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HAREM RING 5:

SAVING LAUREN

Angela treated Ellie like her own princess. Kelsey and Jenna were at orgasmic war as always. I had my share of fun with everyone, but I felt like I needed my own personal toy.

We were also running out of room. I knew another hot body would be trotting around the house. It was only a matter of time. Four women and myself had the place at capacity. Nobody ever slept alone, but holy shit was it an absolute war in the morning when all four of them were dressing up for work.

Angela had finally found a gig selling luxury cars to limp-dicked old men, Kelsey was moving houses left and right, and Jenna had schemed her way into doing jack and shit for the car lot Angela was working at. Ellie was already teaching at an elementary school when we had met her. To say the least, showers and mirror space were at a premium.

I was still raking in tips at the rock climbing center. After getting some rich regulars under my control, it was easy to come away with several hundred dollar tips on your average day. It pissed off everyone else, but I wasn't doing the job for their happiness. Every day there was just a means to and end.

Everyone knew it wouldn't stay this way forever. We spent the winter in that house, fucking and licking each other as we pleased. That is, until I had an idea that changed everything.

Kelsey had found a bed and breakfast the owners were desperate to sell, and I knew the relations between everyone at home had begun to strain. Angela and Ellie had split off into a camp against Jenna and Kelsey. For a couple of weeks, it felt like even my control wasn't enough to keep the peace.

The ring gave advice, but it never had the exact answer I needed. The solution will come. It wasn't the pair of scissors I needed to cut the fuse of that powder keg I was sitting on.

I was at wit's end when Kelsey was able to get me in for a viewing of the place. The cash I needed for the down payment was on hand, but it was a matter of waiting for the bank to approve the loan. The banker, however, was very cooperative. I'm sure you can figure out why at this point.

I drove by the place and knocked on the door that day. I was hoping Amy, the girl who I'd been told might stay on as housekeeper and cook, would be around. Nobody answered, but it sunk in exactly how much of a bargain I was getting. The place was massive, fit for weddings or any other fancy event. Keeping it open to guests and appropriating some of the nine bedrooms for myself and the girls would give us a damn nice house that paid for itself.

The drive was only fifteen minutes, but my car needed gas. I pulled into one of those backwoods convenience stops. You know, with the dirty linoleum floors and analog displays on the gas pumps. As I walked in to prepay, I knew I'd found the girl who would put our house into official overload.

My only concern was figuring out if she was eighteen yet. From the looks of her, it was a coin toss. But those copper pigtails, those blue doe eyes, and her rocking little body almost blew my nuts out. I had to have her for myself.

The ring did it's usual warming cycle. If you take her, the life of everyone in our family will change. For better or for worse, I can't say yet.

Things had to change anyway. Shit was getting out of hand. I decided on the gamble. I in front of the register and slid my bill across the counter. “Twenty on pump two.”

“Regular, plus, or premium?” I thought her voice was downright enchanting, even if she did just ask the most unsexy question possible.

I smiled and let the ring burn as usual. “Regular,” I looked hard into her eyes, “and I want to see you the next day you're off.”

Bingo. The employee's smile of hidden misery left her face. “I've got Friday off, but I've got school in the morning.”

It was a good time to find out whether this girl could land me in jail or not. “High school or college?”

“College. It's my freshman year.”

God damn did I feel lucky. I had to know how exactly how lucky, though. “How old are you?”

She looked every bit like I'd just made her bashful. “I turned eighteen a few months ago.”

Holy shit. “And your name?”

“Lauren.” I always liked that name. In fact, I'd always thought about naming any daughter I might have Lauren. Not anymore.

I knew it wasn't necessary, but this girl had something special about her. I took her hand in mind and kissed the back of her palm. Even a corny gesture like that worked wonders because of the ring. “I'm Adam. I think we'll get to know each other very well in the future.”

I turned to leave with a big grin on my face. Lauren stopped me dead in my tracks at the door. “But we don't have each others numbers or anything?”

Fuck, she was right. That deflated my ego faster than having a limp dick come game time. I snatched a pen from the jar next to the register and asked, “Got anything I can write on?”

Lauren fed a few inches of paper through the register and tore it off. She handed it to me and asked, “Why do I feel like I can trust you?”

Probably because she had no idea the person she was had gone bye-bye. I wrote down my address and 6:00PM and passed it her way. “I can't figure out why I'm being this upfront with you myself.” Really, I just wanted to get in her pants and to have a personal playmate ten years younger than myself. And of all the places to find my idea of teenage beauty, it had to be at a fucking gas station.


Ellie and Angela had gone off to take a look around at our new home. The mortgage was a go, and we planned on moving in by the end of the next week. The only lingering questions were the matter of seeing about keeping Amy on staff, and whether Kelsey and Jenna would be going with us. There was an undeniable feeling of those two pulling away from the rest of us.

The issue with those two was wearing heavy on me that afternoon after they had left for unknown reasons. As soon as Lauren pulled up in that silver Cobalt, the issue left my mind completely. I suddenly found myself wondering exactly how much I could change a girl's personality without feeling awful about it. Hell, I didn't even know anything about her other than her name and age, so exactly how much I'd have to warp her was an open question.

I gave myself a quick once-over by pulling at my sleeves and making sure my fly was zipped. The doorbell chimed out as I made my way downstairs. I muttered to myself, “Smart, obedient, but most importantly, adorable and jackrabbit crazy in bed.” I'd been envisioning what I wanted Lauren to be for me all afternoon.

When I got to the door, I took a deep breath as I felt the ring offer another bit of advice. No matter how you change Lauren, make sure it's to her benefit as well.

I pulled the door open and there she was. Between her curly hair up in pigtails, those puppies under her tight sweater, and those striped thigh-highs almost meeting that tiny denim skirt, I barely held myself together. It almost felt like a shame to change her in any way.

Lauren dove in for a hug like I was an old friend she hadn't seen in years. Something was definitely off here. “I'm happy to see you too, but what's all this about?” Damn those tits felt nice pressed up against me like that.

“Ever since you left, I felt like I had to see you again.” She buried her face in my shirt. “I don't know why, but I'm glad you're here.”

I pulled her tight and patted the back of her head. I whispered under my breath, “What did you do?”

Her life has to change. That's why I'm giving you so much control over her. You have earned my trust.

Well, I had the faith of a piece of jewelry, at least. Lauren eased up on the grip around my entire chest and back. “It keeps me from having to see him tonight, anyway.”

“Who?”

“My dad.”

I had a hunch about where this was going. That damn ring was predictable enough. “You're safe here, if that's what you're worried about.”

Lauren backed away and stared up at me. “How did you know?”

“I don't know, but I can tell something's wrong.”

Physical security for obedience. That is her trade. It still felt pretty fucked up.

“Why do you care when you don't even know me?”

I didn't bother answering. I turned and started walking toward the kitchen. Lauren stayed right behind me like a lost kitten. “So you just started college, you don't like your dad, and you work at the gas station. Anything else I should know about you?”

Lauren's footsteps sped up until I felt her latch onto my arm. “Not really. It's just–,” she gripped like she never wanted to let go, “–I met you right when I needed someone.”

Her attachment was already getting a little creepy for my tastes. “I'm glad I can help, but I don't know how I'm doing it.” We passed through the doorway and onto that slate tile I was going to miss when the move happened.

I opened the fridge as Lauren hopped up on the counter and took a seat like she was at home. “I know this will sound really weird, but when I talked to you, I felt like something else was talking to me. It let me know everything would be alright.”

Interesting. I honestly thought the ring could only talk to the person wearing it. “You want a drink? There's juice, milk, Sprite, and Pepsi. Beer too, if that's your thing.”

“I'm good, but thanks.”

I pulled a cold one out for myself and eased the door shut. The look on Lauren's face reeked of shame. I put the beer down on the counter, grabbed her hand, and asked, “I know we're practically strangers, but if something's bothering you that much, I'll listen.” Sex was about the last thing on my mind by that point.

“Are you sure?” Her head stayed down as those big blue eyes looked at me.

“Go ahead, shoot.”


It was beyond fucked up. I didn't even bother trying to get lucky that night. The poor girl had been through some tough shit in the past several years, and I was more than happy to let her stay over. As the sun started rising, I woke up early and headed off to the back deck. I even lit my first cigarette in months from that emergency pack I kept in my nightstand.

Everyone was home, but Lauren had stayed with me. It didn't feel right to throw her in that pack of wild animals yet. I leaned against the railing and worked on giving myself cancer. As I watched the sky change color and put some thought into what I could do for Lauren, I heard the backdoor open.

It was Ellie, the only one who had to be up this early. “I know that girl. I've always felt bad for her.”

“How?” I never looked back.

Ellie leaned herself right next to me. “When I did student teaching, she was in one of my classes. Child Services dropped the ball on that one.”

Lauren had already told me about the years of abuse, physical and sexual. And I thought Jenna had a fucked up childhood. “I can't believe they drop a case like that.”

“Her dad's a respected business owner. You know how small town politics can be.”

It was the first time I actually wanted to use my power for something other than money and sex.


I waited until everyone else had left the house to talk to Lauren. The look in her eyes had changed with every hour, gradually shifting from relief to fear. She was sitting on one of the bar stools at the counter island as Angela and Jenna pulled out of the driveway. The whole morning, the ring kept up with the same message. She has to abandon who she was to begin healing.

“You don't have to go back if you don't want to.” I let it out like it was unpleasant business. Not by intention, but I was sick of worrying about it.

Lauren put her hands together and brought them up to her chin. “You say it like you feel obligated, but you don't really want me to stay.”

I sighed and took a seat next to her. “I wouldn't have offered if I didn't think it's the best option.”

“For you or for me?”

It made me stop mid-thought. Was I being entirely selfish? “How much do you want to change about your life, or even yourself?”

I felt her eyes on me as I kept staring ahead. Lauren dropped her hands to the counter and said, “Everything. I don't think there's anything I want to keep from the past.” Her head tipped into my shoulder. “I've been wondering what kind of person I'd be if life had been different.”

Free her.

I turned and grabbed onto Lauren's shoulders. The dread in her eyes vanished as I felt the ring project its power toward her. “Listen to me.” I felt its glow fill my own head. “You have to forget what's happened to you in the past. I'll make you into that new person you want to be.”

You have to guide her.

I cleared my throat and continued. “Do not go back to your old life. Don't even let your mind think about your father. Stay with us and let's all make each other happy.”

The change in Lauren's face was immediate, like there was a spark in her eyes that had returned for the first time in years. I would almost go so far as to say she looked like she felt wanted. “Adam, why didn't you try having your way with me last night?”

I knew she was a different person at her core. Lauren was now unknown territory, and I was drawing the map. “It didn't feel right.”

“Would it now?”

Considering how she wasn't in tears and afraid anymore, I knew it was time. “I'm leaving that up to you, but I'd like for it to happen.”

Lauren smiled and got up. She took my hand and said, “It's your lucky day. I'm feeling thankful.”

I quivered between my legs as I pulled myself out of the chair. “Lead the way.”

The entire trip up the stairs was an appetizer. The floral print on Lauren's panties barely covered her ass under that miniskirt from last night. I knew we'd have to get her some clothes. After I got her back out of these, of course.

She was on a mission, marching us straight to the bedroom door. Lauren pushed it open without breaking stride. There was a bounce to her step, like an unbreakable confidence had come out of hiding.

Lauren pushed me face first into the bed. I rolled over and watched her jump onto me. The warmth between her thighs rested on my chest. She leaned her face over mine and said, “Is there anything you want from me?”

I tried running my hands along her legs. She grabbed hold of my wrists and forced them behind my head on the mattress. She's willing to become anything you want.

I felt the warm breath coming from her mouth as she said, “Go ahead, tell me. I want to be your favorite.”

She already was with that attitude and her rocking little body. “Be a good girl and never change.”

“How can I be good?” Lauren got a little closer to my face. “I'm sure there's something I can do right now to make you proud.”

“You can guess, and I'll let you know how you're doing.”

She let go of my wrists and smiled as she reared back. Lauren pulled the sweater straight over her head and chucked it over the foot of the bed. I was in absolute awe of that perfect pair from my viewpoint below.

Lauren unclipped the buttons down the side of her skirt. She slid the strip of denim from around her hips. This girl was too much, but I knew she was the perfect fit if I was determined to pick a personal toy.

“Adam, do you know what I'm happy about right now?”

“What's that?” I cradled Lauren's cheek in my hand. It dawned on me that I legit wanted to take care of this girl.

She pressed a hand against the back of mine on her face. “I've never had someone to look out for me. It's a good feeling.”

I opened my mouth to speak as Lauren put her hands behind her back. Words failed to come out when her bra dropped onto my shoulder. God, what a sight. Perfectly round, not a bit of drop, and just right for a good handful.

“Can I thank you?” Lauren scooted herself back, pushing those cotton panties hard against the bulge in my pants. She lied herself down on top of me, the top of her head barely reaching my chin.

I slipped my fingers underneath the waistband. Even with the room a few degrees too cold, Lauren was warm. My hands made their way to her ass. I copped a good feel of both cheeks, loving how tight and smooth her skin felt.

She leaned up and started undoing the buttons on my shirt. I expected her to be nervous, but she was defying all of my expectations that morning. The grin on her face only got warmer, even happier, the further we went.

The last button came undone. Lauren scooted back a little more and got to work on my pants. “Do you think I'm a slut because I'm not a virgin?”

“Of course not.” But I was perfectly willing to let her be my little slut.

I leaned my shoulders up and removed my shirt. Lauren moved aside and jerked at everything covering the lower half of my body. Within seconds, she had stripped me bare.

Lauren didn't miss a beat in getting back on top of me. The texture of those damn socks against my thighs set my nuts to boiling. When I felt the wetness seeping through her panties, I almost fucking lost it.

The ring had one final thing to say. There is a risk worth taking. Show you trust her as much as she trusts you.

My mind immediately went to making sure I had a rubber. All I could do was lie back and think, “Goddammit,” as Lauren slid those panties down her thigh a bit. It wasn't an issue I wanted to trust an obsessed eighteen-year-old with, but I had no choice.

If Lauren was determined to worship me, I was willing to let her do as she saw fit. She pushed the panties the rest of the way down her legs. The hot, wet feeling of her pussy brushing against my cock sent a warm feeling down my spine.

She bent down and pecked me on the lips. “Is this what you want, Adam?” My tip pressed just inside her tight little entrance.

“I want it all.”

Lauren giggled like a girl who'd just became legal should. I had to resist just ramming it in. “Is it okay if I get loud?”

“Don't ask. Just do it.”

She smiled and then took me inside. The silky gush of her wetness swirled around me. I knew she was straining, being just a bit too tight to start slamming herself against me.

I put my hands on her waist and said, “Easy. Make sure you enjoy it too.”

Lauren slid herself a bit more down my shaft. She bit her lower lip and whimpered as her eyes closed. By the time I was all the way in, she was already squealing.

I wanted it too much to hold back any longer. Pulling her breasts into me, I wrapped my arms around Lauren's back. I jerked my down and back up.

She screamed into my ear and gripped my upper arms. The next thrust was harder as her voice got even louder. As I felt her tunnel start to relax, her moans started sounding playful.

When it felt like too much for her petite body to handle any longer, I let her go. Lauren snuggled herself against me and asked, “Why did you stop?”

“Show me what you can do.”

She pushed herself up and shot those big, blue eyes at me. Lauren gave a smile full of teeth and pushed her hips against mine. “Do you want me to come before you, or with you?”

“Why not both?” I didn't know if I could hold myself back long enough to make it happen, but it was worth a shot.

“I think we'll like each other.” Lauren pushed her ass back and her waist forward. Then she did the reverse, going faster each time. I put my thumb on her clit and gave it hell.

Lauren was a screaming mess as her breasts danced in front of me. I took one in hand as her voice picked up. It was like her mouth never closed the whole time.

Her pussy gripped and shuddered around me. She was too tight to move around anymore. I kept flicking underneath her hood with every bit of effort I could pull up. When her thighs clenched tight, I knew it was time to give her release.

Lauren collapsed into me. The poor girl shook in my arms, moaning and whimpering with every wave. Her pussy got hotter, and I felt the extra heat on her skin just above it. It was almost Kelsey-easy to get her off.

I let her rest on top of me. I ran my fingers against her scalp and whispered, “That's how you do it.”

She was barely with it. The tail end of her climax had taken the spunk right out of her. Lauren gasped against my chest. All I could do is let her recover.

That meant it was my turn. When I felt her strength come back I rolled the two of us over to get on top. I still had my dick planted firmly inside her.

Lauren relaxed against the mattress and put her hands on my hips. As talented as she was, she hadn't built up the experience to keep up the performance for very long. I propped myself up on my elbows and kissed her forehead.

“I'm sorry I couldn't keep going.”

I let my lips stay on her and moved down between her ear and cheek. “There's nothing to apologize for. It felt good, right?.”

I pulled back and got a good look at her doll face as she went, “Mhmm.”

Lauren's pussy started relaxing at last. I pulled out a bit and eased my way back in all the way. She kept staring up at me, like she was afraid I had been disappointed. “I want to make you scream like that again.”

“So you did like it.” She gave my arm a playful slap and grinned. I felt like a teenager again, having a girl who took everything like a tease.

I drove in hard this time. Lauren's head jerked back and her lips parted. “Do you want to come with me this time?”

Her fingers wrapped around my elbows. “Yeah.”

Another deep thrust. I felt the cotton of those socks against my back. “Hearing you scream like that makes it that much better.”

“Then quit talking and make it happen.”

It didn't make me mad, but you'd have a hard time telling it by the hard pounding I began unleashing on that tiny slit. The pop of our hips colliding, Lauren's cries of bliss, and the texture of her pussy all merged into one amazing set of motivation. I pushed my palms against the bed and gave it to her like it would be her last time. As much as I had made her forget, this I wanted her to remember.

I slung myself into Lauren until my body couldn't take it any longer. With a final thrust I let myself rest as deep as I could inside her. That's when I realized I never got the chance to look at the goods between her legs.

“Are we done?” She seemed awfully casual about thinking I'd just come inside her.

I pulled out, still hard as ice cream from the back of the freezer. “You'll be coming without me again. Sorry.”

She couldn't decide if she wanted to pout or smile again. I left her to make up her own damn mind and slid myself down. Whatever natural process or deity that had designed her pussy was worthy of praise. Just like her, tight and tiny.

I danced my tongue around it, playing with those thin lips and tasting the sweetness inside. Lauren squirmed and whimpered after a few seconds. It was an easy skill to learn, but difficult to master. Especially for boys close to her age. It's an issue of time.

Lauren gasped out when I put the focus on her pearl again. It was so ready to go you could feel her pulse in it. I gave it my whole attention as I felt it beat faster.

When her legs started to straighten out, I backed off. Crawling back up top, I said, “Change of plans. Maybe we will come together this time.”

She had no hesitation about kissing me with the taste of her pussy fresh on my lips. She lingered on my mouth for a moment before breaking away. “You forgot to ask me something.”

It was the last thing on my mind. I shoved myself back inside her. “What's that?”

“When you come. You probably need to know.”

Shit. But wasn't that what the ring was telling me to trust her with? Maybe. I couldn't know for sure, but I couldn't just ask either. As per the jewelry's instructions.

I buried the thought deep in the back of my head. Lauren had thrown herself at me, and I was making damn sure she knew I was there to catch her. She gave me one last look as I jarred her entire body. When her eyes shut that last time, her voice was already in scream mode.

My cock was raging its way in and out of Lauren. I pulled back too far and felt the cold air on my soaking wet skin. Her tightness made the drop back the tightest sensation I'd ever forced myself through.

Lauren took it all like a champ, ringing my ears every time I laid waste to any delusion she might have had about me being gentle. Her voice broke out with, “God, yes!” It just made me get into gear for that final act.

Her slick little cunny was dripping, practically rippling in anticipation. I knew she wanted it. Any concern she might have shown for my end was just a courtesy. Her body couldn't lie.

I wrapped my arms around her back and held onto her shoulders from behind. I put my entire weight behind every movement. It had Lauren howling like my dick was the moon itself.

Grabbing those pigtails and pulling them hard into her back, I forced her neck into the open. Every time I bent down and buried my face in it, she went even more wild. The sheer volume and intensity of her pleasure pushed me harder.

When those legs wrapped around my back, the socks all the way up her thighs rubbing my sides raw, I couldn't keep it in any longer. I felt the rush in my sack and the readiness of her pussy for the load.

Lauren used that last bit of sanity to shout, “Come in me!” She was the youngest girl I'd done that with by a few years. I won't lie and claim it didn't feel natural. Right, even.

I pushed myself closer. Every charge back deep felt harder than the last. When her walls finally clamped down on me, it was too much. Even if I had the inclination to pull out, it was beyond too late.

Lauren kept me trapped in that wonderland of screaming wetness she called a body. Her climax tensed her whole frame around me, pulling me even closer and deeper. Even I started moaning, knowing it was exactly what she wanted.

The end came without warning. Lauren's arms and legs clamped around me as I felt that first rush through my cock. I felt like the breath had been knocked out of me.

I dug my knees and elbows into the mattress. Every bit of her felt like it wanted more. I let loose the second explosion and felt the overload all through my length.

God, that pussy didn't stop. It squeezed hard like I was a spent tube of toothpaste. She got exactly what she wanted as I felt the last series of spurts blow any endurance I had left. With the last little drip, I gave out and collapsed into her body as the world went black.


I woke up to Lauren cuddled up next to me. When I noticed she was wearing my long sleeved button-up and nothing else but those curly, red pigtails, my mind tried urging me for another go. But my body was spent.

“Adam, I think we've got a problem.”

Fuck. I knew exactly what it was. My half-awake brain couldn't stir me enough to show much reaction.

Lauren pulled herself even closer into me. “I'm not on any birth control.” Her face snuggled against mine. “What if I get pregnant?”

Feeling her body hugged up against my own, I honestly believed it wouldn't be the worst thing in the world. “What if you do?”

“I don't know, Adam. It scares me a little.”

When I never knew what answer I was supposed to give, I always resorted to what my uncle and his ring always said I should do. I told the truth. “If it happens, so be it. We have to make each other happy. That's what we owe to each other.”

“You mean you wouldn't mind?” I would, but this power had taught me something about being accountable.

I wasn't opposed to whatever path she wanted to take if it did happen, since it was ultimately Lauren's body and her choice. “If it comes down to that, do whatever you think is right. I'll still be here.”


We got our things packed and ready for the move over the next several days. Jenna and Kelsey dropped a bomb when they said they didn't want to move with us, but it felt like a load off of everyone's shoulders. We all agreed that it was for the best, which brought relations back to normal between all of us. I wasn't about to try forcing them to go. If they were happy by themselves, I didn't have the right to interfere.

Lauren never left, and it was like she had abandoned her old life completely. Whether or not I had knocked her up before she started birth control still worried the piss out of me, but I was happy to see her thriving. She hardly ever left my side unless I was at work.

Now with Angela, Ellie, and Lauren, I was ready to move on to the next chapter in our lives. Two smoking hot blondes and a cute, barely-legal redhead were plenty for one man to handle on his own. In fact, I was excited about giving each of them more attention. It was a matter of time and energy, and they demanded all of it.

I still had to figure out what I'd do with the bed and breakfast's housekeeper. In fact, I hadn't even met her yet. But that's an issue for another time.


THE HAREM RING STORY CONTINUES DECEMBER 16TH WITH

HAREM HOTEL: BREAKING AMY

Amy was getting on my last nerve. As much as she pissed and moaned about losing her job, she wasn't doing anything to save it. I looked her in the eyes and said, “Let's just get down to it.” Her eyebrows dropped. “Do you want to work for me or not?”

She pulled down at the hem of her dress and looked away. “I had a good thing going on here. Why did Don have to sell the place?”

“Answer me.”

“Not if things are going to change.”

I had no idea what she was going on about at that point. “What makes you think it will be any different working for me?”

She started walking down the hallway toward the front door. “I was fucking him behind his wife's back, alright?” Amy grabbed the handle and stared back. “I loved him, and he just tossed it all away. I was just a piece of ass to him, I guess.”

You can't afford to lose her.

I knew the ring was right. Before Amy could stop hesitating, I stormed over and pulled some force out of my finger. “Stop. Give it a month. We need you.”

“But do I need you?”

Bend her will. Do it now.

My eyes locked hard into Amy's. “You can't afford to leave, and you know it. I promise you'll be taken care of. I can afford to up your pay a little and let you keep your room.”

Her shoulders finally relaxed. “I'll give it a try, but that's not giving back what I lost.”

She needs to feel wanted, you fool.

And here I wanted to avoid fucking my employee. She had everything I wanted in terms of assets, especially those killer legs, but it wasn't my goal for her. “Follow me.”

“Where?”

“The ballroom. It's as good a place as anywhere else here to talk business.” And if I was getting my dick wet, I wanted good scenery.

Amy walked behind me through the archway. The inlaid wood floors were still spotless, despite a few months of hardly any guests. Amy had kept the place up like it was her own.

“Take a seat on the couch.” That ornate thing had to be from about the time of the Civil War, just like a lot of the stuff filling the house.

We sat next to each other. Amy was a little closer than I'd planned. Just feeling how tight her body was had me feeling up to the task.

She sat in silence for a moment, and then Amy threw me for a loop. She got on all fours, knees on the couch, palms in my lap. “How much of a raise are we talking, boss?”

She needs to be put in her place. Be kind, but firm.

I had my own ideas about how to show I had the upper hand. “Show me what's hiding under that dress, and then we'll talk.”

Amy grinned and moved forward. I pulled her dress up to see those silky red panties. I gave her ass a hard slap. Sweet, merciful goodness, you could have bounced quarters off that toned set of cheeks. Someone had been making use of that little gym.
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