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AUTHOR’S NOTE: 


I don’t have much to say this time. I’m busy working on part three already, and still trying to wrangle what few loose ends are left from everything else. 

I wasn’t expecting the reaction I’ve gotten from this series so far. Seriously, thank you all! Really, that’s it from me. I’m just trying to get the next part written and out ASAP.


HAREM WISH 2 

Weeks had passed. I still had those two under my control, and I still hadn’t quit my job. But every day, it got harder to justify taking the L-train and walking through the hood. Why scratch with the chickens when you could soar with the eagles?

Outside of a buying a few dumb things I wanted, eating far better now that I could afford it, and dealing with a construction crew I’d paid under the table for a week, life hadn’t changed that much. But now that I had Steve on my team, this dump was about to be emptied.

Sierra and Kylie demanded to come with us to check the downtown apartments I’d arranged to see. A few of them overlooking Lake Michigan were tempting. But Steve promised that he had a line on the kind of place I was looking for. And he could arrange for the payment to happen, without the IRS fucking me right in the ass.

We’d taken the Red Line up to Monroe Station. Like the metro exit was a portal to a new world, the poverty of our south Chicago neighborhood seemed like it was continents away.

The tower was only a couple blocks away. You know you’re getting into the ritzy area when you actually see trees downtown. When I realized we were in front of the right door, I looked up.

An apartment I hoped would be worth several million was hundreds of feet above the floor of this glass canyon. Maybe it would be high enough to keep the roar of traffic at bay. If not, fuck it.

Sierra pointed through the crowd of business-people and tourists at a revolving door. “I think that’s the main lobby.”

Steve had already texted his arrival to me. “It’s got four bedrooms, but damn are they expensive around here.”

Kylee and Sierra tucked their arms under mine, almost forcing me on. Past the roar of cars and conversations, I couldn’t tell which one of them said, “Well, it’s close to everything. Millennium Park and three metro lines are within three blocks.”

Since she was the native, I assumed it had come from Kylee. I tilted my head her way. “I know I’ve got more money than I could ever spend, but this place costs more than most people make in a lifetime.”

I let Sierra pass through the revolving door first. Humidity and the rank of exhaust disappeared before I was on the other side.

Like they were old buddies, Steve chatted it up with who I assumed was the realtor. And after paying out the ass to treat all of us to ‘molecular gastronomy,’ I hoped like hell he was doing his job. Almost a grand was too much to pay for what looked like fingerpaint on a plate.

The two at my side caught his eye. Steve looked my way with his entire body. Pressed, tailored suit and all.

“Nathan!” He gestured at the guy shining me a bullshit, veneered smile, “This is Joel. The payment arrangements won’t be a problem.”

Something about Steve’s look put me on guard. “Go ahead and tell me the catch.”

“The asking price is two-million. Furnished, and passing the money through channels that won’t get you fucked, six-mil.”

“Jesus Christ!” Every eye in the lobby lasered in on me. “Have you lost your fucking mind?”

Steve pulled me aside. “Listen, money laundering isn’t cheap. Especially when you’re throwing that much around.”

But it looked like I was dropping more than a whole percent of even that fortune, right out of the gate. “Are you daft? There’s no way a place that small is worth so much.”

“If you’d have filed it as income to begin with, you wouldn’t have this problem right now.” His hand tightened around my elbow. “I don’t ask questions about where the money comes from, but if I really have to, I can talk the seller down a little.”

‘I made a wish’ didn’t exactly count as a valid job. “Fine.” Knowing how a guy like that worked, I greased the wheels. “Talk him under twelve, and there’s a hundred-grand more in it for you.”

“Keep those two flirting away like they did at the restaurant, and we won’t have a problem.” Steve faked a laugh and turned away from me. “Joel, can you believe it? Nate wasn’t gonna bother if the apartment didn’t face the lake.”

I shrugged like that was what mattered.


Kylee and Sierra were in love with every part of it. When you’ve got a panoramic view facing a lake that might as well be an ocean, everything else looks like small taters.

The final bathroom of the tour was almost too fancy. But for the price, Carrara marble wasn’t too much to ask for. Every other room put even that display of opulence to shame.

I backed out of the doorway, staring over the city through the floor-to-ceiling windows. I can’t fucking believe this. Not that I was in a bad frame of mind.

Sierra and Steve kept listening to the realtor drone on. Meanwhile, I wandered back into the master suite. Other than the current owner’s personal effects, everything in the place was mine, for the right price. But it still felt like I was the punchline of some massive joke.

Arms wrapped around my stomach from behind. Sierra never would have done that, so I knew who it was. “Well, what do you think?”

Kylee pressed her forehead on the back of my neck. “I never thought I’d set foot in a place like this, much less live in it.”

“I haven’t signed the papers. Don’t get ahead of yourself.” But outside of some royal palace, complete with servants, I couldn’t ask for anything more luxurious. “It’s more than nice, but this place isn’t really my style.”

“You can always redecorate.” I knew what she thought, at least.

“It’s too flashy.” I stared at the abstract art over the California king bed, noticing the brush strokes that marked it as an original. “I mean, who really needs this kind of place?”

Kylee snickered against my shoulder. “Sierra told me you’d act like this.”

“And?” I knew she hadn’t grown up in the lap of luxury herself. “It just seems kinda dumb to piss so much money away. Back home, I could buy thousands of acres for this kind of money.”

“But then you’d be stuck with land in Corn-Snort, Indiana.” Which was more than a fair point.

I’d still have more than four-hundred-ninety million left. When a few months prior, biggie-sizing a fast food combo was too much of an indulgence. “Fuck it. When we get home, start packing your shit. I’m buying.”

The arms closed tighter around me. “You mean it?”

Changing my mind would have been like taking away a kid’s new puppy. “I’d rather shit in my hands and clap than stay where we live now, but you two are sharing a room.”

“Nate, there’s four bedrooms.”

Maybe the cash and the statue had finally gotten to my head. “If I’m paying this much for an apartment, I call the rules. You’re free to stay in that dump, if that sounds any better.”


The week after we’d moved in, every hour at Rick’s shop felt like an eternity. No, I didn’t need the money or the job. And it was starting to show.

Handing me the blank envelope, Rick tapped his fingers on the glass countertop. “You wanna tell me something?”

“Huh?”

“I said,” Rick cleared a few packs of cigarettes from his throat, “do you wanna tell me something?”

Reaching down for my backpack, I pulled out an old fanny-pack and then sat it on top of my paycheck. “I quit, but I want you to have this.” Not that I owed it to him, but I liked the guy.

The bulge in the middle shot his eyes open. “What the hell is it?”

I couldn’t help grinning back at his scowl. “Open it.”

Before he even got the zipper halfway open, Rick stepped back. “That shit’s not fake. What the fuck did you do?”

I wasn’t about to tell him about the ‘junk’ that had passed over the same counter. “You gave me a job when I needed it. Don’t tell me you’re about to turn down part of my inheritance for that.”

“Inheritance?” He shot me that look he’d trained me well in, expecting a line of bullshit. “Nobody with that kind of money to throw around begs for a job.”

Grabbing one of the straps, I pulled it an inch closer to myself. “If you don’t want it, I can always give it to some panhandler.”

That ‘oh fuck’ moment almost made Rick shit himself where he stood. “Hey, I didn’t say I was turning it down. I just wanna know why the hell you didn’t tell me anything.”

“When someone’s outright giving you fifty-grand, I’d assume taking it without getting nosy would be the normal response.”

Rick pulled the first stack of bills out. Flipping through them, he stared back at me. “This has to be prop money.”

“Legal tender. Every single one of them.”

It kept dawning on him. Rick backed away until he staggered against the shelf full of ceramic cats and angels. “Why?”

“Why not?” He’d paid me what I asked to begin with, even if it was barely enough to live on. “I owe you one. If I’m quitting like this, I at least owe you something in return.”

“You wanna buy my store? This is more than enough to hand it off to you.” Not that it really made anything. I knew that much.

But Steve had advised me to buy some kind of front for my money. “This place hasn’t turned a profit since I stared working here. What would I do with Chicago’s junk?” Other than wish hundreds of millions into being.

“I figured I’d make the offer. This is more than enough money to buy me out.”

Grabbing my bag, I started walking around the counter. “Let me talk to someone, and I’ll let you know tomorrow.” I patted Rick on the shoulder as I strolled by. “But just in case this is the last time we see each other, you take care of yourself.”

Even though I didn’t look back, I caught his words as I passed into the main wing of the mall. “What the fuck?”


Steve was up for another meeting. This time, it was gonna be my kind of place.

Fifteen blocks away from home, I sat in the corner of my new hideout, The Wandering Referee. Dive bars were hard to come by in that part of town, but I’d found it on my own. Snooty cafes and bistros that charged at least ten bucks for soup didn’t fit me anyway.

Eating one fried pickle slice after the other, I was waiting on my third beer when he showed up. “About time.”

Steve pulled his chair out and loosened his tie. “Sorry, another one of my clients is going through a nasty divorce. Dumbass didn’t have a pre-nup, so now it’s my problem.”

I scanned the room for the waitress. “It’s all good.” But no dice on the beer. “What kind of drink do you want?”

The bottoms of his eyes looked like the baggage check at O’Hare. “Strong.”

Which was fine by me. Steve looked like he’d earned it anyway.

I eased up to the bar. Luckily, the football game’s commercial break had just ended.

Leaning over the top with bills in hand, I was getting tired of waiting. Then it happened. Or rather, she happened.

The metal door leading to the kitchen opened. Even the TVs seemed to cut out.

Goddamn!

Blonde perfection, even in the bar’s referee uniform, stopped right in front of me.

“What’ll it be?”

I stammered for a moment.

“Eyes up here. You need a drink, or not?”

“Coors.” I shook my head without realizing it. “Pitcher. And a Jack on the rocks.”

She turned around like I’d given the normal response. But as the girl poured my order, I realized I wasn’t the only one staring in total awe. That game didn’t mean fuck anymore.

The rest of the world had stopped until my booze was up. Hearing a pitcher and whiskey glass clink against the bar, I finally pulled out of the tail-spin.

“Your tab’s already open. Save the money for later.”

I barely nodded back. “Yeah, thanks.”


Between catching glimpses of pure sex as she worked the bar, Steve and I had hammered out a way to make Rick’s place ‘earn’ enough to keep me tidy. When you’re an ‘antique dealer,’ you can make up whatever the fuck you want when it comes to numbers, supposedly paid for in hard cash.

As we finished yet another pitcher, my old friend broke down. “So, I’m not gonna ask how you got those two, or all this money...”

“And?”

The gallon of liquid courage had started getting the better of him. “The bar’s closing in less than an hour. You take her home with you, and I’ll pay the tab.”

Knowing what it could do and how little I could trust Sierra, the statue had ridden in my backpack, no matter where I went. If a place wouldn’t let me keep it on me, I didn’t go in.

But dive bars aren’t the best places to scrounge up a nail. “I’ll pay for tonight since it was my idea.”

“Pussying out on me?” He slammed back the last of his beer. Wiping his mouth left a streak down the arm of his blazer, Steve wavered in his seat. “Fuck! I just had this dry cleaned!”

Even back in high school, the feller loved to drink himself stupid. “You fine to make it home?”

“Yeah, let me order a ride.” He swiped at his phone a couple of times. “But what about Legs over there?”

I just wanted to stumble home and pass out in my bed. “Is the offer valid for the next week?” And I still had to talk to Rick. Buying that dump of a store would solve all of my cash-flow problems, according to Steve’s calculations.

“Shit, my ride’s just down the block already.” The miracle of apps, I guess. “Tell you what, I’ll show up to your place, whatever day you want. If she’s there, you win.”

“Fine, fuck.” I waved him on and sat there as the rest of the bar started clearing out. Last call had been nearly an hour ago.

Glassware rattled together as the staff rolled out from behind the bar. I grabbed my pack and slinked into the bathroom.

Closing the stall, I knew it wasn’t the ideal place to find a nail either. Keeping a few around hadn’t occurred to me yet.

With my pants still around my waist, I looked around. The grout around one of the subway tiles on the wall had cracked.

It was a long-shot, but it wasn’t like they’d know who pried the thing loose. Opening my pocketknife, I wiggled the blade around until the thing popped free, shattering against the floor.

Bingo.

Through years of dust, I saw the nail hanging out of an old stud. It pulled free with hardly any effort.

Jamming it into one of the cracks another spike had made, I looked the statue in its blank eyes. You’re a lot of fucking trouble, even if you are the best thing that’s ever happened to me.

It didn’t talk back, but that was the least of my worries. Lining the head of the nail up with the center of a tile, I gave it a hard slam.

That blonde’s gonna be mine. But I was fucking wiped. Tomorrow, when I run into her, I’ll have just as much control over her as those other two. Kylee and Sierra had a shift that night anyway. Like hell I was giving up what alone time I had before then.


Late the next afternoon, I’d already talked to Rick. He was more worried about itemizing everything in the store. I didn’t have the balls to tell him it was all trash, but I agreed to pay a little extra for it anyway.

Enjoying what was left of summer, I made my way down to the massive park. It beat the loneliness and recycled air in the apartment.

And what people don’t tell you about a cold place like Chicago is, when it’s warm enough, the titties come out to play. That goes extra for touristy places like Millennium Park. Fuck traveling to New England to watch leaves. Come to the windy city to ogle boobs instead.

I lounged on the bench I’d been claiming for the better part of an hour. Realizing I wasn’t about to finish the rest of the hot dog I’d bought, one of the semi-tamed gulls was beyond happy to get rid of it for me.

This isn’t too bad. Work wasn’t a thing anymore, and I didn’t have any problems left that I couldn’t buy my way out of. Life was turning out beyond good.

Just past the corner of my eye, a woman’s voice asked, “Care if sit down a minute?”

I was too busy watching the winged-rat take the Chicago dog, tomato slice and all. “Knock yourself out.”

With the bird’s day made, I took a glance at whoever was sitting beside me.

Jesus, it’s her! Looking even better than the night before in a white tee, along with a matching blue mini-skirt and beanie, my heart jumped into my throat.

“I hadn’t seen you in The Ref until last night. New in town?”

My pulse rocketed like I was some goofy kid about to ask her to prom. “No… Not really.”

Her shoulder bumped against mine. “Ease up. It’s not like I’m gonna bite.”

Calm the fuck down. She’s already in the bag. I closed my feet around the backpack, feeling the statue’s heft. “I had a feeling we’d bump into each other today.”

Wind off the lake blew some of her hair into my face as she talked. “I don’t know what it was, but I felt like I needed to come here all of a sudden. So much for laundry day.”

If that outfit was her scraping the bottom of the closet, I had to wonder how much better she could look. “Just call it serendipity. Weirder things have happened.”

“That works. I’m Jaida, by the way.”

“Nathan.” And I was still nervous as fuck. “You working tonight?”

“I’ve got three nights off in a row.”

“Must be nice.” Not that I had anything on my schedule.

“Yeah.” She trailed her voice off like I was boring the hell out of her.

If I’m gonna do this, it’s time. Manning up and swallowing the fear, I turned around and pointed at the looming tower behind us. “Let’s go up to my place.”

“Sure.”

The statue had worked its magic again. And I still had another wish left for the month.


Jaida’s eyes kept growing, starting from the time we entered the building. The black marble on everything in the lobby was impressive enough. By the time I had my door open, her jaw was nearly on the floor.

The grand view of the park we’d been sitting in spread through the windows. “When I said I wasn’t new in town, I should have told you I’m new to the neighborhood.” My place looked at least a little lived-in, but that was only because the seller agreed to part with just about everything.

“I don’t even want to know what the rent is up here.” Jaida almost stumbled as she took it all in. “Like, I can barely afford my townhouse.”

Sitting the backpack on the coffee table, I caught a nice view of her profile from the side. You could almost sit a cup on her tits and ass. “I went ahead and bought the place. Five years of rent would have ended up costing more.”

“You mean, this whole building?”

I could have lied, though I might have been able to afford it anyway. “No, just this apartment.”

“But you go to a sports bar for kicks. I don’t get you rich guys.”

I hadn’t really met the neighbors, but they were just as much a mystery to me. “You want something to drink? Non-alcoholic, of course, unless you really want a beer.”

Jaida backed against the kitchen island, taking in the rest of the open-concept of the place. “Whatever you’ve got.” She put that blessing of an ass on a leather bar stool. “What did you do to make this much money?”

Time to make myself a backstory, I guess. “Antique dealing, believe it or not.” Which wasn’t a complete lie. The statue had to be over a century old.

“I took the wrong job.” She watched intently as I opened the fridge. “But you really don’t keep much food around, do you?”

Aside from orange juice, a six-pack, and whatever nasty wheat-grass concoction Kylee drank every morning, the place had no calories in it. “We’ve only been here a week, and it’s just easier to hit a restaurant. They’re all over the place here.”

Pouring her some juice, I wasn’t ready for what I knew she had to be wondering. “So what’s the plan? You asked me up here for something.” That hint of a smirk wasn’t disguising anything.

Letting the snazzy fridge close itself, I handed Jaida the glass. “You just watched me pour this out, so at least you know I’m not slipping a roofie.”

“Bolder guys have tried.” She took that first sip and then cocked her head. “I don’t even know why I agreed to this. Not that I’m putting you down, but I wouldn’t even follow a celebrity I’d just met home.”

“Understandable.” But I knew why I’d asked to begin with. “Let’s cut right down to it. You’re moving in with me.”

Her face lost all its color. “I mean, sure...” Jaida took another quick look around herself before settling her eyes back on me. “But why?”

Because I wanna fuck your brains out. “It’s boring up here, and my other two roommates work on the same schedule.”

Jaida’s cheeks regained most of their blush. “I feel like I’m going insane, but I can’t turn it down.”

I hadn’t taken the control too far, even with Sierra’s irritating ass. But it was time for an experiment. “Sing for me while I show you your room.”

A beautiful face didn’t necessarily mean a beautiful voice. Her rendition of Material Girl was fucking awful.


After helping Jaida lug a few bags from her place, we had the first pile of laundry running through what was now ‘her’ washing machine. Really, she was more excited about not having to use a laundromat than anything else.

With hours left before Kylee and Sierra got back from Honkers, I wasn’t in any rush to get my hands up that skirt. I was occupied with the mass of buildings through the living room window, watching them light up as the sky did the opposite. That view still hadn’t lost its magic.

Jaida’s voice was almost too chipper. “I just called my landlord. The lease had already run out, but now I have to empty the place by the end of next week.”

“Anything you really want to keep, furniture-wise?”

“Everything I wouldn’t part with, I could fit in a box.”

U-Pack was about to get another truck rental. “Might as well sell everything else. Luckily, I own a store that can handle it for you.”

“There’s not a single antique in my place.”

“Does it matter?” Flat-pack junk sold just as well, if only for a lot less money. “I won’t even take a commission fee on it.”

It almost felt like Kylee as she snuggled up from behind. Assuming my brunette had grown several inches and a few cup sizes. “I don’t know why you’re doing this, or why I’m even going along with it.”

That kind of affection wasn’t from any of my orders. “Someone’s getting friendly.”

“This wasn’t out of charity, and I’m not an idiot.” Jaida slipped her fingers under my belt. Resting her chin on my shoulder, she added, “When you showed me pictures of the other two, I knew what this was.”

Telling her that this was all because of a drunken bet felt too cruel. “Is that a problem?” And I hadn’t even worked out the wager with Steve.

“My father would kill me if he knew I’d moved in with a sugar daddy.”

I hadn’t thought of myself that way yet, but it was accurate enough to hurt. “Just like Kylee and Sierra, you have to work or go to school, and I’ll give you the same allowance every week.” The new place really was turning into ‘Nate’s Home for Wayward Arm-Candy.’

My buckle rattled loose, but I wasn’t touching it.

Jaida let go of me, walking around until she was between myself and the city. “That’s more than I make at the bar. I guess I’d better start earning it.”

“Are you doing this because of the money, or because you want to?”

Shrugging like it wasn’t even a question, Jaida put her hands on my chest. The slight push guided me back until I was against my bedroom’s door.

“Well?”

She whipped the beanie off her head. “Why not both?”

Money, power over their wills, or maybe a combination of the two? It’s not like I cared which it was.

Pushing down on the handle, I let Jaida march me wherever she wanted through the door. I was expecting the bed, but the divan at the foot was just as good a choice.

Before I took a seat, I unbuttoned my jeans and shrugged my way out of them. Being at home and all, we’d dropped our shoes an hour before.

As she pulled my t-shirt off, I yanked down on the skirt.

One swift motion had her own top off. It fell somewhere between us and the door, forgotten before it even hit the tile.

Even in the dimming light, I knew she was worth every bit of awe I was showing. With her waist closing in on half the circumference of hips and bust, Jaida was pure wet-dream material.

How many more girls like this could I pack in here?

She bent down to meet me at eye-level. “Well, you’ve got me almost naked in your room. What are you gonna do about it?”

I stood up, more than a little sad that she was rising with me.  But only inches taller than her, those endless legs put Jaida at the perfect height for what I really wanted.

Snatching her by a hand, I pulled my third conquest over to the glass wall overlooking the north side of downtown. I was more than hard enough to root myself to the absolute limit.

Jaida’s tits and face pressed against the window, which would have been a great show for hundreds, had the outside not gotten the mirror treatment.

I got the feel of her ass I’d been fantasizing about since the night before. Now that she was in something other than a form-fitting ref shirt and slacks, her body promised even more than I’d dreamed up.

Hot and soaking through the white lace, something other than foreplay had gotten her ready. I felt the slide of the fabric against bald skin as I pushed it to the side.

Both of her hands planted on the glass. That signalled more than enough consent for me.

“For this kind of money, I won’t make you wear a condom.” She looked back over her shoulder. “Just don’t come inside me, okay?”

Which only made me want to even more. But I knew what all I had at risk here.

I pulled myself out of my boxers and aimed right for the ultimate goal. “Fine by me.” Assuming I can hold back.

The first inch of shaft made her fingertips grip at nothing but slick window. Dick-sucking lips parted as she kept looking at me through the corner of her eye. “But don’t hold back. I can handle it.” Dropping her ass a little as she jutted it back at me, I made her stop when I was about halfway in.

Taking the waist of her panties like reins, I pulled until those twin peaches bumped into my hips. My neck popped as I stared at the high ceiling.

Jaida rocked her head back a little further. A little bit of pulling out forced her eyes shut. “Harder...”

And who was I to turn her down? Bumping myself into her again, I pushed her head forward. It didn’t make her look anywhere but toward heaven, though.

With her chin pressed against the glass, she had to take every ounce of pressure I slammed in. “More!” Another press melded into an easy rhythm, jogging her ass into a breathtaking motion as I looked down again.

Every muscle in my neck tensed as her voice overwhelmed the silence. Hearing her take my dick beat the hell out of Jaida’s singing.

I pulled out almost all the way and then dove back in, almost hoping I’d bust the window.

Locked deep, the motion of her hips as she pushed against the pane nearly tempted me to give in and come. Another balled her fists, like Jaida knew this was the last dick she’d ever get.

Fuck, I can’t. Even though it did feel that good.

Pulling out as her cunt tensed around me hurt. She was close already, and so was I.

Grabbing her arm, I pulled her to the chair in the corner. I pushed the ottoman out of our way and gave her another order. “Sit.”

Jaida cocked her head. As I dropped to my knees, she finally got the idea.

Thighs of luxury settled on both sides of my head. The lace obstacle had shifted back over her pussy, but it only took a light nudge to bring her back to full glory. With the white lace out of the way, nothing stood between my lips and that secret weapon of hers.

The perfume of heaven turned into a flavor I couldn’t get enough of. Every lick up and down that neat crease between her thighs tasted better than the last.

Jaida wiggled herself further down the chair, grinding her mound into my face. The grip on my hair pulled my scalp tighter than a drum.

I pushed my tongue inside, grinding the tip from the bottom of her entrance, all the way up to the hooded clit.

Long nails pressed harder until they dug in. Jaida pulled my face harder between her legs until she whimpered, “There...”

But fuck that. She wasn’t getting off so easy. A quick tap, dead-center on her cunt made her jerk. Meanwhile, I forced the waist of my boxers down until they draped around my ankles. Stepping out of them felt like I’d been unleashed.

My cock was still as hard as talking to her that first time. I pulled the ottoman back as she stayed in position.

Jaida got the idea before I even had to say a word. Long and elegant, her legs parted again as she leaned her back deeper into the overstuffed cushions.

I forced Jaida’s knees almost into her tits. Taking position at the corner her ass was barely hanging off of, I could tell she was ready to finish what my tongue had started.

Slipping deep, I draped my arms around her thighs and grabbed the cups of her bra.

Jaida forced her shoulders up, reaching behind herself. One cup of the bra loosened, and then the other.

Pinching the bridge of lace in the middle of her cleavage, it didn’t resist when I chucked it to parts unknown. With the final stitch of clothing away from us, I felt like I’d died and actually behaved in some past life.

She grabbed up a leg, almost to her ankle. The pull opened her up a little wider, forcing the back wall of her pussy against my tip.

Like any good fuck, she was almost forcing me to throw good sense away. Pulling out felt like it would be the most unnatural act a man could do.

But I kept going. Gushing a little of her excess out, my shaft forced her walls apart until her cunt spread around my base.

Crashing forward again, I made those pouty lips spread wide. Jaida’s moan put me dangerously close to ending it too early, and exactly where I shouldn’t.

I pushed my thumb against her bean. The littlest bit of pressure made her jerk in time with every flick.

Every side of her walls clenched tight as I pulled back, and then eased to guide me back to her center. Speed, clit action, and dropping every bit of weight I had into each thrust tensed her legs against my shoulders.

Not giving in, my lungs tried to keep up with what the rest of my body was shelling out. The ottoman scooted an inch or two each time, finally stopping against the chair.

Locked into place as I crashed hard again, Jaida’s body flew past its limit. Her perfect teeth clamped together as breath seethed through them.

I pulled out in the nick of almost-too-late. The first pulse of orgasm dulled before I slipped over the edge myself.

But Jaida kept diving in and out of madness. Both feet tried to fold in on themselves as her opening pulsed. If I hadn’t gotten out of there, I’d have creamed her. Deep.

Out of breath, I braced my hands against the front of my thighs.

But I still wasn’t as bad off as her. Jaida kept shuddering in her chest, like she’d been crying too hard for while.

Feeling the tension in her legs give out, I almost plunged back in.

Like she knew what would happen, Jaida pushed against the center of my chest with an open palm. “No. My turn.” Rolling forward until she was back on her feet, she began forcing me back again.

Stopping me in the middle of the floor, Jaida didn’t waste any time wrapping a hand around my cock. She bent at the hips, dancing along my shaft with her tongue.

I used that ass to full advantage, slapping both hands on her cheeks. When she took me in, I couldn’t help thrusting forward and pulling her tighter by the rear.

Fucking hell. My heartbeat pounded through every vessel, getting worse with each second. And I wasn’t even doing anything.

The back of her throat relaxed to take every inch. Just as warm and wet, her mouth wasn’t any less of a paradise. Especially when she acted like I was her favorite flavor.

Fingers tightened around my hilt and played with my sack.

She moaned as I pushed as far as I could. Rearing my arm to leave another print on her ass, I gave out before it got halfway there.

My jaw shook and my calves knotted up. Coming!

Jaida pushed a sound from deep in her throat again, not far past where my cock had reached.

I felt the pounding beat in my neck. Then one slow, generous lick up my shaft broke me.

She didn’t let up as I came what felt like buckets. The smooth cream made it that much worse, letting her tastebuds glide against my skin until I forgot that I wasn’t even in her pussy anymore.

Forcing the last bit out with a suction on my head, Jaida let me go before my knees buckled. Then a quick jerk at my length shook me to the core.

Jaida was all smile as she looked up. “Good job, you passed the test.”

Huffing like I’d climbed the stairs to this fifty-fourth floor apartment, I tried to string words together. “Fucking test?”

“I’m on the pill, but at least I know I can trust you now.”

It should have pissed me off, but that last run of her grip already promised what she was willing to let me do the next time.

Jaida wasn’t Sierra’s brand of crazy, or Kylee’s form of wholesome. That ability to get what she wanted, even under total control, made her absolutely dangerous though.

But is there a girl who knows she’s that fine, who isn’t?


Starving from that whole episode, it was time to show Jaida what the surrounding blocks had to serve up. We’d agreed on a steakhouse that wasn’t too far away.

After crossing Jackson Boulevard, I saw people take a wide berth around a guy sitting against the corner of a building. Jaida edged away, but I made eye contact with him.

“Hey brother, got any sense? Most people don’t.” But I knew he was talking about spare change.

A wild hair shot right up my ass. Pulling a roll of bills out, I watched his bloodshot eyes stare in disbelief as I plucked a few hundreds out for our meal. “Yeah. Go on, take it.” And at least he wasn’t one of those nuts raging with a belly full of Listerine.

The guy’s hand trembled in that sooty, fingerless glove while I handed him the rest. “You shittin’ me?”

“No. I think it’s about eight-grand. Don’t think anything of it.”

Jaida couldn’t believe it either. “You’re either the nicest man alive, or an idiot.”

Behind us, a guy in a short-sleeved, collared shirt and tie forced me to turn around. “I bust my ass all day, and you just hand this bum that much money? This is why people like me can’t get ahead.”

I let go of the cash. “At least he told a joke. What have you done that makes you feel so entitled to my money?”

“Unbelievable. He’s gonna spend it on drugs or booze. I’d pay bills.” He’d been immersed in what I called ‘the fool’s cult of work,’ even before my fortunes changed.

“What he spends the money on doesn’t affect your life in any way.” When you grow up in a farming family and actually pay attention to how the world works, you know circumstances outside of your control can make or break you, no matter how much you bust your ass. And I’m not just talking about the weather.

A small crowd of gawkers had circled around us. Half looked angry at me for daring to make a guy’s year, while the rest rolled their eyes.

“Fucking parasite...” He reached down for the gift I’d just handed over.

I snatched his wrist. “You go the fuck on somewhere! He doesn’t owe you shit.”

“And you’re gonna do what about it?”

Really? He’s willing to fight over this? “A few dozen witnesses to a robbery should make you think a little harder.”

Jerking his arm away, Mr. Worker-Drone finally backed off. “If it weren’t for leeches like this, rich assholes like you would give us what we deserve.”

I hadn’t set out to be a prick that evening. I just wanted to eat and make a homeless dude’s life hella better, if only for a while. “He’s not paying you, and neither am I. Maybe you should be more ticked at the pricks you work for.”

“Piss off! They treat me well.” And with that near-realization, a lifetime of programming made him stomp away.

I grinned at Jaida. “Obviously not, if this is what gets him worked up.” Looking back to my new friend, I stretched a hand out to him, “Come on, if you don’t have a metro card, I’ll pay your fare. Can’t have you getting mugged by someone who watched all this.”

After I’d sent the dude packing on the blue line not even a block away, Jaida stopped me outside the station entrance. “The yelling guy had a point. You don’t know that the money will be put to anything good.”

“And what I give you has that same guarantee? I lucked into this fortune, believe it or not. Why shouldn’t other people get the same privilege?”

Jaida crossed her arms. “All out of the goodness of your heart, huh? You’re still getting something out of having me around.”

“Well, I’m not fucking some homeless guy, and you didn’t drop your panties out of charity.” Not that she minded when I put my hand around her waist again. “I’ve got my own reasons for doing what I do, just like anyone else.”

My other wish for the month was for the panhandler to actually use the money to put himself in a better place, as soon as I got home and put another nail in the statue. I wasn’t wanting for anything at that point.

But what those mentioned reasons were? Even I didn’t know that yet.


ENJOY THESE COMPLIMENTARY EXCERPTS FROM: 

HAREM PROJECT ALPHA 


Wes locked eyes with every one of the dozen or so suits and IT managers. “Something’s come up.” Nodding leftward at his Chief Operating Officer, Wes finally added, “Brett, come on, we’ve got something to talk about. Now.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

***

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

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

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

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

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

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

Elena’s unmistakable voice flooded Wes’ head.

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

***

Janus was already gliding along the slate tiles again. “The children of the Donors and Prime Recipients contains enough willing candidates for our work to proceed. The problem when you tinker with human evolution is, it takes at least twenty years to move onto the next stage.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Wes didn’t either. “Who?”

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

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

***

Wet and burning like a rolling pot, the petite mess he called a girlfriend was already arching her back. Both of her hands left Wes’ scalp and then slammed against the cotton sheets.

“Don’t you fucking stop!”

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

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

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

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

“Think you’ll make it?”

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

“Don’t tell me you already came.”

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

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

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

He’d have to let Cynthia and Ava know that part of the pharmaceutical cocktail was too much for a girl Holly’s size. With her barely clocking in at half his weight, Wes had to ponder if he’d end up shattering her to pieces.

By the time he’d gathered his thoughts, Holly was already up on her knees. As she scooted closer, what she wanted next was already plain as day.
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