Spirit within you.” She recited it like she'd repeated the mantra in her head every second of her workouts. “So glorify God in your body.”

And she'd built St. Peter's Basilica in the flesh. “You follow what you preach in that respect. I'll give you that.”

Her embarrassment turned to pride. “Thanks. It's a lot of work, but I know it's what I'm supposed to do.”

That's the moment I broke. Wasting a body like pleasing some self-righteous creep would have been a crime against the gene pool. “Alright, Cari, you win this round. Do your thing.”

Her eyes almost sparkled as she stared up at me. “You really mean it? Can I keep her?”

“She's not a stray puppy.” Although she was straying pretty damn far by this point. But yeah, we'll keep her.

Cari didn't give the slightest fuck. She turned right to her new 'pet' and issued the first order. “Okay,” she dropped until she lied down on her back in the middle of the kitchen, her head at my feet, “get on your knees, right over my face.”

Gwen hesitated for a second, but she had to respect Cari's words as much as my own.

“Now, grab him by the front of his pants and drag him in front of you.” Cari guided Gwen's hips down until she was in perfect position to serve and be served. “Good, now blow his dick.”

The stuttering breath as her mouth shot open told me Cari had already pulled the panties aside and got right to work. Gwen looked up at me like she was wondering if this was actually happening.

I shrugged my shoulders at her as she undid my zipper. While she fished around, unfamiliar with getting a cock out, I put one hand on top of her head, fingers cast as far apart as I could get them. I closed my eyes and waited for her to get started.

And then I felt a breeze. On my dick.

I let go of her head and covered my mouth. My other hand balled a fist against my waist as I tried to keep from dying of laughter. Yes, it was exactly what you're thinking.

Gwen took a deep breath and shot another jet of air at my cock, like it was a fucking birthday cake.

From between Gwen's legs, I heard Cari go deadpan. “Did she just fucking do that, for real?”

I couldn't hold it in any longer. For a good minute or so, I thought my guts were about to go spitting out of my side. By the time I had control again, my hand covered my entire face.

And poor Gwen. Somehow her face had gotten even redder than before.

I wanted to stop the whole thing before she died of shame. It wasn't her fault she'd been this sheltered and ignorant. For once, I actually felt sorry for her type.

But right when you think it couldn't get any more awkward for her, I heard the front door close. Two sets of footsteps headed for the kitchen. It didn't take long to find out who it was.

Inez's voice was full of venom. “What is that bitch doing in our house?”

I tossed my head back instead of looking at her. “You know this girl?”

“Yeah!” She took a few stomps forward. “Last month I was in a checkout line, and she comes up to me saying I'm 'a filthy beaner who needs to go back to Guadalajara.'” Mind you, Inez is a native-born citizen, and her parents are from Columbia, not Mexico. Like I said, she's whiter than I am on the inside.

Oh fuck me. Right when I was building sympathy for Gwen, it went right out the window. Working in construction, you either get along with migrants or you don't. To me, they were just people trying to live their lives and feed their families like anyone else. The people and companies who hired undocumented people for less money were more to blame than anyone else.

“I want her out.”

I put my dick back in my pants and zipped up. “Calm down, she's quite a bit,” I looked down at what Gwen had already turned into, “different now.”

Justifiably angry, Inez got right up in my face. “As long as she's welcome here, I'm not.”

Pulling the watch out of my pocket, I opened the door again and turned the face her way. “You'll calm the fuck down and listen to me.” It was as good a use for Grandad's legacy as any other. There's too much hate in this world already, so why not erase some of it?


After ordering Inez and Gwen to at least get along until I could figure out how to make everything right between them, I let things cool down until dark. Even under the watch's command, Inez still managed to throw a little smart-assery in where she could. If only they were all as trouble-free as Alyssa.

I'd told Gwen to meet me in the office about nine, which would roll around any second. I'd spent the afternoon fixing a few more small problems and moving the essentials from the apartment I'd shared with Cari for several months. Moving out early, I knew I wouldn't get that deposit back.

The door opened to my right. I stopped looking up how to seal a freon leak in the air conditioning unit and spun my chair around. Sure enough, it was Gwen.

“You need to talk to me about something?”

Standing out of the chair, I pointed down at the cushions. “Go ahead, take my seat.” I rested my ass against the edge of the desk and crossed my arms.

“Did I do something wrong? I've been trying to apologize to her.”

“It's not about that.”

As she sat down, I noticed she'd undone a few buttons on her blazer. The obvious relief in Gwen's face almost made me feel bad about what I was about to ask her.

I cleared my throat and tried not to look at the obvious cleavage, now that the modesty strip had been torn out. “This David Wood guy, did he send you here for any specific reason?”

She nodded, and then averted her eyes. That was a thread that had to get pulled a bit harder.

“Does it have something to do with a certain cop in town?”

Gwen shook her head.

“Then tell me why you showed up.”

I could tell she didn't want to look at me when she said it, but Gwen managed a few seconds of fleeting eye contact. “Any building or house that's been used for immoral purposes is going to be condemned and then demolished once he passes a resolution giving the city that power.”

The entire history of this place had been lost over the years. “So this is one of those houses?”

She barely nodded.

“And I'm guessing a campaign contribution would get me on his good side, enough to save this place.”

Again, hardly a nod, but enough to get the point across.

“That's a slimy way of campaigning, especially for a guy who crows about being the morality candidate. What's his reason for going after this place?”

Gwen finally looked me in the eyes. “I think back in the 1800's, it was listed as a 'house of ill-repute.'”

Which could have meant anything from whorehouse to a bordello. And the rumors about those parties Grandad kept his mouth shut about didn't help matters.

“So this place is listed as a historical site, as a 'house of ill-repute,' huh? That's the least surprising news I've heard in a while."

Gwen looked like she felt sorry, at least. “That's really all I know. I wish I could tell you more.”

“That's alright. At least I know what I'm dealing with here.” Between my psycho cousin being out for blood and the local chapter of the Evangelical Taliban after my house, I had more than just a pack of women and repairs to deal with.

“So now what? Do you want me to leave?”

I knew it'd be a shame to toss her back to that pack of praying wolves. Leaving the crazier sects can leave you an outcast, with no family or friends left to turn to when things turn south. “Let's go see what I can work out with your 'old friend.'”

“She might never forgive me. I was awful to her, and I see that now.”

I stepped over to the door. “Well, if you can't look back at your past and cringe, you haven't really grown as a person, now have you?”

It brought a hint of a smile to Gwen's lips. “I should probably keep my mouth shut and let you do the talking.”

“She only respects people who throw her bluster right back in her face. I think you need to do the apologizing after I get her calmed down.”


“I still don't want this bigoted bitch anywhere near me!” Inez stood up from her bed. “She's leaving, or I am, tonight.”

As I forced her to sit back down, I felt the trembling fit that meant she was about to explode even further. “What she said to you was unthinkable to a decent human being, but she's not that way anymore. Don't be just as close-minded as she was.”

“I never told her to hop on a boat to Europe.”

Having left her just outside the door, I knew Gwen could hear us. “So prove you're the bigger person and try to move past it.”

“Why should I?”

I leaned in so Gwen wouldn't catch it. “She's doing what I tell her to now. I think she's ready to apologize and change her ways.”

Inez looked up, still defiant as ever. “You really got in her head, didn't you?”

“Yeah, she's lost all the cuckoo beliefs already.”

“Then I'll make a deal with you.” That damn smirk again. “You let me corrupt her real good, and she can stay.”

And by real good, I knew where she was going. “Cari was already on that, until you interrupted.”

“Who do you think taught her what she knows?”

At least I knew who the ring-leader was. It explained a bit more about her attitude toward me. “Fine.” I looked back at the door and raised my voice back to its normal level. “Gwen, come on in.”

She barely made it past the door frame before she had both hands clasped in front of her breasts. “Like he said, I can't apologize enough for what I said to you. What's even worse was what I thought.”

Inez didn't look completely satisfied, but I knew she was gunning for more than making verbal amends. “At least you know even thinking that is as bad as outright saying it to someone's face.”

Gwen nodded and then ducked her head. Everything from the short footsteps to the way she had her shoulders bunched reeked of submission. “I'll do anything to make it up to you. It'd be best if I stay here, but I understand if you don't want me to.”

I looked at Inez. “I want you two getting along like everyone else, so do whatever you've gotta do.”

“Oh,” Inez started nodding slow enough to scare the hell out of me, “I will.”

Poor Gwen didn't stand a chance. She barely crept along until she was standing toe-to-toe with Inez. Reaching one hand out, I knew Gwen expected her to shake.

But that just wouldn't be Inez. She took Gwen by the wrist and forced her to her knees. Still sitting with her legs crossed, she looked like a queen ready to call for a clumsy chamber maid's execution. A few seconds passed, the tension getting so thick you could drive a truck across it.

Her legs finally uncrossed as she pulled the hem of her black tube dress up. There wasn't much guessing about what Inez really had planned when I told her I'd swing by her room earlier. And yeah, the racing stripe was gone.

“Cari thinks she can teach it by letting you know what it feels like, but that's learning by watching. You'll only figure it out if you do it yourself.” Inez scooted forward until she had that bald slit hanging over the edge of the bed.

Gwen's face went from red to white instantly. “You mean?”

I wasn't stopping them, but I had to get a word in. “Don't you think that's a little much? At least give her time to process what she believes now.”

Inez shook her head with force. “Nope. This is how she can make it up to me. I won't take anything less.”

She's fucking serious. “Well, there's your deal. I can't do anything about it.” I could pull the watch on Inez again, but Gwen had earned her just dessert.

“And when you're done with me, I'll teach you how to go down on him.” She looked up at me, trying not to laugh and barely succeeding. “I can't believe she took blowjob literally.”

“That's enough. You're getting your way, so stop twisting the knife.”

Gwen stared at what I had to admit was the most get-you-off-fast cunt I'd ever stuck my dick in. It was made for making you come before you could pull out. Which reminded me that I still needed to get everyone on something.

As she finished taking a deep breath, Gwen's head surged forward. I thought it was of her own volition, but Inez's hand forced the matter.

“Alright, stick your tongue out straight.” Inez rolled her eyes. “You don't lick it like a dog. Just use the tip.”

“That's what my prom date told me, but it didn't work out that way.” I bumped my fist against Inez's bare shoulder. “Know what I mean?”

She sighed and tried to keep her attention on the complete novice between her legs. “Now, a little further up. Feel the bump near the top? That's your best friend.”

I had to wonder if Gwen even knew what a clitoris was. You could tell when Cari had found hers, so hopefully Gwen knew it did something.

“That's it. Slow and easy. We're not like these men who want to go full-throttle from the beginning.”

I didn't mind foreplay, but sometimes you do just want to bend a girl over a table and fuck her brains onto the surface. Sometimes Cari would let me, and other times I'd get a swat to the balls. It's kinda like Russian roulette, except you're trying to put your round into the chamber.

“There you go. Now, turn your hand up and slide one finger in there, gently.”

Inez winced a little. Having never felt a bumbling virgin herself, Gwen had no way of knowing what gentle meant in this context. At least Inez wasn't berating her about it.

“Feel how I'm wet in there? That means I'm ready for more. Put another one in, easier than the last one.”

A faint blush came to Inez's cheeks.

“Keep licking that spot, but change up the direction every now and then.” Her shoulders tensed. “Good,  now feel around. There's a spot in there that'll stand out a little more than—”

Inez's hand against Gwen's head pushed a little harder.

“You found it. Now move your fingers like you're making a running motion on a table. Start slow, and work your way up to as fast as you can.”

She's really going for the whole lesson here. I wished the first girl I went down on knew all this stuff. My finger and tongue games were pretty shitty until I met Cari, and now I knew where she'd picked it up.

“Just keep going, you're,” Inez couldn't help easing her shoulders down some, “oh fuck!”

Inez's hand pulled hard, keeping Gwen's mouth planted tight against her cunt. As her legs straightened and tensed, I knew she was about to come by freight.

I couldn't help stepping closer, watching all the fun from above. What Gwen lacked in experience, she made up for in either fast learning or natural talent. Lucky me was about to find out which for myself.

The hard moan coming out of Inez's open mouth had to have spread through the entire house. And with three stories taking up almost all of the lot, that's saying something. I was shocked Cari and Alyssa never showed up to investigate.

Everything came to a head as Gwen gave it one last drive. I stared down in awe of what she'd just pulled off. I'd never made Cari pop off so quickly, and I knew her pussy better than my own dick.

Inez jerked back, the climax throttling her like a fastball to the noggin. Her body twisted and bunched in on itself. Then, just as violently, she flailed about like demon possessions were real.

“Looks like you made it up to her. Jesus.”

Gwen looked up at me, horrified at what she was watching. “Do I call 911?”

“No,” I put my lower lip over my top as the corners of my mouth shot up. “Whatever you just did, do exactly that next time.” Which would leave all of them squirting all over the damn house like an indoor Super Soaker battle. And it was fine by me.

If Gwen had set right back to it, we would need to change the sheet's on Inez's bed. Before that could happen, I grabbed Gwen by her arm and pulled her back up to her feet.

“You just got on your knees and begged for forgiveness in the best way possible. Don't let her give you anymore shit over what you said to her in the past.”

“It looks like she's feeling better.”

“Trust me, she feels mighty fine right now.”

Inez looked up at us, barely getting her words out. “Buddied up already?” She gave herself a few more seconds to breath. “I might teach her more than how to suck you off.”

I won't stop you. I'd wanted to stick my dick in Gwen since the moment I saw her, but at least now it wouldn't be a hate-fucking on par with what Inez had drawn out of me.

Crawling up to her hands and knees, Inez huffed out a deep breath. With her hair draping to hide her face, she said, “Alright, get up on the bed with me.”

Gwen pointed at herself. “Me?”

“Yes, you!”

She did as she'd been told, reluctantly. As Inez's hand shot down the front of her skirt, Gwen looked to me for salvation.

Before I could open my mouth, Inez changed directions. “No, this won't do at all.” She pulled Gwen off the bed with her and disappeared into the adjoining bathroom.


I sat on the bed a few minutes staring random feeds on my phone, figuring out why Inez had drug Gwen away like that about halfway through the wait. She knew my preference down there, but it was taking far too long for a shave job. Not knowing what to expect, I was afraid to leave in case I missed whatever the surprise was.

The door finally eased open. I waited for them to step out. That's when I knew Gwen had changed completely.

Inez stepped out behind her. “A lot better, huh?”

Gwen was hot before, but now she fit right in. Stripped to her purple underwear, her makeup tarted up from that conservative look, and waxed eyebrows to set her apart. “I was about to come check on you two, but damn.”

“She really does have some dick-sucking-lips with the right lipstick on, doesn't she?”

My eyebrows shot up as I nodded profusely. “And I can guess what else you did.”

“Cari had her teeth flossed when she was down there.” Inez gave Gwen a quick tap on the ass from below. “Now you can't tell she ever had a bush at all.”

I could only imagine what was hiding under that thin piece of nylon.

“And it gets even better.” Inez walked over to me and leaned close. I felt her breath on my ear as she whispered, “You'll never believe this.”

“Try me.”

“She's a virgin.”

I felt like backing myself into the middle of the bed in shock. “Really?” Those goodie-goodie types always have a slip-up in their past. I'd wasted enough time dating a few of them years ago, and they weren't hard to strip of that supposed virginity that always ended up being a lie.

“Yeah, hymen and all.”

Well shit fire and save the matches. Alyssa had never been with a man until the previous night, but I wouldn't have called her a virgin. Hell, I hadn't deflowered in more than a decade.

Inez broke away from my ear. “Come over here and get on your knees. I'll show you how to make him happy.”

Gwen was still uneasy in her own skin, even though Inez had lifted her from a nine to a solid ten. The figure on this girl was just unreal, especially when she was walking right at you. It made the idea of her being wasted on a guy who didn't know how to use his dick absolutely criminal.

“I said to get on your knees.” Inez worked on my zipper and pulled me out, half-flaccid as I was. “And you've got some catching up to do. We let him go soft on us.”

As Gwen lowered down, I noticed another change. Inez had cut a window between some of the trim on Gwen's panties. Kinda like a gratuitous boob window, but showing off the fact that there wasn't even a hint of stubble between her legs.

“And if you blow air on his dick again, I swear I'll slap the white off you.” Inez got up for a second and went to one of her unpacked bags resting against the far wall. After a few seconds, she'd found what she was looking for.

Looking just like the real thing, the flesh-tone shaft wiggled in her hand. Inez dropped to her knees right beside Gwen.

“He's getting hard again already, but go ahead and touch it.”

Gwen stared at my cock as it gradually inflated. Poking at the head like it could bite, she darted her hand back. As it wagged back and forth, I tried to keep from laughing at her again.

“Put your hand around it, anywhere.”

I stared up at the ceiling, thinking about how creepy it was that Gwen knew so little about everything related to sex. Hell, going by her reaction to Inez climaxing, the poor girl had never experienced one herself. Maybe it's different for women, but I couldn't imagine making it to her age without at least rubbing one out.

Like I'd tried to fuck a giant Chinese finger trap, her hand wrapped around and squeezed. Too hard.

“Woah.” I shot my gaze down and grabbed her wrist out of instinct, thankful it wasn't my balls getting crushed. “You squeeze any harder and you'll pop it.”

“Really?” Bless it.

“No, but that fucking hurts!”

Inez wasn't as patient or strangely amused as I was. “Enough fucking around!” She opened her mouth and took the length of the dildo in, her lips meeting her fingers at the base. Drawing back, Inez gasped and then said, “Every time you do something stupid like that, I'm making you take it that deep for a few seconds.”

Gwen looked up at me like I could help her. “Is she serious?”

“Deadly.” At least I was fully erect and ready to see what happened next. “Don't piss her off.”

Inez grabbed Gwen by the roots of her hair. “Open your mouth and cover the edges of your teeth with your lips.” The chance that they might not know to do that was the real hidden danger with inexperienced girls, if you ask me.

Before I could process it, I was all the way to the back of Gwen's throat. Her arms flailed as she started choking.

“I won't let you up until you stop fighting it and relax.”

I didn't know if Inez was using it as a teaching moment, or just a sadistic punishment. As the beneficiary, I didn't give half a fuck.

As the frantic clawing at the sheets and my jeans subsided, Inez cooed, “Relax a little more, and I'll let you breath.”

From probably not knowing what a dick looked like, right to getting forced into a deep-throat... I knew that children everywhere were lucky Inez never became a teacher, but Gwen's luck had run out.

“Good. Just a few more seconds.”

The wet drag of Gwen's lips against my cock forced to me close my eyes. It was the sound of her gasping that broke the afterglow of that feeling.

“Now that it's covered in spit, go ahead and grab it again, gently.”

Gwen's fingers and palm wrapped around it like my skin was a thin film of glass this time.

“Good. Always start out like that. They'll never admit it, but guys like the teasing as much as we do.”

That nailed the bulls-eye, shooting clear through the target and then hitting the center of the next one.

“Okay, now stroke up and down really slow.” Inez plunged her knife back between Gwen's ribs. “And talk dirty to him.”

I had to step in. “Now you're just being a bitch again.”

But Gwen surprised both of us in her own special way. “I don't know how it'll fit down there. Will it hurt?”

Inez shot a hand up for a hi-five. “Keep talking exactly like that,” she looked up at me, “right?”

Clapping my hand against hers in agreement, I couldn't help teasing Inez a little. “You're not being a good example. That poor dildo's looking awfully neglected right now.”

“Well, I can't talk if it's in my mouth.”

“Who said it had to be in your mouth the whole time? So long as it's in something, I think it'll be happy.”

Inez grabbed the luckiest piece of silicon in the world. She lowered her head until her lips almost hit the tip.

“Keep an eye on me and do what I do. Just make sure your tongue's always moving and you'll do fine.”

Fuck yeah. I couldn't believe my luck. Just watching Inez suck on a fake dick could have gotten me off, but now I was getting to watch as another girl gave me head.

Both of their mouths parted as Gwen took in the head. Her tongue was already flicking away at it.

Inez sank down to the halfway mark, forcing Gwen to do the same. The bumpy texture of her taste buds slid along the bottom of my shaft.

Feeling like I was about to fall backwards, I grabbed hold of the sheets and settled in for the ride. Maybe I could talk Inez into regular private lessons for Gwen until she'd caught up to everyone else. If not, I knew Cari would jump at the chance.

With a bobbing motion, Gwen copied Inez's motions exactly. Her hand around the shaft started wrenching around as she took me in deep. I couldn't help letting go of the bed with one hand, nestling it in Gwen's hair to show my appreciation.

She dove in for another full serving, her gag reflex suppressed as it should be. When I saw Inez shake her head left and right, I knew I was about to get too much of a good thing.

And sure enough, Gwen caught on again. As my cock bounced between the inside of both cheeks, I had to start rubbing her scalp with my fingertips. I knew it wasn't just about her having natural talent or a great teacher. When you've got both working in your favor, you end up achieving greatness like Gwen was doing.

Her hand and lips crawled up my length and then shot back down again. I couldn't help moaning as Gwen's tongue went berserk.

I heard a pop of Inez's lips as she pulled herself away. Gwen followed suit, keeping her hand stroking away as she looked to Inez for instruction.

Inez stood up and went over to her bag again. She pulled a bottle out of a pocket and started pouring a stream of lube on her open palm. “Sit on the bed next to Ryan.”

Gwen did, her right hand still closed around my dick as she sat to my left. She was taking that advice about her tongue moving all the time and applied it to her mitts as well.

Inez joined in with her own hand. The copious amount of clear fluid turned my lap into a slick mess, but knowing what was bound to happen, we'd need it.

“He's good now.” Inez let go of me and then pushed Gwen back until she lost her grip on me. “Let's work on you.”

As I stood up, Inez was already working on Gwen's bra. Those bountiful tits came out of hiding, gently shifting in place like water balloons. They weren't just the perfect shape. Those puppies were a touch above wonderfully plump.

The strip of purple around Gwen's waist started creeping its way down her thighs. Shaved clean and ready for exploration, I had to admire the flat plain leading down to her valley. Her legs finally parted once the panties were nothing more than an afterthought on the carpet.

Inez spread Gwen's pussy for us and The Lord to see. Sure enough, that taut film of pink wasn't even open enough to fit my pinky through.

“No joke, she's the real deal.” I hadn't seen a pussy that tight and neglected since high school.

Inez couldn't help herself. “I hate to let you get to her before I do, but I guess you earned it. At least she's not hot on the outside and uglier than sin on the inside anymore.”

Gwen wasn't nervous anymore, smiling with pride in her body for probably the first time in her life. “I used to feel ashamed about how big my breasts were, like it was wrong to even have them.”

It was wrong to keep those things hidden. “I'm glad you're over that, but are you sure you want to go all the way?”

Gwen nodded, her top row of teeth shining from between her lips. “Yeah. I don't know why, but I've kinda wanted it since I saw your watch.”

I knew the reason, and now Inez did too. “You bastard.”

“I didn't know it did this when we were in the coffee shop. Don't blame me.”

She pushed me from behind and then reached around to pop the button on my jeans. “I'm not complaining, it's fun here, but at least now I know why I thought you were hot shit all of a sudden.”

I lifted my shirt and kicked off my shoes as my jeans crumpled around my ankles. I stepped out of the pile, pulling each sock off as I lifted one foot out at a time. Slipping my cock back in my boxers momentarily, I couldn't get them on the floor fast enough at that point.

Gwen was reaching up for me already. I wanted to hop right on her, but you can't go doing that if it's a girl's first time. A certain amount of trauma had to happen, but I preferred to leave her able to walk after we were done.

“Hold on.” Inez squeezed out another jet of lube. She slathered it along the fold of Gwen's cunt and then spread the entrance again. Another squirt, right on target, got the fun juice past the barrier.

I motioned for Gwen to scoot back into the middle of the bed. As she slid away, I crawled onto the mattress to catch up to her. Her thighs wrapped around mine like she couldn't break her virginity fast enough.

“You two have fun. My job's done.”

I looked back at Inez. “Where the fuck are you going?”

“Nowhere. I'm just gonna stand back and watch. The only cherry-popping I've been present for was my own.”

Gwen took hold of my dick and pulled the tip against her 'unspoiled purity,' as she would have called it hours before. For all I knew, I was ruining some creepy promise Gwen had made to her father in front of a priest.

But you know who values virginity more than anyone else? Those who want to fucking deflower. I wasn't the kind of guy to require it, but you do have to appreciate it when you get to take it.

Gwen stared up at me until I buried my face in her neck. Both of her hands opened against my back as I prodded forward. That little sign of her purity pushed back. I gave it a harder thrust.

As the skin on my tip stretched against it, I felt the hymen's snap as it gave way. Gwen whimpered as I stopped and pushed myself back up. “You good?”

She took a deep breath, her cheeks turning red as she nodded. “Yeah, it didn't hurt as much as I thought it would.”

The worst part was yet to come for her, but there was no point in scaring the girl. Taking advantage of the lube-soaking Inez had given us, I eased forward until I was about halfway in.

Her fingers dug against my back. “Stop right there for a second.”

I thought about pulling out, but it'd just make her have to go through this again. The taut walls of her pussy gradually loosened their squeeze ever so slightly.

Settling myself a little deeper, Gwen's eyes closed as her mouth opened. As her legs wrapped around mine, I let her decide the pace.

“Almost there, you pull me in until I can't go any further.”

“It still hurts, but I'm getting used to it.”

“It'll only hurt like this once. You're doing fine.”

I was happy it made her start smiling again. With a gentle tug, she inched me deeper until we were almost at the goal.

“Do that again and we're set.”

Gwen blinked a few times and squeezed her legs against mine. I helped her with a little push of my own. Sped right along by all the lube, my tip crashed against her back wall as our hips met.

“See? It'll start to feel better until it doesn't hurt at all.”

Unable to open her eyes, Gwen turned her head to the side. “It kinda feels good already.”

Seeing as how she was fully stuffed, I certainly hoped it did. “Alright, I'm gonna pull back and then push back in. I'll go slow.”

Pushing myself with my palms on the comforter, I pulled back until her face reacted, maybe not even a quarter of the way. You couldn't even call it a thrust as I sank back down, but it still felt damn good. There was even a hint of pleasure in Gwen's face now.

She was ready, and I wanted to know how she sounded. With a bit more force, I reared halfway out and then plunged back in. That first lilting moan flipped switches, turned knobs, and the switched the lights on in my brain.

I couldn't give her the kind of plowing I could give Cari and Inez, but she held up for a quick round until I dialed back down to a leisurely pace. I knew Gwen had potential to handle a rough fuck with how much she could already handle, but it'd take a few more romps before she was ready for that.

I jammed myself against her again, loving how the pitch of her screams climbed an octave. Even the way her breasts shifted with every thrust drove me insane. Gwen had a body built for sex, and it was a shame she'd never used it for what it was best at.

Liking what I was seeing and sticking my dick in, I had to give her a chance to set the tone. As I pulled out, Gwen tried pulling me back in.

I had to see those tits bouncing, though. “It's your turn to get on top.”

“I can do that.”

Looking back at where Inez stood against the wall, I couldn't help smirking at Gwen's expense. “Wanna teach again?”

“I didn't think you'd ask, but sure.” Inez strutted over and crawled onto the bed with us. “He's gonna lie down, and you're gonna sit on it.”

Gwen still looked confused. “Like, it goes inside me, and I thrust like he did?”

At least Inez had patience. “Not exactly. I'll show you when you're on him.”

I rolled over. Whatever Inez was planning, I was ready for it. Or at least that's what I thought.

Her golden tan thighs consumed my peripheral vision as I looked up. “Get over his prick like this.”

I felt Gwen crawl on top and then hover her pussy over me.

“Now, take hold of it and lower yourself down until you feel it.”

Gwen's hand wrapped around again. The warm, inviting entrance swallowed the first bit.

“Now ease down. If you do it too fast, it could hurt for both of you.”

Inez lowered herself onto my mouth. I got right to batting away with my tongue, tasting what Cari had described last night as 'heavenly' for the first time. She wasn't wrong one bit.

Gwen dropped until I was all the way back in her. “So now what?”

Her clit became a moving target as Inez started grinding side-to-side against my face. “Move like this.”

I couldn't tell if it was the cunt smothering me or the feeling of one that tight using a move like that, but I was already out of breath.

“Good, now change directions like this.” Inez's slit circled above me as her thighs shook my head.

Damn, that feels fucking amazing. I grabbed onto Inez and pulled her back against my mouth. I didn't want her changing up the pure magic Gwen was performing.

“I think he really likes it like that.”

Gwen started whimpering again. Her voice cracked as she said, “I think I do too. It feels so good.”

“I can make it feel even better.” I felt Inez lean forward, and then the back of her fingers pressed over the base of my cock.

I couldn't wait to feel Gwen come with me inside her. But that jarred a thought I should have had earlier. What if I come inside her?

Excited just to get my dick wet in her, I hadn't even thought about grabbing rubber. I knew Gwen was clean and all, seeing as how she was a virgin, but a hyper-religious kook like she used to be wouldn't touch birth control.

Gwen and Inez picked up the intensity. I was fine with letting them carry on, knowing I wasn't in any danger of nutting inside her yet. Sometimes you're having more fun than you're willing to stop in its tracks.

Inez took a break from her panting. “You feel that? It's what you did to me a few minutes ago.”

Never stopping, Gwen asked, “Will it hurt at first, too?”

“No, it's the best feeling in the world.”

I gave Inez a harsh round, beating her clit with my tongue like it owed me money. It shut her up so I could listen to Gwen scream some more. It worked for a little bit.

Inez finally had to start her own round of cries. Even though I hated hearing her voice because it's barbs were usually pointed my way, Inez sounded as sultry as any of the others when she was on the verge. It wound up being the final nail in the coffin I had no idea I was in.

As I felt the legs around my head tremble, Gwen's pussy snapped shut around me. Feeling like I was getting pinned down and drained by force, my body knew what was about to happen. My mind caught up a few seconds later.

Fuck, fuck, fuck! I had to get them off of me before the worst happened. I tried breaking my face away from Inez's cunt as I pushed against her thighs. It did no good. She was already starting to come, her juices flooding into my mouth as I tried to scream.

Gwen kept going, trying to catch up as Inez somehow kept throttling away at her student's clit. The slick burst of precum only made it worse for me, letting my cock slip around in there enough to get me right to the edge.

I begged and pleaded with my dick. Please don't shoot off in her. But when you think about coming in a pussy and the possible consequences, guess what?

A hearty, “Yes!” from Gwen was all it took.

My teeth rattled as my jaw shook. I tried one last time to get them off of me, hoping I'd make it in time or my cock would somehow slip out of Gwen. As tight a grip as her pussy had on me, though, it would have been futile even if I could speak or move.

Inez's fingers finally broke away from Gwen's clit. The brute force of her very first climax had me trapped deep. As the wonderland of legs and what's between them lifted from my face, I got a view that matched the sound.

Gwen was locked hard, her mouth wide open as my first load exploded inside her. A look of total confusion and pleasure was in her eyes as she stared back at me.

“Oh shit.” Inez already knew what was going on. On her knees to the side of us, she put her hands over her mouth and watched in horror.

I waited out the next few bursts until I had something like my mind back. With the aid of all that cum, I shifted my hips and pulled out way too late. The last couple of spurts shot to parts unknown.

Inez leaned forward. “You didn't.”

Gasping for breath, I frowned and nodded at her.

“Fuck!” She beat against the bed with one hand. “Why would you do that?”

“It's not like I meant to!” I breathed deep a few times. “All that slapping on your legs? That was me trying to get you off my face.”

Gwen finally had her brains back, herself. “What happened?”

Inez grabbed one of Gwen's hands and forced it between her thighs. “Feel that? Know what it means?”

She didn't look as rattled as I knew she should be. “It's okay, that's supposed to happen.”

I shook my head at her. “No! That's not what you do when you're not on birth control, unless you want a kid.”

“But I'm on the pill for cramps, not like some hussy who want to have sex,” her voice got lower with every syllable as the irony hit her like a truck, “without any consequence...”

I could have bolted upright and kissed her square on the lips after hearing that news, but my eyebrows had joined with my hairline. “I think we broke her brain just now.”


It had taken a good hour for my heart to stop trying to beat through my ribs. Inez and I had just finished telling Cari how our new housemate got the go-ahead to move in.

She looked at both of us with a poorly faked stink-eye. “Uh huh. You think I'd believe you wouldn't make Ryan do that to her on purpose? You hate both of them.” If it had been couple of days ago, yeah, I could see it.

“Well, I can deal with Gwen, now that she's not capable of spewing a bunch of racist hatred.” Inez frogged me in the upper arm. “He can't handle her, though.”

“Drop the wise-cracks. I was scared shitless.”

“Yeah, your new life flashed before your very eyes.” Inez laughed to herself. “And I didn't think you could get any whiter than you already are.”

“And you're still a bitch.” I was about to throw another verbal jab when my phone burst to life in my pocket. “Who the fuck is this? It's like half-past ten.”

I didn't recognize the number, but you hate to ignore an unexpected call at odd hours. For all I knew, a buddy of mine could need bailing out of jail.

“Hello?”

“Ryan, it's Neve.”

I turned away from those two and strolled out of the bedroom I shared with Cari. “What'd you find out?”

“The restraining order will have to wait for a judge on Monday, but it's likely to go through. Judd knows the one who'll sign off on the EPO like he did your grandfather.”

“And the ticket?”

“Expunged, but don't ask what it took.” By the shame in her voice, I imagined the worst.

“Oh hell, you didn't...”

“Do I look like I'd stoop to fucking one of the cops?” She sighed before adding, “If I unbutton my top far enough and bend over their desk when I ask, they'd hand me the keys to the evidence locker if I asked.”

“Anything else I need to know?”

“Can you look out the front of your place? I'm sure you'll see a cop somewhere within sight of the house.”

“How do you know?”

“Let's just say Sergeant Hopkins gets a little mouthy when he sees what he likes.” She fit the type to pull that kind of stuff to the letter. I'd tell her my darkest secret just for the chance to see enough cleavage.

“Thanks for all that. You don't know how much it helps.”

“Oh, I know exactly how much trouble we just saved you. Don't be afraid to ask again if you're in that kind of trouble.”

“Will do.”

“I'll let you know how the hearing goes on Monday. Later.”

As she hung up, I rushed to Grandad's office. The old telescope sitting behind sheer curtains made a lot more sense after learning how he really lived. I left the lights off so nobody would see my silhouette in the window.

Peeking around the edges of the window dressing, sure enough, there was a police cruiser parked on the other corner of the block. It had a plain view of whoever might come and go from our place.

It wasn't there when Gwen came in, so it must be a nighttime thing. I angled the telescope to peek between the curtains and searched around until I had the driver in view. It wasn't Alan, but that didn't make me feel any better.

Nobody had heard about my run-in with my cousin earlier. Before anyone could draw attention to the place, I had to let everyone know. I dashed back to my room, interrupting Cari and Inez mid-makeout-session on the bed.

“I hate to ruin the fun, but we've got a problem.”


HAREM HEX 5

Riding the afterglow of my publicity from Rigdonville’s case, we were already swamped the entire first year. Poor Harper kept up, as best she could. But when you go to law school, you never know what the hell you’ll end up being an expert on.

In this practice, it was knowing the chemicals that inevitably lead to cancer and who’s who in the New York City law firms. It only took a few months for me to square off with most of the big names.

Of course, I didn’t win ‘em all. Their clients had resources, and honestly, most of the judges on their sides. Those public salaries weren’t enough to pay for the lifestyles these fuckers led.

Even with all that, we’d settled in. A few cases inside Charleston itself passed over my desk and got the stamp of approval. But we’d bit onto that reputation from the chunk I’d taken out of Silverstar’s ass, and clamped the hell down from there. And I’d cleared myself for a couple weeks of vacation, finally. Just a few more weeks to go.

Hearing a knock on my door, a lot further away because I had the biggest office now, I yelled, “Come in!” I was expecting Iris or Mika.

But it was Dr. Last. “Hi there!”

“What the hell are you doing here?” It’s not like she’d left that clinic in Rigdonville.

She looked away from me. “I knew he’d act like this, but go ahead. I promise he doesn’t bite.”

The blazer hanging off my coat rack felt like the natural thing to grab. But I didn’t have that much time. So I sat behind my desk, waiting for whoever it was she’d promised too much.

I hadn’t set eyes on her before, and she wasn’t dressed to meet with a lawyer. But Jesus. Iris would have let her through anyway.

Kendra smiled and then blew my mind, for about twentieth time. “You said you need a paralegal. I hope a job interview won’t be a problem.”

Whoever this new girl was, she was flabbergasted as myself. She turned around and faced Kendra. “What? There’s no way I would show up to one like this!”

“Mikey, meet Layla. Layla, Mikey. You two should talk.” Kendra just about shut the door, but stopped at the final second. “Don’t worry, I’m not leaving until you’re finished.”

This Layla chick stepped her way in, looking more embarrassed the closer she got. In a one-shouldered top that left one strap of her bra exposed down to the cup, the knot tied just under her ribs let those toned abs shine through.

I was getting more interested with every foot closed between us, though. Naturally bronzed skin and endless legs made her great from a distance. But when I saw the steely blue in her eyes, I knew had to talk before I started drooling, because damn those were all a rare combination.  “Kendra does shit like this.”

The tension dropped by half. Layla pulled the middle chair out and dropped those cut-off shorts on the leather. “Yeah, I know. She’s always been like this.”

“So you’re old friends,” I knew what that could have implied. “, with one of the ties for title of craziest woman I’ve ever met.”

Just hearing ‘ties’ made her panic a bit. Layla glanced around, like she didn’t know how to react. “Yeah, we met during undergrad and have been friends ever since. How well do you know her?”

“Too well. Whatever you think that line is, just go ahead and assume I know her beyond that.”

Layla knew exactly what I was talking about. “So you know about that little, uh, ‘hobby’ of hers.”

“Sure do.” But if this was an interview, I needed to know why Layla was even here. “Now, what’s this job she wants you to chase?”

It knocked her balance off again. “Well, I’m kind of a freelance paralegal.”

“Do you even want to entertain the position I’ve got open, or is Kendra just being a bitch?”

She summoned a little professionalism out of herself, going bolt-straight. “Depending on the salary, I might be interested.”

Out of our war chest, I’d budgeted enough to land in the top end for the state. “Sixty during the first year. It’s negotiable based on how you do.”

Judging by the way her lips pursed, I’d nailed the right price to keep her talking. “That’s about what I make now, between all my clients, give or take several grand each year.”

“Where at?”

“Philadelphia.”

“The cost of living here is a handful of dirt compared just about anywhere else. But you’d either make more the second year and beyond, or I’d find someone to replace you.”

Which made her seem even more interested. “Steady pay wouldn’t hurt me. But I never saw myself looking to move here, honestly.”

“Not many people do.” And I wouldn’t hold it against her if the location was a deal-breaker.

Layla was about to respond when I saw the very last person I wanted in the room trot in.

Mika was already at my desk before I could tell her to get out. Then she turned around for a look at Layla. Without even looking my way again, she asked me, “Well, what do you think?”

“I’ve talked to her for less than a minute. Are you here for something important?”

She finally turned back to me. “Oh, I can tell. You two will get along fine.”

I knew that smirk. “Don’t!” But it was too late.

Mika had already whipped around and rested a palm between Layla’s eyes. “Let’s see. Hard worker, honest, and just what you’re looking for.”

The vein in my neck pulsed hard enough to get me loosening my tie. “You didn’t...”

Layla shot the most confused look my way as Mika hugged around her neck.

“Welcome to the family! You’re the last one Mikey’s been looking for.”

My lips turned into a straight pencil line while I shook my head. I’m gonna fucking kill her. “Mika, just… Just go.”

She jogged backwards, which I didn’t think was possible in heels. “You can punish me later. I won’t mind.”

Harper was just days from taking the bar exam, so having a full staff by the end of the month wasn’t gonna harm us. But I knew what Mika was really concerned about. For all I knew, Layla could have been the worst candidate possible.

Our newest ‘friend’ blinked several times, but otherwise, the didn’t move or even breathe. Endless seconds crawled by until she processed it all. “What just happened?”

I knew the drill well enough. “What day are you starting?”

She was still confused as all hell, but it was too late for either of us to turn back. Layla tilted her head just a bit, toward her bare shoulder. “Give me three weeks to wrap up my current jobs.”

Like taking this position was an inviolable, natural law. Because after Mika digs in your head, that’s exactly what her orders are.

Leaning over my desk and reaching an open hand out, apologizing wasn’t about to accomplish anything. “I’ll see you then.”

It was still trickling through her mind, but Layla shook my hand like we’d just signed the contract. “I guess so.”

Handing her one of my business cards, I was resigned to whatever was about to happen. “Don’t keep Kendra waiting. And do me a favor. Tell Mika to get her ass in here on your way out.”

That was last I saw of her. For three weeks, anyway.


But not five minutes later, I was pacing around the open floor space in my office. “What the absolute fuck is wrong with you?”

“Now that you’ve got all five of us, nothing at all.” Mika acted like it didn’t faze her at all from the same chair Layla had sat in. The way she pushed her hands between closed thighs and acted all innocent just pissed me off even further.

“At least with Harper and Iris, I knew them. And with Kendra, at least both of us got an idea about what she’s like.” But this was too far, even for her. “I don’t even that girl’s last name!”

Deadpan as a British sitcom, Mika kept that irritating look up. “Daher. She graduated from Drexel with a Masters in Paralegal Studies two years ago.”

So the girl was maybe twenty-seven or twenty-eight. “Anything else you found during that mindfuck we’ve all been through?”

“Her parents came from Saudi Arabia before she was born, and she tries to pass as white. I can see why she’d double down on that, around here.”

“I can see it.” Daher was one of those names that could pass as Dutch, even if her skin was shaded beyond what your average Becky or Jessica could pull off with a tanning bed. And that outfit she had on would get her executed where her parents had immigrated from.

Mika wasn’t done twisting the knife, though. “You went nuts as soon as you saw her up close. Admit it.”

There was no lying about how heart-stopping stunning the girl was. “It’s not like you’ll ever get mad at me for thinking she’s hot.”

“So what’s the plan for Layla?” Mika leaned forward. “You gonna let her move in with us, just like Harper and Iris?”

The house I’d bought had plenty of room for everyone, just like the one is Asheville would have. In the hilly subdivision across the Kanawha River and at the end of the cul-de-sac, at least we had some privacy. Not to the extent Kendra had, but enough.

I was already getting tired of Mika’s latest stunt and the way she kept pushing it. “We’ll figure that out when the time comes. But if you do something like this one more time—”

“What, you send me to Kendra’s for punishment? I can’t wait!”

“No sex for a month. And you know I’ve got other sources for it.”

She narrowed her eyes. “One tap on the forehead, and I could have your dick in me by the end of the minute.” It was that dangerous look. The few times she actually had used that power on me after warning her not to, it was there.

“Is there any way I can get you to promise not to pull a stunt like that again?”

“Well, I’ve got my fourth ‘sister’ in the bag. So at least you don’t have to worry about me getting another one. All that attention I want’s spread thin enough.”

“At least you admit that you’re an attention whore.”

Smiling and pleased as punch, Mika leaned back in her seat. “And I’m getting it now.”

My temper had calmed from a hurricane to a light sprinkle. Pacing closer until I towered over her, I pushed her chin up with a couple of fingers. “You’re still in trouble.”

“Oh no, whatever will I do?” She kept grinning through that mocking tone. “My pervert boss is about to get handsy with me, right here in his office...”

I wasn’t about to let either of us get off, though. Mika could ride home with Iris, and I could take out the raging case of blue balls out on Harper. Probably on top of her desk, right after my four fifteen appointment wrapped up.

Mika kept up the porno act. “What will I tell my husband? I need this job.” As she turned around in the chair and pushed her ass at me in that tiny skirt.

Lifting the hem until it went over the top, I gave her a swat that anyone in the hallway would have heard. “You really need to start wearing panties to the office.”

She scooted a little closer, nudging that bare cunt against the front of my slacks. “I hope he doesn’t come inside me, now that I’m trying to have a baby. What would I do with myself?”

I let out a quick sigh. “You enjoy cheese-balling this way too much.” And then I pulled my zipper down.

“Maybe I’m hinting that we should all try some role-playing for a weekend.” Her fingers gripped the leather in front of her. “You know, like a really horny and low-budget sitcom.”

Cock out and slapping against her ass, I was iffy on the idea. “You thinking more of a Seinfeld, or maybe a Happy Days kind of direction?”

She looked back at me, sliding the tip just inside herself. “I was kinda thinking The Office. You know, the drier British version.”

Diving through, I sighed again. Partially because I didn’t know what I was ever gonna do with her. But mainly because she felt that damned good.


Three weeks later, to the day and almost the minute, Layla showed up again. At least this time, she was dressed for the job. And somehow, even fucking hotter.

With Harper in on the official interview, even though Layla was basically hired already, we took it into the little conference room in the rear of the building. I’d told Iris to block the rest of the afternoon out, so the front door was already locked. Not that law firms have random people just strolling in without an appointment.

Starting things off on the right was all I wanted. “Our secretary is filing the HR stuff now, so welcome aboard.”

Harper already knew what Mika had done, so at least I didn’t have to listen to her scream about not being treated like a senior partner. “You’ll have to excuse Mika. She’s a little, well… Pushy.”

Layla shrugged. “After meeting her, taking this job seemed like the best idea ever. But you’re not wrong.”

I loosened my tie, maybe a fraction of an inch. “That’s why she’s too good an arbitrator to let go.”

The sharp end of Harper’s pump jabbed at my ankle. “Not to mention, she’s your wife. You let her get away with everything.”

But what was I supposed to do? If Mika wanted any of us to run fuck-all naked through a courtroom, all she’d have to do is press on a forehead. “Regardless, Ms. Daher, what’s your living situation?”

She looked too embarrassed when I put my attention on her again. “For now, a hotel room. As soon as I’m out of here, I’ll start looking for an apartment.”

Harper stabbed the toe of her shoe into me again as she dropped the hammer. “That won’t stand. You’re welcome at my house, and we’ll reimburse the cost of the room.”

Which was also my house. But Layla was understandably confused by the whole situation.

It was time to fix everything. Only one of us could do it. Still, dragging Mika into this was begging for trouble.

Standing up, I looked at each of them. “I’ll be right back.”

Even from the end of the hallway, I could hear Iris working a call. Then I got to Mika’s office. Sticking my ear to the door, she was jabbering exactly as much. I walked in.

The fact that she was already smirking at me should have been a warning. “Sounds great. We’ll see you around seven.”

Oh lord. “Who, and where?”

Mika put her phone down. “We can’t have a welcoming party for the new girl without Kendra. You know that.”

“You made Harper offer the free bedroom. I knew it.”

That grin turned upside down. “You have no right to be mad at me. The rules for how this family works aren’t up to me.”

“I’ve got zero control over them either.” About halfway to her desk, I pointed at the open door. “Talking you out of this will never happen, so I want you to walk in that conference room and fix this.”

Mika wheeled her chair away from the desk. “Why? I’ve already got Harper on it.”

“You know what I mean. Thinking it’s funny to weird the girl out isn’t a good enough reason. We’re not hazing her like it’s a sorority.”

Her nose scrunched and her lips slid to one side. “Fine.”

She didn’t even look at me as she walked past, but I had to get it out. “Fucking thank you. Christ.”

But I didn’t anticipate exactly how Mika would clean up her own mess. I should have known better.


It was Harper’s night to cook on the rotation. Since we had six instead of the usual four, I would have felt bad if I didn’t pitch in. Taking care of the main course seemed fair enough, and she always burned things on the grill.

Pulling the tray of steaks out of the fridge, I pulled them over to the sink and washed the coat of salt off. Gotta tenderize those things without beating them to pulp, you know.

Ready to head out the back door, I asked Harper, “When you get a second, can you ask Layla how she likes a t-bone?”

“Mika already did, before we even left the office. Medium-rare.”

So all the same, except for Harper’s medium-well. Which I held against her. “Thanks.”

After slapping each hunk of cow down, I adjusted the heat and closed the lid.

Then a pair of hands draped over my eyes. “Guess who.”

“Mr. Johnson, my economics professor.”

Mika took her mitts off me and waited until I turned around. “You’re still mad, aren’t you?”

“When I asked you to fix the problem you caused, this isn’t what I meant.”

“Layla got me here in one piece, and I’m sure you didn’t mind Harper giving you a little road head. Tell me I’m wrong.”

We just need buy a fucking minivan for everyone. Two or three cars leaving the same house, for the same office, was nothing but yet another chance for Mika to cause havoc.

“I got my revenge, though.” She ducked both arms behind herself and leaned against the brick wall. “Your nuts are probably about to explode, not throwing your spunk out two times in a row and all.” She just had to remind me.

“What do want, other than to rub it in?”

“Kendra’s here. I thought someone should let you know.”

An absolute doll who would baby the hell out of you one minute, and Satan herself the next. I couldn’t help loving and hating her equally.


Finishing up the last bites, I knew everything was about to go straight to hell. Mika looked too giddy. Not to mention, she finally had every single one of us in the same room.

Kendra and Harper shot looks at me, like they knew something I didn’t. So I was taking my damned sweet time carving the last bit off my steak.

But I couldn’t keep pretending to eat any longer. The second my fork rested on the plate, Mika cleared her throat in the chair to my right.

“Now that we’ve got everyone here and dinner’s over, I’ve got something to say.”

Ruh-roh. It felt like the villain in our own Scooby Doo episode was about to pull her own mask off.

Mika leaned her head against my shoulder. “Now that Layla’s caught up on how things work around here, I thought it’d be nice to give Mikey a reward for letting us accomplish so much.”

Everyone shifted in their seats at once, including myself. But I was the only one sweating bullets. When Mika started tracing a finger down my arm, I asked, “Who knew about this?”

Each one of them rose a hand, including Layla.

It was guaranteed to be the best or worst night of my life. Hell, maybe both at the same time.

Of course, Kendra scooted away from the table first. “Nobody go anywhere.”

Iris and Harper started clearing the table. Meanwhile, Layla took Harper’s place in the chair to my left.

With my arms held in place, I’m sure I could have overpowered Mika and Layla if I tried. But all five of them working together wasn’t a fight I’d win. “What the hell have you done now?”

“I’ve gathered all four of them. You know what that means.”

Yeah, I did. “Can we talk about this first? Throwing the first kid of many into the mix won’t help anyone.”

Mika was already sliding herself onto my lap, straddling both legs around me. “A night like this is exactly how you came about. And your father, and his father.”

“What, is this some kind of rule?”

She looked me dead in the eyes, hardly a few inches away. “Yes.”

“So why didn’t you tell me about it?”

That fucking giggle leaked out again. “Because you never asked.”

You little, back-stabbing bitch… “I always knew you had your own agenda.”

She was already working my buttons, down to the top of my stomach. “Five women out to do whatever you ask of them, and you’re still complaining.” She glanced at Layla. “Can you believe this?”

Our newest addition gripped hard on my wrist and leaned close enough to graze her lips against my ear. “Here’s how it’s going down. Kendra, Iris, Harper, and then myself. Our Master gets the final round with you.”

Our Master. Everything fell into place. “I haven’t been in control of anything since that operation, have I?”

Mika stopped messing with the shirt and pushed both palms in the crook between my thighs and hips. “You can’t complain. Married to just one of us, hating the asses you’d still have to kiss, and winning nothing for anyone in that case you took on. I dare you to tell me I’m wrong.”

My biggest dream had come true, sure. But now Mika demanded I pay her back for it. “You mentioned a curse in my family once. Is this it?”

“Nailed it!” She razzed my hair into a mess before putting her hand on my leg again. “Aren’t you glad I didn’t just make you go along with it, blissfully ignorant about what’s about to happen?”

“At first, I thought I was crazy. Then I realized that you were instead. But now I see you’re just a tiny psycho.”

Mika reached around herself and unhooked her bra. Pulling it out of the top of her blouse, she wrapped it behind my neck and tugged me closer. That peck on the lips ticked me off more than anything else so far.

Kendra jogged back in. Sitting a red duffle bag in one of the clear spots on the table, she tugged at the zipper. “Mika, don’t make him nut early. You’ve put too much work into setting this up.”

Every ounce of my ‘wife’s’ body pushed down on me. Her cunt soaked the front of my pants. Because as you remember, no panties, ever. “Don’t worry, I’ve told everyone else to push him right up to the edge, just like I ordered you to.”

The first round of shit started coming out of the bag. Toys, not made for me, hit the table first.

Kendra reached in again, tossing something that sounded soft behind Mika. “Sorry, Michael. When our Master asks for something, we can’t turn her down.”

“Well at least I know she’s a fucking masochist now.”

Pulling the first hank of rope out, Kendra had the same evil grin as Mika. “That’s the only kind of woman I’ll fool with. It’s just a shame that I couldn’t talk you into moving everyone in with me. I’d have a buffet under my own roof.”

“Looks like you brought a picnic basket, though.” At that point, all I could do was go along with it and get shots in where I could. “I’m sure you’ll handle whoever I’m not buried inside.”

If only it was that simple. Dr. Last pulled a ball gag out and held it up in front of herself. “Actually, after my turn, they get to play with me tonight. Mika knows it will make it even worse for you.”

Staring at Mika, close enough that I felt every breath out of her nose, she kept her eyes still like she’d never taken her focus off me. “You pretended to this dainty, submissive thing all this time, just to set me up as the punchline of some joke.”

“No, I really am that way. As soon as my turn starts, you can take it all out on me.”

At least she was predictable. “After getting edged six times in one day, I won’t be able to help myself.” And without my consent. But as you already know, Mika never gave a whiff of piss about that.

She glomped both arms around me, pushing her cheek against mine. “See? You know me just like a husband should!”

Kendra shot a look at me real quick, which said all of, ‘You are so beyond fucked right now.’

Nobody had taped my mouth shut, so I wasn’t taking it sitting down. Even with my ass in the chair. “Gee, thanks! You massive cunt.”

Folding a length of rope in half, Kendra acted like it was no biggie. “Don’t blame it on me. We’re all in this mess because of you.”

“I never asked for any of this, either. Blame my great-great grandfather for however he fucked up and set this all in motion.” Hell, over a century ago. I never was one to believe in fate, but when it’s straddling your lap, you can’t really deny it exists.

Iris and Harper gathered the final round of dishes. Getting my two blondes in a threesome had turned from fantasy to daily reality lately. It was still odd that my senior partner and myself had less control over the firm than the one person without any kind of degree.

Mika finished undoing my shirt and went on to slide it off my arms. “Kendra taught me a few things.” A coiled bundle of rope hit the table behind her.

“So now you’re gonna tie my ass up.”

“I can’t have you holding one of them down and finishing early, now can I?” Looping the middle of the cotton over my wrist and the chair, she pulled it tight enough that I wasn’t getting out. Wrapping three more times, Mika bumped the tip of her nose against mine. “I also get to tie Kendra up after you’re done with her.” There was a little too much giddiness in her smile as Mika finished my left hand and moved on to the right.

“So when do you cut me loose? Got a safe-word?”

“Not until you come inside me. I’ve held up my end and brought you four other ‘wives,’ so this time, it’s guaranteed to work like nature intended.”

Harper walked back in first, damn near ambushing Iris when she followed seconds later. Pushing our secretary against the wall, those two weren’t shy about going at each other.

Mika finished her knot and pushed her mouth against mine. Slipping me a little bit of tongue, she tried pulling my bottom lip with her until it snapped back into place. “He’s all yours, up until he’s ready to blow his top.”

Kendra already had her top off as she rounded the far end of the table. Reaching around to unhook her bra, she let it drop just beside my chair. Then her skirt dropped, going into a free-fall after it got past her knees.

I didn’t have long to watch Mika and Layla go at each other on the other end of the dining table. Our new paralegal was taking it upon herself, forcing Mika’s ass on the surface and diving right into a match of tongue-wrestling.

My balls panged with another surge of that ache. Kendra didn’t help, taking Mika’s place on top of me.

Trying to work myself free, I could already tell it wasn’t about to do any good. If anything, all I’d do is turn my hands purple. But at least the cuffs of my shirt would cover the marks I was guaranteed to have the next day.

Kendra wasn’t in any mood to fuck around. Grinding herself with only my pants and two pairs of underwear between us, she was soaking me harder than Mika had earlier that day. “After tonight, I call dibs on having the second kid.”

“Gonna be hard when you’re the only one who doesn’t live here.”

“You’ve got a vacation coming up, and wouldn’t you know it? So do I.”

She kept pressing herself, trying to get me inside her, even through all the layers of clothing. “Mika said you were planning a big deep-sea-fishing trip by yourself, but hadn’t booked anything yet. So I went ahead and made reservations for both of us. I hope Costa Rica sounds alright.”

I was ready to nut myself already, hearing that. Marlin, tuna, mahi-mahi… They practically jumped into the boat from those waters.

“Mika put you up to it, didn’t she?”

“She has some good ideas.” While her slit wrapped over my shaft, crushing every fold hard enough that I felt them through the zipper. “Harper’s agreed to take on the work so every one of us can have some time alone with you. She’ll take the last one.”

Around Christmas, when just about every law office shut down for a week or two. There’s not much point in staying open when the courts and other offices aren’t getting a damn thing done.

The pressure lifted, but only so Kendra could start on my belt. She looked up, staring hard with those gray eyes. “Don’t worry, I’m only supposed to blow you.”

It wasn’t much relief. For a lipstick lesbian, she knew how to please a dick with her mouth. Then she worked my erection free. Pushing it between both of her tits, Kendra already had my neck drawing tight.

“I do the foreplay, and everyone else rewards me for it. Our Master demands we get fair treatment.” For a domme, she was way too happy to submit to a girl five inches shorter than herself.

“There’s no way I’m getting out of this, so do your fucking thing.” Another pitiful attempt at slipping free just dug the rope in harder. “Get it over with, because my nuts are about to explode.”

Kendra rose up and jerked my slacks down with the boxers. Sliding her panties out of the way, I didn’t even the benefit of that moment of hesitation. She had me in her, all the damn way.

What the hell happened to foreplay? Not that I was ready to pitch a fit.

Her chin pressed against one of my collar-bones, almost as hard her cunt tried skinning my cock. “Think about it. We’re all set for life, and we’ve got our dreams, right within our grasps. We all have our Master to thank for that.”

Like Mika had built herself a cult or something. I kinda worshiped her in my own way, but not like everyone else she’d enslaved. But I had someone praying at my own altar to worry about.

The extra juice inside her swirled around me. “Just think, in a couple of years, we’ll all have what we want.”

My lips were already trembling. “I thought we already had it.”

Kendra shocked herself around my dick, not even bothering to keep herself quiet. “Almost. But at least I don’t have to pick a donor and risk having triplets.”

What she was getting out of this deal finally clicked in my head. “Lucky us.”

One more roll of her hips made the family jewels hurt that much more. “You wanna go ahead and come in me?”

I already knew Mika’s word was law. “I dare you to make it happen.”

She was almost cackling as she rose up. Letting my shaft bounce around, Kendra dropped straight to her knees. “You know I can’t do that yet.”

Getting kicked in the sack had never hurt that much. And I’d taken some bell-ringers. Fuck…

One hand graced the whole length, tip to base. Then her lips repeated the torture.

My nails were already digging into the wood. Layla was already several knuckles into Mika, and Iris was eating Harper out against the wall.

Kendra took damn sweet time, not gripping my bare thighs and pushing her face up until I was fighting for each breath. Another stroke turned my thoughts into static.

Then a second jack. “But you know what?”

I didn’t have an answer in me, other than a slick drop of precum.

“It’s time to let Iris make it even worse.” Another jerk tensed my whole body. “Thank for letting me taste myself.”

Motherfucker…

The game of musical chairs had started, but they weren’t trading partners among themselves. If anything, Iris came my way as everyone else forced Kendra tits-down at the middle of the table. Right in front of me.

Iris wasn’t giving me a break. Two of her fingers dipped into my mouth. “Does Mika taste like she’s ready for it?”

Behind our secretary’s primo body, I saw even more rope come out of that bag. And then Kendra’s white panties slid over her feet. Harper looked too damn excited about getting them all the way off.

Mika was already uncoiling the first length as Harper kept her hold on the lace. I had to lean around Iris, just to watch every thread stuff into Kendra’s mouth.

Holy shit!

All three of them got on our doctor, rolling the chick onto her back. Layla and Harper grabbed an ankle as Mika tied both wrists together. She actually had learned a lot from the teacher she was trying to surpass.

Iris pinched around my chin with a thumb and a couple of fingers. “Why aren’t you paying attention to me right now?”

My nostrils flared. “Look behind you.”

Another bra came off, draping over the top of my head. “No, it’s my turn.”

As I kept watching the show, craning my neck to look around her tits.

“Hey!” Iris pushed her other hand against my abs. “I’m talking to you.”

“I’m listening.” Never taking my eyes off the way Mika bound Kendra’s wrists just as hard my own. But wrapping a length between the legs at one side of the table, making a loop in the center, and pulling Dr. Last’s hands tight to it was something you didn’t want to miss.

Mika finished tidying up the knot and checked up on Harper and Layla. “No, that’s nowhere close to right. Back off!”

Looking at Iris, I knew she was already pissed at me. “Okay, your turn. Queen Kong can handle herself.”

“Could you go ahead and get me even madder at you?” Her pussy split around the end of my cock.

“That a challenge?”

Dropping herself almost to the hilt, Iris gripped the chair on each side of my head hard enough to make the wood pop. “You are the worst submissive ever.”

Mika had her way of fucking with people, but so did I. And hell if Iris was ready for it. “Then punish me for it.”

All that did was prime her pump. The walls of her cunt burned with even more heat. Then her fit midsection rolled her around my shaft.

Fused all the way into her, it wasn’t any secret that I was getting close to the very edge of the cliff again. Thirty seconds in her felt impossible.

“You really think did you any good, smartass?” Another round of the grind started. I was gasping as Iris took off like the anger just fucking renewed her.

Even inhaling hurt. The tease of her passage welled the whole gift up until I started to feel some relief.

Iris hugged around my neck and raced even closer to the finish line. All that pent-up frustration made even the tip of my cock harder enough to crack walnuts.

“Do it. Come in me again!”

Thank fuck!

The second my balloon was about to get that final puff and burst, Iris forced herself off me. “No, I don’t think I’ll let you.”

My heart raced. Feeling the rope start to cut in, at least it gave me a little bit of distraction. Because my balls felt like they’d swelled to the size of grapefruits.

Over the sound of Kendra’s first moans, I heard Mika kick off the third round. “Next!”

Apparently it was Harper. She didn’t waste any time, letting go of that vibrator so it could jitter across the table.

Mika pulled Iris off to the side as Layla picked up that toy and started giving Kendra the riot act.

I was still trying to give myself a pep-talk, promising I’d make it long enough before the pain could black me out. But my next little sprint of torture was putting herself in my lap.

Harper let my dick punch between her thighs as she dropped side-saddle, both legs draping off my left thigh. “Poor thing, getting the same treatment Dr. Last puts us through. Payback’s kind of a bitch, isn’t it?”

I’d never though of it that way, but it was fair. “Keep that up, and I’ll let you get the third ‘gift.’”

She pushed a single finger against the bridge of my nose. “I’m already in line for it. There’s Mika, Kendra, myself… But we haven’t figured out if Iris or Layla would work better as the fourth.”

“Really, you’ve got all planned out that far ahead? What’s the gap between tries?”

“After Kendra’s, you’ll get a six month break. We can’t have too many of us out of the office on maternity leave all at once.” The plump inside of her thighs rose up my length. “Not that it’ll stop me from having practice rounds with you.”

I wanted to roll my eyes, but I knew better than to tempt fate. “So who watches all these kids?”

“Whoever is off. If you really behave yourself, Mika’s fine with letting you choose a nanny as an unofficial fifth.”

“Lucky me...”

Harper tapped me on the cheek with an open palm. “We can afford it, and Kendra has plenty of girlfriends-with-benefits to pick from for her own. She might even give one of them to us.”

Our doctor started wailing from Layla’s debt of experience with a buzzer like that. “From zero to eleven, right off the starting line. This new girl doesn’t understand how to tease, does she?”

One more upward glide of inner legs set my dick on fire. Before my shoulders quit shivering, Harper forced the waist of her panties down. “I’m sure you’ll have fun with that, since she’s got you after I’m done.”

That wasn’t helping slow my roll one bit. Feeling the very precipice of Harper’s cunt swallow my tip was already coursing a new wave of ache through my sack.

Squeezing her walls tight, she all but danced her way back into my lap. If it wasn’t for all the torture, I’d have thought it was a pretty sweet fuck. And I didn’t even like having my hands tied.

Kendra was already weeping. She wasn’t the untamed queen of femdom anymore. Maybe the worst part of the marathon edging session, though.

Harper writhed her belly, snakelike and pouncing the ambush on my cock. Less of the passive, screaming, ‘hold me down and fuck me’ sort, she was best mover the pack. Someone hadn’t just gotten a legal education in her early-twenties.

Slick pussy kept flowing around and along my shaft. The nonstop scorch would make you relish it. Considering how much pain I was in, having my mind taken off of it felt almost as good as coming itself.

Through squinted eyes, I noticed Iris was getting the full tour from Mika. Bathed in sweat and gripping the edge of the table, my ‘wife’ had been the giver of choice when it came to someone getting eat out.

Watching that turned the ride I was getting into a piece of heaven. Trying to keep my mouth shut, the pressure in my veins threatened to pop every inch of them like a balloon.

Harper stopped. “Wait.” Her face leaned close enough that I could feel the heat emanating off her. “I thought I felt that head swell up.”

I was still in her and watching everyone else go at it. “Think you can get me out of you without setting things off?”

Mika ended the show and forced Layla to quit as well. “You’re not getting away with it.” Putting an open hand over Kendra’s mouth, she wasn’t even giving me the benefit of hearing someone come herself into a stupor.

Harper kept still as a painting.

Meanwhile, Iris took Layla’s place with Kendra. “Just remember, you can’t let him climax.”

Paradise had turned to hell as Harper shot up. But she at least gave me some hope, whispering in my ear, “Mika told us to cut you loose when it’s her turn.”

Because I’d be seeing red by then, I’m sure.”

“Kendra’s fine with losing some of her rope, so you’ll get to take Mika by surprise. Just play along with it.” She pulled the end of my cock down before taking that first step away, letting it spring back and forth.

Mika probably knew, but she acted like Harper needed a reward. Diving right into my senior partner, you’d think those two were swimming in hormones.

Letting my head drop forward, every pulse of my heart swelled my nuts hard enough to make me cringe. But I wasn’t out of the woods, or even back on the trail yet.

Darker legs slipped over my own. I was expecting Layla to mix it up with some reverse-cowgirl.

But she draped herself around me instead, giving me full view of those really nice tits I had never seen bare before. Darker areolas than I was used to put a little spice in the mix. Then looking up to see the piercing color of her eyes, teetering on the verge of gray and robin’s-egg-blue…

If the rest of these girls were perfect specimens, Layla was just as flawless. Yet nowhere close to what I was used to admiring.

Layla pushed that clean-shaven cunt against the bottom of my dick. Wet as she was, even on the outside, somebody was enjoying the marrow out of her first night.

Now, there’s strange pussy. Then there’s the kind of girl you’ve never had before.

She was conscious of it too. “I’ve only had two boyfriends, and they’re Middle-Eastern as I am.”

“That’s no problem for me if it isn’t for you.” So long as she wasn’t a virgin. Because despite the fantasies, they’re not fun.

Already bare as the day she was born, Layla didn’t have to bother slipping anything out of the way. Taking me halfway in, at least she proved my worst fear was nothing to think about anymore. “I’ve never let a guy come inside me, so I need you to let me know before it’s too late.”

“Good luck with that.” Getting that much out hurt, but I had to add, “Have they even told you what I’ve been through today?”

Layla forced herself down. The strain in her face told me it hurt. “Kinda.”

They just had to save the tightest for second-to-last. Diving through hair that could have been silk, I begged, “If you let me come, name whatever you want.”

It took her aback. “But that’s not safe for me.”

Looking at Mika wasn’t necessary. She heard it. “Michael Tyler Owens, don’t you fucking dare!”

“You can’t blame me for trying. She’s lost it.”

Layla pushed her tits against me and started rocking. “I knew I was signing on for more than I thought, Do you people do this kind of thing every night?”

“You probably don’t wanna know right now.”

It wasn’t stopping that little motion she had going on. “My parents immigrated here to get away from Quran-thumpers, but even they wouldn’t approve of this.”

We could have that particular talk later. For the moment, I just had to survive.

Layla took the silence like I hoped. There wasn’t anything special about the way she used her hips and ass, but you don’t always need an acrobatic performance. She was gentle about it, even with total follow-through in every direction. One of those boyfriends had taught her well.

Content to sit through the whole ride, I started breathing easier and heavier at the same time. But holy damn, it wasn’t hard to figure out that Layla had just ended a dry-streak that’d kill me. She couldn’t have ridden me hard and hung me up wet if she tried.

That small bit of mercy didn’t account to much, though. Iris was sitting on Kendra’s face, pushing that wand down on herself as she yelled like a pack of coyotes. Meanwhile, Harper kept Mika scissored against her slit, driving both of them just as insane.

Even through her complexion, I saw the blood rushing to Layla’s cheeks. The grind wound tighter and faster. Then she started that up and down bump.

Part of me wanted to let it happen. Tight as this girl was, any condom would have ripped to shreds inside her.

Layla’s toes folded in on themselves, right against the crook of my knees. Pulling some of my leg hair with them, she felt too good and hurt more than I could keep bottled up.

Her cunt swelled one the inside. Driving forward and then rolling herself back, she knew at least one of those tricks.

Pushing her face away from me, Layla stared up as her jaw fell open. “About to come!”

I wanted to grab her breasts more than anything. Everyone else in the room might as well not have been there.

The why of it finally hit me. Feeling her pussy try locking hard, that was the last I was getting of it.

Harper and Iris pulled Layla off of me. Forcing her to squirm it out on the table, Harper left the new girl to Iris.

Pushing a hand between my legs, Harper grinned as Mika trotted over. “A couple more minutes, and they’ll be big as my tits.”

I couldn’t talk anymore. But I sure as hell made sure to remind her about that promise to cut me loose. By the look on my face alone.

The trauma shears next to Kendra were the only thing she could use. Naked, head-to-toe, I already knew she didn’t have a pocket knife hidden in that snatch.

Almost bowling Harper out of the way, Mika jumped on top of me and hugged like a coked-out psychopath. “See? I knew you’d make it!”

That was Harper’s cue, I guess. Grabbing the curved scissors, she only cut one of my wrists free. When the circulation came back to my fingers, I felt the plastic handle resting on the edge of my seat.

But Mika didn’t just feel warm. All that bare skin pressed against me had something else. Like, an energy or something.

The very tip of the shears caught a loop of rope from behind the chair. It hurt to squeeze, even that much. And even more to keep my arms down like nothing had happened.

Mika slid down like she’d turned to liquid. Swallowing my cock down to the base, it forced all the burn to come back. Like I’d worked my nuts too hard at a gym somehow.

I waited for her second dip. Shaking her head to each side, it was purely to make it that much worse.

But then I struck.

Forcing her head to stay right there, I waited until Mika couldn’t handle anymore. Her hands and fingers grasped at my thighs, and then up to my chest.

What she had in strength of will, her body lacked.

Grabbing both of those slender wrists as I kept forcing Mika to take me down her throat, mercy wasn’t on the agenda. It’s not like she could control me if she couldn’t touch the right spot, anyway.

As soon as I let her come up for air, I knew that she knew it just as well. Gasping and dribbling from her bottom lip, Mika did something I never thought she would.

The girl looked afraid of me.

An act or not, I couldn’t afford to take that chance. Pulling her up with me, I stood and kept my lock on both her wrists, lifting them high above her head.

Mika was standing on the ends of her toes. She had enough breath to plead, “You can’t take control. Not right now!”

“Why wouldn’t I?” I knew that expression, but I’d never witnessed even a hint of it out of Mika, up until then. Is that hate in her eyes?

“You don’t know what you’re doing right now...”

“Then tell me about it.”

Her face went into panic-mode for a second. Something like calm fell over her, with a tinge of desperation anyone could see. Mika was about to speak.

But I had my other hand over her mouth. “Know what? I don’t wanna hear it. You’ve been jerking my ass around for too long.”

While I stepped forward, Mika let her feet drag on the floor. As soon as her ass hit the edge of the table, I didn’t give her a chance to stay upright or get a peep out.

Nodding at Harper, I said, “Bust Kendra loose. It’s all-hands-on-deck this time around.”

Mika tried yelling something against my palm. But all she could do was wrap her legs around me. As if it meant something.

Iris and Layla stopped their little, feminine tango about the same time.

Unable to point at them, I looked their way instead. “Both of you, grab a leg and pull her off me.”

They got down as Harper untied Kendra. Everyone looked confused as hell.

That is, other than Mika.

My hand barely let off when she screamed, “This wasn’t the deal, Mikey!”

Poised and ready to shoot in, I held back at the last second. “You’ve brought all four of them on, and now you can have a kid. What are you holding back?”

Mika turned her head, staring at the wall to my right.

But all I had to do was slip that first inch into her.

Her eyes shot wide, and then she locked stares with me again. “I have to be in control. Otherwise...”

“Why’d you just trail off, like you were about to say something you don’t want to?”

Mika’s legs parted as Iris and Layla did their jobs. But she wasn’t saying another word.

I didn’t just push through. I fucking slammed hard enough to move the table I’d spent too much on. “Well? Start talking, or I’ll just ask Harper to blow me until I’m done.” Because you gotta love those lips on that woman.

Kendra was still getting herself back together, but she didn’t mind holding both of Mika’s arms together. “I might know something.”

The way Mika panicked said it all. But she started running her trap anyway. “Don’t you dare tell him!”

“Tell me what?” I gave our mutual captive a pump, gripping hard around the small of her waist.

Kendra rose her brows before she looked at me. Then at Mika again. “You’ve just lost your power over us, haven’t you?”

A desperate outburst from Mika wiggled her just the right way. When I gripped her jaw and forced her to look me in the eyes, that spite had turned to outright terror.

Not I was about to pull out of her. “I get it now.” Everyone taking my orders all of a sudden. “If I win out tonight, Mika loses every bit of control she’s had on us.”

The only weapon she had left came out of the holster. “But Mikey, we have a perfect life for everyone, guaranteed.”

I pulled almost all the way out. Then her entire body jolted. “If I test something, and it works, what’s to stop me from taking your spot at the peak of the totem pole?”

Mika let the tears well up. “I’ll die.”

Letting go of her waist with my left hand, I put a hand on Mika’s forehead. “Is that true? And if not, what’s about to happen?”

A jolt shot up my arm. Not electric, but like information, distilled down to pure energy. Then I heard her voice in my head for the first time since the operation. You’ll lift the curse and take my place.

You’re a fucking parasite, then.

No, I always have loved you. It felt like the honest-to-God truth. And I won’t actually die, outside of my role in the hex.

So why is it such a problem? What would be so bad about transferring your powers to me?

Even in my head, she had all the dripping sarcasm you’d expect. Uh, because I won’t get to fuck with everyone anymore.

Cracking myself deep into her, I looked at Kendra, hoping she’d have some kind of guidance. Still holding Mika’s wrists together, all I got was concern and a hint of anger. So I had to ask, “What do you think? Would that power be better in my hands?”

Kendra shrugged. “I don’t even know what the hell’s going on between you two.”

Swollen-balls-deep in Mika wasn’t exactly the time for a moral quandary. I put my attention back on her, doing that bump and swirl that always pushed me up to the edge. So does our first kid end up with this power from birth?

Mika began screaming with her mouth, but still spoke clearly in my brain. Yes. And he or she would still have their own version of me, and that ring in their chest.

So basically, they’d have their own slave. Which struck me wrong as bubblegum on a pizza.

Her cunt flowed with a sudden rush of wetness. But Mika still had more to say. As things are now, your family has gone on to do amazing things, just like yourself. It was all because of our help.

Which also meant my own mother, and all the way back to my great-great grandmother, were the cause of their hubands’ greatness. So what do you get out this?

Your happiness, and a good life for myself and my child. They all go hand-in-hand for every doyen like me.

Something clicked in my head as I got into that heavy, hammering kind of pace that signaled the end. If I’d been born with Mika’s influence over people, there’s no telling what kind of monster I could have turned out being. Not to mention, my first child could end up the same way.

I stopped, mid-thrust. “Everyone, let her go.”

They all did at once.

Mika stared back at me. Confused, but also with the kind of gratitude you’d expect from someone you were donating a kidney to. Her voice was unsteady from getting fucked half to death, but still warm. “Whatever changed your mind, I’ll draw it from you later.”

I pulled out of Mika and grabbed both of her hands. Sitting in the chair again, I guided her right into my lap.

She pushed those C-cups forward and guided me back in. “You just won yourself so many blowjobs.”

I grabbed hold, getting each pink eraser tip between my knuckles. “I could have got them whenever I want, if I’d gone the other way.”

Her cunt had my dick on the full tilt-a-whirl, grinding flesh against skin. “Well, congratulations, you—” She cut off, going right into moaning. “God, you’re hard.”

The rush was coming on too strong to keep my hands on her tits. Dropping down to her thighs instead, even my skin was burning hot enough to glow now.

Mika put her hands on mine, gripping tight and ramping up the pace. Adding some of those machine-gun bumps up and down, her voice had just about gone squeaky-toy.

Flexing my ass, just to bump myself that quarter of an inch deeper, my sack hurt more than ever. But this close to finally getting the relief I needed, I couldn’t do anything that might have slowed her down.

A little more tightness rolled through her pussy. How she kept going with all friction, I didn’t know. Nor did I care.

Fingers wrapped together as Mika rested her chin on my shoulder. Her entire body flexed at once, curling against me like she was trying to collapse into herself. “Do it! Come for me...”

My teeth felt like they were about to crack. I seethed out a moan as my legs straightened out.

That good, old tingle overcame the ache. With the pressure valve turned in my sack, Mika gave me one more flood of wet to go with the speed she was dancing away with.

“Do it.” Now her cheek was on my shoulder. “Make me even happier...” The whole chair rocked back with her final jerk.

Almost howling, I shot the first load. Or rather, fucking exploded in her.

Mika went into tremors, never letting go of that grip. Inside or out.

Each wave felt better than the last. Plunged all the way through, this was one of those chin-shivering orgasms you’ll always remember. For both of us.

Through the fog, some part of my mind remembered what the result would be. My first kid. Hell, the purpose we’re all driven to have sex for.

Mika let go of my hands, grazing her fingers up my arms. “Don’t stop. Let it all out.”

I didn’t know how she was able to talk, much less string a word together. Around the fourth toss, I couldn’t even think a whole syllable.

With all the cum flowing around in her, she had enough to slip her cunt up my shaft again. She dropped, wiggling until I felt the head push against that bulb in her deepest wall.

My fifth roared out. And then I lost all sense of where and even who I was.

Too many pent-up climaxes felt like they’d never stop until they drained me into a husk.

But finally, the world started to make sense again.

Mika’s body was still locked onto mine. Her skin felt like she was running one of those fevers that puts you in the hospital.

But that trip wasn’t happening for another nine or ten months. Somehow, I knew it would take. As you do when you come that hard.

She hugged even tighter. “Warm.”

Maybe she was talking about the stuff dripping out of her. Or maybe it was what both of us were feeling in our souls.

I still didn’t have the wits about me to speak. Even less so when she finally lifted herself up after I’d gone flaccid.

Everyone stood around us. Silence thick enough to feel was all I heard.

Until Kendra sighed. “And that, gals, is how you make a baby. Keep that in mind when it’s your turn with him.”

The only response I could pull was a grin.


The others took way more than once, seeing as how birth control lingers for a while. And the first try doesn’t work, except when you don’t want it to.

Layla buttoned her top and fixed her hair back into place in the mirror. The cleaning people wondered about the hair brush and piles of makeup in my office drawer. But at least you know why they’re there.

She pushed one more brown curl into place before turning around. “Alright, I’m off for my eleven o’ clock appointment.”

“Don’t let the DA’s people bullshit about why they can’t share the documents. They know well and clear how hard they’re railroading the guy.” It was a local case about a cop getting shot during a no-knock raid, and the homeowner understandably blasting whoever had just kicked in his door.

As Layla walked out, Mika took her place and kicked the door shut. With little Darien in her arms. We’d just celebrated his second birthday.

She smiled too much for my comfort. “He’s babbling to himself. I think his own incarnation of me has woken up.”

At least he wasn’t putting a hand on foreheads and demanding whatever he wanted. Up until he’d grow old enough to think the voice in his head might be weird, we could play it off as a kid being a damn kid. But like my own father, I didn’t think telling him the whole truth would help.

Mika let him down. Darien had just figured out how to run. And straight to me he came.

I put him on my knee and bounced my leg. “We can’t keep letting this office turn into a daycare.”

Mika handed her phone my way. “Well, that’s why I’ve been looking for a nanny.” Harper and Kendra already had their own kids by me. And Iris was just about to go on maternity leave.

“So you are gonna let me have that fifth ‘wife.’ Mighty generous of you.” I scrolled through the profiles she’d marked. Some little brunette with a pixie cut caught my eye. “This one’s cute.”

“I knew you’d go right for her.” Mika picked the ball up from behind my desk and tossed it at Darien. “We need to interview her, first.”

“Why?” Mika could turn a serial-killer into a saint, as far as I was concerned. “One swipe of your hand, and she’d nanny the hell of these kids.”

“That works on the other four walking around this office. When it comes to everyone else, I can only give them specific commands that apply to one thing.”

News to me. “Okay, then. So how far could I go with her?”

“Get Layla pregnant first. Then we can talk about it.”

The house was already getting fucking crowded. Two kids under my roof already, but at least Kendra had her own place for herself and Emily. Who was about to turn three-months-old, by the way.

“Call the girl in. If I’m allowed to have a side-piece, I want her to look different from the rest of you.”

Mika looked taken aback. “That’s what you’re gonna call her? There’s nothing in the rules that says you can only have five of us.”

“Huh. So why can’t you rewire the chick?”

“Because you told me not to go lobotomizing people.” Mika bent down, both fists on her hips. “If you want this one to worship at your feet like everyone else, it’s on you.”

Payback’s a bitch. And sometimes, she’s your wife.


HAREM PROJECT ALPHA 3

“The fucked up part about hunting your own kind, is seeing yourself in them.”

Wes recalled Elena’s story about how ‘Aunt’ Emmy became the first Queen-Type to go rogue. “What did they really make you do?” He didn’t care that Janus was still seated next to his mother.

The grin on Elena’s end was almost audible. “I didn’t want to, but I understood the danger of my kind.”

“As in?”

“Think of what Holly is now and then give her the power to control thousands.”

Jenna had to have been warped beyond recognition as well. Whether from days of being around Holly or the Succuba Gamma didn’t matter. All Wes needed was confirmation of his worst fears. “That’s fucked up.”

“Hey, if your dad hadn’t stepped in, I’d be an old bat asking for tithes on a shitty cable-access channel right now.”

Wes knew it was the truth. “I see you’re fine with being a monster. How do I avoid the same fate?”

“You can’t.” Elena eased back in her seat as she scooted her seat away, making sure Wes knew the camera was on her desk. “If the world wants to go to shit, it’s on us to be the nightmare future dictators fear. Otherwise, it’ll be the same hell all over again.”

Some of Janus’ madness had infiltrated her mind. Wes tried dropping all shame as he answered, “Sounds like it’s easy being evil.”

“That’s harsh.” Like she’d seen more than anyone should ever have to face, Elena stared back through his screen. “Billions are dead, for the sake of profit. Don’t tell me you’re still looking for meaning where there isn’t any.”

“I get what you’re hinting at, but it’s totally unfair to pin it all on business.”

“I never said it was all companies’ fault. Politicians and the people themselves hold some blame.” Elena leaned forward as she crossed her legs, finally. “All those deaths weren’t for a greater sacrifice. Ten percent of India died of heat stroke in the last five years. I would say they’ve been throwing air-conditioners up left and right in Mumbai. But that city’s been underwater for a decade.”

“Then what you’re saying is, ‘we’re still the cold, unfeeling bastards we’ve always been throughout history.’ Is that it?”

“You got the unfeeling part right.” Elena cracked her wicked grin. “Except some of us aren’t so cold. We just talked about more than a hundred million peoples’ brains roasting in their skulls.”

“Next, you’ll tell me that I’m the real villain, because I amassed wealth in my life.”

“Not at all.” His mother scooted the chair next to Janus. “The only thing I ever respected about this guy was that he gave up making himself even richer to try and make the world better. Yeah, Janus fucked it up pretty badly, but he did put in an honest effort.”

Wes rubbed his eyes with two fingers. “Mom, you’re almost making sense. Put that in English, please.”

“Money doesn’t make a better, worse, or even different person. It only amplifies who you truly are.”

“I gave up my company, but I’d have done this if I was unemployed too.”

“Doesn’t that prove my point?”

“What even is your point?”

Janus’ chair lurched forward, jerking his chin almost into his chest. He grabbed the wrist-phone with gnarled fingers. “You and I both know what your mother is capable of, but we’ve finally compromised. You should hear it for yourself.”

Even with his own powers to influence people, Wes knew it paled in comparison to Elena’s. “Are you sure you’re saying this of your own free will?”

“I know better than you how much she’s wished me dead for years, and why.” Janus looked away for a moment before turning his eyes back. “I have weeks left, if I’m lucky. It’s time to have the talk I’ve been dreading for too long.”

Wes had assumed Janus still had months, if not a year or two. “So it’s not the Alzheimer's?”

“Renal failure, and I’d rather let it take me than let my mind rot any further. Losing who you even are seems worse than death itself.”

The urge to protest welled up. “If you’re at peace with it, trying to convince you otherwise would just be selfish of me.”

Janus smiled, this time without the hint of a loaded joke behind it. “I’ll be right here. See you soon.”


Every step of the walk felt like a note in a funeral dirge. Yes, Janus’ impending death had been known since before Wes had even set foot in New Zealand. Losing Janus’ guidance so soon after made every step feel like a swinging log to the ribs.

Scrub gave way to edible landscaping as he got closer to the central compound. The fact that it was the planning ground of the next world order still felt as unreal as the first time he’d heard it.

The crazy bastard picked Mom, out of all the options he had. How much of a choice it was didn’t matter anymore. The only important part was that it had happened.

Pulling at the metal loops in the door, Wes felt the relief of cool, dehumidified air again. We still use air conditioning in the mildest climate in the world, but blame others for using it to survive? Elena had always had a bigger pair of balls than any man Wes had met.

Dr. Clare-Rickard was cradling her beloved notes and leaning against a wall as Wes made it to the third floor. She could tell that her husband had just given him the news. “Janus should have told you sooner.”

He couldn’t believe how clinical she was being about it. “I guess you’ve known for a while.”

“When someone gets to his age, it can happen at any time. You get used to it after checking if he’s napping in his chair or just plain dead for so many years.”

Wes’ only real exposure to death had been his father. “I’m sorry to hear it. If you need anything, don’t hesitate to ask.”

“They’re waiting, so you’d better head in.” As if even her husband’s impending death wouldn’t tear Cynthia away from her work. She turned to face him one last time before leaving. “And candidates three and four will arrive in the morning.”

“Two of them at once?” Bringing his little harem up to four already. “Why?”

Dr. Clare was already too far down the corridor to hear.


Janus already seemed weaker in-person. But he kept explaining what he wanted out of the colonies anyway. “You balance devotion and rationality, Ava has already made carrying on Cynthia’s work her own purpose, and your mother is as fair as she is ruthless. Who else could I have picked?”

Wes didn’t have any better answers. He knew Elena wouldn’t let her emotions get in the way of doing whatever had to be done. Often enough to be a risk to the end-goals, anyway. “That’s always been the problem with ethics. Swing too far toward sentimentality, and you might as well do nothing. Abandon everything but cold logic, and you become a monster.”

Like the student had learned the master’s core teaching, Janus let his shoulders relax. “Balance and context. And not in the wishy-washy ‘the truth is in the middle’ or ‘both sides are bad’ kinds of way.”

The truth had always felt like a moving target for Wes. Learn more, and it would shift somewhere else. Maybe not as far away as before, but it was never a static goal. “Still, it’s priming us to be called hypocrites.”

“So what?” Janus pressed the button to scoot himself closer to Wes’ seat. “No matter what we do, someone will anyway.”

The glaring contradiction came right to his mind. “Like the breeding program. If we’re supposed to reduce the human population, wouldn’t one child to every woman work better?”

Elena had the philosophy Janus had been trying to outline down already. “No matter what we do, famine and war will claim a few billion more lives before things get better. I know it’s cold, but if we want to guide human evolution, a bottleneck is the best chance to do so.”

Wes knew it was the truth. His donations to humanitarian groups in the past few years had accomplished nothing. Roving militias seizing aid and humanity’s refusal to live a simpler life to save itself seemed like our nature. Even after he’d pissed away more than the gross domestic product of some nations.

Janus tried clapping his hands together, barely making an audible pat. “Don’t look at it like we’re forcing the world into our way of thinking. It’s more like we’re presenting an alternative.”

As opposed to the system that allowed humanity explode to ten billion, and then crash like an overcrowded aquarium. Wes wanted to agree more than anything, but he knew certain interests were dug in. “Overcoming what people have believed for over a century will be an uphill battle, at best.”

Like it wasn’t a concern, Janus shot right back, “That’s why this project will take hundreds of years itself. How it overcomes that hurdle is up to you two.”

Elena spun her chair around and tucked her legs in like the weight of the world’s problems wasn’t half on her shoulders. “No pressure, right?” Anything resembling whimsy from her always meant she was cracking some kind of sick joke.

Wes emptied his lungs with one huff. “It’s not like I can back out now.” He eased back a little. “Now, tell me about the new girls coming in tomorrow.”


Amelie and Eve, huh… It sounded too biblical. And despite the different last names, they looked too similar. Not quite twin brunettes, but they close enough to fool some people. And both were all of twenty-five, a year younger than Wes.

According to GeneFactor’s records, they weren’t related at all. The only recent change was on their close friendship being the deciding factor in placing them in the same home. It gave Wes the suspicion that their father might be the same Donor.

He knew he’d have to talk Ava into a genetic test on them. GeneFactor had gotten into the business of faking results to suit its own purposes. Wes couldn’t trust what was ‘official.’

Otherwise, they looked like a solid win for any straight man. Amelie Benedict, a promising medical resident. And Eve Whitaker, already hold ‘PhD’ behind her name and rising star in the field of microbiology. Beautiful and brainy seemed like par for the course.

Wes closed the hologram of their records with a poke at his watch. Are we supposed to pair off the women with each other? Judging by Holly and Jenna’s compatibility, it seemed so.

His own reservations wouldn’t make their new life any easier, so Wes tried to shut them into the back of his mind. It was already past midnight, and they were set to arrive within seven hours.

Making sense of it all would have to wait.


The chopper pounded air in the distance. Wes shielded his eyes from the sun until he saw the faint dot.

Ava was there with everyone else. Grabbing her by the arm, he tried to pull her away from the group around the helipad without a fuss.

He figured she’d have no idea what it was about, but her true suspicion almost made him forget about his own issue. She squinted back at the group. “Don’t you think Mom and Jareth are getting a little too touchy-feely?”

One glance behind him confirmed what his sister had caught before him. His half-brother had a hand dangerously low around Elena’s waist. Even worse, one of her hands had tucked under his belt. What the hell?

“I mean, they’re not related, but thinking about Dad’s first kid getting it on with Mom squicks me out.” Ava poked Wes under the ribs. “See, look at that! It’s like they’re dating or something.”

Wait a second… It was almost too good to be true. “If it reigns Mom in, would it be so bad?”

Ava was about to start yelling. That is, until Wes covered her mouth with one hand.

And he couldn’t afford to get distracted. Almost growling, Wes semi-whispered, “Listen, I need you to run genetic tests on these new girls we’re waiting for. “

Waiting for his sister to calm down, he heard the rotor wash draw closer. The noise was about to ramp up exponentially.

“I won’t believe they’re not sisters until I see a test you’ve done, personally.”

Wes’ revelation shocked Ava more than the younger version of their father Elena was chasing. Feeling safe in that, Wes removed his hand, letting her start in. “You don’t trust Dr. Clare?”

He could talk at a normal level now, without spilling the beans to everyone else. “Yes and no.”

“Why would she lie about something like that? If GeneFactor fudged their genealogy results, I’m sure she’d put it in their internal files.”

“If you confirm they’re not related, I’ll put more trust in Cynthia from here on out. Believe me, I want to be wrong.”

Ava cocked her head. “What’s wrong with having kids with a pair of sisters, so long as they’re not your own?”

Wes couldn’t help smirking. “What’s wrong with Mom getting banged by one of Dad’s kids, so long as she didn’t have him?”

“Because it’s gross!”

“A threesome between myself and two sisters is legit incest. Mom and Jareth getting it on wouldn’t be. There’s the damned difference.”

Ava nearly had to shout over the chop in the air. “But she’s old enough to be his mom.”

Wes eased closer instead of running himself out of breath. “And looks as young as we do. If he’s set to live as long as her and looks almost exactly like Dad, I don’t blame Mom one bit.”

The landing gear descended as the chopper hovered directly over the concrete pad. Ava had given up, punching Wes in the arm instead. “Just take your new toys and have fun.”

Breeding stock, experiments, and now toys. Wes hated the terms for his own kind like they were slurs. Am I gonna be the only one here who sees ourselves as people?


Wes had given Amelie and Eve the tour of the central compound himself. Stepping across the boundary of his own patch of the mowed valley, he stopped in front of them and turned around. “I’ll show you two the other parts of the colony tomorrow. In the meantime, welcome home.”

They looked at each other and giggled behind their hands like teenagers. Whispering too low for him to make it out, neither one of them took their eyes off Wes.

“Something wrong?”

Eve, the shorter one with a higher voice and a tad more curves, took the lead. “Why haven’t we met the other two yet?”

“Holly’s getting your homecoming ready, and Jenna’s doing who-the-hell-knows what.” They’re supposed to have IQ’s over 150, but they act like airheads. “I think the four of you will get along fine.”

Amelie piped up before Wes could turn for the porch. “So, what about yourself? We don’t know a thing about you, other than your name and that you head our family now.”

“That brunette who swabbed your cheeks is my big sister.” Wes started for the door, with or without them. Even thinking of his argument with Ava pushed his blood pressure up. “The goofy fucker who looks kinda like me is my half-brother, Jareth.”

Between the sound of gravel crunching behind him, Wes heard Amelie’s next question. “And the blonde girl? She looks just like Ava, other than the hair color.”

“That’s our Director, Elena Jensen.”

“So is she be your sister too?”

Wes kept quiet until he had them in the shade of the gabled porch. “She’d be happy to hear that, considering she’s my mother.” And whether his half-brother was trying to get in his mom’s pants, or if it was the other way around, wasn’t putting him in a happier mood.

Eve snatched his arm before Wes could grab the door. “Hold up, she’s way too young.”

And you’re way too nosy. “I guess I inherited some good genes, huh?”

Amelie sounded meek as she asked the obvious. “And your father?”

“Dead for the past twenty years. He was one of GeneFactor’s donors, just like your fathers.”

Both of them shut up and looked at him with a mix of sympathy and pain. Amelie broke the silence. “Eve’s died when she was in high school, and I never met my father.”

Another log tossed on the fire of suspicion. “This is supposed to be a happy day for all of us.” He faked a smile and opened the door, waving them in. “Come on, let’s see what Holly’s been planning.”


Wes had excused himself from the massive dining room table fit to seat the planned family of nineteen, plus several guests. Ducking into the nearest bathroom, the lights flicked on without any input.

The screen on his watch had Ava’s call code preloaded from earlier. Wes tapped and waited for several endless seconds.

Her face looked too chipper as she started talking like this Maury Povich guy they remembered watching as kids. “In the case of twenty-five year old Eve, Todd Whitaker… You are the father! In the case of twenty-five year old Amelie, you are... not the father!”

“Really, Ava?” The relief was there, but his sister could ruin anything with a joke.

“What? They’re not related, so you’re free to bang away, right?”

Wes tilted his head up to look away from the screen. “Yeah, thanks.”

Before he could end the call, Ava butted in, “You owe me now.”

“And you just sounded like Mom. Do I need to chaperon you and Jareth now?” He looked at her with a hard smirk.

It sunk into Ava’s head a couple of seconds later. “Oh fuck you!” Ava caught herself before Wes could fire his next zinger. “And don’t you make a crack about us out of that, either.”

“You know me well.”

“I’d hope so.” Ava stopped her fuming act. “Either way, have fun role-playing the twin angle with them. They really do act like sisters, even though they’re not.”

Gross. “Call your favor in later. Bye.”

At least he knew now. The lights shut off behind him automatically as he left to get back to everyone else.

Wes rounded the corner and almost ran into Holly as she carried dessert. She was glowing and beaming like a newlywed bride who’d just gotten a positive pregnancy test. “You know, I really like those two.”

Keeping his voice down, he took the red velvet cake from her hands. “In what way?”

Holly blushed. “Not like that.” Her face got even redder. “Yet, anyway.” From the living model of the CEO’s ideal girlfriend, to a complete nympho housewife.

Wes held the cake up in one hand, using the other to give Holly the pat on the ass she’d always liked, even before the colony. “You did good today.” Which he always tried to remind her of, daily.

Holly thrived on praise for keeping the house in order. “Stop! I can’t go in there blushing like this.”

“What, your girlfriend might get jealous?”

“You know Jenna and I are just really close friends.”

“Incredibly close. Two knuckles inside each other, even.”

Holly swatted him on the thigh. “Hush. You like to watch us before you join in anyway.”

“Wanna test drive these two for me?”

Like he’d asked the impossible, Holly slammed the brakes mid-step. “It’s not like I know them that well yet.”

“And you’ve known Jenna for more than a couple of weeks?”

Scrunching one side of her mouth at him and dropping her eyebrows, Holly then crossed her arms before answering, “Neither have you.”

Fair point. But Wes paused before he could get out his next thought. “Give them several days to adjust, and then get to ‘know’ them?”

“I was thinking tomorrow.” Holly started turning for the dining room. “Speaking of which, Jenna told me there’s a really nice swimming hole with a waterfall in one of the valleys. I think we should make an afternoon of it.”

Wes followed, getting one more addendum out. “After we take care of everything else. They still need to see the rest of the colony before you get any ideas.”

“Then why not do both at once?”


Eve and Amelie were as awestruck with the periphery facilities as they’d been over the central compound, and their new home. Wes started the electric motor on the utility vehicle as Jenna and Holly followed the new additions.

Wes stopped Holly before she could claim shotgun. “Tour’s over. I need Jenna up here.”

Holly smiled and opened the door wider. As Jenna slid in, she took her place in the back next to Eve. “You two remembered to grab swimsuits, right?”

The pile of bikinis and beach towels in the cargo bed had reminded Wes of the ultimate goal all morning. Amelie, starting to seem like the more curious of the two, let out the obvious. “There’s no beach here. From what I saw, it’s a good mile of cliffs in either direction.”

Jenna fastened her seat belt, the diagonal strap forcing her tits apart under her olive top. “Wes, take the road south and cross the ridge. We’re heading for the creek in the next valley.”

Which meant three or four kilometers on gravel, and no telling how far on foot. Even though it was barely past noon, Wes already knew how long it took to get anywhere in this terrain.“How long will it take?”

“Maybe an hour.”

Backing the rambler up, he checked the rear view mirror and caught Holly whispering something to Eve. By the time they were moving forward, he’d already figured the house matron was brewing some kind of plan. What shocked him was how pleased Eve looked.


Nearly a mile, up a hollow that made coastal California seem flat as a pool table... And no hint of a trail other than the creek itself. Wes had been holding back a string of obscenities that kept getting longer with the hike for a while.

Jenna, the lone athlete of the group, kept having to stop for everyone else. But this time, she wasn’t frowning as she waited.

Climbing up the rise, Wes heard a faint roar of water grow until he had to piss. The only saving grace was that the walk back would be downhill.

The subtropical forest split at the top of the rise. A sheet of turquoise spread until everyone hit the peak. The water going clear with only a few more feet of elevation almost made him snap.

“It’s a damn puddle.”

Jenna undid the front of her shorts. “No, it just looks like it from here.” She pointed to the sheet of water coming off the overhanging rocks. “Every waterfall has a pool under it.”

At least it looks clean. Wes unlaced his boots. “How deep?”

“A few parts go over my head.” Which wasn’t saying much, considering how short Jenna was. She winked at Holly. “You can swim, right?”

Sitting on a rock as she unbuttoned her shirt, Holly stuck out one middle finger without skipping a beat. “You’ve got all of two inches on me.”

Wes pulled his own shirt off. Sitting it in the growing heap of clothes, he couldn’t help slipping in his own jab. “Relatively speaking, when you’re that short, two more inches means a lot.”

“Fuck both of you.”

Jenna stepped in to make it even worse. “Is that a promise?”

“Piss off.”

It reminded Wes of the bladder emergency. He looked at Jenna as he stepped back in his boots. “How far up the hill do I need to go for a leak?”

“It’s not our water supply, but yeah, don’t piss in it. As long as you go on a tree, fifty feet past the clearing should be enough.”

With Amelie following behind him, Wes took the easiest path up. Out of sight of the rest, he stopped at a split in the animal trail. The fact that she was only in a bra, boots, and a tiny strip of cutoff jeans made Wes smile more than he intended. “Well, what do you think of the place?”

She pushed a few stray locks off her forehead. “If this is supposed to be our new lives, it’s like a permanent vacation with a part-time job.”

“Don’t get too comfy. Once all the houses fill up, we’ll have more work.”

“Yeah, but it’s still nowhere near as much as I was working in my residency. Like, less than half every week.”

He could have said the same about his old life. “You go left, I’ll go right.”

“Sure.” Amelie turned away with a grin and a blush.

Finding a gnarled trunk to wet up, Wes unzipped his pants. Did she think I brought her up here for something else? Or maybe acting so flirty was the default with Succuba Gamma.

Shaking the last few drops off his prick, Wes zipped himself up. He gazed up the slope, seeing nothing but a solid barrier of life.

Most people would call this paradise. Not that there were many places like it remaining in the late-2040’s. The rest of the world is going to shit, and here we are, barely working and fucking our brains out.

If he hadn’t heard Amelie’s footsteps, Wes probably wouldn’t have found her again. They met in a place that wasn’t where they’d parted. She looked around, getting dangerously close to hugging against him as she said, “Remind me not to get lost out here.”

“No joke.” The noise of the waterfall and the slope pointed the way, but it still felt like they were miles from anyone. “Keep walking downhill until you hit the coast, I guess?”

“You flew in the same way I did, right?” Amelie wrapped her arms around one of his own. “I think I saw a town to the north, way off, but I’m not sure.”

“Te Puia isn’t even a town, and it’s miles from the coast. You probably saw Waipiro Bay.” Which was just a few houses and abandoned buildings.

Amelie pulled herself tighter against his arm. “Holly told us about what we’re supposed to do here.”

“And?”

“Is she pranking us?”

Balling a fist, Wes figured it was time to learn how much candidates really knew ahead of time. “What did she tell you that GeneFactor didn’t?”

She almost hugged around his elbow. “Before the medication, we weren’t told much. That’s what worries me.”

“And it made you act differently than normal.” Well, someone else has their sanity left. Thank fuck.

“Would you have agreed to all this before?”

Amelie rested her forehead against Wes’ bicep. “I know it sounds awful, but I really don’t know. If I assume the world will keep getting worse, it’s not even be a question.”

She hadn’t said much, but it explained a lot. “You wanted to help people. Even doctors have it rough nowadays, so I know med school wasn’t about the money for you.”

“And what about yourself?”

Unlike his tech CEO friends, Wes hadn’t bought himself a bunker and years of preserved food. “You know about GeneFactor’s history, right?”

“Enough to know why I never met my father.”

Wes didn’t have it in him to break the news that he had likely died of heart failure years ago. “The head of this org put the future of it in my family’s hands. Not that I was told much more than you before I got here.”

The rest of her body pushed against Wes. “Well, I can already tell you and Holly were a thing before all of this. She acts like she’s your wife.”

“Matron of the house, but yeah, we’d been dating for two years before this.” A pang of guilt made Wes ask what he hadn’t even asked Jenna yet. “So, did you have anyone before now?”

Amelie took half a step back. “Kinda, but it wasn’t that serious. Between my residency and his schedule, we saw each other every other week, if we were lucky.”

It wasn’t enough to guilt Wes too badly, but it told him that Amelie and Eve had simply been close friends before arriving. “We’d better head back. They’re probably talking about how we’re doing more than taking a piss already.”

Letting her hand wrap around Wes’, Amelie followed him down the hill. “Holly told us the basics.”

Wes almost stopped in his tracks.

“But I’m glad you’re after more than that.”

Which did plant his feet in the ground. “How many milligrams of Succuba Gamma do they have you on, and how long have you been on it?”

“Two doses of thirty, daily, for two weeks now.”

The exact same as Holly and Jenna before they arrived. “I know this is the last thing I should ask, but what’s your weight?”

“I’m a medical resident, so I used put people on scales all the time.” But Amelie still paused. “One forty.”

Putting her around a third over Holly’s weight. Which didn’t make a girl barely shorter than himself heavy by any means. “That explains why you’re acting a little more normal than the rest.”

“Define ‘normal’ here.”

For the colony itself, totally insatiable and with a hard case of the baby rabies. Wes turned where he stood and leaned against a massive tree trunk. “I’m supposed to tell Dr. Clare-Rickard about any differences so they can be corrected.”

Amelie dropped one brow. “So I’m not up to code?”

“I want you to keep your mouth shut about it. I will too.”

Her mouth twisted like she was trying to read his intentions. Amelie kicked at a fallen stick in front of her. “You want me as some kind of control sample, is that it?”

“No, I want someone with at least some their sanity intact.” He looked up at the solid canopy of leaves through the undergrowth. “And I think you can help me figure out what even my sister won’t tell me.”

“She ran a genetic profile on us, didn’t she?”

“The cheek swab gave it away?”

Wes heard Amelie make a couple of steps closer to him. “Don’t worry, I’m not related to Eve. I already did the same test, because I’ve had my own suspicions for years.”

He looked down and realized their postures matched exactly. Crossed arms, leaning on a tree, one foot propped on the toes. “Then we’re on the same page about this place.”

“Eve is why I got talked into this. What made you doubt it?”

“I knew even less than you did before I arrived. The promise I’d made to Janus as my godfather and biggest investor in my company obligated me to do it. But I hate all the secrets they’re not telling me.”

Amelie grabbed the smaller trunk behind her and leaned forward. “It doesn’t look like it’ll be a bad life, though. Especially since GeneFactor paid off my student loans for signing up. Cynthia even promised to handle my residency requirements under her supervision.”

“I looked at the list of jobs they’re planning on staffing with the colonists. Are you supposed to be the general practitioner, OB/GYN, or pediatrician?”

Her cheeks went peachy shade of pink. “I haven’t decided on my specialization yet. I was only on the first year of my residency.”

Te Puia’s hospital seemed the most likely place for the program, since such a tiny rural hospital wouldn’t turn down free volunteers as residents. Cynthia had been more of a geneticist than a practicing medical doctor for decades, anyway.

Wes pushed himself off the bark. “I’ve already said they’ll be wondering why we’re gone so long. I do want to talk more about this later.”

Amelie had more pep in her walk than before. “Same.”


The sun had traveled far enough to end the girls’ tanning session on the pebble beach. Wes hated to admit that Jenna had been right about the secret pool, but he couldn’t deny how much six feet of spring-fed water had cooled him off. He assumed generations of colonists would make first trips there a rite of passage.

Hearing them chat over the noise of the waterfall, Wes figured it was time to leave the shade of the overhanging rocks and the boulder that let him sit up to his neck in the water.

Jenna’s voice made it through the splashing. “One more dip?”

It didn’t take long for pairs of sloshing feet to close in.

Holly sounded worried as they reached the drop-off. “I don’t see him.”

“Back here!” He stood on top of the hidden seat. “Behind the waterfall!”

Backstroking until he felt the ledge, Wes then pulled himself up on the slick rock. The hidden grotto wasn’t deep enough to be a cave, but the only entry was to swim through the fall.

Their splashing kept getting closer until one face after another broke through the water curtain. Eve and Holly grabbed the rock shelf first.

The cool air made Holly’s yellow bikini top poke in the middle of each breast. “Why didn’t you tell us about this?”

Jenna and Amelie added to the crowd. Like she was throwing back to her figure skating days, Jenna stood in her white two-piece, complete with blue frills around the waist. Pointing at the ceiling, she said, “There’s black shale over a layer of mudstone. I should have figured there’d be kind of hole back here.”

It made sense to Wes for a forestry biologist to know a decent amount of geology. “Any caves likely nearby?”

“All the rock is sedimentary around here, so it’s not likely.”

Which told Wes he wouldn’t have to worry about future generations losing members to teenage caving accidents.

Holly pushed herself against him, her nipples pressing into the bottom of his ribs. Pushing herself up on tippy-toes, she whispered, “Sometime when I’ve got you to myself, we’re sneaking here.”

“I don’t there’s any curfew or travel bans for us.”

“You know what I mean.”

His trunks felt like they’d just shrunk two sizes.

Jenna pointed at Wes’ hips and grinned. “Well, someone likes what he just heard.”

Eve looked impressed, but Amelie stayed back with a knowing smile.

Wes put an arm around the small of Holly’s back. “Does everything have to be about my dick?”

Holly patted on the lower reach of his stomach. “Yeah, kinda. Have you already forgotten where you are?”

“Fu—” He cut himself off. ‘Fuck me,’ was likely to turn the leisure trip into an orgy.

Knowing his habits, Holly hugged around his side. “Fuck you? I know every single one of us can arrange that.”

“You know what I would have meant.”

“And we talked about this last night. Remember?”

Eve and Amelie’s attention perked up, for totally different reasons between them.

Now I know what she meant by ‘Then why not both at once?’ “They haven’t agreed to shit.”

Like it was nothing, Eve trotted forward. “Uh, I did.”

Wes looked at Amelie. She blushed, but couldn’t deny what even the relatively lighter dose of Succuba Gamma had done to her. “I didn’t turn her idea down either. That’s what we’re all supposed to do at some point, right?”

So much for having a sane one. As the other three closed in like a pack of raptors around the pack alpha and her prey, Wes tried to think of a distraction. “Isn’t getting dark soon?”

Jenna grinned a little too hard. “The ridges block the sun well before it sets. We’ve got at least three hours of walkable light left.”

And the damn vehicle had headlights.

“Listen, can it wait until we get back?”

Amelie stepped in front of him, almost nose-to-nose. “It took us under an hour to hike up here, and it’s downhill. I don’t think you’ll last long enough to make it a problem.”

“But I thought you were—”

“Less affected?”

“Yeah.”

Eve nested against Amelie, their matching sky-blue bikinis almost glowing in the rock shelter’s darkness. “Holly told me the plan, and I told Amy what was up. Just like how I got her to sign on to this whole program a couple of days ago.”

“So you’re losing your grip.” Wes had figured at least something out about how Succuba Gamma worked. “It builds up in your system, over time.”

Like he was a moron for not figuring out the connection between Succuba Gamma and how Queen-Types like his mother passed their traits on, Amelie snickered at him. “No, it forces genetic changes. Just like the Patrem formulas.”

Orphaned pieces fell together and snapped in place. Donors and Queen-Types… And their mutual children with the same abilities. “Like two parents having the same recessive gene.”

Amelie smiled too much. “Bingo!”

“Who told you all of this, and why?”

“When we compared what GeneFactor told us, I put it all together on my own. Eve has no medical training, but I do.” Amelie’s forehead bumped against the bridge of Wes’ nose. “If you ask me, I think GeneFactor isn’t pairing two children from both Donor and Queen-Types for a reason.”

“And that is?”

“If you think it’ll make an even more powerful version of either, you’re mistaken.”

Why Elena had always warned him about the consequences of feelings for Natalie Kincaid, ‘Aunt’ Emmy’s daughter, suddenly made sense. “What would happen?”

“Nobody knows. The same powers, increased abilities over the parents, or unmentionable birth defects from screwing with the human genome that much… Without a test case, it’s impossible to tell, and GeneFactor wasn’t willing to risk that kind of cruelty on a child. Who knows when the genetic time-bomb would go off and kill them…”

It put Wes at some measure of ease that it hadn’t been tried. “Believe it or not, that makes me feel a little better.”

Amelie’s smile turned warm. “Our colony’s Director has a sense of ethics. Holly told me you were like this.”

If he was bound to be locked into his station, Wes at least wanted some control. “You have that kind of empathy too.” And he couldn’t rule out his own mother or sister getting risky with the breeding program. “Volunteer to be the OB/GYN, and we’ve both got a deal here.”

“Why?” Amelie was already dropping to her knees in front of him.

“If what’s left of my family has control of the genetics, you’ll have more pull with them than I probably would.” His trunks jerked down an inch or so. “Yeah, the world’s gone to shit, and human life is damn near worthless anymore, but I can’t let people be experiments.”

One of Amelie’s hands was already pulling the waistband over his erection. Her other gripped him about mid-shaft. “Your older sister is twenty-eight, right? You’re about that many years, plus ten months, too late for this kind of order.”

What the fuck am I, exactly? While no problems from pairing the children of separate Donors had led to problems, the children of Queen-Types hadn’t produced offspring of their own over the age of five yet.

Wes pointed the tip of his right index-finger against Amelie’s nose. “Before you start, how do you know the mutual grandchildren of Donors won’t have genetic problems?”

Giving him a torturous stroke down to his base, Amelie looked up at him. “X and Y chromosomes. The problematic genes are only an issue if they come from both the father and the mother. My own dad being a Donor won’t mean a thing, because my mother wasn’t a Queen-Type.”

“So Ava...” Her sudden refusal to have children of her own right after starting her thesis paper, with Cynthia’s help, made too much sense. “The daughters of Queen-Types risk too many birth defects in their own children, assuming the father might carry the same gene.”

Keeping her hand wrapped around the hilt, Amelie looked up and smiled one last time. “You nailed it.”

His knees already wanted to fold, but the way she took his cock into her mouth like it was nothing made Wes shudder.

Jenna and Eve kept getting closer, but Wes noticed that Holly had backed away a few steps. Keeping as much composure with his girlfriend as a guy with another woman’s mouth around his dick could, he asked, “What’s wrong?”

“You’re not okay with this. I can tell.”

Amelie took him to the back of her throat, forcing his neck to tighten. “Didn’t I already tell you? Of course I’m not!”

The world’s smallest Mama Bear activated. Digging nails into both of Amelie’s shoulders, Holly tried forcing her back from Wes’ hips. “He already told you... Back off!”

“Whoa!” It shamed him to say it, but it was the truth. “I was talking about the blowjob, okay?”

Holly pursed her lips. “Oh.”

What the hell am I doing?

She dropped right next to Amelie, eager to join as if nothing had happened. “If that’s the case, why didn’t you say something earlier?”

All Wes could do was pat his girlfriend on top of her head. “Enough’s already screwed without kicking up drama.”

Inching closer on her knees, Holly stared up as Amelie kept blowing away on his shaft. “Like what?”

It’s like I’m dealing with a bunch of sex-crazed lunatics. Wes inhaled and accepted his new station for what it was. “Right now, not a single thing.”

Jenna had already backed Eve against the far wall of the grotto. Not able to pin her wrists all the way up the mossy wall, Jenna leaned forward to lock them on both sides of Eve’s head.

Another mouth and smaller hand joined the festivities as Wes’ trunks shot down. Stepping out, he made sure his hips stayed in place. Sometimes a gift just has to be accepted.

The graze of a smaller hand along his cock made Wes move his fingers behind Holly’s ear. Her tongue flicked on one side while Amelie took the other.

Over the static splash of water from above, Eve’s first gasp put everyone in motion like a starting gun.

Wes’ other hand cupped Amelie’s cheek. He looked down, seeing the last shreds of doubt and shame leave her face. Both mouths claimed one half of his girth, meeting in the center, above and below.

Their tongues waltzed along the bottom of it. Nudging both of them to pick it up with his hands, Wes tilted his head back and sighed and grinned like a king in his first minute overseeing the royal court.

Not even ten feet away, Eve panted out, “Deeper... One more...” Wes glanced over to see Eve’s leg wrap around Jenna’s almost at the hips.

Meanwhile, his current pleasures were adoring his length with their lips and tongues. Amelie nibbled just enough to put bumps all over his skin.

Holly pulled back until she was at his tip, cupping his sack and beaming like her true calling in life was in her face. “As the house mom, who should I give the honor too?”

Eve had already turned the tables on Jenna, trading places as the limber nympho clamped three limbs around, with no telling how many fingers on the other still inside her.

“Those two are doing just fine.” Wes patted against Holly’s cheek and said, “Why don’t you make that outburst up to our friend here?”

She giggled like Wes had taken the words out of her mouth. As Amelie stopped tasting him, Holly gave her a wide grin. “Go ahead. I promise he’s every bit as good as I told you last night.”

The moment of understanding between himself and Amelie turned into something hot in his throat. As she rose up to within inches of his level, Holly throttled his pulse with a smooth thrust of her head.

Wasting no time, Wes let Amelie’s hands rest on his shoulders. His pressed around her waist as he cocked his head to face her.

Close enough to feel the turbulence in her breathing, he didn’t see any hint of those doubts from before.

“Is this,” she looked happy, at least, “what life will be for us from now on?”

“Yeah.” Plus two more women, at some later date. “Are you sure it’s what you want?”

Barely touching him with her fingers, she slid one hand down to the center of his chest. “I thought your heart would be racing, but it’s not. Like you know the answer already.”

Holly gave him a deep-throat treat that broke his gaze.

Son of a…

Amelie’s hand dipped lower, tracing the center line of his abs until it reached where to top of his trunks used to be. “I want Eve in on this, but I get the last round this time.”

The sounds next to the wall stopped. Holly pulled her head back at a glacial pace, pressing her tongue hard and giving Wes all the vacuum she could. Like she was trying to suck the soul right out of him.

“Something wrong?”

His teeth chattered as Holly worshiped the last third of his dick. With a twitch like a nervous tic, Wes tried to regain his composure.

“Or is everything going better than you thought?”

Phop.

“Ff… Hol...”

Holly giggled and gave him a quick tug.

“Holy shit!”

Giving him a snappy tap on the ass, Holly finished pulling his swimming trunks down. Standing up, she didn’t even look back at Wes and Amelie. “Have fun!”

Eve was already at him when he realized how much further his main relationship had changed. Far from a threesome with some new girl, Holly was passing him off to two other girls who were basically strangers to them.

Nearly identical, especially with their soaked hair and matching bikinis, Wes felt like he was about to break some taboo. But Ava’s test results had settled the matter.

Baby blue string whipped from behind Eve’s back. Her top loosened until it shifted down her breasts.

Amelie hooked the middle with one finger, dropping it with the slightest tug.

Eve reached around her near-twin’s back. The sound of a wet knot coming undone barely hit Wes’ ears.

But when their lips met, his entire body felt as if liquid fire pumped through his veins. Unable to get enough of each other, Amelie and Eve leaned against him for support.

Wes eased them down, not minding that they were making out with his dick stuck between both pairs of tits.

Jenna held one hand up around Holly and closed it a couple of times at him. “Someone’s having the time of his life right now.”

Shifting into reverse, Holly looked at her own ‘closest friend.’ “It’s their first time with him. We should help.”

Oh Lord.

Resting with his palms against the stone floor, he watched Holly take her place behind Eve, and Jenna against Amelie. The chaotic, writhing mess of hands worked the knots on every remaining piece of swimwear free in seconds.

Nibbling at the ears in front of them, Holly and Jenna wrapped their arms around their targets’ waists.

Without a hint of ceremony, Holly looked at Wes as happy as he’d ever seen her. “I don’t think you’ll last two minutes.”

Making it worse, Jenna leaned over the mass of taller brunettes, inches from Holly’s face. Creating an arch of bare, moaning womanhood with their lips and arms, it laid out the full buffet on top of Wes himself.

Fuck it. The master bed was plenty for all involved, but he wanted to dive into the middle. Of both the action, and one of the new offerings laid across his body.

Amelie eased her lips away from Eve’s. Before he could realize what that look meant, she got on hands and knees.

Like they’d talked it out within each others mouths, Eve sat up and held Wes’ shaft upright.

Soaked hair danced over is chest, coiling against his skin until Amelie’s mounds pressed against him. “Is this what you want?”

His head didn’t nod so much as it bobbed. With Jenna and Holly trapping him below the knees, and Eve aiming his cock for the main event, it’s not like Wes would have had any choice in the matter.

Resting his head in a stone divet, he graced his hands with the curve of her waist on each side. Pressing against the apex of her hips, his arms straightened as Amelie’s heat grew.

His shaft danced at the base, striking the head against Amelie’s clit under Eve’s guidance.

Wine red lips parted to show him a thin line of white. Her face eased closer, dangerously close to his own.

A prod of entry shot his eyes wide open.

“From now on, it’s yours.” Amelie kept her lips parted a little further.

The plunge forced Wes to breathe deep. Tight at first, and then blossoming into pure luxury as their hips met. This felt like the pussy a man could wait lifetimes for.

Amelie’s mouth pressed into his. The slight rotation of her head and hands rubbing along his neck pushed Wes into taking his own initiative.

Forcing her back up his length and then back to home base with a firm push on her body, it tempted a faint moan past Amelie’s throat.

Nibbling at her bottom lip, he gave just enough of a suck on it to urge her forward. Petal soft, from mouth to tits to cunt, it felt like more than a hormonal fling.

Both thighs spread a little more, forcing her slit to take in all it could. The wetness inside eased up with every rise and fall of herself.

Wes consumed Amelie’s voice one last time before she pushed against the rock. Weaving the honeypot forward, down, back, then up, she planted one hand against his sternum.

Her other arm drifted up, pushing her breasts up as wrapped it around her chest. “Well, how is it?”

“Fucking incredible.” Wes kept exhaling the final syllable in silence.

“Yeah?” Grinding herself into his dick, Amelie’s shoulders bunched together. “What are you gonna do with it later?”

Spreading his arms out, he was about to respond.

“Actually, don’t say it. She’ll get too jealous and steal it from me.” Stopping the motion, Amelie leaned back until Wes’ tip pushed against her roof.

With a deep shove of her body forward, she had him gasping. All ten of her fingernails scraped hard enough to leave white lines on his pecs.

“Don’t you dare come inside her.”

Amelie’s pussy didn’t consume him again like Wes almost begged for it to. Instead, she pushed herself even further up, leaving his erection without its new home in the chilled air.

Wes had lost track of Eve, but it didn’t take long to find her the tiny space. Snared in the arms of Jenna and Holly, she was already getting pre-gamed for her own turn.

Close to hitting her head on the ceiling as she stood straight, Amelie tucked an arm under her breasts again as she pushed two fingers against her cheekbone with the other. Even in the receding daylight and shade of the overhang, she was undeniably on par with the rest of GeneFactor’s legacy.

She turned her head back at the tangle of the same perfection behind her. “I’m not using him right this second.”

The unmistakable noise of women going at each other stopped all at once. After Amelie stepped aside, Wes saw Holly whisper something to Eve.

Jenna crawled to him on all fours, stopping feet short of his face. “Eve’s been asking me how good you are.” Bending down like she was grovelling at his dick, Jenna’s stopped short of his tip. “All. Day.”

Her mouth took him in and out in one fluid motion.

I’m not gonna survive this damn trip.

Acting like she couldn’t help it, Jenna aligned the center of her tongue with his length. Trying to spread it until she wrapped the entire circumference, she moaned like it was mana from Heaven.

Jenna winked at him as she sat up on her knees. “I need more of this.”

The way she pulled Amelie down to the floor told Wes that it wasn’t the taste of his cock that excited her.

Holly still kept a hand between himself and Eve’s ear.

Wes didn’t mind the breather, but Amelie settling her cunt on top of Jenna’s face wasn’t helping the demand he’d just heard. “Are you two done gossiping yet?”

Eve’s blush overshot pink, sending her cheeks into the same territory as that raspberry red lipstick both herself and Amelie seemed to love so much.

Holly motioned for him to come over with too much enthusiasm.

Despite the wear of getting between a sex-fiend and solid rock, Amelie’s words had fucked him up more than anything else. Not that it mattered to either of these two.

Grabbing Wes and Eve by a wrist, she trotted them to the far end of the hideout. But still close enough to hear Jenna’s tongue speaking through Amelie’s cunt-to-mouth bypass, mind you.

The whispering was meant for him now. “Amelie’s lying. She wants you to come in Eve.”

Yep, they’re gonna fucking kill me before I get out from under this goddamned waterfall. “Stop bullshitting.”

Eve leaned her ass against a slope in the wall. Not quite standing, and not quite lying down, the tidy crease between her thighs was at the perfect height for him.

Holly wasn’t letting it go. “Ask her for yourself.”

“Say it loud enough that Amelie can hear it.”

She glanced behind herself and grinned back at him. “Do you really think she’s worried about what we’re saying right now?”

“I’m not doing it.” Wes looked at Eve’s body and the open invitation as she pushed her ankles against the back of her thighs. “You get the next round.”

What Amelie had in aggression, Eve had in that pout.

Holly seemed offended for the very first time since she’d hit the colony. “Aww! Really, Wes?”

Because of course, I’m the asshole. “When we get back home.”

Matching Eve’s puppy-dog look, Holly spread the folds laid out in front of him with two fingers. “I promise, I’ll make sure you don’t toss off early.”

The hard throb in his cock meant that it agreed with her.

Eve’s lips lifted at the corners as he pulled closer. Breaching past her entrance, the girl looked like her purpose in life was being realized.

“It feels good, right?”

Wes kept sliding further in. Every part of her felt matched to his own size and shape.

“I promise Amelie won’t get mad. I’m in charge, remember?”

Of who, exactly?

“That’s it.” Holly gave a terse slap on his ass before dropping to a whisper again. “Fucking come in her. I bet you can already feel how much she wants it.”

Even when it was soaked, Holly could tempt a guy with nothing more than the feel of her curls on his shoulders. “Fucking come in her already.”

Eve’s pull felt like gravity. The shake in her jaw didn’t argue against it either. “Fucking do it, please!”

“You heard her.” Like twisted strands of the same bad idea, Holly’s touch danced from shoulder to ass until it ended in a push. “You own it, so act like you do.”

Fuck! Outside of that kind of moment, Wes would have stopped at the idea of owning even a part of someone else. But balls-deep in a girl begging him to do it, as his girlfriend cheered him on?

Nothing was about to stop him from jerking back and then bracing himself against the rock Eve was on. Driving forward with everything he had, Wes bumped her entire body an inch up the surface.

The resistance inside her eased. Smooth greatness merged with the heat, forcing him to give Eve another shot of himself.

Holly grabbed at his waist, pulling him back again. “You know you want it as much as she does.” She gave him a nudge.

Eve’s jaw dropped. As her hands overlapped behind him, Wes had to rip himself into her again.

Not satisfied with keeping it vocal, Holly stepped to Wes’ left. She ran fingers down to Eve’s cunt. “Go on, she’ll come with you.”

Amelie’s words started to fade, but her voice still filled the air. Wes looked over, seeing her sprawled out just feet away. Whatever Jenna was doing to her with her fingers and tongue didn’t give her a break from earlier.

Holly took hold of his chin with her other hand. “Pay attention to who you’re fucking right now.”

Eve wasn’t resting her feet on the ground anymore. Between the grit and his thrusts driving her back up, she wasn’t going anywhere.

Satisfied, Holly leaned between them and whispered something else to her new ‘friend.’ Both of them giggled at once.

Glass-smooth skin graced his sides. Wes pushed himself off of the stone and took hold of Eve’s thighs.

Both legs grazed upward. As they pushed together, Wes moved them to the side. The way it tightened her up did even more than the backs of Eve’s thighs giving him a resting point.

Meanwhile, Holly kept the pressure alive down below.

Eve forced her eyes open to look at him. “Don’t slow down...”

Her walls tensed as Wes sank in. Settling deep and feeling her climax would have been plenty, assuming Holly’s provocation hadn’t worked.

Ramming himself through her depth again, Eve’s voice took over Amelie’s and the roar of the water. His hands coiled around her elbows, pressing her against the rock and blessing him with the right kind of grip.

The side of her foot bumped against his ear in rapid succession. Every thrust pushed Eve closer until her screams turned raw.

Rumbling tension shot through her legs. Wes gave her one more jarring crash, stiffening her into a toe-curling lock.

Shrieking and pulsing with life on the inside, Eve’s cunt gripped around his shaft like a Chinese finger trap. Her entire rattled until it the climax slammed her with brutal force.

Wes held on as her voice trailed off. As he started to hear Amelie’s frenzy again, he remembered the forceful demand she’d made.

Eve settled into the afterglow. Holly rubbed a few parting gifts into the poor girl’s clit, forcing her to jerk and whimper.

Torture after an orgasm had become Holly’s favorite past-time. Wes eased the legs off his shoulder and back to the ground. “Easy!” He knew the overload could go too far in an instant. “She just fucking came. Give her a minute.”

“You mean you didn’t come?”

“Not yet.” He stepped back and locked eyes with Amelie. “But she’s about to.”

Stepping her way, Wes held his hands out for her. Jenna was still working some kind of miracle with her mouth.

Trembling in her own rush to the end, Amelie tried to smile through a groan. Their hands locked.

Jenna wasn’t pleased. “Hey, she’s not done!”

Wes didn’t care. Pushing Amelie against the same rock Eve was gasping on, he was ready to finish the job himself.

Holly stroked her fingers along Eve’s rising breasts and watched. “Or you could come in her. Either one works for me.”

Sex pest. Wes grabbed behind Amelie’s right knee as it rose higher than her navel.

It had spread her pussy enough that he didn’t need guidance. But he couldn’t help rubbing his tip between her folds without entry.

Amelie bent her neck to the side. “Throwing it back in my face like that?”

He made sure to clock her bean a few times. “If you’re so damn close, it’s on you to catch me up.”

Both of her hands spread over the damp rock. With a shift of her legs, Wes felt the silky heat take him in. After letting out a breath that steamed in the air, Amelie shot back, “Less fucking around, more fucking.”

If it had been a bed, Wes would have pushed her face into what it was resting on. But stone? A bit too much, even for a pushy lay like Amelie.

Easing himself all the way in, Wes heard Jenna’s footsteps circle around to Eve. Clearly not done and feeling left out, she took his place in front of the shaking wreck he’d pulled out of. Holly joined in, slapping at Jenna’s ass and staying back there.

A sudden wiggle of Amelie’s hips forced his free hand into a ball. Straining against the urge to keep the fist, Wes grabbed the soaked bundle of hair hanging in front of him.

“You’re not the passive guy I had you pegged for.” Amelie reached back and pulled down on his arm, jerking her head even further. “Go ahead, I’m not fragile.”

Wes pushed forward, trapping her between himself and the boulder. Amelie smiled deep and closed her eyes.

The weight of her leg shifted as her cunt slid along his pole. Even with only one foot on the ground, she knew how to drive him straight to the edge.

Muscles threatened to cramp as he tried to lock her even tighter. Even with her neck bent to it’s limit and one leg stuck in a white-knuckle grip, it wasn’t stopping her.

Amelie opened her eyes before asking, “You feel it that much?”

“What?”

“That look on your face… You’re cock’s loving this.”

Indeed it was. Enraptured by the swirl of her passage, Wes didn’t know who had trapped who. Nor did he care.

Eve reached a hand out, wrapping it around Amelie’s. Wes let go of her hair, easing Amelie’s face against the rock and pinning it so she had to look at her friend.

Catching the gesture, Eve grinned at both of them before locking on his eyes. “She’s in heaven right now.”

Her ass ground against his trunk as hot gasps emanated from Amelie’s mouth. Something about feeling a girl put her all into it, even locked into place, triggered a rush up his spine.

Wes tried to force himself even deeper. As the front of Amelie’s hips touched the rock, he had her nearly immobilized. From front to back, at least.

Waggling herself left to right instead, Amelie broke the moaning long enough to say, “He really thought he could stop it. It’s pretty cute.”

Holly put her own hand on top of Amelie and Eve’s. “He tries that with me too. It never works, and he knows it.”

He wanted to blurt, ‘Oh, shut up.’ But the feeling of Amelie’s walls, grazing hard on one side before switching to the other locked his jaw.

Amelie emptied her lungs with a moan that seemed like it would never stop. The mound of her g-spot pushed against the base in of his cock as she seethed air into her clenched mouth.

Even through his dick alone, the massage felt like it was pushing hard into his entire body. Electric waves shot down his limbs and he felt his pulse in both temples.

Whining it out, Amelie picked up her effort. “You’d better fucking come!”

Her total dominance, even pinned against the rock, had Wes spun up and ready to lose it any second.

Amelie tried pushing back with her ass. Wes didn’t allow her any mercy, crushing himself into her like he was trying to flatten her out.

Which, in that instant, did him in.

Her body shuddered as his lungs did the same.

Like his very essence was rising up from between his legs, the rush coursing through him gathered just behind the hilt.

Amelie stopped her screaming long enough to sputter out. “Do it!”

Trying to run her through, Wes’ body pressed forward with all it had. Her own surrendered, more than willing to take what it knew it was about to receive.

One rise of her hips to the left made the crack that broke the dam.

Clenching his teeth to the point of pain, Wes felt the release shoot through him all at once. “God damn!”

Amelie started boiling over. Her entry squeezed as her deep insides pulsed. Like that begging pussy knew what it was doing.

The sense of self left him with the initial blast. Like the structure of his own body was about to implode in on itself, Wes gave in as the second and third roped into Amelie’s cunt.

Static filled every sense until he could only feel his shaft and the give in his joints.

Warmth spread down the entire length as he kept coming. Four, five, six…

By the time Wes felt her leak onto his sack, the sound and dim light flooded back to his consciousness.

Amelie wasn’t back from the land of wonders yet, still trying to break out of the pin with random muscle spasms.

Wes’ head dropped. “Son of a bitch.”

The hourglass curve of her body kept shaking. But Amelie had enough sense come back to whimper, “Stay in me...”

Not that he had the energy to take his weight off her. With his nose buried in her hair, he whispered, “Next time, I’m breaking you.”

An aftershock rippled through her. After several gasps, Amelie nuzzled her face against his. “Eve gets the next round,” her cunt finally unlocked around him, “but I’m looking forward to it.”

If they’re this damn crazy with the birth control still in effect… Wes knew all four of them would act like addicts seeking their next fix when the time came. Or at least, until he would.


Wes knew better, but his older half-brother Jareth was the only person he hadn’t asked for advice yet. Plus, he wanted to figure out that whole touchy-feely thing with Elena. One of them was trying their hardest to get some action, if not both.

Easing back on a lounge chair next to a window in Jareth’s room of the central compound, Wes smiled with one side of his mouth. “So, this thing with my mom… What’s that about?”

Jareth stared back, looking exactly like Wes’ own father had, stubble and all. “You saw that?”

“Ava did too.”

Going white as tasteless bread, Jareth froze. “I mean, the only other women you’re not fucking are related to me. And I’m not fucking my own mom, or my half-sister.”

“I’m not mad.” Wes leaned forward. “I mean, Mom’s gotta get her jollies in too.”

Jareth relaxed like the weight of two trucks fell off his shoulders. “I’m sure Ava’s throwing a fit, though.”

Wes couldn’t help busting out a chuckle. “Yeah. Good luck with that.”

Jareth closed the several feet between them. Pointing out the floor-to-ceiling window, he looked confused. “So, you want us to take the house next to you, or clear across the valley?”

“You’re really gonna try it.” Wes broke into a full laugh for a moment. “I mean, you know I’d never accuse you of being smart, but you’re fucking mental.”

Like he knew it was true, Jareth, slapped Wes on the knee. “I wanted your mom before I even knew what to do with her. She’s fucking hot. Always has been.”

Wes kept giggling, trying his best to do a hick accent. “A’right, brother-daddy, I don’t need to hear details.”

“You’re really fine with it?”

Catching a breath as his brains came back, Wes looked up at him. “You look exactly like my father, and she misses the hell out of him. The possibility always had a room in the back of my head.”

“How do I handle Ava?”

“If you can’t handle her, Mom’s gonna use your skull as a wine glass someday. She’s Ava, but totally psycho. Every guy who tried dating her after Dad ran away screaming in the first week.”

“Well, can you talk to our sister for me?”

“I’ll calm her down, but I don’t want to hear my mom fucking you dead.” Wes pointed toward the house furthest from his own. “You’re gonna take that one.”

Jareth looked too giddy. “That’s a relief. She thought you’d be the problem.”

“That’s not why I came here tonight, but Mom’s always had a blind spot with her.” Wes noticed Jareth try to get a word in. “What’s your next question?”

Pretending to scratch the back of his neck, Jareth looked away. “Well, what’s Elena like, once you really get to know her?”

“Jesus Christ.” Wes leaned back in the seat. “You’ve already fucked her, haven’t you.”

He didn’t answer.

“And now that she’s satisfied, Mom’s cold as ice again, right?”

“How did you know?”

“I live with four women who have the same libido she’s had for decades. You’re her only option here, so give it a week or two.”

“Why are you so okay with this?”

Not that Wes loved the idea of them being a thing, but at least he had leverage over Jareth. “She can make her own decisions. We might have the same father, but it’s not incest.”

“So about what she likes...”

“I never dated the woman. You figure it out.” Wes clasped his hands together and smiled at Jareth like Elena would. “But my mother will probably act like a total bitch until she’s about to crack. If she’s anything like Holly and the rest of them are now, she’ll basically rape the hell out of you.”

Jareth tucked his bottom lip out and nodded. “Good to know.”


HAREM WISH 3

I should have put a revolving door on my bedroom. Sierra, Jaida, and Kylee were getting along well enough, but the competition for my time had gotten fierce. With all three of them having the same night off for once, I had to find a pressure valve.

Honey-tan fingers covered my eyes. “Guess who...” My show would would have to wait.

“Kylee, I already told you, you get your turn tomorrow night.” I’d been humped raw for close to two months. It was amazing at first, but even the best things in life suck when you get too much.

She lifted her hands from my face. “Actually, I just pulled a note off our door. One of the neighbors invited us over for dinner.”

I hadn’t talked to anyone in the building, outside of ourselves and the lobby staff. “Who are they?”

The sound of the paper alone told me it was that fancy stuff with parchment woven in. “Their handwriting is awful, but I think it says ‘Dwight Edgars and Tyler Rice.’”

Which meant we were in for a treat. At the risk of stereotyping our hosts, there’s a little truth to gay guys knowing how to put on a dinner party, or any other kind of shin-dig. “What time?”

“Seven.”

Which left me enough time for a couple more episodes. “I’ll put pants on, I guess.” It wasn’t like I had to be anywhere at any certain time, so boxers and a shirt were about all I wore most days.

Kylee leaned her head over, staring at me upside-down as her hair tickled at my chest. “Sierra thinks she knows who they are, but I kinda doubt it.”

“Who, then?”

“Some rappers she listens to all the time.”

“They wouldn’t live together.” Unless they wanted rumors to fly. “Whoever they are, just keep the other two under control. I kinda like this place, and it’d be nice to stay.”


I knocked my hand against the door. Flanked by my pack of insta-boners, I wasn’t worried about a couple of guys into each other dipping their hands in my cookie jar.

The door opened without a word. But I knew who these guys were.

And so did Sierra. “Oh my god!”

No, don’t…

“Scratch Stinky? Li’l Rice?”

Their eyes shot open like Bruce Wayne being called Batman outside of the suit.

I grabbed her by the arm and leaned into her ear. “Yeah, it’s them. Now will you kindly shut the fuck up?”

Chicago’s most famous sons, for the past couple of years at least, darted their eyes between all of us. Dwight, who I assumed was Scratch Stinky, pulled at the v-neck of his cardigan. “Uh, come in?”

Far from the bitches and Italian marble their songs bragged about, their place was right out of an interior design mag. Rice put a hand out to me. “Don’t mind him, he’s a lot more nervous about who we are than I am.”

I didn’t want to step across any boundaries, but I had to know. “So, you guys a thing and keeping it quiet, or is it time to cash out?”

Dwight pulled at Tyler’s cuff. “I told you this was a bad idea.”

Putting Sierra in front of me, I kept both hands on her shoulders. “It’s alright. We’ll keep our mouths shut. She’s just a fangirl.”

“Rap careers last five years, on average.” It sounded like Tyler knew what was inevitable. “If most of our fans heard we’re a couple, they’d riot.”

I ducked my head around Sierra’s. “I don’t think any of us will judge you for it.” Sure, I’d heard the rumors, but I was just trying not to laugh my ass off. Square up their lyrics with how they really live, and you’d have to fight not to giggle yourself to death too.

‘Li’l Rice’ breathed out a little too much relief. “We only expected two of you, but take a seat in the dining room. There’s plenty for everyone.”


I’d gone past the ‘what-the-everliving-fuck’ stage and had settled into acceptance. A few glasses of sauvignon blanc and lobster-stuffed portabellas will do to that to person. Especially when one of the hosts makes them that damn well.

Even Sierra had calmed down. But she still couldn’t keep her mouth shut, her illusions about them shattered or not. “So when’s the next album dropping?”

Tyler looked at Dwight, then back at her. “Sweetheart, you won’t hear it on the street, but after that last one, we’ve hung up the mics.”

“You’re both going solo?”

I jabbed a finger into her thigh, trying to make it hurt.

“Ow! Nate, what the fuck?”

“What part of retirement don’t you understand?” After shooting a look at Tyler, he nodded back at me. “They’ve made their money, so now they want peace and privacy. Let them have it.”

Ever the dingbat, Sierra whipped both her palms on the table. “Really, this is a joke, right?”

Christ on a cross-shaped cracker… Leaning into her ear, I didn’t care who heard it. “What the hell is wrong with you? Shut up!”

Dwight finally let his guard down. “It’s fine. If she really has to know, we’re getting married and setting up our own record company. People like us need a voice in the rap scene. We just aren’t ready to let the news out until the ceremony happens.”

Jaida reached around Kylee, tapping me on the ass. I looked her way, but it was clear she only wanted to make sure I heard what she had to say. “It’s risky, but admirable. More people need to put their necks out for what they believe.”

What she meant by that exactly, I didn’t know.

Tyler rolled his eyes my way, passing it off like he was tired to Jaida. “Sweetie, you don’t even want to know how much we’re putting on the line by doing this. But it needs to happen.”


I’d offered to help clean up. Stuffed beyond walking normally, Tyler jerked his head toward the living room. My belt strained as I followed him.

“Nathan, I know this is a little forward of me, but can you do me a favor?”

After that meal and hospitality, I owed him a listen. “Name it, and I’ll see what I can do.”

“I need to go ring shopping, and I don’t know if I can trust anyone else to keep their mouth shut about this.”

For someone he’d just met an hour before, it was pretty damn bold. “Yeah,” I glanced at the windows, “but aren’t most of the jewelry stores in the diamond district closing down about now?”

“You buy enough from the same place, and they let you set after-hours appointments. My bling-girl Alisa’s the kind of doll who doesn’t mind hanging around.”

I had to see this side of Chicago’s high-life. “Gals, I’ll be back home later! Don’t irritate the piss out of Dwight, and help him clean up.” I shot a look at Tyler. “Let’s go.”

“When you tell them to jump, they do it. I think I get the arrangement you’ve got with them.”

As Tyler opened the door for me, I couldn’t help grinning. “You’re not that far off, but there’s a little more to it.”

We started down the hallway our apartments shared. Tyler patted between my shoulders. “If they’re only around for your money, you might as well see it for what it is. Otherwise, you’re in for a heartbreak.”

I pressed the call button for the elevator. Waiting for it to rise a dozen levels, I figured it was time to be as honest as possible. “For now, it’s just for fun and to give them a chance to do better. They either need to hold down a job or go to school if they live at my place. If I happen to fall for one of them later, so be it.”

The last couple of floors chimed. Tyler looked at me like I was living the fake life Dwight and himself portrayed for their fans. “You’re different from everyone else in this building, but I can’t put my finger on how.”

As far as I knew, rich overruled every other facet of personality. But then again, I’d never known the truly wealthy until that afternoon. “Hey, you two aren’t exactly what I expected either.”

Stepping through the sliding doors, he answered with the least hood-rat phrase ever. “Touché.”


This wasn’t some mall jewelry store. It was a fucking museum. Even after getting used to the luxury of my new apartment, Ivan Vanderhall’s was pure decadence.

Tyler strode ahead of me as I stepped in. Deadbolts that would shear off an arm snapped tight behind us.

He saw how much I’d gone on full-alert. “Take it easy. When I lived in Washington Park, that kind of sound happened every hour.”

“Would you believe I was there for two years before moving here?” But a pop like that still made me jumpy.

My new friend leaned his head into a shoulder. “Really? A white boy like you survived that long in my ‘hood?”

“Not by choice.”

“Same here.” Tyler waved toward the back of the massive showroom. “Hey Sugar Lips...”

I didn’t find her until the noise of heels against the gold-flaked marble clued me in. God… Damn!

Tyler’s elbow hit between two of my ribs. “Don’t gawk like that. It’s rude.”

Easy for you to say. But I wasn’t enough of a dick to say it out loud. “She’s Alisa?”

“The one and only.”

With every button up to the collar snapped tight, and that black pencil skirt leaving everything above her knees to imagination, I liked what I saw anyway. The fact that she couldn’t be a natural redhead with a tan so deep didn’t fucking matter.

Lips like pillows parted to show teeth that almost glowed in the showroom lighting. “Finally ready to pick out wedding bands, Tyler?”

He gestured to me like I was an afterthought. “Watch out for this one, Nathan’s a playboy.”

Thanks, ass. I tried to smile as she kept trotting forward on those heels. “Don’t mind me, I’m just here to help him pick.”

Eyes close enough to jade for their own setting on a ring stared back. “If you need to impress a certain girl, now you know who to come to.” She closed in, holding a hand out. “Alisa.”

I gulped a bowling ball. “Nate.”

She gave me a fast shake before turning her attention back to Tyler. “Still thinking about a studded band for Dwight? We’ve got just the thing from Italy, new enough that the solder’s still hot.”


Not even two hours later, the next nail was already jammed in one of the statue’s cracks. My wish had been primed since the jewelry store.

I want that fucking redhead, begging for me, tonight…

One good whack against the floor drove it in. I stared at the new piece of steel and wondered how it’d pull this one off.

Shoving the totem back into its bag, I tempted fate by hitting the sack early. Then knuckles rapped against my door. I waited long enough to play it off like nothing had happened. “Who is it?”

It opened without a word. Jaida stood in the frame, blocking the light from the skyscrapers behind her. “Nathan, we’ve got a visitor.”

This quickly? I strained to figure out who was behind her.

Tyler’s voice called out from the other side. “I don’t know what you said, but Alisa wants a word with you.”

I didn’t know whether I should have put pants on, or if I should have played it off like the norm. “Uh… You’re always welcome here if you need me, but this isn’t the time to ask for more ring advice.”

He sounded too casual. “Idiot. She’s here to see you.”

“Hold up, she doesn’t even know where I live.”

That voice was unmistakable, though. “I was paying a social call to Tyler, but something told me to come over here as well.”

Fuck… Fuck!

I was still in my oldest pair of boxers. Holes in the crotch and all. Because even when you’re rich, comfy britches are comfy britches.

Alisa wasn’t in her work clothes anymore. “It’s like Tyler said when I tried to seduce him, ‘Find someone who accepts you for who you are, and things fall into place.’ Is he wrong?”

Alisa’s hips bobbed forward. Lights from the other towers shone just enough for me get a decent look at her. That one-piece, on her anyway, was the one time I didn’t think cheetah print was tacky.

Past the view of heels like stilts dancing her body closer, I knew Jaida and Tyler were watching from the doorway. “Motherfucker, I never said I was looking for a hookup tonight.”

“Could have fooled me.” Li’l Rice finally started living up to his public image. “You fuck her guts out, or she’ll always know that you’re a bitch. And so will all these other girls.”

Straight hair and curls blocked the lights of other buildings a little further beyond the door. Sierra and Kylee were watching too.

I caught myself wishing I could get some privacy. But what the fuck would have been wrong with my ass? This was what I’d dreamed of, even before I knew it was even possible, in front of an audience or not.

Her weight barely shifted the techno-wiz mattress under me. A few paces on hands and knees had Alisa leaning on my shoulder. Not that it was the first time I’d had a girl in heels on that bed.

Feeling the smile without even looking at her, I couldn’t pay attention to just Alisa with three Peeping Tammys and a Tom watching from the next room. “Do you people fucking mind?”

Not a single one of them moved.

Teeth bit the corner of my ear. Then a voice that could melt down an anvil steamed against my face. “It looks like they do.” Alisa pulled the sheets off of me. “But I don’t.”

Fuck it. Nobody was about to be impressed by boxers and a charity run t-shirt that was almost old enough to drive. I got both off as fast as I could.

“You’re not hard already? Maybe I’m slipping.” Which started curing that problem immediately. “Can you figure out why I’m here?”

The statue, of course. “No idea, but I really don’t care why.” Especially when she was running her fingers down my front, dangerously close to grabbing my cock. I knew I was gonna be peeing white before the night ended.

Alisa stared back at the door. “You dingbats told me he’d be ready to go.”

I couldn’t help adding in my own line. “And how long have you three known about this?”

Ever the girl-scout, Kylee ducked her head. “Since about eight.”

“And you didn’t tell me?” Not that I was the least bit mad. “Really?”

Sierra couldn’t hold it in. “Ooh, you just fucked up.”

My first instinct was to tell Sierra to get her ass on the bed. And Kylee was just as tempting. “Jaida!”

Even Alisa stopped what she was doing.

I kept staring at the doorway. “Over here.” Slamming an open hand against the sheets, I made sure I was clear as legalese translated to working English. “Now!”

Tyler jerked his head back too. “Damn... Nate’s not as whipped as he acts.”

“What the hell makes you think I was whipped?”

He couldn’t help laughing. “Three women like them to one man like yourself, showing up for a dinner party, and not acting like an asshole? Don’t tell me you’re not.”

Yet Jaida had already started crawling over the bed.

“Wanna rethink that yet, smartass?”

Tyler laughed to himself and backed away from the door. “Everyone else wants in on the fun, but I don’t bat for your team. Have a blast.”

Alisa had her mouth against my ear and a hand on my growing cock. “That’s it, pay all your attention to me.”

Sierra and Kylee were already working on their own distraction at the corner of the bed, making out in their PJ's like hammered sorority girls. Jaida helped Alisa stroke my dick as they locked their lips as well.

Got my room assignments now. If I was about to pair them up, it only seemed like the right choice. And it still left me a free room.

At least two hands pushed back on my shoulders. Maybe three, maybe four. But by the time I had my head on the pillow, someone’s tongue was drawing that last bit of hardness out of me.

An unfamiliar moan around my shaft made my neck lock up. One grab for whatever boob was closest felt like it was trapped in that getup Alisa was wearing.

Lips smacked as I felt another good tug. Alisa whined out like Jaida knew what she was doing.

A little throatier than the rest of them, our new, unofficial roomie let out a, “Fuck yes...” It still rattled through my head when she took me in clear to the base.

Her face dove back down. Fifteen seconds of her blowing me like a fuse would have been enough for any guy. But Alisa wasn’t letting me go or getting me off that easily.

Jaida’s pouty mouth kept my own busy as she kept working Alisa from behind with that hand. Every attempted scream pulled my ass that much further off the bed.

Finally, I’d had about as much as I could take without coming.

Bracing my hands against the mattress, I forced myself up. “You two’ve had your fun.”

Alisa ignored me, sucking like she was trying to pull my cock through a pinhole.

But Kylee and Sierra had their own thing going on. Lucky for me.

I put my hand on Alisa’s forehead, just below where that obvious dye-job of red started. “Don’t worry, I’ll pay you back later.”

She backed off and took in a deep breath. A little bit of gasp was still in her face as she ran her grip up my shaft. “You’d fucking better.” Another hard jerk jutted my chin out.

Jaida can handle it. If only for a couple of minutes. My ass needed the break.

Whimpers had already started on the opposite side of the California king before I got to my other pair.

Sierra had already gotten the message. Her hands had Kylee’s legs trapped, a thumb and index finger behind each knee. “Go on, she’s been bugging the hell out of me about this all day.”

As Kylee tended to do when she felt neglected. Too often, the sweet one ends up being the neediest.

I spit into my palm and rubbed myself down. Hairless, waiting perfection begged for it, like every inch between us was a mile. Her voice shocked me almost as much as the entry.

Then it faded, drowned out by the fun happening several feet away. Pushing myself deep, I couldn’t help watching the dual head-scissor going on at the side of the bed I usually slept. With endless legs like Jaida and Alisa had, the wrestling match was as elegant as ballet.

Kylee shuddered her entire body as I sank again. The sides of her feet brushed up the inside of my arms until Sierra let go. With both legs propped against my shoulders, nothing kept me from crashing all the way in.

Her calves balled into knots before I had my first draw of sweat. When I didn’t want to fuck around with teasing or mind games, I knew which set of thighs to spread.

I was about to give the final push. Maybe not for myself, or maybe it would have been. When Kylee locked herself around you, shaking and squealing like that…

But Sierra had her way of butting in. Pulling me back, she almost pushed Kylee off the corner of mattress before forcing me to turn around.

“You always pay more attention to her.”

I let my ass fall where she wanted it. Maybe there’s a reason.

But I didn’t say. Otherwise, my first blonde might have stopped crawling herself into my lap.

Her arms draped around my neck as her cunt spread around the bottom of my shaft. Sliding herself up until I was almost in, Sierra whispered, “If we get another one, when am I gonna be taken care of, huh?”

Drop that fucking attitude and do this more often. Not that I hadn’t started appreciating how she kept me grounded. “When you stop being so passive-aggressive about it.”

Her opening strained against my tip. The wet noise of her lips parting and that little breath did more than the wailing behind me. Sierra buried her face in my neck as she pushed me deeper.

With one arm wrapped around her waist, I gripped her side and forced her down. “Don’t act like you can’t handle getting what you want.”

She pushed the upper half of herself away from me. That smirk caught my attention more than her tits. “You have to be a prick about everything, don’t you?”

“When I’m putting up with your ass, it’s the only way to keep my sanity.”

I felt a wall of pussy slide up the left side of my dick first. It tilted as I felt the same on the right. The way she ground at the bottom, then pushed hard against the top when she had me trapped deep paralyzed my lungs.

“But you know you like it, even if you’d never admit to it.”

It depended on my mood. “Shut the fuck up and ride my dick.” There’s nothing wrong with a good hate-fuck when that’s what you want.

The order took hold. Sierra clamped her thighs and kept swerving herself, leaving me guessing how she’d come down every time. As soon as I thought she was done with the side-to-side thing, she would roll herself front to back, or vice-versa.

My guard dropped as Kylee pulled herself back onto the quilted stage. I’d just lied on my back as her ass and pussy covered up my view of the ceiling.

With one crushing my hips and the other making me wear her slit like a mask, I almost forgot about the real show going on.

The whole time, I couldn’t help noticing the roaring time Alisa was showing Jaida. Because Kylee’s ass wasn’t that big. I sure as hell didn’t know how to get the resident barmaid’s toes curling like that.

Sierra was good enough at what she was doing, though. The ribbed texture of her walls stole my focus as she put both hands on my abs.

Something like a makeout session started a couple of feet above me, moans from my tongue and cock making it sound that much better.

But damn… Alisa was fucking good at whatever the hell she was doing.

The motion on top of me halted, above and below my waist. I strained to keep some kind of view, fighting against the limits of my peripheral vision.

Alisa’s voice snapped against the wall, ringing my ears. “Fuck!”

Sierra and Kylee stopped on my tongue and dick.

Even through the memory foam, I picked up the wild shaking on the other end. Both of Jaida’s feet slammed against the bed as her body jerked forward. And just as fast, her heels slammed against her ass.

She’s gonna have to show me that trick.

Jaida kept panting against the goose down wrapped in silk. Her backside wiggled as her legs knotted up. And that whimper kept flowing out.

Kylee dismounted my face and then leaned into my ear. “I think she needs a minute. Wanna see if I can break the new girl?”

You idiot. But I wasn’t stopping her. “Go ahead.”

Sierra kept riding my shaft as I watched the doomed mission begin. One solid pass of cunt down my cock, resting at the base, put me in the right mood as Kylee tried getting the upper hand.

Wiped out of her mind, one of Jaida’s legs brushed against me. Then a shaky hand gripped my wrist.

“F-f-fu-fuck!” Her breath almost melted my ear. “She’s good.”

Sierra dropped again, almost taking my attention away.

“I noticed. You gonna make it?”

Jaida blushed in front of me for the first time. “Maybe.”

Trying to steal my attention back, Sierra spread both hands against my abs. The deep grind swirled my cock through her as I let my eyes shut.

Jittery fingers caressed both sides of my jaw as long hair brushed against my face. Jaida’s lips quaked as she tried giving me the French action.

I put one mitt on the back of Jaida’s head and the other at the apex of Sierra’s waist. Feeling both of them push harder against me, I almost forgot about what poor Kylee was getting herself into.

But it didn’t take long. Right as I felt like I could have dumped my load with two blondes working on me, all hell busted loose like it was out for revenge.

Whimpers of, “Oh shit,” and, “Just like that,” interrupted the sound of fingers stirring the juice in her. It did the trick for Sierra, who was trying to run my dick clear through herself.

I dropped both arms and bunched the sheets in my fingers. One Chicago girl locking tongues with me and whispering in my ear, another getting finger-blasted into orbit, and my Iowa transplant screaming out all her tension on my staff… You’d have to fight not to come, too.

Fingernails grazed at my based while Sierra forced the topside of my cock against the roof of her cunt. She tightened from every other angle, almost taking me with her every time she rose up.

This wasn’t my first time feeling her lose all control in my lap, though. Rushing forward, Sierra collapsed with her face pressed into my neck. Jaida’s arm shook hard enough to rock the bed around me.

Sierra’s voice buzzed against my skin. Trying to get something out, she was locked in that wonderland of failed syllables and yelling like a fool.

My dick pulsed with that drop of precum. If it were any other time, I’d have forced myself on top and slammed away at Sierra’s pussy until I finished along with her.

“God-uh!” And it wasn’t from the girl quaking on top of me.

Feeling her tension release all at once, I let Sierra roll to my left. Jaida backed away from my face at the same time.

Alisa had already stripped herself bare, standing between Kylee’s split thighs. Both hands were pulling some kind of witchery on the slit beneath her.

Brunette curls whipped around as Kylee shook her head in a fit. If she didn’t hit a climax soon, we’d be getting another noise complaint from the floor below.

Jaida pinned one arm as I got the other. Covering the screaming mouth that was rattling my eardrums, it helped, almost enough. The assholes still threw a fit the next morning.

The corners of Alisa’s lips rode high as she looked at us. “Wanna see something neat?”

“I already know she can squirt. Put the girl out of her misery already.” Not that it was the best word for it, judging by the way Kylee wailed against my palm.

Alisa ramped it up for a second before backing away completely. “Fine.”

Kylee fucking lost it. Her voice rolled and lilted hard enough that I wasn’t about to take my hand back. Then she broke free of Jaida’s hold, and nearly got out of mine.

Her shoulders rested against my thighs as I tried to keep her from convulsing into the floor. Screams faded into moans as Kylee’s limbs started to calm down. And a messy, wet streak stretched from the edge of the bed, leading right to her well-serviced pussy.

I really need to buy a tarp or something. Jesus.

The deep tan of her skin had flushed into what I’d have called a sunburn. Kylee was roasting, and probably wouldn’t stand on her own for a good while. But she finally calmed down enough for me to let go.

Jaida took over the aftercare, letting Kylee use her lap like a pillow. “She really is that good.” Grinning while looking at Alisa, she added, “Trust me.”

Stretching and making a show of a yawn, Alisa passed it off like it was no big deal.

Beating me at my own game, in my own damn home. I got back onto my feet and waited for the little flash of dominance play itself out. And I don’t even know this chick.

Alisa held an index and middle finger out. “It really helps if they’re long, and you know what it feels like for yourself.” She grabbed my wrist and put my open hand against her own.

“Mine are longer, though.”

“But,” Alisa uncoupled our palms and traced a line down my chest and stomach, “I like dick, even if I can get any woman off.”

I bit the inside of my cheek as she sprung my cock with a fingertip.

“You’re lucky it’s big enough.” Alisa spun herself around and dropped her shoulders. Resting both palms against the bed, she backed her ass up like she was daring me to embarrass myself. “Well?”

Yup, she’s sharing a room with Jaida.

She looked back at me, over her shoulder. “You helped Tyler, so I know you’re a sweet guy, but that’s not what I’m looking for.” The fact that she was already mine, whether Alisa knew it or not, didn’t seem to fucking matter.

“That’s big talk, and I already know you can back it up.” I traced the dip of Alisa’s spine all the way up to her neck. Then I grabbed every strand of bottle-red hair I could.

The harder I pulled, the more she grinned. “Like I said, I’m not into nice.” Her ass bumped against me, a cunt-hair off the mark that would have slipped me in.

Emptying my lungs and pushing my tip between her folds, the smack on her clit made both of us jerk.

I’d never been much of a dom, but I still knew I was dealing with a whole different animal here. Either I was gonna win, or I wouldn’t be calling the shots anymore.

Forcing Alisa onto her side, I fought to hold on as she started topping from the bottom. Her legs wrapped around my left. Every pump of her ankles against the back of my thigh made her smirk that much harder.

Everyone was watching, hanging on my next move.

This is fucked. But I couldn’t let it show. Slapping both hands against the thickest part of her thigh, I pulled while ramming myself deep.

It took Alisa off enough of her guard. That involuntary flinch and whimper made her cheeks almost as bloody-red as her hair.

Another jolt pushed her an inch or two further on the mattress. I moved closer, bumping my shins against the solid teak bed frame. It wasn’t ideal, but I couldn’t let up now.

Grinding my shaft, I pulled back on her leg until my tip was rooting as deep as I could force it. Smacking her ass like I was taunting an unbroken horse, I left it there and used it to grip from the other side. Alisa wasn’t escaping anymore, but that didn’t mean I could take a victory lap.

The sheets bunched in her hands as she braced her arms. It felt like she was trying to doom herself, but it didn’t take her long to shoot that notion dead.

Her backside twisted and rolled in-place. Those excessive lips parted until I saw the pure white of her teeth.

While I backed away for another thrust, Alisa pushed her body to keep me locked in. The total overload of her cunt wrecking every last part of my cock tightened my neck.

But she couldn’t keep up as I took a full step back. The quick game of just-the-tip left her on the edge of falling off.

Which told me that it was time to fuck her world up.

Diving in until I felt her body stretch around me, I forced her to roll onto her back. Both of my arms scooped behind her shoulders. Even though my upper-body wasn’t that strong, it doesn’t take much to lift a girl when most of her weight is resting at your base.

Putting one foot in front of the other, I kept trudging ourselves across the room. It was work, but I couldn’t show weakness here, either.

Alisa hopped herself in my grip before leaning into my ear. “Rich boy has some fight in him.”

Wedging her back into the corner, I pushed my hands against her ass from below. Legs wrapped around me again, like she was trying to help. Or set me up for another trap.

Hot, soaked pussy gripped like it didn’t want me any further in. Her ankles met behind me as bare heels dug in. “You think I can’t show your ass up like this?”

I jarred myself into her, almost knocking her head against the drywall. “You can try.”

Boa constrictor legs tried pinching me in half. Alisa’s head dropped, but her eyes kept staring up at me. “Let me get you on your back sometime...” Like I was down to my balls inside a champion lap-dancer, her flesh gripped and stroked with each slide.

She was beyond good. “Where the hell did you learn that?”

“Win, and I’ll tell you.” Her nails dug into my skin, trying to cut between ribs.

I didn’t care if it was bound to leave marks. A good fuck should. “Smug bitch.”

Alisa took the pound like she’d been expecting it. Her voice picked up. “You’re really invested in proving you’re Captain-Big-Swinging-Dick, aren’t you?”

And why wouldn’t I be? This was my penthouse, and my harem.

Putting all I had into it, my dick slammed hard like an uppercut on the inside. Hair jostled over her face, giving me all the reason to do it again. And then a third and fourth time, until I felt the burn in every muscle.

It finally broke her voice. The moan gave me enough of a breather to keep myself together. But I was running the marathon like a dash.

Before she could realize I’d fucked myself, I turned both of our bodies around and started back toward the enraptured crowd of three. Jaida whispered something to Kylee and Sierra. Either my backup was about to arrive, or they were about to turn on me.

And I’d forgotten about how much control that statue hiding under the bed granted. That’s easy to do when you’re in a room with four naked tens, and planted to the hilt in one of them.

If it weren’t so soft, I’d have bruised my knees on the mattress when I hit. Alisa dropped without ceremony, bouncing what little she could on that foam.

Steeling myself and wiping sweat off my brow, I looked at all of the other. “You girls know the drill.”

Jaida slid herself alongside her new friend, grabbing the right leg. Kylee grabbed the left and helped pry them open. Sierra, being her pushy self, pulled Alisa’s wrists as high as she could.

Not even close to out of her, I didn’t bother putting my fists on the bed. Jaida and Kylee’s asses were far better handles.

Cramming myself in, it didn’t take long to get greedy. Everyone worked Alisa’s body in their own way. Sierra making out with her like they were drunken party sluts, Kylee worshiping both tits, and Jaida rubbing one out on Alisa’s clit. It was only natural to slide a couple of fingers in their cunts.

Four whimpering girls will do things to a guy, even if he didn’t have his cock in anyone. Every thrust ramped my blood pressure up, each a little higher than the last.

Alisa started losing herself in all the attention. Jaida and Kylee fought to keep her legs apart, spasms in Alisa’s thighs drawing them together like it was a law of physics itself.

I pulled my fingers out of them and grabbed just under her ass. It was barely enough added force.

My shaft glided through. Lubed enough to break Alisa’s grip, it still felt like her pussy was three sizes too small. As her thighs started shaking more, I knew she was about to climax herself stupid.

One twitch deep inside her shot a rush up my spine. My heart skipped, making the next pulse shoot through my body.

I wasn’t plowing anymore. Every surge was just my weight forcing me in. It took all I had just to keep pushing myself back for the next one.

Alisa tried getting something out, but Sierra’s mouth put a stop to it. Hands wrapped around heads as our blonde devil kept the pressure on.

Her body shook all over. Part from what I was doing, and from Jaida’s hand blurring over her slit.

Like I’d plucked a string under high tension, my body gave out as I willed myself as far in Alisa as I could get. My sack felt like it’d taken on a life of its own, squeezing into itself as the dull sting gave way to that feeling no man can describe.

Alisa’s thighs finally snapped together. Her entire frame locked as everyone else backed away. Then one scream pierced the air.

I pushed my chest against the backs of her legs. Looking around her curling feet, I caught a glimpse of that total bliss in her face. My eyes slammed shut right after.

The shock of that first jet felt like it should have been lethal. Hot cream spread around my tip as I pushed against her back wall.

Her entire body contracted at once, like she was a single, solid muscle tensing into itself. Alisa’s pussy gripped at the entrance, the pressure rising up my dick until it forced the second burst.

My body wouldn’t stop pushing itself as deep as it could, forcing the night’s ‘gift’ deep like it was meant to achieve it’s real purpose.

The final shot came out with a spasm that zapped every bit of my energy. I felt bare skin as warm and slick as my own.

Arms and legs curled around me. That tiny bit of movement overshot what I could handle on my shrinking cock.

Alisa recovered before I could. Snuggling me close in a way that felt too comforting, especially from her, I could only listen. “They didn’t help you because they’re afraid. Everyone wanted the same thing, and you did what had to be done. I respect that.”

Jaida whispered something in Alisa’s ear I couldn’t make out.

Alisa rose up just enough to show her tits and then stared down at me. “So long as this holds up, count me in.”

I knew what she meant. A little competition in the bedroom never hurt anyone, right?


Everyone but Alisa had left after they recovered. If she was moving in, it was high time to learn something about her. And as it turns out, the place she worked for handled more than just rare and expensive jewelry.

“Really? What’s it even supposed to be, and why would anyone steal that of all things?” Nevermind that I knew exactly what the statue did. And had it tucked under my bed.

Alisa switched the cross of her legs. “From what I’ve heard, it was one of the student interns who ran off with it. But when the cops searched his place, they never found it.”

I tried to play off my frantic search for the news story on my phone like it was nothing. “Huh. Maybe he dropped it in a trash can or something.” And what used to be Rick’s store still counted as exactly that.

“But what nobody knows is exactly why it was stolen. It’s just some totem with a bunch of superstitious hooey attached to it. At most, an antiquities dealer would pay a few hundred for it.”

Shit… The mugshot on the article was the same kid who’d dumped the thing off on me. “Well, you never know why people want certain things.” Running out of filler bullshit, I figured it was time to go back to honesty. “Like shiny rocks.”

“Yeah, I get it. You’re rich because you never chased things like that. Every customer tries to impress me with that line, even though they’re in a fucking jewelry boutique.”

“No, I’m rich because I got lucky.”

Alisa titled her head and stared at me with just one eye open. “You’re the first I’ve ever heard admit that.” She eased up a little. “Next you’ll tell me that it wasn’t all a matter of hard work.”

“If that was how people got rich, the slaves in The South would have owned the white people in no time. It’s kinda weird how the people who think inequality is fine are always better off than most, ain’t it?”

“Do I really have to keep dealing with these people to live here?”

I shrugged. “Do you? So long as you’re out of here and doing something productive, even if it’s flipping burgers, I don’t give a damn what you spend your time on.” And at least passing out McSlop was more useful than selling rings.

“Would it be too much if I asked you to help pay off some debt?”

“Yeah, kinda.” Sierra had already tried that angle. “Unless it’s the mob threatening to put you in concrete shoes, it’s not my problem. You get the same allowance as everyone else, as long as you stay employed or in school.”

“What about if I get laid off?”

“Then volunteer at a shelter or something. But it’s not like rich assholes are gonna stop buying status symbols anytime soon. I think your job’s safe.” And at least I knew why she was so eager to room with Jaida.

“Without paying rent and living across the street from work, I’d save a mint each month.”

And like anyone working retail or service downtown, there’s no way in hell she could afford to live here. “That extra money can be put to better use than making some landlord rich.” I had my own reasons for letting her shack up with us, but that’s another matter entirely.


After a little digging, I’d found out the basics on the kid who started this mess. I mean, I wasn’t mad at him or anything. But it still felt wise to learn more about the statue and why it ended up in my hands.

Getting a tip from Alisa on who could give me some more info had led me to one of the curators for the Chicago College of Antiquities. My heart pounded as I knocked on his office door. Even though, for all Damien Klein knew, I was just another one of those rich assholes in the market for a conversation piece.

He barely cracked the door as air even mustier than the dim hallway crept out. “Mr. Collins?” And he didn’t look to happy about the meeting.

“That’s me.”

Opening it up the rest of the way, the horribly ugly, lanky man gestured to a chair that was probably an antique itself.

I took my seat across from his desk, trying not to stare over the mountains of books and research papers. But that’s hard when the guy looked like a stork in human skin. “Alisa Gibson told me that you know about certain tribal pieces from the Republic of Congo.”

His chair didn’t budge as he sank into it. “I’ve made a career of traveling there and studying the cultural artifacts.” His annoyance came back in force. “This institute does not part with many specimens, and I’m even more protective of the ones under my care. Especially after the recent theft by one of my graduate students.”

The fact that I had the same totem he was referring to in my apartment didn’t have to come out. “I’m sorry to hear that. What did he or she make off with?”

“An early 19th-century nkisi, or power figure, as it means in English. While it wasn’t our most valuable item, I had great interest in running tests on the vial inside it.”

Like, some fluid? I still had to play dumb. “So it’s a vase?”

“In a sense. Each one has a ceramic chamber holding the blood of the shaman who created it. For all I know, the impetuous thief put a nail in due to the wish-granting superstition and ruined it.”

“That’s awful.” And at least I was learning something new.

Dr. Klein got a wild look in his eyes, like a kid who won’t shut up about his favorite video game. “The legend holds that its final owner will face judgment for spilling the blood of the statue. If it has been used for good, it will continue to work. But each wish, if used for evil or selfish gain, brings misfortune ten-fold of each.”

I felt the color leave my face. Five-hundred-million sure as shit was for my own personal benefit. I knew the damn thing worked, too. “Maybe that’s what made your student get rid of it.”

“The boy is in prison awaiting trial. Perhaps it isn’t all superstition.”

“Yeah…”

Damien caught himself before he hit another tangent. “Listen to me, droning on like a professor.”

Faking a grin, I tried to keep myself together. “I’m sure others exist. One would make an excellent addition to my home gallery.”

“Another one of my graduate students has a line on private collectors such as yourself.” He flipped through an old-fashioned Rolodex as if computers hadn’t been invented. After jotting down a few lines, he slid a scrap of paper my way.

“Gracie Pearce.” I already imagined coke-bottle glasses on a younger, feminine version of this guy. “I’ll touch base and see where it goes.”

The professor tapped his finger on the desk a couple of times. “She’s my most promising student and sharp as a razor. Nkisi figures are beyond a minor obsession for her.” Another poke kept his pressure on the one bare spot of wood. “Ms. Pearce is also as unhinged as she is intelligent. All good scholars are, in their own way.”

Lovely. I had an appointment with another academic. And this next one promised to be crazier than a shithouse rat.

“Promise to fund a study or research trip to Africa for her help. I’m sure Gracie will find what you’re looking for in return.”

Hopefully not. But she was my best lead.






MY CLUB, MY HAREM 2

A few weeks after the official opening day, the numbers weren't adding up. I clenched my fists against the sides of my head and then heard the office door open. “This'd better be fucking important.”

Reed was on shift that night, and I knew he was showing up early to open his palm for another equipment order. But what he said actually shocked the shit out of me. “That arcade is bleeding you dry. You have any idea how much current all those arcade cabinets pull?”

And the damn things weren't getting more than a few quarters a night. “So we get rid of the games,” I knew it'd make for some quick capital, if anything, “but what about the rest of this place? You think a bare-bones kitchen staff would be a good idea?” The boy did know bars and their business.

“You can't have casinos in this state, but there's nothing to stop us from issuing tickets here. A hundred or so gets a free lap dance, maybe? And some kind of food would keep the customers around longer.”

If I knew he wasn't about to give me more bad news, I could have kissed the motherfucker right on those dick-sucking lips. “I'll look into those, but I know what's about to happen when you step in my office. How big of a check do I need to sign, and why?”

“Music licensing. We've run up two-hundred this week.”

It wasn't my biggest expense, by any means, but every chunk out of my ass hurt like hell. Once you see a six-figure war-chest flirt with dropping to four-figures that quickly, a sledgehammer can't drive a greased toothpick up your asshole. “Fine, but I can't afford those extra sub-woofers right now.”

“And there's another thing.” Reed looked away like he thought I was about to lose my shit. “You have any room for a few more dancers?”

“So long as they can pay my fee at the end of the night and get the customers thirsty, they'll get a shot.” With every stripper owing me a Benjamin every day they showed up, drinks were the only other profit center. Our security guys ate up cover charges, and my attempt at doubling that price had chased too many people away.

Reed eased up a little. “I think you'll like them. But they only work together.”

We'd already had a few primadonna strippers come and go. “Making money past the nightly fee is on them, not me.”

“There's three of them, but I know they'll draw guys. Ever heard of the Shameless Threesome?”

I had. “What the fuck are they doing in this town?”

“The police raided the last place they were regulars at, and an undercover guy got caught with his pants down.” Which meant some cop was balls-deep in a dancer, and the local prosecutors saw that bodycam footage. “I know we're trying to keep our heads low right now, but they're a good workers.”

I crossed my arms and leaned back in my chair. “I'm going out on a limb, but you haven't bullshitted me yet. You willing to bet my faith in you on these girls?”

“Throw their name up on the sign this weekend, and we'll be the only strip club in town with customers.” Reed tapped his phone a few times right before mine dinged. “There, I sent you Cali's number. She's kinda the leader of that troupe.”

If you ever see a club owner who lists the girls in his contacts under their stage names, you'll know it. Chantal, Lexus, Destiny, Peaches... The usual stripper names.

I had to ask a favor of Reed before he could escape to his booth. “You draw up a rough plan on getting a kitchen going, and I'll pay for your time. I don't know shit about that.”

“Will do.” He smirked as he took hold of the door handle. “But no wings or ribs. The girls hate it when their clients have sticky hands.”

I hadn't thought of that, but it made sense in more ways than that. Having fingered an old girlfriend right after eating hot wings, I think it might have had something to do with our break up a few days later. Woops.


Come that Friday, Reed already had a cook lined up for an interview, as well as the cost breakdown of the menu items. It'd turn a decent profit. But best of all, he'd found buyers for around half of the arcade cabinets. There was a hefty bonus check sitting on my desk already, with his name on it.

And his 'friends' had just pulled into the parking lot. Cali, the leggy blonde, got out of the driver's side of the white Navigator in a skintight workout ensemble. These girls were topping the used Kia money most of our dancers made, by far.

Ember and Dallas followed right behind her, dressed about the same. Those two almost looked like sisters, but fit brunettes are hard to tell apart sometimes. It was Ember's big, blue doe-eyes that sold me on her before she was even inside the club.

Dara was busy counting her stack of dollar bills from the previous night, hoping to make a bank run before they closed at five. When she heard the front door open, all the color left her face. “What are they doing here?”

“Headlining the weekend, probably.”

Whatever history she'd had with them, it couldn't have been stellar. Her voice dropped to a whisper. “The drama in the dressing room's bad enough already. You wanna lose half our girls over one big weekend?”

That depended on how much of a crowd these three could draw. We hadn't done the porn-star or notable stripper kind of events yet. “This is business, not high school.”

Dara wasn't happy about it, but she knew the ultimate decision was mine. “I'll keep things as calm as I can, but no promises.”

Right before they got close enough to hear me, I had to give one more order. “Think about keeping this place open past next month. You know I've only got a couple of months worth of cash in reserve.”

It wasn't a problem for the dancers, since they paid me every night for the privilege of earning way more money in tips. But without security, DJ's, or electricity, you wouldn't have a club any girl would strip in.

Cali already had that bullshit smile I was far too used to. People operating on the underside of society are either good promisers, or experts at sorting truth from the fluff. “Randy Andy?”

“I guess you're Cali. Reed didn't have enough good things to say about you three.” Dara shot me a nasty look from across the booth and then hid her face behind a palm. “How long do you all plan on staying in town?”

Getting right down to business, Cali and her bunch filled in every empty space. Ember doing a little more than violating my personal space was probably gonna get me in trouble later.

Cali unzipped her red halter top a little. “That depends on how much we make every week. We understand that it can get slow, but if the money's not here, we won't be back for Saturday night.”

“I don't have anything to lose by letting you three take the stage.” I returned Dara's shitty look, with a little of the hard edge filed off. “But I don't want a bunch of drama backstage.”

“What have you heard about us?”

I couldn't afford to bullshit when the bank account was getting this anemic. “You're the best at drawing customers, but the other girls in the dressing room can't stand any of you. Care to tell me why, from your perspectives?”

Cali and Dallas scooted Dara into the wall of the booth. Not a good sign.

When Ember's fingers danced across my zipper, I knew I was risking more than I thought. But she cut me off before I could say a thing. “Lots of guys buying drinks and paying cover charges are where you make your money. We know how hard it is running a place like this in the first couple of months.”

I gripped my hand over Ember's, stopping her right in her tracks. “You're disrespecting the house mom, and my girlfriend. Don't go shitting where you plan on eating this weekend.”

Cali was already on top of her partner's fuck-up. “He's not that kind of club owner, Ember. This guy's all business.”

I saw the ice daggers Dara was trying to stare through my soul. Hoping to keep my testicles intact, I cleared my throat and picked the track back up. “I can have your names on the sign before opening time, but it'd work better next weekend if we keep them on there. Call this weekend a trial period.”

Dara had to get her barbs in, somewhere. “And if any of you get too handsy with the customers or Andy, you'll need a truck to pull one of my platform heels outta your ass.”

Cali winked at me before she shot back. “Lexi, we're all professionals here. If the girls in the dressing room are jealous of us, there's nothing we can do about it. Do they expect us to suck at our job, just to make them feel better about themselves?”

“That's enough, both of you.” I had to calm Dara before she threw a punch. I'd seen her do it before. “And that's not how you get on my good side.”

Ember stopped trying to push herself on me, at least. She eased away and then asked, “Well, how do we?”

“By getting asses in seats and in the lap dance booths. If you all can draw a crowd willing to part with money, I'm sure the rest of the girls can look past everything else.” I shot a quick glance at Dara. “Right?”

“If you say so, boss.”

Now I knew she was gonna tear into my ass later, but we needed to grow our customer base. “I guess you three had better get on stage so we can see what you've got. Your gym clothes will do for now.”

Those three couldn't have shot out of that booth fast enough. Which left me alone with my fuming girlfriend and her pile of money. She started counting ones again, not even bothering to look up at me. “Andy, you're gonna have problems from them. I can guarantee it.”

“I'm sure, but having to shut down would be even more of an issue. Just focus on the big picture.”

As I started getting up to go watch, Dara had one last shot to get in. “Same here. You go acting like every club owner I've worked for around them, and you'll lose at least one dancer.”

I knew she was talking about herself there. “They're not getting in my pants, if that's what you're worried about.” And with one hit of the button upstairs, I'd get her back to her new usual self.

Leaving her in the booth to finish counting tips, I headed to the stage. Cali, Ember, and Dallas were all stretching on the catwalk. Strippers who don't warm-up never last long, in terms of hours or years.

“Any song requests? I can kinda run the sound.”

About the time I got back to Reed's idea of heaven, Cali shouted, “Real Sisters by Future.”

Crazy shit happened every time that played with more than one girl on the stage. I clicked through the massive library of music until song titles began running together. I had it ready to go about the time they stopped stretching.

The sound of digitized bells started filling the air until until the auto-tone abuse started. Rap wasn't my kind of music, but the dancers and the customers loved it. Which meant I had to listen to it for most of the fifty-six hours a week the club was open.

Keeping in line with the song, Dallas and Ember took the spotlight. Cali strutted herself around them, picking up imaginary bills and tucking them in her partners' waistbands. If this wasn't bordering on having live, lesbian sex-acts on the stage, I didn't know what would.

Dara broke the trance from behind me. “They are good at what they do, but they're even better at stirring up shit.”

I backed away from the audio boards and had to tell her the truth. “If they'll work here for the next two weekends, we're gonna make a killing.” And if those new customers leave impressed and broke enough, they'd all come back.

“It's up to you, but any dressing room drama goes on while they're here, you're gonna handle it.”

“I'd be a terrible house mom. This a temporary thing, or are you just gonna run off?”

Dara closed both of her hands around one of mine. “I'll work, and I'm not leaving you, but I'm not fooling with the rest of the girls' problems until they're gone.”

Great. I knew I was doomed to my office for all of both weekends. The few nights Dara had taken off somewhere, my job was like trying to keep the peace in a box filled with a dozen or so rabid cats.

“And I'm not missing out on all the tips I'll make with them here. Just treat me like any other dancer tonight.” She put the stacks of bills in her deposit bag. “I'll be back a little before opening time.”

She walked out, definitely calmer than she had been. Dropping the extra problems in my lap was keeping her around. I could handle it for a few nights, or so I thought.

The Shameless Threesome were winding down their routine, which I'd been keeping an eye on the entire conversation. Something about the way those two brunettes seemed way too into each other told me this wasn't just a work arrangement for them.

Either way, they'd earned a place on the rotation for the next two weekends. They demanded I only make them pay one stage fee for all three of them. But that's the cost of doing business with girls who'd fill the house.


By ten, The Shameless Threesome's debut night here already had its share of drama and trouble. Dara was still snappy with me, but at least she wasn't going anywhere. And one of our less-stellar performers had already gotten me beyond livid.

Looking like the skinny, skanky chick nobody likes who hangs around the tattoo parlor, Karma had her arms and legs crossed. “I'm not required to give a lap dance to that sorry-ass.”

One of our best customers, Rodney, was a guy even I liked talking to. Like someone had dropped a wise black guy out of central casting into my club, his stories were endless as they were entertaining. But Karma's a bitch, as they say. No exception when she's a racist stripper.

“Hey, I'm paying way more in taxes than you are. But piss and moan more about people on food stamps, as I debate just letting you go because I fucking can...”

Karma reared back in her seat, but she didn't apologize like she wanted to stick around. “I pay taxes, but his sorry ass uses them to buy a lap dances. Well, not from me he won't.”

Not that it's how that shit worked at all, but I was fine with letting Karma run free with enough rope to hang herself. I waited for her to start pissing and moaning again.

“Why should I bust my ass, if this black fucker's gonna spend my tax dollars to get me hopping on his dick?”

“He's not...” Few strippers are this racist, by the way, and they all knew not to let it show in my club. But I learned why some beer-goggles-cute, tatted-up white girls always seemed desperate for a club to work at. “You shouldn't even be thinking about hopping on his dick, since that's not what the girls do here. And Rodney's not on food stamps! The guy's retired from the railroad company after forty years.”

“Well, my boyfriend Mick's gonna deal with his ass when he gets outta jail.”

“There's half your fucking problem. The lugnut doesn't fall far from the trailer.” I scooted my chair a few inches forward. “Aryan Brotherhood, right?” I'd dealt with a few of that bunch before, unfortunately.

“So what if he is? Gonna hold that against me?”

“Yeah, I already am. Heavily.”

“It's not any of your damn business.”

“But it humbled your ass mighty quick, didn't it? Too bad you need me more than I need you. Get the fuck out in the next thirty seconds.”

“Why?”

“You call a customer the most hateful thing you can, right in his face... Then you threaten to send your dipshit of a boyfriend out to murder that guy or myself...” Karma stared at me like she didn't understand why I was pissed beyond words. “And you really can't figure out why we're dumping you like last week's trash?”

“So what the fuck do you expect me to do? Pan-handle?”

“That's not my fucking problem! Shoulda thought of that question before you got shitty with me just now, not to mention toward one of our best customers. Maybe that jailbird boyfriend of yours can float the bills next month. I'm sure hard time looks great on a job application.”

“Fuck you, Andy.”

“Every other club wasn't willing to deal with your shit, and we aren't either. Don't dump on people who have extra cash to throw around if you can't even pay to work at a titty bar. Dara was fucking right about you, and I should have listened to begin with.”

“So what am I supposed to do now? Huh?” Karma pulled up on her panties like it was supposed to impress me. “Wanna see why I'm better than her?”

Hell no. “It's not that I want you to go away mad. I just want your sorry ass to go away, period.”

“Mick's gonna have words for you later.”

“I hope he fucking does.”

One thing you learn around shady people, fast, is to call their bluff.

Karma smirked like she was playing and ace hidden in her bra. “He's a big guy, and he doesn't have much going for him these days”

I pulled the hem of my shirt up just enough to show the revolver I kept tucked in my belt when I expected trouble. “I'd just shoot him and let him go to the morgue in my place. He can show up and act like a badass all he wants, but Mr. Bullet is the best bouncer money can buy.”

“Giant pussy.”

“That big flapper between your legs is taking up all the room you've got to talk.”

“Fuck you!”

“And I wouldn't do the same to you even if I was borrowing Mick's jailhouse cock. Get the fuck outta here before I call the cops.” I slung a pointed finger toward the door. “Fucking go, now!”

I didn't have to get that ugly very often, but damn did it feel good when I had the chance. It takes a lot to piss off a strip club owner that much. But I knew it meant trouble was coming, from one direction or another, at some point.

Stripper boyfriends are fucking nuts, and I say that, being one myself. They kinda have to be.


Karma made sure to cause a scene on her way out the door, and not the back one like I told her. One nod at a security guy had her screaming ass on the curb. Knowing I'd get the non-undercover police involved, Karma got in her car and left as soon as she lost her audience.

Barry took over on the microphone as Dara ended one of her sets. “Ladies and fellas, it's always a race to get a lap dance from Lexi Lee, so don't save her for your last private dance of the night.”

I took a seat next to Rodney at his usual table near the back. “Sorry you had to deal with that chick. Lexi's got me on house mom duties tonight, so Karma's gone for good.”

He looked at me like he felt he shared the blame. “I didn't want the girl fired, but she can't go disrespecting people like that.”

“No, she can't, and she won't anymore.” Dara was ignoring everyone following her until she slid in next to Rodney. “I'll tell you what. Three songs worth of private sessions from Lexi, on the house.”

Dara took the sixty dollars out of my hand from across the table. As she walked away with Rodney, she looked back and smiled. Her usual role in the dressing room was kicking my ass, and Dara wanted me to know that she knew it.

But at least I wasn't losing one of my best customers. What I'd given him for free, he more than doubled in spending at least three times a week. With that resolved, I had to check on the carnage in the dressing room.

I didn't take the usual route I'd had put in at the edge of the stage. That secret door had been turned into something more obvious, but only Dara and myself knew the keypad code.

Where I used to have old animatronics decaying in the dark, now I had clothing racks, lit makeup stations, and nearly-naked women running around everywhere. My entry quieted all the cat-calling and gossip like always. But this time I wasn't walking through to hide in my office.

“Anything else getting out of control tonight?” It wasn't directed at any of them in particular, but a few turned away like it was. “No? Then I'm getting back to my paperwork.”

Aside from The Shameless Threesome, I did have one newer girl working her first Friday night. Starry had the right looks and the basic moves. But being a gorgeous, big-titted blonde isn't enough if you're still acting too shy to strip well.

Right before I opened the door to my office, she tapped on my shoulder. “Excuse me, Andy? Can I talk with you in private?”

I expected her to tell me she was quitting. “Fine, come in here with me.”

I left the door open behind us as the usual sign of trust when I wasn't chewing someone out. Starry pulled the khaki trench coat she always covered herself with off-stage even tighter as she sat down. “This is really embarrassing, so I don't know how to tell you. It'd be a lot easier to talk about this with Lexi.”

“She's making me take over back here tonight.” I didn't get into why, because it was none of Starry's business. “I'd hate to lose you, though. You've got potential.”

Starry blushed a little and looked away from me. “It's not that, but I do need to go home early.”

“Done any dances tonight?”

“No.” A clear streak of shame came over her face. “I'm sorry.”

“Don't be.” I pulled out my wallet and fished for a hundred. “Here's your stage fee back. No point in making you pay for a night you never made money on.”

“But you're not even asking me why.” She nervously reached for the bill I was holding out for her.

“All you girls are independent contractors who can use this place as you see fit. Outside of paying the nightly fee and not causing problems, that's all I expect of you. One night a month, or every night.”

“So it won't count against me?”

These new girls were kinda cute in how much they thought I was like a regular manager. “Listen, unless you fuck up like Karma did tonight, you're fine. And I don't mind putting in a word with Lexi for you.”

“You don't have to do that.”

“Well, I know you're to shy to do it yourself.” And now curiosity started getting to me. “So why are you heading out so early?”

Starry's face got redder than the club's bottom line so far. “I started my period just now.”

It was my fault for asking. “It happens.” But I couldn't help laughing a bit. “I'd much rather know now than have a customer demanding I pay for his dry cleaning. Take however long you need off and don't worry about it.”

Dara's birth control pretty well stopped that process in its tracks, and most other strippers knew that trick already. “Nuva Ring. Look into getting one if you can't afford a vacation every month.” The only thing that made me feel guilty was that I couldn't offer health insurance to the dancers.

“I'll see about it. I'm still on my dad's insurance, but he'd kill me if he found out what I was getting.”

“Imagine if he found out what you're doing to get through college.”

The blush in her face disappeared in a second. “God, what if he comes in here and sees me on stage?”

“Tell the bouncers to blacklist him on nights you're working. Every girl here has a few people on that list, for whatever reason.”

“Thanks.” A little pink came back to Starry's face. “You're even less scary than Lexi, and she's a sweetheart to work with.”

Dara did do a good job taking care of her girls, assuming I hadn't pissed her off and she washed her hands of them for the night. “Go on home. If you're off the cotton pony in time, I'll have her give you some private lessons before next Friday night.”

“Thanks, Andy.”

Starry reminded me of Dara in those few moments she let the pro-stripper act fall away, for some reason. “Don't worry about this place until you're ready to come back. Focus on your classes. This isn't the kind of thing you wanna do into your thirties.” At least, not with that personality. Past twenty-five, her shelf life in the stripping world would have run out.

I'd never seen a person look more relieved. “Stuff like this is why I'll be back.”

As a boss, I couldn't have heard better words.


Rodney couldn't have bragged on Dara's private show hard enough, for about the tenth time since the place had opened. As she started her last dance for the night, I watched from the living room. My nightly slap at the button on the wall guaranteed all that stress from doing my job and half of her own was gonna get relieved.

I hadn't used the strobe on any of the other girls since I wasn't running a brothel. It was tempting, since she gave every dance her all for the night after I'd activated it. But I had been getting word from my security guys that undercover cops were showing up at the door every other night or so.

As Dara whipped herself around the pole to Rob Zombie's dedicated strip club remix of Spookshow Baby, the light's effects took hold. Whatever money the front rows had left, she was getting damn near all of it.

That trio of guest dancers was gonna take the stage right after her to close the night. They knew they wouldn't make much in tips with it, but it'd get at least a tenth of the same crowd back for more, only eighteen hours later. The house was that damn packed, even minutes before closing time.

Money rained on Dara as she split her legs out of nowhere in my direction. Even from almost a hundred feet away, I knew she was wet and ready. The crowd agreed, trying to catch her attention with as many bills as they could.

Finishing my second and last coke'n'crown for the night, I slapped the button again to shut the program off. Her changes from the first time were still there. But that nightly top-off got her hotter than a kitchen in summer.

Dara set right off from the stage like she always did, making a beeline for the secret kitchen entrance. The usual tromp up the stairs in those heels got louder as she neared the door. I was about to get my pelvis crushed into dust, again.

I sat my empty glass down on the nearby bookshelf as Dara surged toward me. Whatever the light did to her, she couldn't stop until she'd made me come my brains out. As Dara balled the collar of my button-up in her fist, my dick couldn't have gotten any harder.

But then she pushed me against the wall. I felt the button press against my back until that unmistakable click registered through my muscles.

Oh, fuck no! As Dara's mouth invaded my own, I knew I was fucked. And not in the best way.

Out of the corner of my eye, I saw Cali, Dallas, and Ember start dancing like I'd never seen in my life. The crowd rushed the stage, tossing all they had in a fluttering storm of ones and twenties.

Then I felt her lips pop away from mine. Dara pushed herself back, gripping my shoulders hard enough that it hurt. “Stop looking at them!”

She had gone fucking mad. Whether from the lighting or jealousy, I didn't care. All I knew was, she planned on banging me dead.

I took a blind slap at the switch as Dara pulled me away from the wall. It connected, but not nearly soon enough. Dara ripped the belt loops of her cut-off shorts as she forgot about the damn button and zipper.

Out of the corner of my eye, I saw how hard those three were going at it on the stage. Just a few seconds of the secret light was plenty to do the trick. The idea of having three of my dancers cock-mad in a room full of guys packing blue balls turned my spine to ice. I knew at least one undercover cop was still down there.

Dara kept tearing at my pants as I backed away. I had to get her under control, before the end of Gimme' More. The sick joke in that wasn't totally lost on me.

She finally pushed me past my limit at the halfway mark. “Will you fucking stop? I've got my revolver in my belt!”

Dara calmed down, a little. “What, you're gonna shoot me?”

“No, I'm afraid you'll cock it and blow my balls off.” That's when I remembered what else I had on me for security reasons. One of those thick zip ties in my back pocket, the same kind the bouncers carried.

As I pulled it out, Dara tried forcing me against the wall again. “Well, drop those trousers and let's get to it.”

“Turn around, I wanna try something new.” Holding the zip tie in front of her face, I half-expected her to try using it on me.

It got her blood pumping. Whipping herself around like she was still on stage, Dara presented her wrists over top of her ass. “You'd better fuck me hard enough to break that thing.”

Pulling her across the room, I looked around for anything strong enough to keep her in one spot. “Sit your ass down, right here.” A leg of the couch would have to do. If she could lift that damn thing as she sat with her back against its arm, Dara would have broken the tie anyway.

With a fast strrnkt of the nylon around her wrists, she was out of my hair. “I'll be right back. Sorry.”

About the time I got halfway down the stairs, Dara figured out the game. “You scummy motherfucker!” I knew she was ready to kill me, but it wasn't the first time she'd been pissed at me since we woke up.

I had to get Cali, Dallas, and Ember in my place before they started an orgy. Whatever they decided to do to each other would have to be fair game. And if they decided to use the hell out of Dara, I'd at least get one hell of a show I'd regret later.

Sprinting through the kitchen, I heard the last verse of the song kick in. I still had time, but there was no way I'd clear the place by myself. I slid across the order counter like it was the hood of the General Lee and then ran straight for the bouncers at the front door.

“Don't ask why. I just need you guys to clear everyone out. Now.”

Frank, the big bastard who looked like a bulldozer crammed in a t-shirt, perked his eyes wide open. “Fire?”

“No, I just don't want trouble with these cops in here. Mandatory closing time's already hit.” It was still a couple minutes until two, but Frank wasn't about to give me lip about it. “You guys walk through and clear 'em out.”

I turned and parted my way through the trickle of guys leaving like they should, but still not living that way. Dallas and Ember were all over each other like the song had already ended. Shit was gonna go south, fast, if I didn't get them squirreled away.

Cali was already hitting up a guy in the front row. I barged between them and grabbed her by the wrist, almost pulling her costume's glove off. It was a crazy get-up they'd brought along, but those costumes were brimming with cash.

“All three of you are coming with me. Now.”

Lexi's kind of madness had already taken hold of them, too. Cali pulled back, trying to get me onto the stage. “Come on, let's give everyone a big finish for the night. You can help up.”

I put all my weight into pulling back. “You get their asses to follow me,” I swallowed, knowing I was putting my damn life on the line, “and all three of you can do whatever the hell you want to Lexi.”

The glitter on Dara's face made her entire face sparkle as he expression changed. “Really?”

You're fucking up, Andy. But I didn't have much choice. “Yeah. Now get those two off the stage before one of the undercover bastards in here slaps cuffs on them.”

“That sounds fun too.”

“Just goddamned do it.” I pulled myself onto the stage and grabbed Ember by the shoulders. I turned to Cali and shouted, “Come on, now!”

Cali joined me up there, wrapping her arm around Dallas's waist. “The bossman has an even better time for us. Scoot.”

As the bouncers shuffled drunks and sexually frustrated guys out the doors, I hauled those three pains in the ass toward the kitchen. I actually took time to lift the counter's gate this time. “You three'd better keep your fucking mouths shut about where we're going.”

Ember made a little more progress than Dara had in getting my pants off while I did the usual knock on the metal door. I dragged her up the steps with one hand and held my slacks up with the other. At least Cali had the sense to close the one locking door behind her.

Dara's cussing marathon was still going strong. I opened the door at the top, knowing I was about to throw gas on the bonfire, and then three sticks of dynamite on top of it.

“You fuckin' sonuvabitch!” The couch scooted about an inch as she tried to murder me with a look. “What the fuck is wrong with you?” She'd always been feisty, but she was primed for more than just an outnumbered cat-fight.

“Calm down. They're not even gonna touch me.”

“Then why is your belt hanging loose, moron?”

She had a point. “It's your fault.” But I knew she had no idea what I was talking about. “I'll explain it later.”

“You're not gonna live long enough to try bullshitting your way out of it, you butt-fuckin' bastard!”

To hell with it. “You four have fun together. I'm gonna go wrap up her job.”


Aside from a few of the dancers acting butthurt over how much money those three had picked off the stage, the drama wasn't too bad. It's not like any of the girls would make more as waitresses somewhere. I turned the lights off as the last couple of them slipped out the back entrance.

Getting back into the main room, I heard the total chaos erupting upstairs. Frank huffed his way over to me. “What the hell is going on? I can't figure out where that shit's coming from!”

“Don't worry about it.” I couldn't help grinning. “It's my problem. Go home.”

“You sure?” He jangled the keyring on his belt.

“Yeah. See you tomorrow.”

I recognized Dara's unmistakable howling rising over the mix of screams. Aside from talking like she was reading a bathroom stall during sex, the girl could give a man tinnitus. Or three other girls, in this case.

Frank locked the door behind him as he shook his head. I brushed my hand against the switch for the room lights. Dark as it was, the place was still loud as during business hours.

And it kept getting louder the further I got up the steps. I stopped for a breath at the very top, wondering why it got so damn quiet out of nowhere. Something had just changed, and I didn't know if it'd be at my expense or not.


I walked in. All four of them had their panties in a bunch. Every pair was piled in the floor, right in front of where Dara had been tied down.

“Oh shit.” I didn't see a single one of them. “What the fuck just happened here?”

Quiet giggling barely leaked through the wall in front of me. Armageddon had fizzled out.

I strolled around the room inspecting the damage. My paring knife rested on the couch like a confession note. The clean cut in the zip tie filled in the blanks.

Nothing good was gonna come of this. But even if I knew better, I still had to figure out what they were up to in the bedroom. No good, without a doubt.

Stepping over and easing the door open, none of them noticed I'd come back. Dara was right in the middle of the writhing mess. And every single one of them wore nothing but the blushes of pink covering every breast and done-up face in the room.

Dara wasn't trying to stop them, either. As Cali went to town with her mouth between my girlfriend's thighs, Dallas and Ember got busy with Dara's tits. It was the kind of show I wish I could get away with putting on the stage.

I approached the foot of the bed awestruck. A few of her stripper friends brought up the idea of a threesome with Dara and myself. But she had zero interest in other women. Until now, anyway.

The sound of three mouths taking advantage of her body finally got interrupted as Dara whimpered in the middle of the bed. Normally, I try not to listen to the smaller head between my legs, because I know he's a dick. But he was pretty damn persuasive at the moment.

Dallas eased her mouth away from Dara's body first. “It's pretty one-sided here, don't you think?”

I was past talking myself out of it. “So long as everyone's game, why not?”

Dara moaned even harder as soon as the words were out of my mouth. Cali started driving her even harder.

Ember looked back at me, her incredible ass backing closer to me as she asked, “Think you can handle all four of us by yourself?”

I either could or I couldn't. Either way, it was worth a fucking shot.

Cali tore her mouth away right as Dara was on the verge of busting loose. Her lips glistened more than her gloss should have allowed. “It's alright if he fucks all of us, right?” Her hands raced up to fondle Dara's tits like water balloons, making sure they displayed the full bounce I loved playing with so much.

My girlfriend's default jealousy had to be arguing with the light's programming. She tilted her head just enough to look at me from the corner of one eye. “Well, Andy?”

To hell with it. I had enough of an opening to save my ass if it pissed her off. As Ember turned herself around on her knees and brushed her fingertips against my zipper, I leaned over and teased at her slit.

Dallas and Cali giggled at each other, swapping places on Dara's body. I knew I was sticking my balls in a salad shredder, but on the other hand, I knew I could talk my way out of danger. It's not like Dara ever had and interest in other girls before that point.

I couldn't rip my clothes off fast enough. By the time I was fully erect and hopping around to get my socks off, Ember was already in prime position. A quick wiggle of her ass beckoned me to throw that last bit of doubt away.

The tip of my cock met the slick lips of her pussy. The other three stared on, each of them grinning like I was about to be a punchline. Dara's smirk was the real kicker.

If I'm gonna get myself in trouble, might as well run this shit into the ground. Pulling my hips back, I watched Ember match the change. It positioned me to plunge deep.

And I did. The total wetness and her moan forced me to close my eyes and then tilt my head back. Ember had the kind of cunt that'd tucker a man out and put him to sleep.

The first piece of strange I'd had since meeting Dara gripped like a vice. You wouldn't think a stripper could be so tight. But when she's mainly into other girls, her pussy can be tighter than an unopened jar lid.

Dallas and Cali were already taking Dara's mind off what I was up to. Her toned legs wrapped around Cali's shoulders as the Shameless Threesome's ringleader dove back in. It was a damn nice backdrop to go with the bright-eyed brunette I was buried deep inside.

The first moan out of Ember's lips stole all of my attention. As she backed into my hips again, I knew her toes were curling as hard as they could. Out of her trio, she had to be my favorite, going by looks alone.

Ember's walls relaxed just enough to let me give her a good drive toward home base. Her head dropped as her voice started to crack. The girl needed a good plowing, if only to break her in.

I wrapped one hand around the back of her neck and filled the room with the sound of our torsos crashing together. It didn't take long for screams to take over. If anything, it was driving Cali and Dallas to catch Dara right up with Ember.

The total chaos melded into a soundtrack that'd get a man off by itself. Had anyone been left in the main room of the club, they'd have known some kind of orgy was going on.

Ember presented both of her wrists behind her back. I let go of her neck and took one in each hand. By that point, she was some feral thing who wanted me to waste her away.

I fused our bodies with a hard pop against her ass. Our hips separated just enough to give me room to crash back in. The blunt force of it jerked every hair on her head.

Ember's cunt devoured every inch of me and tensed with every push. The madness of her own body tried keeping me buried to the trunk. But as fierce as her natural urges were, I had enough built-up tension in me to break through and prime myself for another drive at her core.

The girl had enough skill to give me a different trajectory with each entry. My shaft was electrified enough to get itself off within minutes. But addictive as it was, I knew I had to enjoy the other three girls free for my own use.

I gave Ember a deep lunge straight at her g-spot. The rough grind of the bottom of my shaft against her magic button brought the best out of her. It was time to get merciless.

Plundering away, I knew she was right one the verge. Another savage drive against that succulent bit of her cunt was all it took. Out of nowhere, every bit of her flesh went molten, convulsing and flowing until she was at the boiling point.

I had what I wanted from her, and Ember was totally spent. The instant I saw goosebumps rise all over her, I rocked back and pulled out. Ember probably didn't have the awareness to know what had just hit her mind like a truck.

Dara couldn't take her barely-opened eyes off of me as I pulled out and then moved on to Dallas. I knew the jealousy was killing her.

Lying on her back and spread wide as I scooted around the corner of the bed, Dallas had every muscle of her torso coiled and ready to go. What I didn't expect was the firm tightness of her cunt. I figured out of all of them, she dipped into the customer pool for a good, paid time more than Cali and Ember.

I wrapped my fingers around her bronzed waist. Darting forward, the shock of it goaded a yelp from between her lips.

She was already wet enough that I didn't have to force myself too hard. The inside of her pussy felt like she was on the verge of fever dreams. Buried deep, I gyrated my hips to measure the landscape.

Dallas groaned as I hit all the right places. She dug her nails into my sides. As soon as her eyes flew open, I knew exactly how savage she wanted me to get.

I pressed two fingers against Dallas's clit and set to work. Her thighs pressed against me, already turned on by what she'd been doing to my girlfriend.

My heart struggled to keep up when I began slamming myself into the night's second brunette. Dallas's legs opened at just the right angle for her walls to stoke my cock the right way.

Dallas tried collapsing into herself as I kept her thighs spread. “Fuck!”

The rapid whip of my cock inside her didn't have much hill left to climb. Heartbeats started pounding in my ears as I stiffed her as hard and fast as I could. If you didn't know I was trying to get her off, you'd think, I was sprinting to my own climax.

One hard jerk of my hips forced Dallas over the point of not return. I kept up the motion of my fingers as her eyes rolled back. With a guttural moan as her lips spread apart, she announced the kind of climax a girl would brag about to her friends.

Dallas surrendered after a few seconds of trying to hold out. I pulled my fingers and my cock away at the same time. The poor thing was a shivering mess, screaming and mewling like she'd just been tazed.

Dara's own eruption took off right as Dallas's ended. Half of me wanted to plow right into Cali, but something held me back. It was probably Dara's wild orgasm that had me enraptured as I pulled out of the final brunette.

Massive convulsions took over my girlfriend's body as she kept coming. Standing up from between her legs, Cali presented Dara's best asset like it was ripe for the taking.

I couldn't help looking at the oral prodigy and asking, “Trying to save yourself for last?”

Cali knew she couldn't hide that grin. “So what if I am?”

She understood how to get what she wanted, but I wasn't falling for it. “Don't think I'll treat your bunch any better than the rest of the talent here, just because of that.”

“You think that's what this is about?” Cali backed even further away from Dara. “Go ahead, make her feel less jealous.”

Under the spell of the lighting program, Dara worshiped the air I exhaled out of my lungs. She finally had enough sense back to show that hunger between her legs. Those thighs opened like gates to the promised land I already knew like a favorite song.

I took Cali's former place, toying with the end of my cock instead of my mouth. The fiery heat of Dara's folds made it really damn clear. She was primed and ready to come again.

After getting myself just inside here, one easy sweep of my hips buried me deep. Dara's instincts took over as both hands and legs guided my entire body to collapse over her.

Shoving her mouth next to my ear, her breath smoldered as she begged, “Fuck me hard enough to make them jealous.”

I rammed myself into her cunt like I meant it. Dara's walls yielded as I forced myself deep into her abdomen. She was ready for all I had to give.

But then I pulled out. “I'll take care of you later.” I knew it'd either get me killed, or buy me the kind of ride that'd hurt a man.

Cali offered herself right next to Dara, spreading her legs wide as I saw my girlfriend realize what I'd done. But then Cali's gorgeous, brown eyes stole all of my attention.

Dara got the hint, lifting herself off the bed and then joining Ember and Dallas in the floor. It left me with the fragrance emanating from Cali. The luxurious silk of her folds made her feel like the Four Seasons of sex already.

I didn't waste any time trying to invade a place where I was already invited. My veins pulsed as I sank deeper, savoring how every fraction of an inch brought a new sensation. The stormy twitching of Cali's passage had to be aching from being the one neglected pussy in the room.

Everything escalated all at once. Pulling me deep like I was some obsession she was trying to abduct, the rich texture inside her did what she wanted it to.

Cali took hold of my arms and pulled me down. “Think you can last long?”

“Fuck no.” Her 'work friends' had already done a number on me, and I knew overconfidence was a sneaky killer. “I'll give you first dibs next weekend, though.”

Cali tilted her head in Dara's direction. “She won't kill you, so long as you give her what she wants tonight.”

I was already used to going three or four rounds before sunup every time I'd used the light on Dara. The first glow of morning seemed to be the cutoff for the effects.

The needed to pull myself back and thrust again stung my very blood. Like I was somehow drugged by what Cali had shown off all night, I took that first draw and experienced the same bliss in reverse.

“I don't fuck guys very often, so help me make up for lost time.”

My shaft grazed against her flesh as I shot back in. Her cunt wasn't the kind of treasure you handled like a museum piece. It had this potent talent that begged for you to test its limits.

Both of us abandoned anything close to reason as we smashed our bodies together. Cali's hips ground against my own like we were doing some forbidden dance. And up until the light hit everyone, it would have been.

I kept delving in and out as her motion kept the friction up on all sides. She was daring me to go ahead and come.

Cali's movements kept her slit circling in place as the ecstasy ramped up for both of us. She started letting out these anguished moans as I felt a new wave of sweat on my brow.

My body kept bucking into her until I had Cali wailing like a siren. If I was gonna make her finish along with me, I knew I had to keep up the persistence. Not that she was complaining one bit, loud as she was getting.

My throat growled with a thick rumble as I felt the finish line peek above the horizon. The girl had flown past juicy and right into a flood-stage. It was all I needed to urge along what our bodies did best.

“Fuck!” Cali's limbs gripped around me as I kept up the assault. “Don't you goddamned stop!”

I couldn't have dreamed of it. Pounding myself into Cali like I was trying to wreck her, my nerves started to fray. The red cast spreading around the periphery of my vision gave me what I needed for that last, furious drive.

The quick bite of her front teeth against my ear lobe sparked the end. With all the warning of a sniper's bullet, the potent energy I'd built up with the use of her body spread from my core, all the way out to the end of each limb.

My last scrap of resistance went to a hard surge of myself into Cali's pussy. Just the touch of it on every surface of my cock forced that single-minded goal to take over my mind.

As her arms and legs wrapped tighter around me, I felt like I was hollowing out. Between the tangle of our bodies and the feeling of my cum lubing up that satin hole, I was a damn wreck. The beads of sweat searing my eyes wasn't even an issue at that point. All I cared about was giving my newest money-maker a bonus in return for her services.

Both of my lungs ached as I fell against Cali. From the sound of it, the other three were finishing up their latest session as well.

Now all I had to worry about was the rage-fuck Dara was gonna slap on me as soon as everyone else was gone...


A few weeks passed without incident. That is, until I figured out one of my bouncers was buddies with Karma's boyfriend, Mick. It all went down when I saw him grinning as a couple of Immigration and Customs Enforcement vans pulled into the parking lot on a Monday night. I had enough suspicions to give him a talking-to in my office, but he was ready to play his hand.

“Shit fire and save the matches. We already put kids crossing the Mexican border in conditions the local ASPCA shelter wouldn't house a rabid dog in. And here you are at my front door, telling ICE when a few brown people are gonna show up?”

Wes didn't look defeated enough as he growled back, “You know, the world has a way of dealing with guys like you.”

“Then let it.” I pulled out my phone and hit record. It's amazing how these 'federal immigration authorities' suddenly turned their faces away. So much for all that bravery. “Every single one of you low-wage fuckers has exactly one minute to get off my property, before I have a lawyer screeching into this parking lot on two wheels.”

“So just like that, all my loyalty is out the door?”

“You're loyal to a skin color you were born into, not to me. What the fuck have you accomplished to even be proud of?”

Wes had one more barb to throw my way. “So who are you gonna hire when all us trustworthy white men are in jail?”

“The next guy who does his job without causing problems. Why would I give a fuck about his race?”

“Greasy spic-lover.”

Remember when I said most strippers aren't this racist? Well, that applies to anyone else, including bouncers. Emphasis on most.

The only good thing about the current political climate, is that it makes shitty people easy to spot and avoid. Unfortunately, shitty people still haven't figured out self-awareness. “Your last name is McInnis. A little over a century ago, the same bunch you're helping would have lynched you right next to a black guy.”

“You're one to talk, Andrew O'Reilly.”

“What the fuck is wrong with you?” I pointed at the road. “Get your ass out, before I call the real cops. And that goes for you ICE fuckers too, since you won't show ID before coming in. Either show them like everyone else who wants in here, or shove a warrant in my face.”

But the spokesman for the government flunkies didn't get the point. “We've already cleared this with the local police department.”

“Mind if I call them, then?” It wasn't like I was giving up paying customers to these pricks. “Frank, anyone shown up with a foreign ID tonight?”

The big guy answered, “No boss, just one from out of state.”

Mr. Crew Cut wasn't satisfied. “That's no guarantee your employees are all legal residents.”

I couldn't help snorting right in front of him. “I'm scrutinized enough just because of the kind of business I run. You think I'm dumb enough to try skirting the law?”

“Sir, step aside and...”

Frank held the guy back as I hit the night court lawyer I had on speed dial. “Yeah, this is Andy O'Reilly, and I've got immigration officials trying to search my business without a warrant.”

The dual sounds of an attorney's pupils turning to dollar signs and ICE agents losing their nerve roared together. I didn't even remember the lawyer's first name, but he was right to the point. “Give me the address, and I'll be there ASAP.”

“Looks like they're backing down, but I want to put in a formal complaint anyway. I'm sure you can help with that.”

Wes shrunk away and slinked to his truck about the same time the rest of the bunch filed into their vans. Like I said about shady people, you've gotta call their bluff. Whether they're two-bit thugs with a chip on their shoulder, or a government-issued uniform.


That lawyer made me feel like a stand-up pillar of the community, complete with his cheap, untailored suit. But I figured throwing a little money his way would end the biggest problem I figured I'd have that week.

But you know what? Life has a way of telling you 'Go fuck yourself' sometimes. Or so I thought.

As Dara gave Starry the third session of those lessons I'd promised, I saw a feeble-looking guy walk up to the front door. I wanted to ignore him at first, be he wouldn't go away, even though I knew he couldn't see inside. Whatever he wanted, he was serious about it.

I stopped watching as those two took a break and walked to the door. I leaned my head out and told him the usual line. “We don't open until six. Ten dollar cover charge.”

He gave me the kind of warm, honest smile that I hadn't seen in years. “I'm no patron of this place, but I am a man of God. We need volunteers and donations for our homeless outreach shelter.”

What the fuck? “Sorry if I don't understand, but why come here if that's what you're after.”

“I might not approve of what this establishment does, but all of God's children deserve the help they need, no matter where it comes from.”

I figured he was just a priest trying to sneak a good time in. “I'm kinda shocked none of you folks held picket lines in the parking lot yet. What's really going on here?”

“First of all, I'm Reverend Ted Alberts.” He reached a hand out to me. “While I hate the sin, I'm not supposed to hate the sinner. I believe good acts can spread from even a place like this. I heard about how you defended some of your customers from immigration authorities.”

I was intrigued, just a little more than I wanted to slam the door in his face, like any other crusader for whatever cause. “You've got my attention. Come on in.” It wasn't like I had girls swinging on the poles that exact moment.

“I promise I won't demean what you or your employees do for a living. In my view, anyone can help the less fortunate and show mercy.”

“Can't disagree with that. A stripper's dollar buys a hungry guy a sandwich as well as any other.”

“Could you talk to ask your employees to help at our soup kitchen? In proper attire, of course.” When I checked the expression on his face, he didn't have that judgment I expected. “It is an act of charity, not a bordello, of course.”

“If they want to, I don't see why not.” I couldn't help inviting Reverend Ted to sit across from me in the closest booth. “I have no problem helping the community, but I'm really shocked that you're asking us to.”

“Why?”

For the first time since I'd opened the club, someone had totally disarmed every layer of my defenses. “Sorry, I don't mean to offend you, but places like this don't get along with religion.”

“You don't have to get along with our faith, just like I don't have to judge anyone who works here. The common good is more important to me.” And just like an understanding grandfather, Reverend Ted kept smiling in that pleasant way as he waited for me to respond.

Well, shit... “I don't mind donating since we're finally making a profit here, but I'm sure you don't want our name on your list of sponsors for anything.”

“Why wouldn't we?”

“You're joking.”

“We won't put it on our church softball league banners, but I won't deny your donation if people ask.” Which I kinda guessed. “Nor would I turn down any of your workers as parishioners.”

It's not like I'd turn down members of his church at the door, either. “Why come to me?”

“If you stumbled into our shelter one night, do you think we wouldn't help you?”

“At this point, I wouldn't doubt that about your shelter.” I couldn't help clamming up. “Trust me, I'd like to make this place a source of good in the world... But Bible-thumpers, no offense, scare me off from that idea.”

Ted did the last thing I expected him to. A piece of wrapped candy slid across the booth's table as he said, “The Lord doesn't ask for perfect people to serve him. He asks for people who want to make the world a better place, no matter their station in life. I can't be pickier than The Lord himself when I'm asking for help.”

Believe it or not, this guy would end up saving my ass in the near future.
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Tent. Sleeping Bag. And more useless junk than I probably had back at home.

This Emma girl was cute, and I knew she’d clean up pretty well. Camping sure wasn’t her game, though.

I wished Scooter had warned me about his wife, Lina, inviting her on this vacation. Still, I’d had my stuff set up for an hour, and Emma looked like she was having a time of getting her own taken care of.

Grabbing the last couple of things out of her Nissan’s trunk, I noticed Scooter showing up right in the nick of too late.

With white-boy dreads piled in a bun, and frayed, silk pants that had to be a decade old, with his usual aura of weed stank… The guy didn’t get in a hurry for anything. “Need help, Eddie?”

I barely kept the pile of stuff in my arms. “Scoots, I love you like a brother, but I got this.”

“Cool beans.” Scooter grinned before he made his escape from any kind of work. “Holler if you need me.”

I didn’t even know what I was doing here. While we were in the campground, this resort built around a hot spring was like a stationary cruise ship, spread over hundreds of acres in east Tennessee’s Great Smoky Mountains. Sleeping in tents just made it so everyone could afford the buffets, casino, and mindless distractions.

Because Scooter loves camping, and nothing cures the munchies like an all-you-can-eat hog trough. It had to beat the music festival he’d hauled me to last year, if only by a little. And especially that shit-hole ten miles west, Pigeon Forge.

What I didn’t know, was that my vacation was about to become permanent.

Pulling Emma’s tent out of its bag, I couldn’t stop myself from thinking about that woman I saw when I’d checked in. Hair and dress black as a starless night, and eyes almost glowing electric blue. She had to be making some bastard happy in one of the resort’s top suites.

The first pole snapped together as Emma spread out the tent itself. Yeah, I guessed she could look just as good with a lot of dolling up. But she was dressed like it was laundry day.

I pushed the fiberglass stick through the nylon sleeve. Hell, who am I to judge? Emma seems like a sweet enough girl.

As I got the second one in and stood the tent up, she gave me the kind of smile that makes a guy want to be a better person, just to deserve it in the first place.

I couldn’t risk letting myself fall for someone, though. With maybe fifteen years until the Huntington’s disease killed me, who was I to make some poor girl spend the last five taking care of my ass? Nobody deserves to see the person they love go through the total breakdown of mind and body.

***

Giving it a few knocks, I waited long enough to think about leaving. If this is some lame mystery theater shit I’ve stumbled into, I’m gonna be pissed.

Four bolts unlocked inches in front of my face. Somebody didn’t mess around with their security.

But as the door eased open, it was even darker in there. The only thing I could see was a pair of blue irises, on the verge of glowing in all that ink.

Something put a lump in my throat as that tingle of fear shivered up my back. “Mrs. Firenze, I guess?”

“Mona Firenze.”

My eyes adjusted enough to give me a basic look at her. With curly hair and a figure like that under the sheer nightgown, I knew who she was. Even with a view of her clear as mud, the lady screamed elegance and class.

Swallowing the frog again, I fought to get my words out. “So what’s this about? Did I win a contest or something?”

“In a sense, yes.”

I was on the verge of coming back with another question when her arms squeezed around me. Then her lips pressed against mine. Whoever this chick was, she was strong enough to crumple my ribs like a paper bag.

Fuck! What? Scooter hadn’t said a thing about this place being a swingers’ resort.

Scary Mary let go in time to save one of my lungs from collapsing. Wiping her mouth with a forearm, those lit-up irises narrowed from top to bottom. “My hunch from last night was correct. I think you’ll do perfectly.”

“What is wrong with you?” Not that I really wanted to complain.

“It’s not what you think, but I’m sure you know about vampires, correct?”

She’s nuts. “You’re not drinking my blood.”

“That’s a total myth.” She wrapped a hand around mine. “Follow me.”

I followed without knowing why. Every part of me wanted to run back to that elevator, pack my shit, and leave this whole fucking place behind.

Mona guided me through the darkness for what felt like minutes. Finally, she stopped in what had to be the center of a massive room. The sound of high heels tapping against the floor brought me back into reality, or at least what was passing for it.

“Certain people feed on others, but pop-culture got it all wrong. My husband and I...” Her pause dragged too long for comfort. “We get our sustenance from their emotions. Psychic vampires, if you want to call us that.”

“You’re batshit.” The pun almost had me giggling through all my fear and confusion.

The vice of her arms squeezed around me again. Lips and teeth closed around the side of my neck.

I flinched and tried to squirm free. But then I realized she wasn’t breaking skin. As she let go, I caught a slightly better look at her.

She wiped her mouth again before putting an arrow through me. “You think you have it made, but deep down, you’re just afraid to mess up the easy, short life you’ve fallen into.”

***

Smirking and cracking my knuckles, I was ready to put her on the edge of tears. My fingers wrapped around the band of her panties. Peeling them down her leg, I got my first sight of the smoothest cunt I’d ever seen.

Mona pressed two fingers on each side of it. Her mound parted, showing that trim line of inner lips. “Foreplay isn’t necessary.”

But what’s the fun in skipping the build-up? A woman that hot needed more than just a quickie. I dropped to my knees, ready to make sure she owed me a favor.

Her thighs crossed in front of me. “Worship will get you far. Good choice.”

Fucking tease. I scooted a little closer, forcing my hands between her thighs. “You’re into that kind of role-play, huh?”

Mona undid the silk laces over her chest, bringing the edges of her gown dangerously close to a couple of nip-slips. Playing along as I got between her legs, she reached down and tipped my chin up. “You can’t back down, no matter how rough it gets.”

Which I assumed meant that she wanted to be treated like a disposable fuck-toy. “That’s on you.” I eased closer, pushing her thighs apart. Now that’s a perfect cunt…

Her fingers kept guiding my face. As I got close enough to feel the heat, Mona whipped her hand to the back of my head. One hard push smashed my face against her like she wanted my whole body in there.

A quick roll of my tongue around her clit made the pressure ramp a little more. Each lick made her crush another pound against the back of my scalp. Before I even heard a gasp, my skull was about to bust open like a melon under a truck.

Is she trying to fucking kill me? My hands pushed against the inside of her thighs again, this time to let myself breath.

Panic set in. I tried breaking myself free, screaming in fear against the folds of her cunt.

But no matter how I tried, she had me pinned. And with only one hand.

Her legs pushed back harder than I could. All ten of my fingers crushed against the sides of my head. Stars were already dancing behind my eyelids.

The heat picked up, roasting my brain until I was ready to pass out. The pressure on all sides kept getting stronger.

Oh shit! I gave it one last effort, yelling the kind of insults into her slit that would make a sailor drop in prayer.

Then all at once, Mona let go.

I heard the ungodly racket as her thighs and hand left me. Every ragged breath shot pain through my lungs. But I wasn’t the only one fighting to get enough air.

She’s coming? Really? A trail of sweat coursed down my forehead, stinging my left eye. This girl’s not psychic, she psychotic.

***

Emma cradled a mug in her hands as I got closer. “There was this weird guy. He called himself Lev. I don’t know what to think of him.”

It perked my ears up. “If he’s being creepy, tell security. Until then, Scooter and I can keep an eye out.”

“No, it’s not like that.” Emma smiled at the fire as I sat next to her. “He was just… Different.”

“Well, maybe you should follow up with him.”

“He told me that his wife would love to meet me. I don’t know what to make of it.”

I’d had my own encounter with roving spouses, so I couldn’t fake shock as well as I hoped. “Scooter and Lina should have told us what this place was all about. Not that I’m about to jump into their tent, if that’s the tree they’re barking up.”

“He knew things about me. Stuff I haven’t told anyone.”

Oh… “Did he mention his wife’s name?”

“Ramona. Why?”

It sealed the freakiness. “Let me guess… He promised his wife wouldn’t get mad.”

Emma’s cheeks turned redder than the coals smoldering in front of us. “Yeah, actually.”

“You’re not gonna believe this, but I had a run-in with her.”

“Try me.” Emma poked a stick at the fire. “There’s no way he could have known about my parents and all their baggage.”

Compared to what Mona had pointed out with mine… “His wife knew that I’ve got a terminal illness. Top that one.”

“Lev told me about that. Sorry, I didn’t know.”

This was getting beyond fucked. “When?”

“Lina and Scooter weren’t up when I left, but it was around three in the afternoon when he pulled me aside.”

I’d finally regained consciousness and snuck out of Mona and Lev’s suite about that time. “Did his phone go off at all?”

“Never. He did talk like he knew you, though.”

Exactly like Mona had done with this girl. “Let me guess… He invited you for some VIP banquet tomorrow.”

“At six tomorrow night?”

What the fuck... “Yep.”

“Should we go, or pack our things right now?”

I didn’t know. “If you get the heebie-jeebies, let me know, and we’re out.”

Emma tried scooting her chair closer without me noticing. “You promise?”

“Yeah.” This place had already freaked me out, and Scooter hadn’t even dosed me with acid, as far as I knew. But it wouldn’t have been his first time pulling that one. “Something’s off here, or Scooter and Lina lined up one hell of a prank on us.”

“That’s the thing, though. I’ve know Lina for years. She looked at me like I’d been smoking with her husband all day.”

Judging by the look in her eyes, Emma wasn’t fucking around. Still, I couldn’t automatically turn down a cheat around my Huntington’s. “We’ll show up, but if anything seems the least bit off, run. I won’t judge.”

Emma poked the fire one last time. That deep brown in her eyes soothed a little trust into me. “Same here, but I’ve got my own reasons to listen to him.”
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