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DEAR READER:

Since many of you have become loyal readers, I've taken some time over the past few weeks to give you folks a couple of bonuses. First, I've begun a newsletter, which goes beyond simply announcing when I have a new title out. I will also be sending out free advance copies of upcoming titles in Kindle format from time to time. It's just one of my ways of thanking the people who have made my erotica career possible.

I also know that many of you are Tumblr addicts like myself. It's a primary source of inspiration for my erotica, and it's a great way to connect with readers and other authors. Having said that, I've taken the plunge and have started my own 18+ Tumblr. If you want to get an idea of what's brewing in my head, simply follow me from the second link below.

SIGN UP FOR THE JEN EASTWOOD EROTICA NEWSLETTER

JEN EASTWOOD EROTICA TUMBLR
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READER ADVISORY:

This is a work of erotic fiction and is not suitable for readers under the age of 18. Please enjoy this story bundle, but be advised that it contains sexual themes and explicit language. Please exercise personal discretion if you believe you may find this content objectionable. If you proceed further you accept full liability for your actions and consent to reading adult material.

The characters and events in these stories are intended for titillation purposes only and in no way represent any real people or transpired events. Any similarity to actual individuals or events is purely coincidental. All characters depicted are the age of 18 or above.

In summary, if you are above the age of 18 and do not find heavy erotic themes offensive, please read on. If you fail to meet either condition, scram.


HAREM RING:

A BIMBO'S BARGAIN

I didn't care how my uncle's ring gave me this persuasive power. All I knew was, it gave me what I wanted, when I wanted it. And there was no way I would let this kind of gift get away from me. Hell, the ring's power itself made sure of that. It had made Mitchel a very powerful man in his life, and now it was my inheritance.

From the second I found it in the chest he'd willed to me and put it on my finger, I knew what it did. The damn thing spoke to me in my mind. And I was more than happy to let it prove itself. It gave me the kind of confidence you only see in a lion going in for the kill or an expert salesman closing in on a hot lead. It was that kind of dick-in-hand, “out of my fucking way” power.

It wasn't until after a week of getting people to do small favors and random acts of stupidity that I decided on my real test. Friday nights were always great for me, but I knew I'd get whatever I wanted if I just dared to ask for it. And with this ring, I absolutely mean anything I asked for.

That's when I made my way to the hottest nightclub in town. Getting in was always a problem for anyone, unless you were on the list. But this time, I had my own way in.

I stood in the back of the line, barely seeing the entrance to the place. Before the guy in front of me moved forward an inch, I made eye contact with one of the bouncers. The ring felt warm. It always did when I projected my desires.

It was enough to get the hulking beast to trot my way. He fumbled through the clipboard and asked, “What's your name?”

“Corrigan. Adam Corrigan.”

He looked back at the papers. “No dice, man. You ain't on this list.”

The ring canceled out the cold air on my entire hand by that point. “Can you let me cut line and get in anyway?” It always had a little burn to it when I finally got done asking for what I wanted.

“Sure thing, you sound legit.” He started parting the crowd. “Step aside. Move over.”

I couldn't help smiling at the people around me. None of them knew why I was getting my way, but they didn't hide the fact that they were pissed. I had just learned to bask in it.

Clubs like this weren't my thing, but I knew the pickings were a hell of a lot better here than at the bars I usually crawled through. If your usual dive amounted to banging two fives and calling them a ten on technicality, this place would have made getting to double digits a one girl proposition.

I waded my way through the crowd and stopped at the bar in front of the main dance floor. There were too many choices to make, but I knew I could be picky. I ordered my drink and waited for the perfect Ms. Right Now.


I was a few hours into raising hell with a version of Truth or Dare that amounted to me daring people to act like jackasses. That's when I saw her. A blonde with legs worth killing over was marching from the VIP section, straight to the bar.

My brain just about fried itself as I watched her in that sparkly leotard, her round cheeks rising with each step in those heels. She was perfect, and everything I knew I couldn't have before getting the ring. It was time to make my uncle's gift prove itself.

I hurried along the dance floor, weaving between drunks trying to show off moves they never really had. When I finally remembered myself, I said, “Excuse me.” Each person stood aside as I got close, opening a lane directly at the bombshell I hadn't taken my eyes off of. If only I'd thought to ask my way into the VIP balcony earlier.

She was leaned over the bar by the time I got there. With one heel kicked up, I got to see how high that little getup was riding on her hips. I wouldn't have dreamed even trying with her before.

It was time. I tapped her on the shoulder and waited. No response.

I wasn't having any of it. I tapped harder and asked, “What's your name?”

The ring warmed up again as she turned around. “Angela.” She was even better up close. Damn near orgasmic without even having to touch her.

“You here with anyone?” It wasn't necessary, but I was feeling nosy.

“My boyfriend.”

Not for long. “Grab your stuff and let's get outta here.”

Angela smiled and started walking back to the stairs for the VIP section. A guy who had been hovering around the bar took notice and came up to me. “How the hell did you just do that?”

I grinned like a demon and told the truth. “It's a gift.”

He nodded and laughed to himself. “Some fucking people. Best of luck to you, bro!”

I winked and turned around. I could see Angela grabbing her purse as the poor sap who had just lost her looked mighty confused. He followed her down the stairway, right back to me.

“I'm ready,” she said.

“What the fuck, Angela?” The dolt in a silk button-up had no idea what was going on. “No one else is leaving.”

She ignored him as I said, “Let's go.”

“Who the fuck is he?” I wanted to tear the soul patch right out from under the dick's mouth. “Where are you going?”

She didn't even look back at him. “I don't know, I'm just leaving.” I put my arm around her waist.

“The hell you are!” Said douche grabbed her wrist. “You're coming back with me.”

It was getting old already. Even under my circumstances, no still means no. I leaned toward him and spat, “Back off.”

At the doorway for the main dance hall, I looked back. He was still standing there, the torture on his face so obvious I could smell it. In that moment, it just felt good to be alive.


Angela was the perfect doll the entire drive back to my place. It wasn't the best apartment I'd ever had, but it was a place to sleep. Not for much longer, though. I can explain that later.

We walked through the door, and I instantly remembered why I hated it there. No matter how much I tried to keep it clean, it still looked like a bachelor's hovel. “Don't mind the place. It's temporary.”

Right on cue, Angela smiled and said, “Okay.” It really was that easy.

I still didn't have it in me to outright ask her to start blowing me. It occurred to me in the car, but Uncle Mitchel always talked about power having responsibility. Now that I had the same power, I understood what he meant about that, and how tempting it was to just abuse it at will.

“You said you didn't care much for Stuart anyway. Do you mind if I ask why?” I still thought that purple shirt was the tackiest thing I'd seen in a month.

“He's an ass.” Angela kept smiling, acting like nothing was amiss. She dropped her purse on the floor and said, “I planned on leaving him in a few weeks anyway.”

“Any ideas for a replacement, or were you going free agent for a while?”

“If the right guy came along, sure, I'd start seeing someone else right after him.”

That's all I needed to know. “Since you just left him, why not let me be that guy?”

“Sure. But what's your name?”

That was neat. “Adam.” Neat as hell.

“Well, I guess we're official, then.” Angela draped her arms over my shoulders and pecked me on the lips.

“Care to show me how lucky I am to have you? I'm sure Stuart took you for granted, but I think he's nuts for it.”

Angela smirked and pushed her mouth into my collar. “What did you have in mind?”

“Whatever you think I need to see. Just show me whatever you think will make me happy.”

“I can do that.” She didn't even pause to ask specifics. I felt her lips pinch against the skin of my neck as her hands cradled the back of my head. I slid my fingers underneath that leotard, getting to know her ass in short order.

She paused the nibbling frenzy on my neck long enough to say, “Let's go somewhere else.”

The couch was perfect, and only a few feet from the doorway. I kicked the door shut as I started shuffling over there, trying my damnedest not to trip over Angela. She was voracious, trying her hardest to set me off before I even had my dick wet.

We crashed into the pillows, Angela on top of me the whole way. I felt the slick skin of her thighs, knowing she had even better things to show me. But I was a patient man. I knew I'd get exactly what I wanted.

Our lips locked together and her tongue slipped into my mouth. I grabbed onto her breasts, marveling at the plush mounds that overwhelmed even my big hands. She was everything I could have wanted in a fantasy. And she was all over me.

Angela started working on my zipper. It jerked down in one stroke. She latched onto my shaft, stroking it like a prized gun. It was already cocked and loaded, and she was ready to start playing with the trigger.

I felt the momentary disappointment of her mounds leaving my hands. Then the button on my jeans popped loose as she tugged hard. I was laid bare from hips to knees. Angela kept going, ripping the socks and shoes shoes off of my feet as I pulled my shirt away from behind my back. With another pull at the denim, I was stripped naked in seconds flat.

She was still as dressed as the moment I first saw her, but Angela's outfit didn't leave much to the imagination. I caught her smiling as she grabbed back onto my dick. Running a hand through the drape of her hair only felt like the proper invitation to go further.

I couldn't help gasping as I felt the soft pillows she called a mouth press against my tip. Angela moved her hand down to my sack, letting her mouth glide further down my length. She stopped about halfway down. The wonders that woman could pull with her tongue are worthy of a parade.

My head tilted back as she took even more of me in. I let both hands rest in her hair, debating whether her mouth or those curls felt more like silk. Every flick of her tongue sent a shockwave straight to my brain. I knew it wouldn't last if I let her carry on her merry way for much longer.

I caressed her scalp as she gave me a couple more rounds. When it almost felt like too much, I lifted her chin with a finger. My dick sprang out of her lips.

Angela pouted, almost blowing every valve in my heart at once. “But I was having fun.”

“I can't let it be one-sided like that.”

She grinned and gave me a slow, delicate lick from sack to head, one eye shut in the hottest wink I'd ever born witness to. I struggled to keep my composure. She finished after a good five seconds and said, “You're sounding better than Stuart already.”

“He never made sure you came too?” She got in my lap, soaking her saliva into the fabric of that leotard that I could have sworn was just painted onto her body. I could already feel the rift between her legs, soft and supple like a jewelry pillow.

Angela put her mouth back on mine. We battled tongues for a few seconds. She pulled back. “He wouldn't let me kiss him after I went down on him either.”

“That's a shame.”

She leaned to the side and pulled one leg around, planting her ass right in my lap, her inner thighs holding my cock steady. Just the heat coming from between her legs would have been enough to finish me after a few minutes.

Angela wrapped her arms around my shoulders and asked, “But do you know what's worse than that?”

“What?”

“I never got the chance to kiss him after he went down on me.”

It was all I needed, and I didn't mind to oblige her at all. Hell, I'd have eaten her pussy and not expected any favors in return. I let my fingers take the first step, pulling the narrow band of fabric to the side. Just feeling my shaft rub against that heavenly gate sent a chill up my neck.

The sight of it was as glorious as my mind imagined it. Clean-shaven without a flaw, symmetrical, and looking as delicate as the first bloom in spring. I leaned in closer as Angela lied back. God, I felt the heat from it on my face a foot away.

I couldn't help myself. “Fucking beautiful.” Her pussy had an emotional pull, forcing more awe out of me the closer I got.

“She gets lonely.” Not on my watch.

Angela wriggled her shoulders free of that damn leotard. I felt the fabric slide down her chest, then the soft warmth of a mound pressing against my arm. I pulled it the rest of the way down, her back arching to help me out. I slid it off of her legs and flipped her heels off.

I took care as my fingers made landing on that delightful little pussy. Her entire body was straight out of a casting call for a sex goddess. I mean, fuck, how much better could I label her?

“You could kill a man with that body.” I let my other hand take a survey of her curves, from breast to ass. “Jesus Savior Murphy.”

I figured Angela would be used to hearing men say things like that once they had her naked. The way she giggled proved me wrong. “If you like my body that much, why don't you try me out? I promise I won't let anything bite.”

Even if something did take a chunk out of me, it would have been worth it. I slipped my middle finger inside her. Angela's eyes closed and her smile softened a bit. Her hand came up to the corner of her mouth as I pressed further in.

I couldn't stand it any longer. My back strained as I bent my face down, rolling the lips of her pussy with my tongue. Angela whimpered a little when it dabbed against her clit.

Another run against her bean and she was purring. My poor cock felt left out, bulging like it was going to outgrow its skin. Angela reached over to help, soothing my whole length with more excitement.

Angela scooted herself down, letting me get between her legs without so much acrobatics on my part. I lied down, letting her take my rod back into her mouth. She hummed into me as I did my best to outdo her.

I felt her thighs tighten around my head. After a meandering course around her entire pussy with my tongue, I pressed my finger in even harder. Her legs started twitching with every move I made.

Her time was coming, and she deserved to enjoy it. I tickled at her G-spot and lashed her clit without mercy. I felt her voice collide with my shaft, giving what she was doing to me that much more intensity.

Angela let my cock slip out of her mouth, keeping her hand wrapped tight around it as she screamed. Her thighs tensed up as her pussy lips swelled just a bit. I kept going. She wasn't getting away without losing her breath first.

Her fingers closed even tighter. It was almost painful as I gave my tongue one last burst of effort. I felt her sudden jerk, then pulled my finger and mouth away.

It left Angela a writhing mess underneath me. Her legs bowed and her feet curled. The gentle heat coming from her skin was downright invigorating.

She let out the last of her shakes. I made sure not to bump anything hard against her as I pulled myself up and stood. My new playmate was just as beautiful from a few feet higher.

“It's alright, it's not the last time that has to happen,” I said, watching the sense come back to her face.

Angela pulled her legs up, letting me see that glorious muff from another angle. “You promise?”

“Only if you promise to do something for me.”

“Anything.” I knew she wasn't lying. Hell, my ring was heating up again.

“Let me take some pictures on my phone and text them to Stuart.”

Angela's grin turned a bit evil. “Fuck pictures. Send him some video.”

“I like the way you think.”

I reached down for my pants. I knew that damn phone was in one of my front pockets. Fumbling around in the left, and then the right, I finally pulled the thing out.

Angela grabbed the phone out of my hand and unlocked the touchscreen. “Do you want me to call him?” I rushed over and dug her phone out of her purse.

“Do you want to?” I walked back, getting her own phone ready to record.

She just winked and said, “I want him to hear it.”

It tickled that evil part of my brain. “Put in on speaker.”

Angela dialed. The ring tone beeped through the room for a couple of cycles.

“Hello?” No background noise on the other end. He must have called it a night after I ran off with his now-ex.

I tapped record on Angela's screen, making sure I got the satisfied look on her face above those magnificent tits. “It's me.”

He stayed silent. I stepped closer, making sure to zoom out and catch Angela's entire body gracing my couch. She sat up as I got down on my knees. A closeup view of her face seemed like a better choice for the next segment.

“Stu, can't you say anything?” Angela winked at the camera and scooted down. Her legs spread before me like the cover to a book of wonders.

“Where the fuck are you at? And who's that lowlife you ran off with?” He tried sounding angry. I could tell it was just worry with a dickbag front.

Angela giggled and said, “He's got me on his couch. Do you wanna know what we're doing next?”

“Angie, baby, don't!” Now he acted like he cared about her. About thirty minutes too late.

I got on my knees, focusing her phone on the promised land below. “God, he's bigger than you too.”

“Please, Angel, baby. Don't do this to me.” It just made me harder, and Angela wetter.

“Go ahead, Adam, fuck me.” She started playing with her hair and turned her attention back to the phone. “You were kind of an asshole from the day we met.”

I barely kept myself from laughing. Just imagining that fucking soul patch turn gray in seconds brought a smile to my face. He went silent again.

My cock pressed against Angela's perfection. Just feeling those lips give way, watching the closeup view on the screen, tempted the marrow in my bones to melt.

I let the tip ease against her entrance. “God, he's almost in.” Angela started playing with her breasts with both hands. The breathing on the end of the line sped up as panic set in.

Our favorite parts got even larger on her phone as I zoomed in even more. I eased myself forward, sliding in a fraction more of an inch.

“Mhhhm. Deeper.”

I obliged, feeling the wet surface inside her pussy take almost all of me before I stopped.”

“Adam fills me up better than you.” She cradled her breasts with her forearms. “Go ahead and fuck me hard.”

I zoomed back out and propped her phone against the arm of the sofa. If Stuart was getting a video, he was getting the whole fucking thing. I heard the click coming from my phone.

“Sounds like he couldn't take it.” And now she was mine. “Sucks to be him.”

“He's always been jealous of any other man I talked to.” I thrust in, deep. Angela moaned, then finished. “Having you inside me instead of him feels like I'm free.” This ring didn't sap the mind out of people, but it was good at making what I wanted seem like the best idea on earth.

I sunk in again, letting myself take in how good it felt to have Angela's walls wrap around me. Every bit of her felt like it had this energy, right on the verge of exploding. The fact that she looked to be straight out of the pages of a magazine didn't hurt either.

But good god, I wanted more. I drew back and slammed back in. Angela yelped again and again with every drive back to her center.

She put her ankles on my shoulders as I lifted her ass and stood. I had control of everything, lifting her up and letting her drop. Every drop of wetness slid her along my shaft with ease.

I kept rocking her, fucking with every fiber of my being. I wanted her to get close. In fact, I needed her to. Just to hear that cry of hers again.

It didn't take long. Angela kept getting louder with each stroke. I knew it was more than just what I was doing. Jilting Stuart like that had ripped away any hesitation in her mind and body.

But it wasn't just Angela getting close. I knew I'd erupt inside her, and fast, if something didn't give. I wasn't quite sure about losing myself so early.

I gave it my all, fighting the urge to come early. Angela made the call for me, drawing into herself and shrieking like a woman on the brink of madness. I held on for dear life, feeling her start to tense up again.

Before it could finish me off, I pulled out. It was just in time for her as well, cutting Angela off from the release she so craved. Personally, I think she liked being granted a wish just to have it taken away at the last second. If only to make the gift that much sweeter in the end.

Angela didn't take it the same way I did, however. As soon as I had my ass on the cushions beside her, she was already on top of me. I couldn't help thinking how much worse this would make Stuart's day when he got the video.

She already had me back inside before she said, “I want it.”

“You've got to work for it.”

Angela was already whipping her hips around, forcing my eyes straight up. “How does this cut it?”

I couldn't say a word. Grabbing onto the small of her back, I held her tight. She was doing everything in her power to make sure I ate those words.

She paused for a second, resting me deep within her. “That's what I thought.” A quick swish of her body. “Now take it like I want you to.”

Even under my general control, she still had the free will to make her own decisions. I damn near lost it as she took it slow, exaggerating every movement. Woman or demon, I couldn't tell, but I'd have been fine with it either way.

Angela gave me another round, leaning herself around in my lap in a circle, bringing every iota of her pussy in hard contact with my cock. It took everything in my power to hang on, trying to hold out as her panting got even heavier. Even her breasts rubbing against my chest threatened to send me over.

Right at the border of enjoyment's peak and coming, she stopped. Every second felt like hours. She finally said, “But you know what would really spite him?”

It took a few breaths to regain anything resembling sense. “What's that?”

Angela teased with a slow rise and fall. “It's something I never let Stuart do, and he always begged me for it.”

“Anything. I'll do it.” I had a feeling I'd enjoy the fuck out of it, whatever it would be.

“It's something I'd never let a guy do before,” she rocked herself around for that added bit of torture, “but I'll let you be the first.”

Any more of this, and I'd have filled her up in seconds. The ring heated up as I said, “Tell me.”

Angela grinned and giggled. She pulled herself close and whispered in my ear, “Come inside me.”

I'd never had a girl let me do that either. All it did was make me even harder than I already was. “Are you sure?”

Another teasing rip front and back. “Did I stutter?” Her lips met my neck, running back up to my ear. “I want it. Bad.”

And how badly she did. She pulled herself back, propping her hands against my knees. I watched in awe as my shaft got the ride of its life. It was entrancing, watching the flawless work of art polish every bit with one unthinkable goal in mind.

But I didn't know if it was the ring doing the talking for her. Exactly how far would it make someone go to please me? Or was this entirely from Angela herself?

I stopped her with both hands on her hips. “Tell me why.” The ring almost buzzed as I motioned my head toward her phone, still recording every move and sound.

Angela put her hands on my chest, digging her nails into my skin enough to send a tingle through my whole body. “A girl has to be picky about who can do that to her.” Her nails drug even harder. “Stu wasn't that sort of guy.”

“And I am?”

“Let's just say something told me you could give me exactly what I wanted.” Her smile was warm, confident. “So I had to see for myself.”

It never was a clear voice in my head, just an overwhelming feeling, but the ring was definitely making itself heard. It's true. You can give her something she wants. I only work on give and take.

I didn't quite understand the full meaning of what it was trying to say, but it removed that nagging feeling that I was using Angela for my own purposes alone. In fact, it only made me feel more drawn to her. As if we had unfinished business together, even after sex.

The ring spoke again. Now repay her what you owe.

I couldn't argue with it. The ring had already given me so much, and I just wanted more. Who was I to fuss with a power that gave me Angela, a girl way out of my league, perfectly willing to let me do to her what no woman had let me do before?

Nudging her to the side, I said, “I want him to see me give it to you.”

Angela's eyes almost sparkled. “That's what I want to hear.”

My dick felt the cold air, her excessive wetness leaving a shine on my skin. I just wanted back in. Angela lied down as I stood, her pussy facing the rolling camera.

“Now fuck me, hard.”

I was ready, almost bursting at the seams with want. I got down between her legs, cradling her jaw with my fingers. Her pussy almost swallowed me, ready for my part of the bargain.

Every thrust pushed me harder. She started with gasping, ramping up to moaning. As I put every ounce of myself into it, Angela's screams were both blood-curdling and blissful. I knew I had her, mine to please and be pleased by.

I hit that final reserve, every instinct born by nature urging me on. Angela cried into the air, pushing me harder with every breath. I felt myself crash into her walls with each thrust.

Her manicured nails scraped against my back. “Fucking harder!”

I gave her what she begged for. My face got hot, my thinking obscured. I started huffing, trying to get that last stretch of bodily endurance to carry me through.

Angela's flesh began to pulse. Her confines tightened around me. Legs, arms, nails, and pussy.

A hard flush of wetness spread through her. I went ever forward, trying my best to break her. “That's it. Fuck me!” Her voice broke into a girly squeal, “God!”

My body began tensing up. Angela's did the same, holding me deep as I struggled to break free for even more. I felt her body tremor and tighten.

The orgasmic paralysis gripped her. I pushed out what I had left, the nerves in my skin overloading more with every second. Angela was a whimpering mess underneath me.

I felt the rush in my loins, that final signal. Pushing as deep as I could inside her, the first jet burst forth. The satisfied emptiness spread with the second.

By the third, I was out of fuel. Filling her completely with my gift, I groaned hard. Angela struggled to whisper, “That's it. Come in my pussy.”

With the last load, I collapsed. Angela held me tight. Suddenly the world was wonderful, as if I only needed to dream big to get what I wanted.

I tried to make sense of everything, stunned out of my mind and fighting for each breath. Angela's feet against my back pulled me out of it. “So much better than him.” She said it loud enough to make out on her phone.

The slick fluid inside her flowed around me as I started to shrink. “There's always more.”

Angela pulled me tighter. She whispered, “It's everything he was afraid of.”

“When did you know you wanted it?”

“As soon as you asked me what my name was.” Her lips closed on my ear lobe.

“I hope this isn't a one-time thing.”

She giggled and used her teeth. I felt her legs move down to wrap around mine. The ring pulsed back to life as she said, “It's up to you, but I live with him.”

Keeping her around or going for another girl like her wasn't much of a choice. I decided on both. “Stay with me. I'm not some VIP douche-nozzle, but I never felt the need to be one.”

“For some reason, I want to.” Angela made out with my neck, pulling her breasts into me with both hands.

I was fully flaccid, already working on gathering strength for the next round. “It's alright. I've never wanted a woman more in my life.”

The ring, of course, had its own say. Are you sure about this?

Angela let me back away. I cleared out, standing for the camera to catch the pearly mix flowing out of her. She grabbed my wrist and asked, “Does it feel wrong somehow? For you, I mean.”

“No.”

The band on my finger slowed it's vibrations. You've made the bargain. If you want both, you have your own end to live up to. I'll make sure you have the means to do so, but remember your pledge.

What it meant, I couldn't figure out. The only things I understood at the moment were my incredible luck and the sudden bond I felt between myself and Angela.

It made no sense, at least not until I found my uncle's letter, hidden in the bottom of the chest.


COMPLIMENTARY EXCERPT FROM:

HYPNO STUD

I could tell it was becoming too much for her to handle without some sort of emotional breakdown. If it's possible to blue-screen a human being, I'm sure I had her on the verge of it. "But..." Her voice trailed off, knowing the futility of the complaint.

My mind tried to come up with new games to play with my sudden pet. Physical cruelty didn't appeal to me, but the mental side of it was driving me into high gear down below. "Do you want me to be nice to you?"

"It's your decision."

I unzipped my jeans again, seeing the hope rise in Bridgette's face. "Getting excited?"


She nodded her head. "Yes sir."

"That's quite a look you've got on your face. I take requests."

"But that's your job."

"Fine," I said as I kicked my shoes back off and dropped trow, "I command you to tell me what you want me to do to you."

Bridgette bit her lower lip. "Fuck me," she pleaded, "hard."

I pulled the rigid member out of my boxers and let it bob up and down. “Are you sure?”

“Yes,” Bridgette begged, “please!”

I stepped over and flipped Bridgette on her side, letting her bare ass face me. Her pussy was swollen and sopping wet. I slid the tip between the plush lips and toyed with her opening. “Are you positive?”

Bridgette broke into a sobbing fit as I felt the heat from her folds almost double. I pulled my dick away and pulled her legs up to untie the rope binding them. I had to see her face when she finally had her greatest desire granted.

I slung the extra rope into the floor and rolled Bridgette onto her back. The hands tied behind her propped her chest up enough to give her breasts a little more prominence than usual. I pulled off my shirt and slid on top of her.

As my boxers slid down, I caught Bridgette opening her eyes. The mascara had already streaked down both cheeks and onto the comforter. Her pussy felt burning hot, even as my shaft stayed inches away.

She looked up at my face with her big, brown eyes and begged, “Please, Trent. Make me come.”

I pulled a hand down and gave her clit a quick once-over. Bridgette jumped, almost trembling with a quick climax. I jerked it back, not willing to let her come without me being inside her.

The warm embrace of her entrance flowed around my cock as I pressed in. Bridgette's expression turned to pure ecstasy as I granted her wish, her gasp almost stealing the air from the room. I let myself settle deep inside, feeling her try in vain to pull her bound hands around to wrap around me. She pulled it off with her legs, keeping me locked inside.

I refused to move even a fraction of an inch, taking in the whole experience. Her hair ran through my hand as I asked, “Is it everything you wanted?”

“I want to-” I pumped out and back in, hard, “-come, Trent.”

The silky texture of her flesh slid against the skin of my dick, multiplying Bridgette's volume with each stroke. “If I let you come, you have to do something extra-special for me.”

I jammed myself deep. “Gah, fuck!” Bridgette's cheeks blushed a deep crimson. “Anything. Just keep fucking me.”

“What if you don't like it?”

Another forceful stab. “Tell me! Fuck me!”

I wasn't ready to spill the beans just yet, but I wasn't ready to be a completely evil bastard quite yet. I locked my elbows around her arms and propped myself up. Bridgette's voice rang through the bedroom with each explosive jolt.

With the warning of a lightning strike, Bridgette's orgasm burst through in steel lock of her body. I pulled out and felt the violent tremors underneath me. I had just enough time to dash over for the camera, snapping the tail end of the climax, her back and feet arching her ass a foot above the mattress.

Bridgette collapses in on herself, gasping for air as I stared on. For the first time since her binding, both mentally and physically, I knew she would be under my control until I specifically said she could be free. “That's a good girl.”

She couldn't respond, still trying to catch enough oxygen for basic functions. I put the camera down and curled up behind her petite body. Goosebumps rose on her arms as I stroked her cheek, letting Bridgette know that her master was pleased.

Bridgette tried to roll over to face me. I gave her a hand, pulling her onto her back. She looked at me and asked, “Am I being good now?”

I stuck my index finger in her mouth, letting her suck it off as I spoke. “Very good, but now you've got to do something else. Something that proves how much you want to please me.”


HAREM RING 2:

KELSEY'S PRICE

It had been slow that afternoon, just like any other weekday. The only two through the door were already up the intermediate wall, one girl average looking. The other, however, piqued my interest better than enjoying a blowjob while eating a rack of ribs.As easy as the ring made life, I still had to work for a living like everyone else. Coaching at the rock climbing gym didn't pay well. At least, not until my inheritance made getting hefty tips a cinch.

It had been slow that afternoon, just like any other weekday. The only two through the door were already up the intermediate wall, one girl average looking. The other, however, piqued my interest better than enjoying a blowjob while eating a rack of ribs.

Real estate agents in between sales calls were frequent visitors, but these two were new. I could tell the spare was better at the game, driving herself and her hot friend in a damn nice SUV. She'd be good for another generous tip, at least.

But Kelsey had ass for days, shaped just perfect for those black yoga pants that hugged her like a second skin. As a belay, you're never supposed to take your eye off of someone on-rope. I was watching her ass like a starving hawk.

I didn't expect any money from her, but I did have a request in mind. As her foot slipped from one of the tricky spots, I tugged the rope and halted her fall. The harness tightened around her thighs, sticking her perfect rear out like a beacon. Stopping myself from yelling, “Nice ass!” to some customers had always been an issue working there.

Kelsey had enough, her flats made more for fashion than gaining traction on a foothold. She was a good thirty feet up and nervous. “Feed yourself rope and get horizontal. The harness will hold you. Walk down, don't jump.” Jumpers were always an issue, smacking their shins against a jut in the wall because they think action movies are instructional videos on rappelling down a rope. The ring also made cutting that crap out a matter of giving the instruction once.

Every careful step Kelsey took brought her petite, yet generous roundness closer. I wanted it for myself.

As she made the last few steps down I asked, “So what do you do for a living?” I knew already because of the vinyl sign on her friend's Lexus, but it did the job.

“I'm a realtor. Mainly with rentals.”

It was an in. “I'm looking for an upgrade from the place I'm at now. Have anything good off the top of your head?” I gave it a quick thought before she could answer. “Anything for rent out in the country? Some privacy would be awesome.”

Kelsey finally had her feet on the safety mat. I pulled the rope through the descent device as she said, “There's a place fifteen miles from here that's perfect.” She sounded hesitant.

“I'm off at five and I can be there with my girlfriend by six. You available tonight?” It was short notice, but I knew Angela wouldn't be as happy with my apartment if she weren't under the ring's influence. It tingled around my finger, just like it always did when I looked after the wishes of others.

“What's your range on the rent?”

I'd gone from maybe fifty dollars a week in tips to clearing several hundred a day. “Anywhere from the four-fifty I pay now to a grand at the most.”

I could tell she was getting ready to high-ball. “Nine-fifty is what the owner wants, no utilities paid.”

Out of my range, but I knew better than to trust anyone with a financial interest in not telling the truth.

“Give me an address, and we'll see you there in a few hours.”


Angela and I showed up a couple of minutes late. It was a nice A-frame, surrounded by a hayfield ringed by thick trees. And only one neighbor barely in sight. Peace and quiet was definitely an upgrade from the student slum I'd settled on before.

Kelsey stood beside her little Toyota, legs and arms crossed. She'd already changed, trading in those wonderful yoga pants and tank top in for a white blouse and pencil skirt. Even her hair had come out of that ponytail I made her wear, just to avoid a free haircut should she have gotten a lock caught between the rope and the descender.

I was even more impressed with her already. Kelsey was the perfect complement to the wonderful scenery Angela so generously provided. But I wanted to know what else she could do for me. I just had to figure out what I could do for Kelsey to strike a deal.

I parked and got out. As I smiled and pulled the tail of my shirt down, the ring chimed in. You're very close to what she wants. Watch how she presents the house.

Angela was ready to make a friend, already trotting ahead of me. Those cut-off jeans barely kept her ass contained. I already knew what I wanted besides a bigger place to live.

“Hi, I'm Angela. Adam told me you thought this place would be perfect.” She took Kelsey's hand and gave it a quick squeeze. “I like it already.”

“It's four bedroom, two and a half bath. But don't expect the world of it. It's a vacation house the owner can't use anymore, so it may need a little work.” They definitely weren't the words of an agent wanting to move a rental.

I put my mind in touch with the ring. “Care to tell us why you don't sound too excited? Anything we should know before going in there?”

“I'm not supposed to tell you this, but the owner will go as low as five hundred a month. I really wanted to steal it for myself.” Defeat was all over her face. I felt bad for her, but it didn't mean someone had to end the meeting unhappy.

“I know a way to make this work for everyone.”

Angela took my arm in her own. “What are you talking about?”

I made sure to address both of them as the ring heated up. “There's plenty of room for all of us, and five hundred split up two ways is less than what I thought I'd be paying.” Angela didn't work, but I made sure to replace Stuart as a sugar daddy. She earned her keep in her own way.

It was on Kelsey. “Let's head inside. We can talk about that after you see the place.”

Give Angela what she wants, and give Kelsey what she wants. Great rewards await if you do. I couldn't argue with it. Life had already turned around for me, but I wasn't willing to settle for 'pretty awesome.' I was chasing dreams at that point.

We followed Kelsey onto the redwood deck. She unlocked the front door and held it open for us as she said, “Well, let's take a look.”

I wiped my shoes on the doormat. “How many square feet?”

Angela stepped in as Kelsey shut the door behind herself. Kelsey looked at me and said, “Eighteen-hundred.”

Plenty for my tastes, but I glanced over at Angela. She was already smiling, excited enough over the living room already bigger than my entire apartment. “I like it so far.”

Kelsey walked us through the kitchen and on to the dining room. There was a little age and wear to the place, but it wasn't nearly as bad as she had warned. A good weekend and a few cans of wood polish would have had the place in far better shape.

She came to the spiral staircase. “Three of the bedrooms are down here, but the master bath and bedroom are up this way.”

I motioned for Kelsey and Angela to go first, not necessarily out of courtesy. The tight spiral guaranteed a bitch of a time moving, but it did give me a great view on the way up. Before I hit the last step, I was harder than the cast iron handrail.

The landing in front of the master suite was bigger than my current living room. I was already imagining a furniture layout for the spot, everything being a great platform for getting busy as the first criteria. And with three other bedrooms, Angela and I had room to grow our 'family' beyond just adding Kelsey.

We walked through the open doorway and into the bedroom. The ceiling peaked with the roof, bare cedar beams crossing the whole expanse gave it the feel of a stadium. Even empty, the built-in bench lining the entire back wall of windows already gave the room an option.

I stepped over to the view around back. The sun wasn't quite setting, but it was getting close. Seeing the picket line of trees, the sun peeking above and bathing everything in gold, inspired me to close some kind of deal.

Turning to Kelsey, I grinned and said, “Five fifty per month just to cut the owner some slack, and all three of us should take it.” I felt the ring warm up to my request.

Kelsey's eyes lost their despair. “I wouldn't be intruding, would I?”

“Shit no!” Hell, she was one of the selling points in the deal. “Besides, Angela's taken a liking to you.”

“But we just met. Shouldn't the two of you discuss having a roommate?” She was too polite, probably even for her own good.

The ring started to heat beyond comfort. At the time, two people at once was my limit of influence. “It's alright, just relax and enjoy the hospitality. Angel, show her how we get along at our place.”

Angela smiled and looked at me. “You mean...”

I winked and nodded. “You got it.”

Angela wrapped her arms around Kelsey's waist from behind. Kelsey jumped a little at first, and then eased into the embrace. I was happy to be the bystander so far, if only to see how this experiment with the ring would work.

The skirt began to slide down, revealing the laciest pair of white panties I'd ever seen. Kelsey put her hand on Angela's face, leaning her neck back for my girlfriend's nuzzling. Still hard from the primo view of their asses on the way upstairs, I took a seat on the bench and watched the show.

Each a perfect score on the final exam for hot, Angela and Kelsey merged together into a firestorm of raw sex appeal. My lungs almost collapsed as Angela got to work on the buttons on Kelsey's top. The pencil skirt hit the floor and our new friend stepped out of it.

Kelsey's hands went back, tugging against Angela's tiny shorts. I propped a foot up on a knee, observing my handiwork like a big-budget movie made just for me, and me alone. “You two should enjoy each other.”

Angela pulled herself away from Kelsey's neck, giving me that come-hither wave of her finger. I shook my head. She pouted a little, then went right back to work, dropping her cut-off denim around those legs I loved so much.

It was Kelsey's move as she turned to face my blonde goddess. She let the blouse fall off her shoulders, down her arms, and then onto the floor. Angela pulled the tank top over her head, leaving them both stripped with just one layer remaining.

The match was set with a brunette in white, the blonde in black. I could see Angela sizing Kelsey up, taking the lead role with every move. As for myself? Choosing between the two on a normal day would have been an impossible task, but in that moment, it would have been torture to leave either behind.

I caught Angela sneaking ahead, running a hand down the front of Kelsey's lace panties. She was smooth as a Don Juan, but a damn sight more attractive. It brought Kelsey back into the pace of things, rolling her tongue around in Angela's mouth and grabbing her ass like twin stress balls.

They both hit the hardwood floor, going at each other like prom dates. It was painful to just stand there and watch, so I made my way over. Kelsey and Angela welcomed me into the group like an old friend.

Angela pulled her mouth away from Kelsey's and then turned to face me. She slouched down, resting her head against Kelsey's breasts. Looking at the two in that moment, they were beyond perfect, complementing each other with their own flavor of beauty.

I knelt with my legs around Angela's thighs. They both looked me straight in the eye. That was when the ring did something new.

When they look you in the eye. That's when you're at your strongest. It burned with a new heat, more like light that was way too intense instead of a fire. It felt like confidence. Almost comforting.

It took me a few seconds to break out of both the mini-trance and the calm feeling. “Well?” Angela had cocked her head in Kelsey's cleavage. I didn't know if it was for the question or because I had been acting weird.

I didn't know how to respond. Make a deal. How can they benefit you, and you benefit them?

The realization struck me like a right hook to the jaw. I remember my uncle always saying the same thing when he'd say goodbye to anyone he'd just met. They always seemed to like him after it. “Let's make each other happy.”

Kelsey smiled to herself for a second, then leaned in for my mouth. I felt Angela slide down, lying completely on the floor and scooting herself underneath both of us. I felt Kelsey moan into my tongue.

I scooted back, Kelsey leaning forward, not wanting to lose contact. Pulling Angela's panties aside, I slid my finger down her channel. Already wet.

Spreading some of the wetness up, I pressed on her clit. Rubbing it up and down against my fingertip, I started to hear Angela breath heavier. I kept two fingers extended and clamped it between them. The panting turned to whimpering as Kelsey rode out her own pleasure.

Kelsey broke away from my mouth and whispered, “Is this what we all want?”

Before I could answer, she broke out into moaning with every stroke of Angela's tongue. I put my hand to work, catching Angela up with just as much enthusiasm. It felt like they were feeding off of each others' reaction, ramping up the volume with every second.

I felt Angela start twitching with every flick and pull, her thighs tightening around my hand like a vise. Kelsey was already screaming, heaving her breasts up with every shouted breath. I kept it up, wanting to see this moment reach its full potential.

Make it happen.

My fingers ripped against Angela's pearl. I felt her try raising her legs up, never overcoming my body on top of them. Kelsey was in her own world, belting out noises like a primal being.

Angela's climax erupted without warning. Kelsey was right behind, screaming into the open rafters with a breathtaking demo of the room's acoustics. Yet another impressive feature she had sold me on.

I stood up, leaving Angela and Kelsey to shiver out their orgasms together. Kelsey dropped onto Angela, writhing on top of her body, soft flesh against soft flesh. The pure show of skin and sexy wound down with the last whimperings and convulsions.

Kelsey regained herself first. She propped herself up on hands and knees, breathing like she had just run a mile. I crouched down to her level and pushed a wayward curl out of her face. “So, how was it?”

She looked nervous, as if she was having second thoughts. “Was this supposed to happen?”

Don't let her back out. The deal has been made.

“Well, didn't it happen?”

I noticed a hint of shame in her face. “It's my first time with another woman.”

“It's my first time with two women, so I guess we're even.”

“I don't know if I can, even though I feel like I want to.”

The ring pulsed against my finger. “Do it anyway. You'll never know how you like it if you don't see it all the way through.” 

I started to get back up as Angela recovered. Kelsey gripped onto my wrist before I could stand. “But what about you?”

“What do you mean?”

Kelsey pulled me back down, level with her face. Our eyes locked as she asked, “Don't you want in on this?”

I was liking her attitude. “Get on that bench in front of the window.”

She smiled and leaned back. Her fingers let loose around my wrist and I finally stood. Angela was already smirking at me when she said, “You want to play with our new friend too, don't you?”

I took Angela's hand and pulled her up. “Jealous?”

She pushed her breasts around my arm. “You know I could have you all to myself any time I want.” They pressed harder. “Don't you?”

Angela gave me a quick peck on the lips with a hint of tongue before I could answer. She joined Kelsey on the bench, both sitting pretty like perfection defined in two ways. I looked at Angela and asked, “But if I make you jealous, what would you do?”

“Try it and see.”

“You don't want me to.”

Angela put a hand behind Kelsey's back. The straps on her bra lost their tension. “Try me.”

Kelsey was a nervous plaything in Angela's hands. Her look was almost pleading. “Take it easy with her, Angel.”

She completely ignored me, pulling Kelsey's bra away and tossing it to me. Angela got a bit more rough as she pushed Kelsey's shoulders back and stood. Angela's fingers wrapped around her victim's panties as she gave them a hard tug.

Angela's getting out of hand. Put her in her place. Kelsey had sheer panic in her face. “So, you gonna help her or not?” Angela forced Kelsey's face into her own.

I took my time stepping over, actually enjoying Angela's little show. Kelsey pleaded out of the corner of her eye, reluctantly taking Angela's oral embrace. It melted my heart, knowing she was just as much in my care at that point as Angela was.

“That's enough.” Angela kept ignoring me.

You have to be stronger.

I lifted Angela's chin, pulling her away from Kelsey's trembling lips. “Enough!”

The sudden worry in Angela's eyes was almost a physical presence. She looked down at the floor as I kept her chin up. “Do I still get what I want?”

Make a point.

“No.” The ring burned hot.

She looked back up at me. “I'm sorry.”

No, she's not.

“Prove it to our friend.” I ripped my fingers away from her chin. It was the first time I'd ever seen Angela look absolutely defeated.

I turned my attention to Kelsey. She was already smiling her thanks. All I really cared about were those amazing breasts holding my eyes in a hard lock.

She finally got her confidence back. “Can I thank you?”

Kelsey knew exactly what I wanted. “Sure.” I caressed her neck with my fingers. “Make her jealous.”

I watched in awe as Kelsey pulled her panties the rest of the way down. The thin landing strip made her look even more innocent. I was more than happy to have a good contrast to Angela's sultry desire to always be fucking. Even a guy who could ask for anything he wanted and get it needed a challenge.

You still don't know what she wants, but you just gave it to her. Figure it out, and Kelsey will be at your feet.

The message took second priority to the slow spread of Kelsey's legs. Every fold seemed like an invitation, pointing straight to that ultimate reward. I started work on my pants, dropping them with my boxers like they were hot.

Kelsey scooted herself closer as I pulled my t-shirt off and worked my shoes and socks off with my toes. I glanced over at Angela, already sulking and trying to get herself off as she watched. “Do you promise you'll behave?”

Angela pouted as only she could. “I promise.”

I didn't even want to feel bad. Rubbing my tip along Kelsey's pussy, I didn't let Angela's show bother me. “I might let you come.” I pushed a little harder against Kelsey's rift. “But only if she agrees.”

Feeling a bit merciful, I backed away from Kelsey. She dropped her chin and shot her eyes up at me. “Don't you want it?”

I smiled at her and turned my attention back to Angela. “Make sure she has a good time.” I looked back to Kelsey. “Stand up for a second.”

She followed orders like a true servant, rising as Angela took her place on the bench. I motioned her back down, right into Angela's lap. I pulled Kelsey's legs toward me, her needy pussy at the perfect height for me to go right in..

And I did exactly that, sinking deep into her body in one slow, fluid stroke. Kelsey moaned as I settled at her core. Every fiber of her being seemed to want me deeper, her wetness making it clear that she was begging for more. 

Angela's hands took control of Kelsey's breasts as I pulled back for another thrust. Her walls closed to fill the void, caressing my shaft like dripping silk. The pleasure on her face was immeasurable.

I struck our hips together hard, forcing her mouth open for a hard yelp. Kelsey put her hands on my waist, drawing me even deeper. Angela moved her hands down, making up for her transgressions with a good working of Kelsey's clit.

Her passage tightened around me every time I felt Angela's fingers work the supple flesh. Kelsey's breathing had already picked up, not a single breath silent as I got into the rhythm of what her body wanted. As the excess began to drip from her entrance, I felt Kelsey's deepest need express itself. Her walls twitched and tightened around me, the tension building like a rubber band stretched to the breaking point.

Kelsey's voice pierced the air. I could feel her tremors through my cock, her pussy throbbing in unison with the rest of her body. Angela held her tight, further exciting Kelsey with each stroke of her bean.

I pulled out right as Kelsey's body couldn't take any more. Her body shuddered against Angela's body with tectonic force. It seemed too early.

Angela held Kelsey's wriggling body tight as she said, “I think she's got a talent.”

“What do you mean?” Kelsey's tremors slowly dropped their intensity.

“Did you see how easy she came? That didn't happen earlier.” Angela ran her fingers through Kelsey's hair, our new friend gasping for each breath as the solid red flush dissipated from her cheeks.

It was a bit extreme. I leaned down as Kelsey's eyes opened. “Care to tell me what that's all about?”

She almost looked ashamed. “I'm sorry. My ex-boyfriend always yelled at me for doing that.”

“What the fuck?”

Angela was just as confused. “Sweetie, how is that a bad thing?”

“You mean I didn't –” Kelsey stopped herself and tried to hide the fact she'd said anything at all.

I watched as Angela hugged her tight from behind. “It's alright.”

Kelsey's blue eyes got shiny. “You promise you won't think it's bad?”

The shame in her face was unbearable. “Any man who'd yell at you for coming that easy needs his ass kicked.”

Her face went crimson again. “It's not that!”

Her curse is a gift to you. Teach her to gain from it as well.

I took a seat next to Kelsey and Angela. I wrapped my arm around Angela as Kelsey lied down in both of our laps, looking at the far wall like she was about to recite a traumatic story. “I promise we won't judge you.”

“But Greg did.”

I tried to muster a bit of force out of the ring. To my surprise, it gave me what I wanted. “Tell us. It'll be alright.”

Kelsey turned herself onto her back. “You both promise?”

I looked to the side to make sure Angela was back on track. It was sympathy on her face alright. “I'm jealous, myself.”

I put a hand on Kelsey's stomach and cradled her jaw with the other. “We promise.”

She stared off into space for a moment, and then looked back at me. “My last boyfriend kicked me out.”

“Why?”

Yet another blush. Kelsey opened her mouth to speak, but the words didn't come. Finally, she closed her eyes and relaxed. “I'm really sensitive down there, alright?”

I failed to see the problem. “And Greg got mad over that?”

Angela was just as confused. “He's an even bigger ass than Stuart.”

Kelsey kept her eyelids clenched. “You don't understand.” She finally opened them. “It's so bad, just wearing panties makes me have to come every few hours. Otherwise, it's unbearable.”

Jackpot. “We,” I looked at Angela, “can help with that, in case you haven't noticed.”

“Greg got tired of it and threw me out.” I figured he'd have to be older to not even try keeping up. “That's why I'm looking for a place to stay.”

With that kind of problem, I could see why Kelsey wanted a private place like this. No paper-thin walls to scream through like she'd have in an apartment. But with Angela and myself around, it seemed like she'd have willing help with that issue.

I coaxed some heat out of the ring and stared Kelsey in the eyes. “We'll all rent this place, then. I don't think your–” I paused to come up with the right word, “—needs are a problem.”

She finally smiled again. Angela pulled herself closer to me and started working Kelsey's clit. “Adam, care to show her how we can help?”

I laughed to myself as Kelsey rolled out of our laps. “I can do my good deed for the day.” I looked at Kelsey. “Do you really think you need to ask if it's a problem for us?”

The corners of her mouth stayed up as she stood. “I'm still nervous about all this.”

Angela and I stood as well. “Just lie down. We'll take care of you.”

She didn't need any more convincing. As soon as her back was flat against the bench, I propped myself with arms and knees over her. Angela took to the floor, already working Kelsey's frustrations out of her pearl again.

Angela gave her a smooch on the lips before saying to me, “We're waiting.”

Kelsey's eyes got wider as my cock inched closer. My fingers ran along her cheek and jaw. “Are you sure?” The ring turned on, giving me the warm fuzzies for following its Golden Rule.

“Yeah. The harder I come, the more relief I get.”

I pressed my tip against her opening again, letting myself slip in with a sense of duty. Kelsey was already sopping wet. I readied myself, knowing I'd be in for a hard finish.

Leaning in, I whispered in her ear. “It feels great, so wet.”

“Shut up and fuck me.”

I reared back and thrust with all of my body. Kelsey moaned and pulled her legs around me. Angela kept working her, never letting the jerk of Kelsey's body interrupt her joyous work.

Grabbing onto Kelsey's right leg, I pulled it over my shoulder and grabbed her left ankle. It left her wide open for myself and Angela, each of us throwing as much effort into Kelsey's pussy as we could muster. Kelsey wrapped her arms around her tits, screaming already to the point of echoing through the ceiling.

I jolted hard against the deepest recesses of her tunnel. The pop of my thighs against her rang out. I grabbed tighter onto her ankle and moved one hand up to her throat. Kelsey took hold of my wrist, my hand harder against her neck.

My dick was ready for it all, parting her flesh over and over. Her throat buzzed against my palm with each scream. As her voice got higher, I felt Angela pick up the pace, whipping Kelsey into a deeper frenzy than I could have imagined.

She wailed with every thrust. The skin on my cock tightened with that last little surge of growth. I knew we were close, but I wasn't ready to let her top out just yet.

Kelsey's feet curled as we kept going, refusing to let her reach the end of what had to be a wonderful journey. When it finally got too intense, I let her leg slip back around me.

I grabbed onto her shoulders for the extra leverage. Angela let her cheek rub against Kelsey's as she cradled her head and kept massaging that bean. I barely caught her whispering, “You two want it so bad. I can feel it.”

Holding on for as long as I could, I pressed harder against Kelsey's body with every pounding drop. Angela pulled her hand out from between us. I felt like my shaft was in a trap, one it was barely able to move in and out of through the incredible wetness.

Kelsey's legs tightened around my body. She was ready to let go.

But I wasn't ready for her to. I pushed through her contractions and reamed myself into her again and again, picking up the intensity with each drive forward. Her voice cracked out, sounding like a woman possessed by some god of indulgence.

It finally got to be too much. I groaned out and fell into her. Kelsey's pussy gripped hard, almost pulling the first load out as it shot into her.

I felt myself empty into her, each jet draining more out of me than the last. Kelsey was a rigid mess of a woman, holding me tight with every limb. With my last blow, I gave in to exhaustion and buried my face in her neck.

Gasping for each breath, I felt Kelsey slowly regain her sense of the world. I leaned up and saw the deep satisfaction in her face. She barely gasped out, “Thank you.”

We both rose up. Angela got behind Kelsey and smiled at me. “I think she's good for now, but what about later?”

My cock felt worn, like a bald tire. As I pulled it out, I got to see that massive load start leaking onto the bench's upholstery. “I think we should handle this like a team. I take her for one go, and then you get the next.” I wiped the sweat from my brow with my arm. “Damn!”

Angela wrapped her arms around Kelsey's shoulders from behind. “You were amazing.”

Kelsey turned her head as Angela let hers rest on a shoulder. Their lips rested against each others. Kelsey ran her fingers through Angela's hair and said, “This place feels like home already.”

Indeed it did. It felt like Kelsey met our desires as much as we met hers. I'd been suspecting Angela of having tendencies ever since she started shacking up with me.

I was finally able to stand. Making my way to the bathroom I'd yet to look at for some cleanup, I looked back to see them having a match of tongue wrestling. I shook my head and said to myself, “Fucking amazing.”

By the end of the rest of the tour, it was agreed. By the end of the week we were a trio, getting exactly what we wanted from each other on a daily basis, away from the rest of the world.


HAREM RING 3:

TAMING JENNA

Life in the new place was beyond great. Kelsey's needs weren't exactly a problem to deal with, guaranteeing a good hump at least once a day. That usually involved Angela as well. For a couple of weeks, I was beyond satisfied with how my life had turned around. Broke and going at least a month between one-night stands wasn't a state of normal I missed.

But no matter how good your life is, you always want it to be better. I wasn't actively seeking new action, but I wasn't gonna turn it down if anything tempting fell into my lap. Sometimes life just gives you an opportunity you can't stand to miss. That's exactly how it was when Jenna stumbled into our lives.

It was my first day by myself in that house. Angela and Kelsey had gone off together on a little trip for the weekend. I desperately wanted to join them, but work earlier that afternoon had kept me from tagging along on that beach getaway. Stopping in on some of Kelsey's house showings, where I'd use my gift to get her the sale, had netted her one hell of a commission.

Life was good all-around. We had money, we had all the sex we wanted with each other, and we didn't have to work all that hard for any of it. If this had been the peak, I couldn't have complained about it.

But the ring had ambitions of its own. Whether it had as much control over me as I did of Angela and Kelsey, I still don't know. Either way, its suggestions always seemed like great ideas.

I'd gotten tired of wearing the same peacoat I'd had since my freshman year of college. Even though it still looked damn nice on me and had helped land a decent number of lays, sometimes you just want something new. If only for variety's sake. Even the nicest of things get stale after long enough.

Armed with a few grand in tip money that afternoon, I drove myself out to the good mall. You know, the one with the higher-end stores and real plants in the corridors instead of plastic. I agreed with the ring in needing to enjoy my new wealth with something nice for myself.

Good quality. The kind of clothing that only looks good when you're confident. Something with authority.

I tried finding my size in a leather jacket that tickled my new sense of self, but a redhead with a cellphone glued to her ear drew my focus. Slim and busty in that red tank top and those tiny shorts, just the way I liked them. I let the jacket hunt drift out of my head as I listened in.

“He likes it when I do that kind of stuff. No joke.” I was already hooked. “If I did this for money, it'd feel trashy. It's a lifestyle, not a job.” I knew that usually meant something interesting. Possibly right along my lines. “It's getting old, but Rob's perfectly happy to let me be dominant. He spends so much time bossing people around, he just loves it when I let loose on him.”

Hot damn! I fell in love instantly, but not with the copper-topped little minx a few racks over. I was head over heels mad about proving I could top her.

Be careful with this one. Her will is strong.

Even better. I grinned, feeling like a lone wolf on a stalk. And I was hiding in plain sight, ready to sink my teeth into some challenging prey who had no idea of the danger. It felt too easy.

We made eye contact. Rather than darting my eyes away, I started going forward. If I wanted her that badly, I only had to dare to ask. It had become second nature by that point.

The ring started to warm earlier than it had before. She has the same power as yourself, naturally.

I had no idea what it meant. For all I knew, my uncle's gift was the sole source of this kind of influence. It was a hard lesson I'd almost learn in the best way possible.

“Your name?” I felt my finger cooking already.

She grinned like a fox and dropped her gaze. “Jenna.” With only a second of hesitation, she looked back at me. “You want something from me, don't you?”

Nobody had ever questioned me with my power before. “No. I want to give you something.” I pulled a twenty from my pocket, not having scrap paper or any smaller bills.

“I was just thinking I needed a little more for a purse I've been wanting.”

Notice what she just did.

It was clear as glass. “It's not free money. I need something from you in return.” The battle of egos had started.

“And that would be?” Her stare never lost its intensity.

I didn't dare break eye contact. I pulled a pen out of my other pocket and scrawled my new address without looking. “Tell me if you can read this, and then show up there at eight tonight. Show me what Rob likes so much.”

Jenna was hesitant as she took the bill. I knew she didn't want to be the first to look down. “You've got stone balls. You know that?”

I smirked as she read the address. I'd won, and she knew it. “We have a deal.”

As I turned away to get back to my jacket hunt, I heard her say, “But I know how to break stone. Remember that.”


Jenna arrived early. As soon as I heard someone coming down that long, gravel drive, I scrambled off of the couch where I'd dozed off. The alarm on my phone still had another five minutes until it was supposed to go off, and I fully intended on trying to draw up some energy from the ring with a pep-talk between the two of us.

Stay calm, stay in control. Women like her can smell weakness.

It felt like a test I wasn't ready for. Headlights bounced down the driveway as I got myself together. I looked down at the ring and said, “If this was something you set up, I'm impressed.”

You've barely scratched the surface of your potential, but realizing it will take hard practice.

“Sneaky bastard.” But I knew it was right. I could reach for so much more.

And more was putting her car in park right that second. You want her. Now take her.

In that moment, claiming Jenna as my own was all that mattered. No matter the challenge she could put up, I knew my will would dominate. I ran to the half bathroom nearby and brushed the sleep out of my hair.

The knock on the front door boomed with authority. I started to wonder if it was actually Jenna and not this Rob sap. But there she was as I walked back through the living room, watching me through the wall of windows. It'd have been creepy if not for the stockings and that damn skirt she'd changed into. The huge duffel in her hand was a bit concerning, though.

I cranked the deadbolt open and pulled that big slab of a door. Jenna didn't say a word as she walked right past me. My ass clenched as I stood there, feeling her presence like a threat to my authority.

Turning around, Jenna was already throwing the bag down on the couch. I made my way over. “What's this all about?”

Jenna turned and held a pair of handcuffs up. “This is what you asked for.” She stepped forward and pushed the cuffs out to me. “Surprised?”

I didn't expect she'd be a full-blown dominatrix. “Yeah, but not disappointed.” I knew I was in for a war over dominance.

Win early.

She stood there, expecting me to hold my wrists out. “You'll like it, but don't think it'll be easy.”

I lifted my arms. “Go ahead.”

The steel cuffs in her hands got closer. I played up my willingness. Jenna's shoulders relaxed when she saw I wasn't going to resist. And that was her mistake.

I snatched the chain between the open rings and pulled the pair out of her grip. I grabbed her wrist with the other hand at the same time, and then locked a cuff around it. Jenna's eyes got wide.

Whipping her around, I put the cuffed arm against the small of her back. Her voice was soaked in panic. “This isn't what I was talking about.”

“I heard you say it was getting old. Why not change things up for once?” I marched her to the spiral stairs. “Now be a good girl and stay put.” I snapped the other cuff around the handrail.

“I don't give up that easily.”

I stepped in front of her and lifted her chin. I had a good eight inches on her, but her presence felt towering, even when she was restrained. “I think you know. I don't either.”

Turning away, I knew what I needed was in my car. Jenna wasn't going anywhere, trapped by steel latched onto cast iron. “Where the hell are you going?”

“I've got my own bag of fun.” I walked away and out the front door. Jenna was already struggling in vain as I looked through the window.

I returned with my gear bag from work lugged up on my shoulder. I dropped it in the floor, right in the middle of the room. The zipper whined and I pulled out a hundred foot coil of vertical rope.

Jenna watched helplessly as I tied on a carabiner and chucked it over the rafters. I clipped it into the rope and pulled, then repeated. It hung down, the middle section lying limp on the floor.

I left it there and grabbed a nylon tether out of my bag. I walked back to the couch and fished a silver key out of Jenna's sack. Making my way to the stairs I asked, “You promise to behave?”

“No.” The fire was still burning in her blue eyes.

“That's what I wanted to hear.” I looped the webbing around her free arm below the elbow and hitched it tight. I did the same to her cuffed limb, then wrapped both together behind her back before pulling the knot. I made a loop in the remaining tail. I undid the cuff and left the pair hanging.

Jenna stood by, defiant as ever when I turned back around. “Rob tried to get the upper hand more than once, but he never could.”

“You're in no position to be cocky right now.” I jerked the restraint behind her back and led her forward. “Unlike you, I make a living with this stuff.”

“Climbing gear isn't the same thing. You know that.”

We got to the hanging rope. “Just shut up and take it.” I snapped another carabiner onto the loop I'd made in the webbing.

“What do you plan on doing with a rope that limp? You can't even suspend someone right.”

She wanted an argument, but I wasn't giving it to her. I grabbed at a section about chest height and tied a loop into it. “There's more than one way to secure something.” I forced Jenna to stand in place and hooked her into my new attachment point by the binding on her arms. I went ahead and grabbed my bag.

I walked away and pulled the rope off the floor. Jenna struggled to keep from going along with it. I pulled it out to the stairs and made another stopper loop. She had to work to keep her feet on the ground.

The strain on her arms and shoulders was enough to make it unpleasant. When I got back to her, the confidence was slowly fading away. “Rethinking that misbehavior bit?”

“Fuck you.”

I gave her a quick push between the tits. Jenna swung back, helplessly stranded with her feet just off the ground. “I've never been one to declaw a pussycat, but I'll have to do that with you.”

Break her.

Jenna groaned as her foot slipped on her way back. I bent over and removed those heels before they scratched the hell out of my floors. The slick nylon on her feet made it even harder for her to get traction.

“I thought doms were supposed to wear black.” I circled around and jerked at her skirt. It slid down her legs to reveal garters hooked to a white thong. “But I thought they were supposed to dominate, too.”

Her voice wavered between humiliation and anger. “Eat me.”

“Don't mind if I do.”

“Then quit talking like a little bitch and do it!”

It's what she wants. Don't.

I unhooked the garters and ripped the panties down her legs to see if she was a natural redhead. Hard to tell when it's shaved that smooth. I teased with a light swat to her pussy and strolled away.

“Son of a bitch, where the hell are you going?”

I tried not to laugh by the time I opened her bag again. She'd barely managed to turn herself around, her feet sliding all over the place. “I won't give you what you want until you give me something.”

“And what's that?”

I ignored her, pulling out one of those fancy bullet massagers with a remote. Sex had gone high tech since the last time I'd checked. I pulled a roll of duct tape out with it.

“You still haven't answered me. What do you want?”

“By the time you know,” the tape screamed as I pulled several inches out, “you won't know what it is anymore.” It wasn't quite her free will that I wanted, but I knew I'd have to tame this petite beast if she was to be a part of this family.

“Better men than you have tried controlling me.”

What's this?

I gave the little sex toy a test. Even the first setting felt insane. “What do you mean?”

“You're like me. You know how to get people to do what you want.”

Pressing the buzzing bullet against her clit, I slapped the tape over top, making sure to leave that clenching entrance below uncovered. “I'm new at it. Enlighten me.”

“You project your will onto people. I've been doing it since I was little.”

I could see how a hobby dom would find that especially useful. “It's a gift,” I hit the button to vibrate her pearl into oblivion, “that's for sure.”

Jenna closed her eyes and gritted her teeth. I turned it up, just above halfway. The damn thing sounded scary powerful.

I let her pant through it, bringing her to the point of almost screaming. Right before she could get too much stimulation, I cut the power. Feeling like a bit of a dick and enjoying it, I jerked the rope above Jenna's head and sent her swinging again.

“So this Rob guy, he sounds rich. Is he a toy?”

“Asshole.”

I cranked the remote up again. “That's not doing you any favors. I can sit in a chair and fuck with you all night like this.”

She was still defiant, trying her best not to make the overload on her clit known. Another couple of levels, and Jenna's legs curled. She screamed out as I gave it another boost to drive the point home.

I slapped her ass to force another deafening outburst and then cut the juice. “You know how Rob likes to lose control and be your slave? I think you're the same way, deep down inside. You'll just never admit it.”

Jenna fought for breath. I slapped her ass again. She'd finally had enough. “So what if I do want it? I won't lose control to just anyone, and I don't think you've got what it takes.”

The ring burned again, sending the sizzling feeling up to my elbow. Her will is yours to take. Make sure you're ready to do so.

But I didn't want a slave. I'd always treated life with Angela and Kelsey as a deal between the three of us. I had only made it a good idea in their minds. Outright control over a person's mind felt like too much.

I put my weight on the rope to stretch it. I unhooked the carabiner from the loop and supported Jenna so she could stand up. “You're right. I'm not in the business of making anyone a slave. And I'm fine with that.”

The heat from the ring died down. Jenna tilted her head and asked, “Why?”

“It's not the right thing to do.”

My head felt empty as soon as I looked her in the eyes. “You should untie me and let me show you a good time.” I started to grab at the webbing.

You fool! I felt the deep scorch, expecting to smell my skin cook. As soon as it began, it stopped. That's when I realized I'd been commanded myself.

I let the knot in the webbing stay and put the toy still taped to her clit on the lowest setting. “Nice try. You damn near got me.”

“How did you pull yourself out of it?” It wasn't quite fear on her face, but Jenna had been thrown for a loop. I'm sure I'd have reacted the same way.

“Tell me something, and be honest.” I started marching Jenna to the couch. “That boy toy of yours is as much a slave in mind as he is in body, isn't he?”

Jenna refused to speak. I shoved her into the cushions and tossed her bag on the floor. She tried burying her face, holding back her body's reaction to the buzz between her legs.

“Answer me.” I gave her a hard slap on the ass. “Now.”

She turned her head enough to look through her hair with one eye. “Is there anything wrong with it? You're about to do the same to me.”

She can be redeemed.

“Not exactly.” I took a seat and forced her head into my lap. Gripping her jaw, I made her look me in the eyes as the ring burned with more light than heat. “Set Rob free and stay here with us. Let's make each other happy.”

The tension in Jenna's body relaxed as that fiery self-confidence came back into her eyes. “You said 'us.' I'm not the only one?”

I cranked the toy up a couple of notches. “No.”

Jenna's face strained against the pleasure. “You–,” her voice started to go up in pitch, her breathing intensifying, “–fucking win.”

“Not yet.” I put the wand on its middle setting, exactly where I had topped it out before.

I felt her body start to tighten up. One more press of the right button had her squealing. I cut the power one more time, forcing her to shout, “God! Fucking let me come, please!”

“Not until I do.” It felt like punishment enough. I hadn't even got my dick wet so far.

Jenna was begging without saying a word. She knew what I wanted, and she knew giving it to me was the only way to get her deepest desire. I pushed her aside and got up, unzipping my jeans and undoing my belt as I stood.

She was able to sit up on her own, at least. I pressed the power button to bring it back up to the previous level. Jenna drew up into herself, sucking air through her teeth.

I cut it off yet again. “You don't want it that bad.”

Jenna scooted herself forward, pushing her hips over the front of the couch. “I'm begging you. Just fuck me until we come!” I already had my pants and boxers on the floor. I stepped out of them along with my deck shoes and pulled my shirt off.

I bent down and felt her pussy, blushed and swollen with overstimulation that bordered on a war crime. My index finger slipped inside, feeling like I'd put it in a glass of hot water. “Are you sure?”

“Yes, fuck!” I gave her another jolt for a few seconds. “Please, for fuck's sake!”

I didn't bother giving myself a spit polish. Jenna was plenty ready without it. I grabbed her ass and stood, lifting her tiny body to that perfect height.

The wettest pussy I'd ever felt took me in without resistance. Damn was it wonderful. She was light enough for me to hold up with one hand and my cock. I let myself settle in her deepest reach and put my thumb in Jenna's mouth. She took to it like a pro, making me wish I'd teased for a blowjob first. But there was always later.

I felt her suck hard on my thumb as I pulled back and sank in again. It was practically a beg to do more, but I was feeling patient. She moaned with the third thrust, even more gentle than the other two.

Pausing for a second, I held the remote against her face and turned the source of her torment back on. Jenna whimpered into my thumb, squirming to push my dick against more of her interior. I showed her some mercy, thrusting a little harder until she couldn't focus on sucking any longer.

I pulled my hand away, holding her up for a hard assault on her mounting orgasm. Her pussy was almost crying with wetness. Popping off early came to mind, but why let her off so easy?

Still, I rammed against her with anger. Every crash of my body into hers made her scream louder, that shaved pussy gripping hard like new tires. Jenna's head crashed back as I put a few more notches of power into the toy, feeling it's vibrations in my shaft

Her body was almost at the breaking point. Just as her legs stiffened up around me I pulled out and dropped her onto the couch. Cutting the juice again and forcing her to look at me, I said, “Don't you fucking come without me.”

Jenna lied there, helpless and wanting more. But I wasn't in a giving mood. She wanted it so bad, I could see it in the way her breathing made her breasts heave up.

I turned her over and forced her face into the cushions. Her ass stuck up and out, that pussy begging for another fill. I buried my face in it and buzzed the wand back to life.

Jenna screamed through the upholstery. I let her have it with my tongue inside, teasing away as I pushed the power up to another level. I grabbed her bound hands, feeling her squeeze and dig her nails into my palm.

She can't get what she wants until you do. Her spirit is breaking.

I wanted her body to give out first, just to drive the point home. Pulling my face away, I drove a middle finger deep inside, feeling for that magical spot on her ceiling. I drove the wand to its highest setting and chucked the remote across the room. There would be no mercy.

Jenna's body went ballistic. I felt her arms strain against the nylon strap as her legs trembled. The ear-splitting noise roaring from her lips filled my entire head.

She was on the verge of losing sanity, and I knew it. Every little quiver inside her pussy pulsed from her entrance on back, coaxing my finger deeper. Her body fought back as I pulled it out, like I trying to move against a current.

I took my cock in hand as I propped a foot on the couch, teasing her pleasure hole with my tip and slapping her ass hard enough to leave a red print. I pulled back against her hands and plowed deep. The wetness inside was too much, running down her thighs as my girth displaced it.

That's it, she's yours. Make her grateful.

The vibrations and the milking action of her passage would have been enough to finish off a paralyzed man. But the punishment hadn't gone as far as I wanted. I jerked back, ramming hard enough to move her forward a bit with each push.

Jenna's voice trailed off into something animal, pulling out her deepest instincts like a call of nature. Her rational brain had all but shut down, overloaded with an unbearable amount of pleasure. I rocked back and pulled out completely, and then refilled her gluttonous hole in one solid motion.

She made a pitiful attempt at writhing out of her bonds. I saw the knot move with the tiny amount of slack I'd left for her comfort. I pulled hard, using it like a handle as I put a foot on her shoulder.

Jenna tried jerking herself, moaning from her core as I grabbed her hair and reared back. Her body had to know there was no escape, no matter how desperate it was for release. I was having none of it, punishing her pink flesh for even doing so on reflex.

Every rough spear pushed against all I would normally think was right, but letting Jenna off was the last thing I wanted. Even the hysterical screams urged me forward, pissing me off more the louder they got. I crashed balls deep one final time and pulled out, leaving Jenna a gaping and begging for more.

It was time to make her work for it. I sat down square in the center of the couch and pulled the squalling mess of a woman on my lap. Jenna buried her face in my shoulder as I got her in position, my cock tipping into her pussy and ready for her to prove her worth.

I wasn't sure if she would understand me as I said, “It's on you now.” Pulling her body down, the walls of her pussy slid against my shaft.

She tried taking the cheap way out, bobbing up and down. I kept her grounded with both hands gripping her bonds. Jenna got the message, letting me know with a tortured face, contorting with the agony of too much bliss.

“I'm as deep as I'll ever be. If you want it, take it.”

Jenna's throbbing slit was almost gushing at that point, soaking into the cushion to the point of saturation. I didn't care. I knew every single bit of this lesson would sink in, and I wanted to teach it as hard as I could.

The sound of her voice cut off as I felt the first bit of precum slick everything up a bit more. Jenna stared at me through the sweat-soaked hair dangling over her forehead. Her mouth opened like she wanted to say something, but she was beyond the point of forming words.

The motion of her hips rocked my entire body. I smiled and caressed her cheek. “That's it. It's almost over.”

Jenna quivered and gasped as she leaned back. I tried holding back a bit longer against the incredible sensation. As the head of my cock pressed hard against the grind of her pussy, the end began drawing near.

The desperate need for relief in her eyes made it all the better. I watched the rhythmic dance of her waist, that white lace on her corset sticking to her skin like latex. I pulled the shoulder straps down to finally see those perky tits, swollen and blushing pink.

I grabbed on to each breast, giving a little resistance to the motion she was putting in with her upper body. Jenna got the message, wriggling her hips as she tried to fight through the new rule. I could see her lips moving in silence, mouthing out what had to be, “Can I please come? Please?”

Her mind finally collapsed in on itself in as her eyes rolled back. The tunnel around my dick closed in. It threw me past the point of no return. I started grunting as Jenna fell into my chest.

I reached between us and ripped off the tape holding the wand. I was barely able to hold it, the vibrations jarring my hand like a cracked out jackhammer. It came out of my grip and hit the floor, skittering on the hardwood with an unholy racket.

Jenna's body reacted with hurricane force, seizing in my arms as her legs tried drawing up in knots. I felt a hot, forceful breath against my chest before she exploded with, “Oh my GOD!”

My first jet of semen blasted out as the room went blurry around me. Jenna whimpered and tossed her head to the side. I barely held on, trying to shoot my load as deep inside her pussy as anatomy would allow.

Her walls coursed with hard pulses and contractions. I groaned out and felt myself empty into her body again. Jenna's thighs tightened to the point of hurting me.

My last several bursts tapered away as I started feeling my own overload. Her orgasm kept going, ripping through her body like a supernatural force. The quivering pussy around my cock was too much.

We both collapsed to the side. I held her tight to keep her from hitting the floor, that damn vibrator still dancing under the couch. How such a tiny woman could take so much punishment and remain conscious, I still can't figure out.

I pulled her tighter and gasped, “It's over. You made it.”

Jenna shivered like she was hypothermic. Her body burned hot though. “I'm–,” her words stopped for a quick tremor, still working out what it had just gone through, “–cold.”

It was enough. Unlike Angela and Kelsey, I could feel the change in her character. Like we were a part of one another in spirit.

Taking care of her is your burden now. Do not fail her, or there will be consequences.

I didn't need any urging from the ring. It wasn't love. It's hard to describe, like when you see a newborn kitten in need. You just want to take care of it, no matter how macho you are.

Barely able to stand, I got up and started untying Jenna's arms. The webbing had left a deep imprint from above her elbows to beneath her wrists. She trembled in place as I backed away and tossed the restraint.

What I had done didn't feel wrong, but it didn't feel right either. It simply was, and I knew I had to take care of Jenna as best I could. For some reason, it made the responsibility I had toward Kelsey and Angela feel that much more intense as well.


I had carried Jenna up to the bedroom. Her body had simply given out even though she was awake and alert. As we lied there in bed, I kept her close.

That's when I got her life story. When Jenna got to the part about her abusive step-father, I understood why she would want power over others. It was the force of Jenna's will to survive that brought about that gift we had shared, and I had stripped away from her.

I awoke in the middle of the night to the ring pulsing on my finger. I felt the soaked pillow and saw the stain from her running mascara. But the smile on her face as she slept said it all.

Her life was a living nightmare, and she knew it. Beware of losing yourself in the control you have over people. You saw in her what the brink looks like. Do not manipulate for the sake of it.

Drifting back to sleep, I felt Jenna pull her nude body tighter into me. The lesson I had just felt didn't reach its full teaching until later.


HAREM RING 4:

ELLIE'S SURPRISE

Angela's tongue danced up my shaft as I watched the fun across the room. Jenna still had a dominant streak in her, Kelsey being the usual target. Every time it happened Kelsey would come running to me, whimpering about the abuse and how it turned her on even more. The orgasms I could pull out of her afterward were insane.

Jenna was giving Kelsey the muff dive of her life, making her struggle against the cotton rope restraining her hands above her head. Spending a few bucks and putting those steel screw eyes on some of the open rafters had already given me hours of entertainment like this.

I realized Angela was missing it. I whispered, “You gotta watch this shit. Kelsey's gonna blow her lid in a second. Hard.”

The skin on my cock felt like ice as soon as it was free of her mouth. We weren't always making one another have orgasm after orgasm, but somewhere in the teens was an average count for a day. I usually had three good ones in me after work, but Sundays were my day to go all-out with everyone home.

Angela cuddled up along side me and ran her hand over my chest. She giggled and ducked her head onto my shoulder. “What are we gonna do with those two?”

“Get ourselves off in a few minutes. What else?”

I looked at Angela and saw the warm smile on her face. Her bare foot ran up my shin as her hand drifted back down between my legs. “We should go do something later.” She fished my dick out of my boxers. “All of us. It'll be fun.”

“Like what?” I wasn't against it.

“There's a new restaurant in town. That's a good start.”

“And we figure out what everyone wants to do after that?”

“Whatever works.”

I tucked her closer as Kelsey shook in Jenna's mouth. I never felt any need to control the three of them in any way now that we were all here. Hell, Jenna had even dropped her antidepressants and seemed happier than all of us.

Everything felt perfect, including the handjob Angela was so gently giving. I didn't see us changing a thing. At least, not until that night.


It felt like a war over seating every time we all ate somewhere. Kelsey had won this round, beating Jenna and Angela to the other half of the booth I sat in. I wasn't complaining. She usually didn't win out much between the other two, being the least aggressive. We had room for three on each side, but as close as she had tucked herself to me, we could have fit in a single chair.

I was more than happy to feel her up through her miniskirt. It was about that time of day for her third orgasm anyway. Trying to finish her off without causing a scene in public was always a fun game.

Kelsey was barely holding her voice back when Angela noticed something across the aisle. I saw her look over and point for Jenna. She looked at me and asked, “Adam, you think that girl is crying?”

It stopped me in my tracks. I'd been dead to the world, focused on the wet pussy I was knuckle deep inside with three fingers. “Say that again?”

“The girl at the table over there, she looked at her phone and dropped her head. I want to talk to her and see what's wrong.” Angela had really changed since she took Kelsey under her emotional wing.

I was proud of how much nicer of a girl she'd become, but I wasn't at the point of helping random strangers out without my own motives yet. “Are you sure? She might just be tired.” I was determined to finish off Kelsey before the food got there. It's hard to finger a pussy and cut a steak at the same time, you see.

Angela got up and disappeared behind me. Jenna watched on as Kelsey and I resumed our course of impromptu fingerbanging. She was so wet and so close.

That's when Jenna's face changed. I saw her eyebrow shoot up and the corner of her mouth drop as she looked to my right. She didn't bother looking my way before saying, “Oh no,” and darting out from the table.

Kelsey was ready to pop at any second, but I couldn't ignore what had to be a scene going on behind me. “God dammit.” I pulled my wet fingers back to myself and looked back. I saw Kelsey's look of utter disappointment as looked past her to check everything out.

Angela was already seated next to another blonde who was sobbing into her shoulder. Jenna sat across the table from them and took the girl's hand between her own. Kelsey finally stopped her pouting to see what I was staring at.

I was about to tell Kelsey to get up so we could head over there ourselves. Jenna pointed at our booth and stood. That's when Angela got up with her new friend in tow.

Kelsey looked back toward me. “Are they doing what I think they're doing?”

“Maybe. Is that a problem?”

She turned and watched them coming our way. “No,” she whipped her head back to me, “but you owe me later.” I had no complaints. There were worse problems than a bald-pussied, pout-lipped brunette hounding you because she's owed a good fuck.

Angela and Jenna tucked their new friend between them in the booth. She was still in tears and staring at that phone. Angela asked, “And when was the wedding date?”

I knew that word 'was' had some meaning. The new girl didn't bother looking up. “Two months from now.” She absolutely broke down, with Jenna and Angela practically squeezing her to death in consolation.

Kelsey looked at me with understanding written all over her. It wasn't that different from her own situation before we met. She looked at the blonde and asked, “Why don't you eat here with us? Our treat.”

I figured I was paying for everyone, but under the circumstances, I couldn't bring myself to object. I was already feeling sorry for the girl myself. There was only one other way I could help. “What's your name?”

That damn ring heated up. What are you doing? Think about this.

She looked up at me, an emotional disaster in the flesh. Cute as can be and pulling on everyone's heartstrings. “Ellie.” She barely finished before breaking into a fresh round of tears.

“Ellie, look at me.” No response other than a sobbing fit. I ignored the ring's complaints in my head and gave my voice some force. “Hey, up here.”

Angela and Jenna looked at me like I had just stood up and shat on the table. Kelsey stuck an elbow in my ribs as I caught her giving me the most what-the-hell-is-wrong-with-you possible out of the corner of my eye. But I couldn't just leave Ellie bawling.

She looked up through bloodshot, watery eyes. I had to fake a smile with the ring roasting my finger. “Forget about everything and have a good time with us. Let it go.”

Ellie's face changed instantly. I unfolded the napkin around my silverware and passed it to her. Wiping the river of mascara off her cheeks, she bucked up and said, “Thank you.”

Angela cocked her head and stared at me. I panicked at the thought of her figuring out how I got her in the first place. Playing it cool, I stared back and asked, “What?”

She shook her head. I couldn't tell if it was relief or disbelief. She turned her attention to Ellie and said, “I'll tell the waitress you're with us when she comes by.”

Ellie was almost back to normal. Kelsey put her hand on my thigh and looked across the table at everyone else. Her hand ran higher up my leg as she said, “So tell us about yourself. We're all friends here.”

I felt the ring pulse with new energy. Somehow I felt worry coming from it. There's no lesson she can teach you. If you're too generous, you'll give away everything in time.

But did it really matter? I never knew my uncle as a selfish man. Sometimes, you just have to take your own path. I knew he'd have done the same.


We were all back at the house, including Ellie. She'd had enough drinks with us that I couldn't have let her drive herself home. I honestly had no intention of bringing her into our little family, but the idea had crossed my mind.

Angela, however, had her own ideas. As I was drying off from my shower that night she stopped me on my way to the dresser. “Ellie's had a rough time with that shitty fiance of hers. How did you put her in such a good mood that fast?”

Tread carefully. The only answer in my head was the honest one. Letting that slip would bring the whole life I'd built for all of us crashing down.

“Well?”

I opened the drawer for my boxers, not willing to look Angela in the face. “I think having people to listen was all she needed. She said it was rocky for a while, so Ellie might have seen this coming.”

“But she was hysterical.”

The towel fell from around my waist and I put my underwear on. “Did leaving Stuart like you did bother you? Sometimes a change is exactly what a person wants, even if they don't realize it.”

I looked at Angela and saw her smile a bit. “Do you think she'd be happy here with us?”

“How many people do you think we can fit in this house? We already don't have a bedroom for everyone.”

“What's your point?” Angela stood behind me as I pulled a shirt out. Her fingers rested on my back, her cheek resting against the nape of my neck. “One of us sleeps with you every night, and the other two share one bed. You know that.”

“You really think it's a good idea, don't you?” I was starting to feel like a cat hoarder. Except, you know, it was that other kind of pussy.

Angela pulled away and said, “Let's all meet in the living room and talk about it. Kelsey and Jenna were the ones who came up with the idea.”

That was the problem with being able to control people and having a sense of ethics at the same time. Democracy overrules what you want. I pulled the shirt on and gave in. “Fine. Round everyone up. We'll leave it up to Ellie.”


I'd pulled the loveseat from across the room. I sat next to Ellie, the other three facing us on the couch across the coffee table. I felt like the two of us were on the spot, not exactly on board with what Angela, Kelsey, and Jenna all wanted. I was just glad I'd bothered putting on pants for the meeting.

Kelsey opened up first. “Ellie, do you live with Todd right now?”

I knew she was nervous. Hell, I was uneasy. It felt like a damn board meeting. “We were supposed to move in together in a few weeks. My landlord already found someone else to rent my apartment, so I don't really have a place to go after that.”

Jenna's eyes got that dominant sparkle. “Then it's settled. You'll move in with us. There's a free bedroom.” I really should have ordered her not to use that influence anymore.

I watched Ellie's posture lift up. You're not in control right now. This is dangerous. She grinned at Jenna and tucked her hands between her thighs.

Our bossy redhead wasn't finished yet. “Sleep here tonight, and we'll all help you move your stuff tomorrow. Adam can do most of the work for us.” I'd figured out how to avoid getting under her control with concentration, but I couldn't back out when I was pigeonholed like that.

Ellie looked at me and said, “If it's alright with everyone. I don't want to intrude.”

Angela clapped her hands together and said, “Intrude hell. There's room enough and all of us get along with you.”

While I liked the idea of another hottie prancing about the place, I wasn't sold on having five of us under the same roof. But even when you're in control, sometimes diplomacy can't be avoided. I cleared my throat and got all eyes on me. “We'll let her decide on her own. It's not up to us.”

Jenna pouted. I knew exactly what she was about to do. “Ellie, we do things a bit differently here.” She got up and walked around the table. It was that same sexy walk she made when she was about to make a demand. “Relax. We're gonna make you the center of attention tonight.”

Stop her. I didn't want to. Hell, it wouldn't have felt right to step in. And I had my own reason for being okay with Ellie joining us.

Jenna straddled Ellie's thighs as she took a seat in her lap. Her ass hung out in those tight jeans, the whale-tail of her thong sticking out from under that tank top. I wanted to grab at it, but I kept to myself. I wanted to see her in action.

“Just relax, and welcome to the family.” Jenna eased her lips into Ellie's. I felt my dick swell against my pants immediately.

Ellie closed her eyes as Jenna darted hers toward me. She gave me that come-hither finger and closed her lids. I glanced at Angela and Kelsey, already rubbing on each others' thighs and leaning closer together.

I wasn't staying out of the action. I got up and walked to the other side of the loveseat. Reaching down for the hem of Ellie's shirt, I lifted it up as Jenna broke away for the removal. She tore away her own top and leaned back in, the black bra and red smashing together into a four leaf clover of cleavage. Lucky me.

Jenna got to work on Ellie's jeans, popping the button and working the zipper down like it was an emergency. She undid her own panty restraints and stood up. The denim slid down her legs in a fluid motion before she grabbed Ellie's feet.

The flats went in opposite directions as Jenna grabbed the cuff of her pants. One hard tug had them around Ellie's knees. The next sent them flying onto the coffee table. I pulled the straps of her bra off of her shoulders as Ellie looked up at me.

“You'd be the first guy I've been with other than Todd.” I wondered if that meant she lacked much experience. Either way, we'd teach her well.

Kelsey and Angela were all over each other. I was more than happy to leave them be for the time, focusing instead of getting our new friend acquainted with the way things worked in this house. Jenna took her seat on top of Ellie's thighs again.

“Adam, should I pull out all the stops for her?”

Claim her as yours before Jenna can. I weighed my options. Inspiration has a funny way of popping up when you give yourself a second to think.

“Let's all focus our attention on her tonight. Give her a welcoming party.”

Angela and Kelsey got up. Jenna necked Ellie a bit and then joined them on her feet. She pulled our new friend up with her. It was like a damn Victoria's Secret catalog come to life in my living room.

I went back around the loveseat. Jenna grabbed Ellie's hands and pulled her up to join us. She had curves meant for a black diamond ski slope, just like Angela. That bit of shyness made her that much more of a prize.

Jenna coaxed Ellie onto the table and forced her shoulders back. The bra straps hanging around her upper arms tempted Kelsey as she pulled them down further and reached around our guest's back. Angela freed her breast by lifting the cups and pulling the whole thing away. They were nothing short of breathtaking nipples atop hills of porcelain.

Kelsey moved in first, crouching and rubbing her hands all over those wonderful tits. I wondered who'd end up having the largest pair. No matter who won, I loved all four pairs. Even Jenna's perks went beyond just perkiness.

Angela joined me in getting down between Ellie's legs. Jenna put her head above Ellie's from behind, getting back to that sexy mouth massage. Angela and I both grabbed one side of her waistband and pulled. The skin just above Ellie's pussy was flawless, as if hair didn't even grow there.

Just a little farther and the grand prize was in view. One perfect fold of pink between her thighs greeted us like a message from on high. We chucked the panties away and I stood mesmerized. Ellie was an absolute looker in her own right, just like the other three.

When a man has a blonde, a brunette, and a redhead all at his beck and call, he can't complain. When two blondes are in the mix, who the fuck is he to argue against good fortune? The ring had no problems doing that, however.

Don't get in over your head. You've been warned.

I wasn't about to let Buzzkill the Fashion Accessory get in my way. I grabbed hold of Ellie's ankles and looked at Angela. “You should get first dibs, Angel.” Ellie was her pet more than Jenna's. Kelsey had already let herself get on the redhead's leash. And I really wanted to see two blondes go at each other outside of the internet.

Angela eased her head between Ellie's thighs. It was like watching Barbie have her way with a China doll. Not to mention Barbie's friends joining in for the fun.

I snuck away and made a run for the camera I had bought. If this arrangement wasn't going to last forever, I at least wanted proof that all of this had happened. I had every intention of showing everything to and son or grandson I might have in the future, especially whichever one would inherit this ring. You know, to give the kid something to shoot for in life.

Hitting record and setting it on the end table, I turned the foursome back into a five-way. Ellie was already moaning as I made a round undoing Kelsey and Angela's bras. I made another pass, dropping all three remaining pairs of panties and dropped my own clothing. Making a thumbs up at the camera, I turned my attention back on Ellie.

I took a seat on the couch behind Kelsey. Her pussy was already shining with expectation. I drove in a middle finger and took a cheek in hand. She groaned into Ellie's breasts as I added another finger and pushed them in to the knuckles.

She lowered herself closer. I knew exactly what she wanted, and I was in no position to refuse. I pulled my hand away and guided her down. My shaft slipped right between her walls.

Jenna stood up and crouched her pussy right over Ellie's face. I could tell she was new to the oral game with another woman. Jenna didn't care, grinding herself harder against Ellie's mouth and pushing her head harder into it from behind.

Angela was taking care of her own pleasure with one hand going down between her legs. Within seconds, not a single one of us was silent. The pure chaos of five voices expressing their satisfaction at once had a certain magic to it. Like a letter to Penthouse come to life.

Ellie's whimperings soon turned to all-out gasps against Jenna's slit. I was more than a little jealous, loving the taste of that pussy like I loved a good beer. Angela was giving her the best kind of hell.

The pitch of everyone else's moans kicked up a notch. Kelsey was close to her habitually easy climax when I felt her fingertips against my shaft. I knew she had that hood pinched between them and it was only a matter of seconds rather than minutes.

Everyone seemed to feed off one another's blissful reaction. Kelsey would moan harder, driving Angela harder against herself and Ellie. Jenna picked up on it as well, grooving herself over her new friend's lips as she split her hands between Ellie and Kelsey's tits.

It all erupted into a chorus of groans and giggles. Kelsey rode my cock even harder, steadying her free hand on my leg for more force. I planted my hands on each side of her ass to give her that extra little bit of motion.

That's when it all went to wonderful hell. Jenna broke first, screaming, “God!” and jerking her head forward. Her entire body shuddered at once as Ellie kept going. Jenna was holding on for dear life, our guest not understanding the concept of easing up when your partner starts to come.

Kelsey's interior squeezed around me as her tension let go as well. She crashed back, my face buried in her hair as she arched herself. I moved my hips the best I could, feeling myself slide up and down inside her as she rode out her usual set of mighty tremors.

Next came Angela, screaming into Ellie's snatch. Ellie herself lit off like a string of firecrackers. Jenna continued to whimper and shake against' Ellie's face. Angela's knees trembled beneath her as she kept forcing both Ellie's climax and her own even higher.

Kelsey twitched on top of me. I pulled out and slid from beneath her. She crashed into the couch, still rubbing her clit and doing her best to look like she was having a seizure.

I stepped behind Angela and ran a finger along her throbbing pussy. She pulled her mouth away from Ellie and screamed as my finger dipped inside. I smacked her fine ass and said, “I haven't got to play with her yet.”

My dick was still dripping wet when Angela moved aside. I bent my knees and pulled the back of Ellie's onto my shoulders. Her calves slid down my chest as I lowered her to the right position. Jenna had collapsed sideways into the couch alongside Kelsey.

It was my turn. Ellie looked at me, her blue eyes nervous like she was a virgin prom date in the backseat of a Ford. She took her breath as I passed my cock along her folds.

Angela got down on her knees beside Ellie. “It's alright. Paul makes us all happy.”

I took it as a point of pride, and I was willing to share a bit of myself with one more by that point. In fact, I wanted to give her my all, if only for the night. I teased her entrance with my tip, parting those pink petals and feeling that wetness coming from inside.

Ellie gripped the sides of the table. Angela started kissing her. Gradually, her fingers loosened and drifted up around Angela's neck. I took my time, watching Kelsey and Jenna snuggling with with each other's hand between their legs.

I gave myself a quick spit polish and wrapped my arms around Ellie's thighs. Her entrance didn't want to give way. I pushed with a little more pressure and burst through. I could tell Todd had been neglecting her. His loss.

Ellie gasped as I pushed further inside. I hadn't felt a pussy like that since high school ten years earlier. Every fraction of an inch felt tighter and tighter until I was halfway in.

I pulled out a bit and gave her a moment. Angela kept her distracted from anything that might resemble pain. Moving myself back in, I felt her walls relax, inviting me all the way until I had planted myself to the hilt.

Her legs dropped around me as I let go of them. I propped myself with my hands to her sides. That's when Jenna and Kelsey got up, grabbing Ellie's legs and holding them up for me.

Angela broke her mouth away and pulled Ellie's arms back. If she had wanted me to stop, it would have been far too late for her to do anything about it. I sank in harder than before. Ellie moaned with acceptance, loving the attention of four people seeing to her pleasure again.

When I felt like she was ready, I gave Ellie the kind of hell saved for makeup sex. Her flesh strained at the constant stretch, her voice filling the gigantic room like a wall of speakers. My only regret was not having her call Todd like when Angela and I tortured Stuart. But I knew I could always send him the video I was recording.

Her hands grasped around the back of my ribcage. As her nails sank in, I knew she was arriving to Kingdom Come once more. Jenna and Kelsey spread her legs wide. When she had mentioned gymnastics practice from earlier in life, I knew Ellie had potential.

Pushing myself to the limits of endurance, I kept going at it until her entire body tightened up. When my lungs weren't able to keep up anymore, I pulled out and half collapsed and half lowered my face between her thighs.

The dance of my tongue was enough to have Ellie squealing like Kelsey always did. I backed away as soon as her entire body shivered. The other three let go of her limbs at once, leaving Ellie a rumbling knot of a woman.

I regathered my strength as Ellie finished her shaking fit. Asking Jenna to throw a little domination into the mix crossed my mind, but it seemed a little much. Ellie turned out to be such an innocent little thing, and it wasn't the time to completely strip it away.

It was time to put Jenna in her place anyway. I watched her run to the bedroom where she kept all of those fun toys she had. “Kelsey, Angel, when she comes back, I want you two to give Jenna a taste of her own kind of fun.”

Kelsey looked at me funny. “We don't know how to knot someone up like that.”

“There's two of you and one of her.” They both had several inches on Jenna, who barely reached five feet in heels.

Angela grinned and nodded her head. She never said a word as she turned and walked toward the room Jenna had disappeared into. Kelsey was right behind her.

Ellie had regained her senses. “Adam, what's that all about?”

“Jenna likes to get too big for her tiny britches. It's good to keep her in check every now and then.”

She was sorely confused as she sat up. “What do you mean by that?”

“Just come over her with me and watch.” I lied down on the couch and pulled Ellie on top of me. To my surprise, she grabbed my shaft and stuffed it back inside as she came down.

I heard the commotion not long after. Ellie's eyes grew as I heard Jenna scream. She kept riding me like a champ as she asked, “Is she gonna be alright?”

Jenna cussed and yelled as the sound of the struggle drew closer. “She was about to do the same thing to you.”

Ellie took a slow draw down my length and put a finger on my lip. “You didn't let that happen.” She smiled and cradled my head, her face inches from my own. “Todd never looked after me like that.”

“He's a damn idiot.” I groaned as Ellie showed me what she was hiding. The swish of her hips was the perfect marriage of grace and force.

“There's something I was going to let him do for the first time tonight.”

“What's that?”

Ellie smiled and pecked me on the lips. She drew back and gave me another amazing drop. “It's something he begged for.”

I was thinking anal. Not my thing, but I was up for it if that's what she wanted. “I'm listening.”

God the way she moved herself as she giggled. Ellie bit her lower lip and said, “I was going to let him come inside me.”

I said be careful. The upcoming marriage set alarm bells off in my head. Ellie didn't seem crazy enough to pull something like that out of revenge, but I didn't want to take chances. Dumbfounded, I couldn't say a word.

“And you know what's worse than that?”

I still couldn't respond. Ellie bent down even more, putting those poem-worthy breasts against my chest. I struggled to keep from busting my nut then and there, wanting to, but scared shitless of what the consequences might be. I looked to see if Angela and Kelsey had done with Jenna. Apparently, they had squirreled her off to some other room.

Ellie stared down at me and asked, “Aren't you glad you get to be first?” She planted her lips against mine and slipped her tongue past my teeth. I reciprocated and pulled her tight.

Find out, you fool. For the first time that night, I felt like the ring might have had a point. As close as Ellie was to my ideal woman to have a child with, I wasn't anywhere near ready for that kind of commitment.

Her pussy had its own say, lulling me out of worry with a feeling that would make the dead come. I struggled against my body's desire to just let go. I gathered my senses enough to ask, “Is it safe?”

Ellie turned out to be not quite as naive and pure as I thought. “So what if it's not? You know you want to anyway.”

She rocked herself back and forth, leaning back and planting her hands against my chest. Even with all that control I had over people, it felt like Ellie had a way of making my will melt like ice in a fire. She moved her hands back to my stomach and wiggled herself, tossing her hair back as that fine little pussy showed my cock the wonders of pink, ready womanhood.

I felt my eyes start rolling back in my head. I knew better, but I wasn't able to fight my own body. It wanted it more than common sense could argue against. The smooth wetness inside Ellie coaxed every breath out of me like electric silk on my skin.

My better sense gave in to what I truly wanted. I put my hands on Ellie's waist, encouraging to go even harder. I felt her one hand drop on my chest, the other on my thigh as she twerked herself harder than Miley Cyrus against me.

Ellie started screaming as I felt the home stretch drawing close. I felt her toes curl against my leg as I opened my eyes. Those cherry lips were wide open, the sound of her voice bouncing from the open ceiling and piercing the air like a set of bad brakes.

Sanity was slipping away and I knew it. But god it was too good to let go. Every tiny detail of her pussy's interior stroked against my cock. Ellie was just what I wanted in that moment, and I knew that fear in the back of my head was her exact desire.

She squealed and dropped forward. The little beast of a woman was riding me hard, knocking the breath out of me with every flush of her hips. The rhythmic dance she was pulling off on top of me would have put belly dancers to shame, writhing and undulating like she was more fluid than solid.

It was impossible. I struggled to hold on, but Ellie's orgasm ripped her entire body into a twitching mess. Her pussy latched onto my shaft, almost feeling like it was pulling me deeper. I lost all control and shot my load, wrenching the couch cushions between my fingers until I heard threads pop

Ellie roared out her built up frustration, climaxing against my spewing cock like she had just found herself in unbelievable ecstasy. I felt her hair slide against my skin, her hot breath on my neck, those little whimpering noises against my ear.

The sticky mess inside her pussy grew as her hips kept me locked deep. I let my voice out, unable to hold it in any longer. My sack felt empty, like it had just done something it was always meant to do.

I gasped for breath under Ellie's spent body. Her breasts heaved against me as she tried to recover her own sense of the world. I opened my eyes and saw nothing but a wall of blonde hair.

Idiot.

The thought of this chick being batshit insane returned. As did the idea of life changing dramatically because of what we had done. I needed an answer. Now.

“Please tell me I didn't just knock you up.” Jenna, Kelsey, and Angela were all safe for the creaming, but Ellie toying with the big question put the fear of a higher power into me.

She had an evil little grin. “Do you think I'm an idiot? No, I'm on birth control.”

Compared to the metric tons of pressure on me before that moment, Ellie's tight body felt like a feather. “Fucking hell, don't scare the shit out of me like that.”

“You're the one who went ahead and came inside me without knowing.”

Please learn something from this.

I tilted my head back as much as I could and sighed. “That's about the hottest way to scare someone I've ever seen.” I was damn glad the camera wasn't recording a conception. If I wanted a video to show the ring's benefits, using that one would be sadistic.

We heard a scream that sounded more animal than human. Ellie looked at me and asked, “What was that?”

I knew just from the direction from where it came. “Jenna's being taught a lesson.” I could already imagine Kelsey smiling ear-to-ear. Jenna had a cruel habit of denying her those orgasms she needed all the time.

“Is this an every night kind of thing here?”

I wondered if it should be. “Not really, but everyone gets along well enough.”

Ellie rested her head on my shoulder. “You know what?”

“Shoot.”

“You people are insane. I like that.”

I heard Jenna yelp one more time. “You get your own bedroom if you stay here.”

Ellie slipped her hand around my jaw and nibbled at my neck. I felt the copious amounts of cum flow around my dick. She took a hard, playful bite and whispered, “If I have a room all to myself, you can come in anytime.”


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.


ENJOY THE FIRST INSTALLMENT OF HAREM RING'S SEQUEL, ON THE HOUSE

HAREM HOTEL: BREAKING AMY

In case you haven't met me yet, my name is Adam Corrigan. Life's been treating me well since I inherited a ring from my uncle. It had made him a powerful man with a way of convincing people to do just about anything, and make it the greatest idea possible for them. His old motto, “Let's make each other happy,” had landed me some mighty good fortune as of late.

With the ring's help and guiding voice, I had built up my own bit of wealth. I even had my own entourage. The group was splitting up by this point, but I savored those last few days with everyone.

Angela was my first member in this group of girls I'd grown to love. Blonde and sporting sleek curves that would make a Porsche jealous, I'd enjoyed her company alone for quite a while. Ever since I used the ring to get rid of her jerk boyfriend at the time, we had grown to trust each other like we had been together for years.

Ellie had become Angela's unofficial partner as the second blonde. More the innocent type, I couldn't help falling in love with that porcelain she called skin and that cute demeanor she always had about her. When any of us needed emotional or moral support, we knew we could count on Ellie to be the group's peace keeper and counselor.

Our nymphomaniac brunette, Kelsey, had her own charms. Usually owing to her willingness to fuck at the drop of a hat. The fiery redhead I'd tamed, Jenna, had latched onto her. Watching Jenna handle Kelsey's needs as the petite dominatrix had become one of my favorite past-times. It was even more fun when I decided to join in.

Last, but certainly the one closest to me, was Lauren. A bit of a rescue, if you want to call her that, she had latched onto me like a second shadow. Not that I minded with those copper pigtails and rocking body. The youngest of the group by a few years, and willing to do anything to please me, I had taken her as my responsibility. She had nothing worth going back to when she left home to join us. The fact I had accidentally came inside her without any kind birth control when we first met still had me nervous as a whore in church.

The group couldn't stick together in our old house. Every room was at capacity, and things were getting tense. When Kelsey found a bed and breakfast on the market for a steal as a realtor, I jumped at the opportunity.

Angela, Ellie, and Lauren would be making the move with me. Jenna and Kelsey decided against joining, wanting to keep the A-frame we'd all been living in for themselves.

I was fine with the whole arrangement. Even though the ring made my words very convincing, I wasn't in the business of stripping free will. It was a moral line I just wouldn't cross.

And that moral line is exactly where my next 'friend' forced me to balance myself.


I pulled up to my new hotel. At least, it was as new as a Victorian bed and breakfast could be. The car parked in the small lot had to be Amy's. If her employment was supposedly coming with the place, I needed to work out the terms with her. I'd been trying to catch her there for weeks as she supposedly kept the place running.

My little harem was getting cut almost in half, but I didn't intend on adding Amy to it. Hell, I didn't even know what she looked like yet. Angela, Lauren, and Ellie were plenty for me. The ring I'd inherited from my uncle could only give me so much power over others, and spreading it out so much made it impossible to tamp down with every little rebellion.

I got out of my car and walked to the wraparound porch. The lights were on in the commercial kitchen. When I looked through the window I almost fell over. I couldn't see her face yet, but just about the fittest little brunette I'd ever seen was scrubbing on one of the counters. That lacy black dress and those heels were doing her legs and ass plenty of favors.

Tearing myself away from the window with much regret, I walked to the front door and pulled my keys out. It was unlocked to begin with as I tested the knob. The door had a bit of a creak, but a quick spray would take care of that. In fact, the whole place looked like it needed lots of small fixes.

I got to the end of the entryway and took a right through the open hallway. There were spiral staircases on both sides in desperate need of fresh paint. I figured it best to let Amy know I was here before I just showed up behind her. “Hello? You Amy?”

The sound of metal hitting metal rang from the empty door frame to the kitchen. “That depends. Who is it?” At least her voice was sexy. If only her attitude matched.

I passed through and saw her staring my way. That tan and her brunette, almost black, hair made her a sharp contrast to the two blondes and the redhead making the move with me. “I'm Adam, the new owner.”

Amy dropped a wet rag on the steel counter. “You look a little young to buy a place like this. Did you inherit the money or something?”

“If you don't mind, I really don't think that's any of your business.”

She stretched her arms out and locked her fingers, both palms facing me. Amy gave a deep yawn before saying, “I'm losing my room and my fucking job because a guy who might not have pubes yet bought the place.” She picked the rag bag up and chucked into the nearby sink. “Lovely.”

“When did I ever say you're losing your job?” I wasn't getting the hostile attitude. Whatever it came from, she needed to get the bug out of her ass. “And I'm probably older than you are!”

Amy strolled right past me and out of the kitchen. After she rounded the corner, I heard her say, “You have to give me thirty days legal notice before you can kick me out of here. I'll start looking for another place to stay.”

The sounds of her heels kept marching on. “Will you fucking hold on a minute?” I went back into the hallway myself.

She stopped and turned. “How in the hell do you plan on running this place? Do you know the first thing about operating a bed and breakfast?”

I knew I didn't. I'd more bought the place to have more room for everyone, but I had no plans of giving up the chance for the house to pay for itself. “That's why I need you. Can't you get it through your head that I don't want you to lose your job?”

That black dress stuck to the curves of her body as she took a few steps forward. She put her hands on her hips and said, “It's cute to watch you try.”

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 original 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 clean 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.

“Like what you see?” Amy stuck her ass higher in the air. “This is just the preview.”

“Then let's get the show going.” I planted my hand into one cheek. God, I never wanted to let go.

Amy looked back at me and smiled. “Does this count as workplace harassment?”

“When you came onto me, I think you killed that claim.”

Amy let the straps of her dress fall from her shoulders. I pulled the whole affair over her head as she sat up on her knees beside me. That bra barely held her breasts in, like a dam that threatened to break at any second.

She sat her ass on her heels and leaned her shoulders forward. “These were Don's favorite.”

Only an idiot would have given those up. I took a handful of each. No padding in that bra. Amy was all honesty in advertising.

I reached around her back and undid all three clips. Amy pushed the straps down and let the whole crime against humanity drop. Anyone who demanded those things be covered up should be put on trial.

My hands came back, caressing each breast like a sore shoulder. Amy's smile got bigger as she said, “You've made a couple of friends.”

“Is there another one I should meet?”

Amy put a finger on my lips, leaned in close, and then whispered, “She's bashful.”

I wrapped my fingers around the band of her panties and gave a hard jerk. I wasn't in the mood for games. I preferred a clean shave, but that neat little landing strip fit Amy just right.

“I told you, she's shy.”

I pulled her body closer. “Then she'll just have to get over it.”

“You really want it, don't you?”

She sat facing out in my lap like I was a chair, her head leaned back on my shoulder. Amy grabbed my hand and stuffed it between her legs. When her fingers glided along my jaw, I knew there was no going back.

I heard Amy giggle as I clamped two fingers on her hood. Her entire body writhed on top of me as I heard those heels smack against the floor. My new employee was bare as a sand dune, and I didn't even have a wrinkle in my shirt yet.

My ring and index finger worked her clit as my middle finger slid down her valley. Wet and warm as a leaky waterbed. Despite her toned body, that flesh was soft and delicate, just like it should be.

I felt her tongue dance around on my earlobe. I took a breast in my free hand. With a playful twist of her nipple, I had Amy panting in my lap.

Good fortune was smiling on me. “Adam, do you know what I like most?”

“What?”

Her teeth clamped down on my ear. She let go and said, “I like to prove I'm the best.” I flicked her bean hard, forcing a gasp out of her. “Who was that little redhead I saw moving things in here a few days ago? Is she your favorite toy?”

“Maybe.”

Amy wrapped her hand around the back of my neck. “God, she can't be legal.”

“Barely.”

She let out a quick, low laugh. “I think I'll have to steal you from her. I'm a few years older, but that means I've got experience.”

Her pussy just kept getting wetter. “You're welcome to try, but Lauren picks things up mighty fast.”

“You don't think I'll win?”

I worked her pussy harder. “Go ahead and see what happens. She'll do whatever I say.”

Amy's voice was barely getting through all that heavy breathing. “Do you think–,” she couldn't hold back a quick moan, “–that's what I want?”

She was so damn close. “You want to prove you're better than her, but you're not doing a good job of it.”

Amy pushed her hand harder into the back of my head and let herself go. I kept jogging her clit, forcing even more action out of her. She let out a hard scream as her body tensed up.

I let go of Amy's breast and took her jaw in my hand. She opened her eyes mid-climax as I made her look at me. I whispered, “We'll see who ends up owning the other, won't we?”

Her body just couldn't take it any longer. I left her pussy alone to shudder as it saw fit. Amy tossed and shook in my lap, her voice trailing off into the sexiest moan I'd ever heard.

I pushed her over into the couch and took her wrists as her climactic jerks fought back. “So far, you're mine.”

Amy gasped for every bit of air and stared up at me. The ring surged with power. You could enslave her if you wanted.

It felt like a test of character. I wanted to flirt with crossing the line for once. “No matter what you do, it still won't be enough. You're losing, and nothing's gonna change it.”

The smile on her face was the opposite of what I expected. I thought I'd give the stubborn bitch her moment. If only to give her hope so I could tear it away.

Her lungs were still fighting for breath as Amy dropped between my legs. She tore at my button and zipper like a starving animal. Before I could think to help her out, I was already in her mouth, clear to the back of her throat.

I leaned my head back and enjoyed her tongue massage. My hands stayed on the cushions, letting Amy do her best without my guidance. She was beyond good, but I was out to prove a point.

She kept going as I brushed the hair out of her face. Her mouth started teasing my dick with care. That's when I knew I had to ruin any feeling she had of control over me.

I gripped her hair by the roots with both hands and pushed down. The back of her throat spasmed as Amy's gag reflex kicked in. I didn't let up, actually enjoying the feeling of her struggle.

To my astonishment, her body relaxed. Amy pulled the reins out of my grasp with a good deep-throating for a few seconds. Normally, I'd have been impressed.

I kept the firm hold on Amy's hair. When she tried easing her head back, I pushed her back down. “Don't even think about letting up.”

The hope fading out of her was obvious enough. Her neck and shoulders went limp, giving in to whatever I might have made her do. I knew the point had been served well enough.

“Are you ready to give up yet?” I pulled her head up.

Amy gasped as she wrapped a hand around my shaft. “Don tried the same thing, but he didn't win.”

I lifted one corner of my mouth. “He's gone, isn't he?”

It was outright hatred in her eyes. “Fuck you.”

As her tongue ran from base to tip, I put my hands under her arms and pulled Amy onto the couch. “That was a mistake.”

“And you're an asshole.”

I pushed her down on all fours at the end of the fainting couch. I propped on leg up and kept the other on the floor as I pulled my shirt off. After a quick spit-polish, I had the tip of my cock sliding along that channel between her legs. The heat radiating off that fucking thing could have kept a man alive in a blizzard.

With one hand forcing her shoulders down, the other guiding staff home, I knew it was time. I caught Amy tensing up. That's when I plunged hard inside, her epic wetness giving me all the help I needed to plant myself to the base.

Amy whimpered as I stayed deep. I rolled my hips around for a good survey. Nice and tight all the way through. Don must have been gone for a bit.

“I thought you were his slut.”

Her fingers gripped onto the cushions as I started pumping. “You think all I do is fuck my boss?” I jolted her hard, forcing a quick shriek out of her mouth.

“That's all I've seen you do, other than piss and bitch about me.” I punctuated the statement with a hard clash of my hips against her ass.

It took Amy a second to recover. “Do you want to fuck me, or just yell at me?”

I was honestly enjoying how much she hated me. “You're still gonna deal with it.” If you've ever had angry make-up sex, imagine being balls-deep in a girl who isn't shy about wishing you dead.

“Just shut up, you bastard.”

I wrapped a handful of Amy's hair around my palm and pulled back. It just made her scream louder as I used that extra leverage. She loathed me, but loved the abuse.

Amy's shouts and cries only made me angrier. I pulled back until her neck just wouldn't go any further. It forced her voice a couple of notes lower. When she tried pulling a hand back to slow me down, I pinned it to the small of her back and used that wrist as another handle.

I let it rip as fast and hard as I could. I'd never even fucked Jenna so hard as punishment. As much as I wanted it to hurt, Amy kept hiding any pain.

Her insolence had pissed me off. I let go of her hair and pulled her other arm back. Amy's face was buried in the couch as I reamed the bitch right out of her.

Amy's voice never stopped as she belted out the force of each thrust. I felt the walls of her pussy get hotter and tighter. Every bit of her flesh wanted me there, even if her mind hadn't yet come around to me.

She was close. No woman could go that apeshit without coming. As her body started to tense up, I put everything into another salvo.

It was getting hard for my lungs to keep up. Sweat dripped from my forehead onto Amy's ass as I gasped, “You wanna fucking come, don't you?”

Her mouth was open and plenty of noise came out, but Amy was beyond forming anything that made sense. As her voice started getting higher again, I called on that final reserve. My muscles started aching as I pushed through, knowing I couldn't stop until Amy was totally senseless.

I felt her body snap without a second's warning. Amy's thighs pushed back and closed in on themselves as her pussy dripped with excess. She tried screaming through the upholstery, still going beyond the limits of normal human volume.

My body gave out when Amy's entire body shuddered. I pushed her forward, face-first into the cushions. The little gape in her slit pulsed with excitement.

I didn't care about anything at all, other than watching Amy ride out her punishing bliss. I'd left her a shaking, mewling wreck. 

It took her a while to recover. Amy slowly went from trembling moans to gasping huffs. Her dark eyes finally opened and looked up at me.

Her neck burned as I tried comforting her. “Don't you see? You get what you want when you give in.”

She struggled to say, “I'm not through yet.” Frankly, I was amazed at how willing she was to keep defying me. It was time to give her another false glimmer of hope.

I took a seat with her feet and ankles resting across my thighs. “You really are a hard-headed type of chick, you know that?

Amy sighed with each breath as she crawled onto my lap. I pushed my face into her breasts, feeling her body try catching up with her desires. My hands pushed them together as she took hold of my shaft.

The hot embrace of her slit consumed my length once again. Amy took to it like an old friend, letting it settle deep, just like that violent blowjob earlier. This time, however, she had total control.

Let her think she is winning.

I gave in to whatever joy or pain Amy was willing to provide. The soft, tight confines of her channel held me like a firm hand in a silk glove. “Adam, what do you like about me?”

The complete turnaround in her attitude dragged me out of that juicy wonderland. “As in?”

Her pussy shifted around me, comforting me back into my happy place. “Body, mind, attitude. Anything you can think of.”

I couldn't think of anything I disliked about Amy, other than her tendency to be a pushy bitch. “Everything, except for how you're losing right now.”

Amy forced her palms into my shoulders. I acted like I was pinned as she worked my cock like it was the dance floor itself. “You're trying to piss me off, aren't you?”

“It must mean something if it's got you that worked up.”

That was enough to get Amy rolling herself around in my lap like a dough mixer. I felt the anger in her movement. Like the slut wanted me to come so that she could claim victory.

“Do you know why I liked working here, Adam?”

I never answered, trying my damnedest to keep a straight face against the onslaught of her walls against my staff. The crack of a smile only pissed Amy off. Not that I cared for a little more effort.

“I thought I was the one running the show. I can't stay if you don't give in.”

She's getting cocky. Just a bit longer.

I snatched her wrists in my hands and pulled them down to Amy's thighs. The sudden loss of control shot her eyebrows up. I let my words sink in, each carrying its own weight. “Do you honestly think I'd allow either?”

“Cocky little bastard.” Amy's breathing had started to pick up, her words carrying more strain.

“Do your fucking best, fail anyway, and shut up.”

Her temper wore thin. The soft texture of Amy's pussy ground hard against the front and back of my dick as her hips rolled like waves. The blush in her cheeks told me everything.

“But what's a whore like you gonna do if you lose?”

When the corners of her mouth lifted, I knew the true threat was about to come out. “I don't have to make that little girl hate you immediately.” Amy's control broke for a moment with a moan she just couldn't keep inside. “I'm sure she cares a lot about you,” another moan leaked out, “but every man has a secret he wouldn't dare tell anyone.”

“And what's mine?” Her bluff was empty. There was no way she could have known about how I got my power.

Amy grinned and stopped her motion. “Everything you have, you inherited. I heard about your uncle leaving you his most valuable possessions.”

My heart almost stopped. It showed, and Amy caught on in an instant. I tightened my grip on her wrists, not wanting to take any more chances with her.

Was she obsessive, or did she really have a fetish for claiming another woman's man? I did know I'd have to keep a little distance between us, if only to keep Amy from figuring out the ring's part in all of this. Who knew what kind of havoc she could bring into my little harem if I wasn't careful.

“Struck a nerve, did I?” The deep satisfaction in her eyes felt like the end of the game. Had she beat me? Amy's smile only got wider before she added, “You're a poor replacement for my Don.”

Show Amy her place, now!

I turned sideways and forced her underneath me, not willing to let the little bitch win. I grabbed an ankle with one hand and closed the other around her neck. Amy just bit her lower lip like she still had the advantage.

Her voice lowered against my palm. “Can't take getting outsmarted, huh?”

Make her totally obedient. It's the only way.

I agreed, and I wanted it that way. “Listen to me,” I felt the sharp heat in my finger and its spread up my arm, “don't you ever fucking question or disobey me.” The fierce light in her eyes had been snuffed out. “If you ever cause me a problem, you'll lose everything.”

Amy's eyes got wide. That bitchy little smile turned into trembling lips. I tightened my fingers around her neck just a bit more and drove my angry cock deep inside her.

“Do you fucking understand me?”

Make your demands known. She has to obey now.

I loosened my grip and started thrusting hard between Amy's legs. I felt her throat vibrate against my hand as she screamed out the discipline my entire length and girth belted out.

“Don't you dare look into my past,” I picked up the ramming, “and if you even get the idea you're above anyone else in this house, you'll be out on the streets that night.”

One hard slam of our hips brought out the animal in her shrieks. I had won, but it was time to claim my prize from the gamble. Amy became submissive as a scolded puppy, accepting her new fate.

Still, I wasn't willing to erase her free will, just like I had spared Jenna only a few months before. “You can leave whenever you want,” it was getting harder to keep my words together, “but remember the rules.”

My hand barely held Amy's neck as her cries echoed through the room. I felt her fingers clasp around mine, pulling them tighter against her throat. She knew what she wanted, feeling the last swell of my shaft and the pause between my words.

“You want to come,” it kept getting harder to string the words, “you little slut?”

Right where I wanted her. I debated letting her finish or ordering her to stay on the verge of it until I released her. It was always a fun trick I'd perfected with Kelsey and her hair-trigger muff.

Whether Amy climaxed with me or not wasn't my problem. It was happening for me, and I was more than willing to let her suffer too much pleasure for days. It all depended on her answer, assuming she could even get one out.

My cock plowed deep and fast, disappearing into her body with the force of a bullet. “Where do you want it?”

I liked the idea of painting her face white as a finale. It had that proper sense of ownership. Even all over those tits felt right.

Amy fought against the hard reaming, barely matching the struggle to keep her breath enough to shout, “Come in my pussy!”

The sheer desire in Amy's voice threw me over the cliff. I felt that welling up sensation as my arms and legs started giving out. Every pass through her corridor spread the feeling even more.

I erupted mid-thrust. Amy rode on the borderline, curling her limbs around me as the jet filled her tight wetness. Every additional thrust felt like trying to swim up a waterfall, each stroke requiring more force as my muscles started giving out.

Just the sound of her voice crying out kept me going, but barely. I felt my gift add that extra bit of silkiness as it leaked out around my shaft. My mind and body fought their hardest to keep going as I moaned harder each time.

When Amy finally climaxed underneath, my entire being had given out. I gasped like I had run a marathon. Her body quivering beneath me, those arms and thighs gripping me tight. She would have sounded pathetic had she not been coming.

I fought against fading out as Amy's shaking calmed down. It was a losing battle as the pure exhaustion overtook me. I had won, but every iota of will and energy in me had been spent to do it.


All it took was a quick meeting with Ellie, Lauren, and Angela. We sat in that same dance hall later that evening to get everyone used to Amy. I had certainly made my dominance clear, but work still needed to be done.

I stood and cleared my throat. All four of my girls looked at me. The early signs of Amy accepting Lauren as higher on the totem pole were already showing. But I wanted everyone to know, not just our dedicated housekeeper.

“Everyone, Amy here needs a warm welcome to our family.” I pulled a length of cotton rope out of my pocket and held it in front of all four women. “We all know what to do.”

After Amy's eyes got big, they pretty well stayed that way the rest of the night. I'd never seen a girl beg for no more orgasms until then. And we had no intention of listening as we worked her over in shifts, well into the early hours of the morning.


P.S.:

Since many of you have become loyal readers, I've taken some time over the past few weeks to give you folks a couple of bonuses. First, I've begun a newsletter, which goes beyond simply announcing when I have a new title out. I will also be sending out free advance copies of upcoming titles in Kindle format from time to time. It's just one of my ways of thanking the people who have made my erotica career possible.

I also know that many of you are Tumblr addicts like myself. It's a primary source of inspiration for my erotica, and it's a great way to connect with readers and other authors. Having said that, I've taken the plunge and have started my own 18+ Tumblr. If you want to get an idea of what's brewing in my head, simply follow me from the second link below.
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