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AUTHOR’S NOTE: 


Life and a roadtrip got in the way of writing for a couple of weeks. Luckily, none of the situations were anything I couldn’t tie off neatly. Story releases will be back where I want them sooner rather than later. 

I’ve also got my next series idea in the chamber and outlined. Since I’m trying to stay more disciplined about the number of pots I keep on the stove, it won’t be starting until I have Harem Project Alpha 5 done to wrap up that series, and Harem Wish 4 out for release as well. Since autumn decided to show up, finally, that urge to switch gears for something new is hard to fight. But it’s one I need to focus on winning before I throw myself at a shiny idea.


HAREM WISH 3

I should have put a revolving door on my bedroom. Sierra, Jaida, and Kylee were getting along well enough, but the competition for my time had gotten fierce. With all three of them having the same night off for once, I had to find a pressure valve.

Honey-tan fingers covered my eyes. “Guess who...” My show would would have to wait.

“Kylee, I already told you, you get your turn tomorrow night.” I’d been humped raw for close to two months. It was amazing at first, but even the best things in life suck when you get too much.

She lifted her hands from my face. “Actually, I just pulled a note off our door. One of the neighbors invited us over for dinner.”

I hadn’t talked to anyone in the building, outside of ourselves and the lobby staff. “Who are they?”

The sound of the paper alone told me it was that fancy stuff with parchment woven in. “Their handwriting is awful, but I think it says ‘Dwight Edgars and Tyler Rice.’”

Which meant we were in for a treat. At the risk of stereotyping our hosts, there’s a little truth to gay guys knowing how to put on a dinner party, or any other kind of shin-dig. “What time?”

“Seven.”

Which left me enough time for a couple more episodes. “I’ll put pants on, I guess.” It wasn’t like I had to be anywhere at any certain time, so boxers and a shirt were about all I wore most days.

Kylee leaned her head over, staring at me upside-down as her hair tickled at my chest. “Sierra thinks she knows who they are, but I kinda doubt it.”

“Who, then?”

“Some rappers she listens to all the time.”

“They wouldn’t live together.” Unless they wanted rumors to fly. “Whoever they are, just keep the other two under control. I kinda like this place, and it’d be nice to stay.”


I knocked my hand against the door. Flanked by my pack of insta-boners, I wasn’t worried about a couple of guys into each other dipping their hands in my cookie jar.

The door opened without a word. But I knew who these guys were.

And so did Sierra. “Oh my god!”

No, don’t…

“Scratch Stinky? Li’l Rice?”

Their eyes shot open like Bruce Wayne being called Batman outside of the suit.

I grabbed her by the arm and leaned into her ear. “Yeah, it’s them. Now will you kindly shut the fuck up?”

Chicago’s most famous sons, for the past couple of years at least, darted their eyes between all of us. Dwight, who I assumed was Scratch Stinky, pulled at the v-neck of his cardigan. “Uh, come in?”

Far from the bitches and Italian marble their songs bragged about, their place was right out of an interior design mag. Rice put a hand out to me. “Don’t mind him, he’s a lot more nervous about who we are than I am.”

I didn’t want to step across any boundaries, but I had to know. “So, you guys a thing and keeping it quiet, or is it time to cash out?”

Dwight pulled at Tyler’s cuff. “I told you this was a bad idea.”

Putting Sierra in front of me, I kept both hands on her shoulders. “It’s alright. We’ll keep our mouths shut. She’s just a fangirl.”

“Rap careers last five years, on average.” It sounded like Tyler knew what was inevitable. “If most of our fans heard we’re a couple, they’d riot.”

I ducked my head around Sierra’s. “I don’t think any of us will judge you for it.” Sure, I’d heard the rumors, but I was just trying not to laugh my ass off. Square up their lyrics with how they really live, and you’d have to fight not to giggle yourself to death too.

‘Li’l Rice’ breathed out a little too much relief. “We only expected two of you, but take a seat in the dining room. There’s plenty for everyone.”


I’d gone past the ‘what-the-everliving-fuck’ stage and had settled into acceptance. A few glasses of sauvignon blanc and lobster-stuffed portabellas will do to that to person. Especially when one of the hosts makes them that damn well.

Even Sierra had calmed down. But she still couldn’t keep her mouth shut, her illusions about them shattered or not. “So when’s the next album dropping?”

Tyler looked at Dwight, then back at her. “Sweetheart, you won’t hear it on the street, but after that last one, we’ve hung up the mics.”

“You’re both going solo?”

I jabbed a finger into her thigh, trying to make it hurt.

“Ow! Nate, what the fuck?”

“What part of retirement don’t you understand?” After shooting a look at Tyler, he nodded back at me. “They’ve made their money, so now they want peace and privacy. Let them have it.”

Ever the dingbat, Sierra whipped both her palms on the table. “Really, this is a joke, right?”

Christ on a cross-shaped cracker… Leaning into her ear, I didn’t care who heard it. “What the hell is wrong with you? Shut up!”

Dwight finally let his guard down. “It’s fine. If she really has to know, we’re getting married and setting up our own record company. People like us need a voice in the rap scene. We just aren’t ready to let the news out until the ceremony happens.”

Jaida reached around Kylee, tapping me on the ass. I looked her way, but it was clear she only wanted to make sure I heard what she had to say. “It’s risky, but admirable. More people need to put their necks out for what they believe.”

What she meant by that exactly, I didn’t know.

Tyler rolled his eyes my way, passing it off like he was tired to Jaida. “Sweetie, you don’t even want to know how much we’re putting on the line by doing this. But it needs to happen.”


I’d offered to help clean up. Stuffed beyond walking normally, Tyler jerked his head toward the living room. My belt strained as I followed him.

“Nathan, I know this is a little forward of me, but can you do me a favor?”

After that meal and hospitality, I owed him a listen. “Name it, and I’ll see what I can do.”

“I need to go ring shopping, and I don’t know if I can trust anyone else to keep their mouth shut about this.”

For someone he’d just met an hour before, it was pretty damn bold. “Yeah,” I glanced at the windows, “but aren’t most of the jewelry stores in the diamond district closing down about now?”

“You buy enough from the same place, and they let you set after-hours appointments. My bling-girl Alisa’s the kind of doll who doesn’t mind hanging around.”

I had to see this side of Chicago’s high-life. “Gals, I’ll be back home later! Don’t irritate the piss out of Dwight, and help him clean up.” I shot a look at Tyler. “Let’s go.”

“When you tell them to jump, they do it. I think I get the arrangement you’ve got with them.”

As Tyler opened the door for me, I couldn’t help grinning. “You’re not that far off, but there’s a little more to it.”

We started down the hallway our apartments shared. Tyler patted between my shoulders. “If they’re only around for your money, you might as well see it for what it is. Otherwise, you’re in for a heartbreak.”

I pressed the call button for the elevator. Waiting for it to rise a dozen levels, I figured it was time to be as honest as possible. “For now, it’s just for fun and to give them a chance to do better. They either need to hold down a job or go to school if they live at my place. If I happen to fall for one of them later, so be it.”

The last couple of floors chimed. Tyler looked at me like I was living the fake life Dwight and himself portrayed for their fans. “You’re different from everyone else in this building, but I can’t put my finger on how.”

As far as I knew, rich overruled every other facet of personality. But then again, I’d never known the truly wealthy until that afternoon. “Hey, you two aren’t exactly what I expected either.”

Stepping through the sliding doors, he answered with the least hood-rat phrase ever. “Touché.”


This wasn’t some mall jewelry store. It was a fucking museum. Even after getting used to the luxury of my new apartment, Ivan Vanderhall’s was pure decadence.

Tyler strode ahead of me as I stepped in. Deadbolts that would shear off an arm snapped tight behind us.

He saw how much I’d gone on full-alert. “Take it easy. When I lived in Washington Park, that kind of sound happened every hour.”

“Would you believe I was there for two years before moving here?” But a pop like that still made me jumpy.

My new friend leaned his head into a shoulder. “Really? A white boy like you survived that long in my ‘hood?”

“Not by choice.”

“Same here.” Tyler waved toward the back of the massive showroom. “Hey Sugar Lips...”

I didn’t find her until the noise of heels against the gold-flaked marble clued me in. God… Damn!

Tyler’s elbow hit between two of my ribs. “Don’t gawk like that. It’s rude.”

Easy for you to say. But I wasn’t enough of a dick to say it out loud. “She’s Alisa?”

“The one and only.”

With every button up to the collar snapped tight, and that black pencil skirt leaving everything above her knees to imagination, I liked what I saw anyway. The fact that she couldn’t be a natural redhead with a tan so deep didn’t fucking matter.

Lips like pillows parted to show teeth that almost glowed in the showroom lighting. “Finally ready to pick out wedding bands, Tyler?”

He gestured to me like I was an afterthought. “Watch out for this one, Nathan’s a playboy.”

Thanks, ass. I tried to smile as she kept trotting forward on those heels. “Don’t mind me, I’m just here to help him pick.”

Eyes close enough to jade for their own setting on a ring stared back. “If you need to impress a certain girl, now you know who to come to.” She closed in, holding a hand out. “Alisa.”

I gulped a bowling ball. “Nate.”

She gave me a fast shake before turning her attention back to Tyler. “Still thinking about a studded band for Dwight? We’ve got just the thing from Italy, new enough that the solder’s still hot.”


Not even two hours later, the next nail was already jammed in one of the statue’s cracks. My wish had been primed since the jewelry store.

I want that fucking redhead, begging for me, tonight…

One good whack against the floor drove it in. I stared at the new piece of steel and wondered how it’d pull this one off.

Shoving the totem back into its bag, I tempted fate by hitting the sack early. Then knuckles rapped against my door. I waited long enough to play it off like nothing had happened. “Who is it?”

It opened without a word. Jaida stood in the frame, blocking the light from the skyscrapers behind her. “Nathan, we’ve got a visitor.”

This quickly? I strained to figure out who was behind her.

Tyler’s voice called out from the other side. “I don’t know what you said, but Alisa wants a word with you.”

I didn’t know whether I should have put pants on, or if I should have played it off like the norm. “Uh… You’re always welcome here if you need me, but this isn’t the time to ask for more ring advice.”

He sounded too casual. “Idiot. She’s here to see you.”

“Hold up, she doesn’t even know where I live.”

That voice was unmistakable, though. “I was paying a social call to Tyler, but something told me to come over here as well.”

Fuck… Fuck!

I was still in my oldest pair of boxers. Holes in the crotch and all. Because even when you’re rich, comfy britches are comfy britches.

Alisa wasn’t in her work clothes anymore. “It’s like Tyler said when I tried to seduce him, ‘Find someone who accepts you for who you are, and things fall into place.’ Is he wrong?”

Alisa’s hips bobbed forward. Lights from the other towers shone just enough for me get a decent look at her. That one-piece, on her anyway, was the one time I didn’t think cheetah print was tacky.

Past the view of heels like stilts dancing her body closer, I knew Jaida and Tyler were watching from the doorway. “Motherfucker, I never said I was looking for a hookup tonight.”

“Could have fooled me.” Li’l Rice finally started living up to his public image. “You fuck her guts out, or she’ll always know that you’re a bitch. And so will all these other girls.”

Straight hair and curls blocked the lights of other buildings a little further beyond the door. Sierra and Kylee were watching too.

I caught myself wishing I could get some privacy. But what the fuck would have been wrong with my ass? This was what I’d dreamed of, even before I knew it was even possible, in front of an audience or not.

Her weight barely shifted the techno-wiz mattress under me. A few paces on hands and knees had Alisa leaning on my shoulder. Not that it was the first time I’d had a girl in heels on that bed.

Feeling the smile without even looking at her, I couldn’t pay attention to just Alisa with three Peeping Tammys and a Tom watching from the next room. “Do you people fucking mind?”

Not a single one of them moved.

Teeth bit the corner of my ear. Then a voice that could melt down an anvil steamed against my face. “It looks like they do.” Alisa pulled the sheets off of me. “But I don’t.”

Fuck it. Nobody was about to be impressed by boxers and a charity run t-shirt that was almost old enough to drive. I got both off as fast as I could.

“You’re not hard already? Maybe I’m slipping.” Which started curing that problem immediately. “Can you figure out why I’m here?”

The statue, of course. “No idea, but I really don’t care why.” Especially when she was running her fingers down my front, dangerously close to grabbing my cock. I knew I was gonna be peeing white before the night ended.

Alisa stared back at the door. “You dingbats told me he’d be ready to go.”

I couldn’t help adding in my own line. “And how long have you three known about this?”

Ever the girl-scout, Kylee ducked her head. “Since about eight.”

“And you didn’t tell me?” Not that I was the least bit mad. “Really?”

Sierra couldn’t hold it in. “Ooh, you just fucked up.”

My first instinct was to tell Sierra to get her ass on the bed. And Kylee was just as tempting. “Jaida!”

Even Alisa stopped what she was doing.

I kept staring at the doorway. “Over here.” Slamming an open hand against the sheets, I made sure I was clear as legalese translated to working English. “Now!”

Tyler jerked his head back too. “Damn... Nate’s not as whipped as he acts.”

“What the hell makes you think I was whipped?”

He couldn’t help laughing. “Three women like them to one man like yourself, showing up for a dinner party, and not acting like an asshole? Don’t tell me you’re not.”

Yet Jaida had already started crawling over the bed.

“Wanna rethink that yet, smartass?”

Tyler laughed to himself and backed away from the door. “Everyone else wants in on the fun, but I don’t bat for your team. Have a blast.”

Alisa had her mouth against my ear and a hand on my growing cock. “That’s it, pay all your attention to me.”

Sierra and Kylee were already working on their own distraction at the corner of the bed, making out in their PJ's like hammered sorority girls. Jaida helped Alisa stroke my dick as they locked their lips as well.

Got my room assignments now. If I was about to pair them up, it only seemed like the right choice. And it still left me a free room.

At least two hands pushed back on my shoulders. Maybe three, maybe four. But by the time I had my head on the pillow, someone’s tongue was drawing that last bit of hardness out of me.

An unfamiliar moan around my shaft made my neck lock up. One grab for whatever boob was closest felt like it was trapped in that getup Alisa was wearing.

Lips smacked as I felt another good tug. Alisa whined out like Jaida knew what she was doing.

A little throatier than the rest of them, our new, unofficial roomie let out a, “Fuck yes...” It still rattled through my head when she took me in clear to the base.

Her face dove back down. Fifteen seconds of her blowing me like a fuse would have been enough for any guy. But Alisa wasn’t letting me go or getting me off that easily.

Jaida’s pouty mouth kept my own busy as she kept working Alisa from behind with that hand. Every attempted scream pulled my ass that much further off the bed.

Finally, I’d had about as much as I could take without coming.

Bracing my hands against the mattress, I forced myself up. “You two’ve had your fun.”

Alisa ignored me, sucking like she was trying to pull my cock through a pinhole.

But Kylee and Sierra had their own thing going on. Lucky for me.

I put my hand on Alisa’s forehead, just below where that obvious dye-job of red started. “Don’t worry, I’ll pay you back later.”

She backed off and took in a deep breath. A little bit of gasp was still in her face as she ran her grip up my shaft. “You’d fucking better.” Another hard jerk jutted my chin out.

Jaida can handle it. If only for a couple of minutes. My ass needed the break.

Whimpers had already started on the opposite side of the California king before I got to my other pair.

Sierra had already gotten the message. Her hands had Kylee’s legs trapped, a thumb and index finger behind each knee. “Go on, she’s been bugging the hell out of me about this all day.”

As Kylee tended to do when she felt neglected. Too often, the sweet one ends up being the neediest.

I spit into my palm and rubbed myself down. Hairless, waiting perfection begged for it, like every inch between us was a mile. Her voice shocked me almost as much as the entry.

Then it faded, drowned out by the fun happening several feet away. Pushing myself deep, I couldn’t help watching the dual head-scissor going on at the side of the bed I usually slept. With endless legs like Jaida and Alisa had, the wrestling match was as elegant as ballet.

Kylee shuddered her entire body as I sank again. The sides of her feet brushed up the inside of my arms until Sierra let go. With both legs propped against my shoulders, nothing kept me from crashing all the way in.

Her calves balled into knots before I had my first draw of sweat. When I didn’t want to fuck around with teasing or mind games, I knew which set of thighs to spread.

I was about to give the final push. Maybe not for myself, or maybe it would have been. When Kylee locked herself around you, shaking and squealing like that…

But Sierra had her way of butting in. Pulling me back, she almost pushed Kylee off the corner of mattress before forcing me to turn around.

“You always pay more attention to her.”

I let my ass fall where she wanted it. Maybe there’s a reason.

But I didn’t say. Otherwise, my first blonde might have stopped crawling herself into my lap.

Her arms draped around my neck as her cunt spread around the bottom of my shaft. Sliding herself up until I was almost in, Sierra whispered, “If we get another one, when am I gonna be taken care of, huh?”

Drop that fucking attitude and do this more often. Not that I hadn’t started appreciating how she kept me grounded. “When you stop being so passive-aggressive about it.”

Her opening strained against my tip. The wet noise of her lips parting and that little breath did more than the wailing behind me. Sierra buried her face in my neck as she pushed me deeper.

With one arm wrapped around her waist, I gripped her side and forced her down. “Don’t act like you can’t handle getting what you want.”

She pushed the upper half of herself away from me. That smirk caught my attention more than her tits. “You have to be a prick about everything, don’t you?”

“When I’m putting up with your ass, it’s the only way to keep my sanity.”

I felt a wall of pussy slide up the left side of my dick first. It tilted as I felt the same on the right. The way she ground at the bottom, then pushed hard against the top when she had me trapped deep paralyzed my lungs.

“But you know you like it, even if you’d never admit to it.”

It depended on my mood. “Shut the fuck up and ride my dick.” There’s nothing wrong with a good hate-fuck when that’s what you want.

The order took hold. Sierra clamped her thighs and kept swerving herself, leaving me guessing how she’d come down every time. As soon as I thought she was done with the side-to-side thing, she would roll herself front to back, or vice-versa.

My guard dropped as Kylee pulled herself back onto the quilted stage. I’d just lied on my back as her ass and pussy covered up my view of the ceiling.

With one crushing my hips and the other making me wear her slit like a mask, I almost forgot about the real show going on.

The whole time, I couldn’t help noticing the roaring time Alisa was showing Jaida. Because Kylee’s ass wasn’t that big. I sure as hell didn’t know how to get the resident barmaid’s toes curling like that.

Sierra was good enough at what she was doing, though. The ribbed texture of her walls stole my focus as she put both hands on my abs.

Something like a makeout session started a couple of feet above me, moans from my tongue and cock making it sound that much better.

But damn… Alisa was fucking good at whatever the hell she was doing.

The motion on top of me halted, above and below my waist. I strained to keep some kind of view, fighting against the limits of my peripheral vision.

Alisa’s voice snapped against the wall, ringing my ears. “Fuck!”

Sierra and Kylee stopped on my tongue and dick.

Even through the memory foam, I picked up the wild shaking on the other end. Both of Jaida’s feet slammed against the bed as her body jerked forward. And just as fast, her heels slammed against her ass.

She’s gonna have to show me that trick.

Jaida kept panting against the goose down wrapped in silk. Her backside wiggled as her legs knotted up. And that whimper kept flowing out.

Kylee dismounted my face and then leaned into my ear. “I think she needs a minute. Wanna see if I can break the new girl?”

You idiot. But I wasn’t stopping her. “Go ahead.”

Sierra kept riding my shaft as I watched the doomed mission begin. One solid pass of cunt down my cock, resting at the base, put me in the right mood as Kylee tried getting the upper hand.

Wiped out of her mind, one of Jaida’s legs brushed against me. Then a shaky hand gripped my wrist.

“F-f-fu-fuck!” Her breath almost melted my ear. “She’s good.”

Sierra dropped again, almost taking my attention away.

“I noticed. You gonna make it?”

Jaida blushed in front of me for the first time. “Maybe.”

Trying to steal my attention back, Sierra spread both hands against my abs. The deep grind swirled my cock through her as I let my eyes shut.

Jittery fingers caressed both sides of my jaw as long hair brushed against my face. Jaida’s lips quaked as she tried giving me the French action.

I put one mitt on the back of Jaida’s head and the other at the apex of Sierra’s waist. Feeling both of them push harder against me, I almost forgot about what poor Kylee was getting herself into.

But it didn’t take long. Right as I felt like I could have dumped my load with two blondes working on me, all hell busted loose like it was out for revenge.

Whimpers of, “Oh shit,” and, “Just like that,” interrupted the sound of fingers stirring the juice in her. It did the trick for Sierra, who was trying to run my dick clear through herself.

I dropped both arms and bunched the sheets in my fingers. One Chicago girl locking tongues with me and whispering in my ear, another getting finger-blasted into orbit, and my Iowa transplant screaming out all her tension on my staff… You’d have to fight not to come, too.

Fingernails grazed at my based while Sierra forced the topside of my cock against the roof of her cunt. She tightened from every other angle, almost taking me with her every time she rose up.

This wasn’t my first time feeling her lose all control in my lap, though. Rushing forward, Sierra collapsed with her face pressed into my neck. Jaida’s arm shook hard enough to rock the bed around me.

Sierra’s voice buzzed against my skin. Trying to get something out, she was locked in that wonderland of failed syllables and yelling like a fool.

My dick pulsed with that drop of precum. If it were any other time, I’d have forced myself on top and slammed away at Sierra’s pussy until I finished along with her.

“God-uh!” And it wasn’t from the girl quaking on top of me.

Feeling her tension release all at once, I let Sierra roll to my left. Jaida backed away from my face at the same time.

Alisa had already stripped herself bare, standing between Kylee’s split thighs. Both hands were pulling some kind of witchery on the slit beneath her.

Brunette curls whipped around as Kylee shook her head in a fit. If she didn’t hit a climax soon, we’d be getting another noise complaint from the floor below.

Jaida pinned one arm as I got the other. Covering the screaming mouth that was rattling my eardrums, it helped, almost enough. The assholes still threw a fit the next morning.

The corners of Alisa’s lips rode high as she looked at us. “Wanna see something neat?”

“I already know she can squirt. Put the girl out of her misery already.” Not that it was the best word for it, judging by the way Kylee wailed against my palm.

Alisa ramped it up for a second before backing away completely. “Fine.”

Kylee fucking lost it. Her voice rolled and lilted hard enough that I wasn’t about to take my hand back. Then she broke free of Jaida’s hold, and nearly got out of mine.

Her shoulders rested against my thighs as I tried to keep her from convulsing into the floor. Screams faded into moans as Kylee’s limbs started to calm down. And a messy, wet streak stretched from the edge of the bed, leading right to her well-serviced pussy.

I really need to buy a tarp or something. Jesus.

The deep tan of her skin had flushed into what I’d have called a sunburn. Kylee was roasting, and probably wouldn’t stand on her own for a good while. But she finally calmed down enough for me to let go.

Jaida took over the aftercare, letting Kylee use her lap like a pillow. “She really is that good.” Grinning while looking at Alisa, she added, “Trust me.”

Stretching and making a show of a yawn, Alisa passed it off like it was no big deal.

Beating me at my own game, in my own damn home. I got back onto my feet and waited for the little flash of dominance play itself out. And I don’t even know this chick.

Alisa held an index and middle finger out. “It really helps if they’re long, and you know what it feels like for yourself.” She grabbed my wrist and put my open hand against her own.

“Mine are longer, though.”

“But,” Alisa uncoupled our palms and traced a line down my chest and stomach, “I like dick, even if I can get any woman off.”

I bit the inside of my cheek as she sprung my cock with a fingertip.

“You’re lucky it’s big enough.” Alisa spun herself around and dropped her shoulders. Resting both palms against the bed, she backed her ass up like she was daring me to embarrass myself. “Well?”

Yup, she’s sharing a room with Jaida.

She looked back at me, over her shoulder. “You helped Tyler, so I know you’re a sweet guy, but that’s not what I’m looking for.” The fact that she was already mine, whether Alisa knew it or not, didn’t seem to fucking matter.

“That’s big talk, and I already know you can back it up.” I traced the dip of Alisa’s spine all the way up to her neck. Then I grabbed every strand of bottle-red hair I could.

The harder I pulled, the more she grinned. “Like I said, I’m not into nice.” Her ass bumped against me, a cunt-hair off the mark that would have slipped me in.

Emptying my lungs and pushing my tip between her folds, the smack on her clit made both of us jerk.

I’d never been much of a dom, but I still knew I was dealing with a whole different animal here. Either I was gonna win, or I wouldn’t be calling the shots anymore.

Forcing Alisa onto her side, I fought to hold on as she started topping from the bottom. Her legs wrapped around my left. Every pump of her ankles against the back of my thigh made her smirk that much harder.

Everyone was watching, hanging on my next move.

This is fucked. But I couldn’t let it show. Slapping both hands against the thickest part of her thigh, I pulled while ramming myself deep.

It took Alisa off enough of her guard. That involuntary flinch and whimper made her cheeks almost as bloody-red as her hair.

Another jolt pushed her an inch or two further on the mattress. I moved closer, bumping my shins against the solid teak bed frame. It wasn’t ideal, but I couldn’t let up now.

Grinding my shaft, I pulled back on her leg until my tip was rooting as deep as I could force it. Smacking her ass like I was taunting an unbroken horse, I left it there and used it to grip from the other side. Alisa wasn’t escaping anymore, but that didn’t mean I could take a victory lap.

The sheets bunched in her hands as she braced her arms. It felt like she was trying to doom herself, but it didn’t take her long to shoot that notion dead.

Her backside twisted and rolled in-place. Those excessive lips parted until I saw the pure white of her teeth.

While I backed away for another thrust, Alisa pushed her body to keep me locked in. The total overload of her cunt wrecking every last part of my cock tightened my neck.

But she couldn’t keep up as I took a full step back. The quick game of just-the-tip left her on the edge of falling off.

Which told me that it was time to fuck her world up.

Diving in until I felt her body stretch around me, I forced her to roll onto her back. Both of my arms scooped behind her shoulders. Even though my upper-body wasn’t that strong, it doesn’t take much to lift a girl when most of her weight is resting at your base.

Putting one foot in front of the other, I kept trudging ourselves across the room. It was work, but I couldn’t show weakness here, either.

Alisa hopped herself in my grip before leaning into my ear. “Rich boy has some fight in him.”

Wedging her back into the corner, I pushed my hands against her ass from below. Legs wrapped around me again, like she was trying to help. Or set me up for another trap.

Hot, soaked pussy gripped like it didn’t want me any further in. Her ankles met behind me as bare heels dug in. “You think I can’t show your ass up like this?”

I jarred myself into her, almost knocking her head against the drywall. “You can try.”

Boa constrictor legs tried pinching me in half. Alisa’s head dropped, but her eyes kept staring up at me. “Let me get you on your back sometime...” Like I was down to my balls inside a champion lap-dancer, her flesh gripped and stroked with each slide.

She was beyond good. “Where the hell did you learn that?”

“Win, and I’ll tell you.” Her nails dug into my skin, trying to cut between ribs.

I didn’t care if it was bound to leave marks. A good fuck should. “Smug bitch.”

Alisa took the pound like she’d been expecting it. Her voice picked up. “You’re really invested in proving you’re Captain-Big-Swinging-Dick, aren’t you?”

And why wouldn’t I be? This was my penthouse, and my harem.

Putting all I had into it, my dick slammed hard like an uppercut on the inside. Hair jostled over her face, giving me all the reason to do it again. And then a third and fourth time, until I felt the burn in every muscle.

It finally broke her voice. The moan gave me enough of a breather to keep myself together. But I was running the marathon like a dash.

Before she could realize I’d fucked myself, I turned both of our bodies around and started back toward the enraptured crowd of three. Jaida whispered something to Kylee and Sierra. Either my backup was about to arrive, or they were about to turn on me.

And I’d forgotten about how much control that statue hiding under the bed granted. That’s easy to do when you’re in a room with four naked tens, and planted to the hilt in one of them.

If it weren’t so soft, I’d have bruised my knees on the mattress when I hit. Alisa dropped without ceremony, bouncing what little she could on that foam.

Steeling myself and wiping sweat off my brow, I looked at all of the other. “You girls know the drill.”

Jaida slid herself alongside her new friend, grabbing the right leg. Kylee grabbed the left and helped pry them open. Sierra, being her pushy self, pulled Alisa’s wrists as high as she could.

Not even close to out of her, I didn’t bother putting my fists on the bed. Jaida and Kylee’s asses were far better handles.

Cramming myself in, it didn’t take long to get greedy. Everyone worked Alisa’s body in their own way. Sierra making out with her like they were drunken party sluts, Kylee worshiping both tits, and Jaida rubbing one out on Alisa’s clit. It was only natural to slide a couple of fingers in their cunts.

Four whimpering girls will do things to a guy, even if he didn’t have his cock in anyone. Every thrust ramped my blood pressure up, each a little higher than the last.

Alisa started losing herself in all the attention. Jaida and Kylee fought to keep her legs apart, spasms in Alisa’s thighs drawing them together like it was a law of physics itself.

I pulled my fingers out of them and grabbed just under her ass. It was barely enough added force.

My shaft glided through. Lubed enough to break Alisa’s grip, it still felt like her pussy was three sizes too small. As her thighs started shaking more, I knew she was about to climax herself stupid.

One twitch deep inside her shot a rush up my spine. My heart skipped, making the next pulse shoot through my body.

I wasn’t plowing anymore. Every surge was just my weight forcing me in. It took all I had just to keep pushing myself back for the next one.

Alisa tried getting something out, but Sierra’s mouth put a stop to it. Hands wrapped around heads as our blonde devil kept the pressure on.

Her body shook all over. Part from what I was doing, and from Jaida’s hand blurring over her slit.

Like I’d plucked a string under high tension, my body gave out as I willed myself as far in Alisa as I could get. My sack felt like it’d taken on a life of its own, squeezing into itself as the dull sting gave way to that feeling no man can describe.

Alisa’s thighs finally snapped together. Her entire frame locked as everyone else backed away. Then one scream pierced the air.

I pushed my chest against the backs of her legs. Looking around her curling feet, I caught a glimpse of that total bliss in her face. My eyes slammed shut right after.

The shock of that first jet felt like it should have been lethal. Hot cream spread around my tip as I pushed against her back wall.

Her entire body contracted at once, like she was a single, solid muscle tensing into itself. Alisa’s pussy gripped at the entrance, the pressure rising up my dick until it forced the second burst.

My body wouldn’t stop pushing itself as deep as it could, forcing the night’s ‘gift’ deep like it was meant to achieve it’s real purpose.

The final shot came out with a spasm that zapped every bit of my energy. I felt bare skin as warm and slick as my own.

Arms and legs curled around me. That tiny bit of movement overshot what I could handle on my shrinking cock.

Alisa recovered before I could. Snuggling me close in a way that felt too comforting, especially from her, I could only listen. “They didn’t help you because they’re afraid. Everyone wanted the same thing, and you did what had to be done. I respect that.”

Jaida whispered something in Alisa’s ear I couldn’t make out.

Alisa rose up just enough to show her tits and then stared down at me. “So long as this holds up, count me in.”

I knew what she meant. A little competition in the bedroom never hurt anyone, right?


Everyone but Alisa had left after they recovered. If she was moving in, it was high time to learn something about her. And as it turns out, the place she worked for handled more than just rare and expensive jewelry.

“Really? What’s it even supposed to be, and why would anyone steal that of all things?” Nevermind that I knew exactly what the statue did. And had it tucked under my bed.

Alisa switched the cross of her legs. “From what I’ve heard, it was one of the student interns who ran off with it. But when the cops searched his place, they never found it.”

I tried to play off my frantic search for the news story on my phone like it was nothing. “Huh. Maybe he dropped it in a trash can or something.” And what used to be Rick’s store still counted as exactly that.

“But what nobody knows is exactly why it was stolen. It’s just some totem with a bunch of superstitious hooey attached to it. At most, an antiquities dealer would pay a few hundred for it.”

Shit… The mugshot on the article was the same kid who’d dumped the thing off on me. “Well, you never know why people want certain things.” Running out of filler bullshit, I figured it was time to go back to honesty. “Like shiny rocks.”

“Yeah, I get it. You’re rich because you never chased things like that. Every customer tries to impress me with that line, even though they’re in a fucking jewelry boutique.”

“No, I’m rich because I got lucky.”

Alisa titled her head and stared at me with just one eye open. “You’re the first I’ve ever heard admit that.” She eased up a little. “Next you’ll tell me that it wasn’t all a matter of hard work.”

“If that was how people got rich, the slaves in The South would have owned the white people in no time. It’s kinda weird how the people who think inequality is fine are always better off than most, ain’t it?”

“Do I really have to keep dealing with these people to live here?”

I shrugged. “Do you? So long as you’re out of here and doing something productive, even if it’s flipping burgers, I don’t give a damn what you spend your time on.” And at least passing out McSlop was more useful than selling rings.

“Would it be too much if I asked you to help pay off some debt?”

“Yeah, kinda.” Sierra had already tried that angle. “Unless it’s the mob threatening to put you in concrete shoes, it’s not my problem. You get the same allowance as everyone else, as long as you stay employed or in school.”

“What about if I get laid off?”

“Then volunteer at a shelter or something. But it’s not like rich assholes are gonna stop buying status symbols anytime soon. I think your job’s safe.” And at least I knew why she was so eager to room with Jaida.

“Without paying rent and living across the street from work, I’d save a mint each month.”

And like anyone working retail or service downtown, there’s no way in hell she could afford to live here. “That extra money can be put to better use than making some landlord rich.” I had my own reasons for letting her shack up with us, but that’s another matter entirely.


After a little digging, I’d found out the basics on the kid who started this mess. I mean, I wasn’t mad at him or anything. But it still felt wise to learn more about the statue and why it ended up in my hands.

Getting a tip from Alisa on who could give me some more info had led me to one of the curators for the Chicago College of Antiquities. My heart pounded as I knocked on his office door. Even though, for all Damien Klein knew, I was just another one of those rich assholes in the market for a conversation piece.

He barely cracked the door as air even mustier than the dim hallway crept out. “Mr. Collins?” And he didn’t look to happy about the meeting.

“That’s me.”

Opening it up the rest of the way, the horribly ugly, lanky man gestured to a chair that was probably an antique itself.

I took my seat across from his desk, trying not to stare over the mountains of books and research papers. But that’s hard when the guy looked like a stork in human skin. “Alisa Gibson told me that you know about certain tribal pieces from the Republic of Congo.”

His chair didn’t budge as he sank into it. “I’ve made a career of traveling there and studying the cultural artifacts.” His annoyance came back in force. “This institute does not part with many specimens, and I’m even more protective of the ones under my care. Especially after the recent theft by one of my graduate students.”

The fact that I had the same totem he was referring to in my apartment didn’t have to come out. “I’m sorry to hear that. What did he or she make off with?”

“An early 19th-century nkisi, or power figure, as it means in English. While it wasn’t our most valuable item, I had great interest in running tests on the vial inside it.”

Like, some fluid? I still had to play dumb. “So it’s a vase?”

“In a sense. Each one has a ceramic chamber holding the blood of the shaman who created it. For all I know, the impetuous thief put a nail in due to the wish-granting superstition and ruined it.”

“That’s awful.” And at least I was learning something new.

Dr. Klein got a wild look in his eyes, like a kid who won’t shut up about his favorite video game. “The legend holds that its final owner will face judgment for spilling the blood of the statue. If it has been used for good, it will continue to work. But each wish, if used for evil or selfish gain, brings misfortune ten-fold of each.”

I felt the color leave my face. Five-hundred-million sure as shit was for my own personal benefit. I knew the damn thing worked, too. “Maybe that’s what made your student get rid of it.”

“The boy is in prison awaiting trial. Perhaps it isn’t all superstition.”

“Yeah…”

Damien caught himself before he hit another tangent. “Listen to me, droning on like a professor.”

Faking a grin, I tried to keep myself together. “I’m sure others exist. One would make an excellent addition to my home gallery.”

“Another one of my graduate students has a line on private collectors such as yourself.” He flipped through an old-fashioned Rolodex as if computers hadn’t been invented. After jotting down a few lines, he slid a scrap of paper my way.

“Gracie Pearce.” I already imagined coke-bottle glasses on a younger, feminine version of this guy. “I’ll touch base and see where it goes.”

The professor tapped his finger on the desk a couple of times. “She’s my most promising student and sharp as a razor. Nkisi figures are beyond a minor obsession for her.” Another poke kept his pressure on the one bare spot of wood. “Ms. Pearce is also as unhinged as she is intelligent. All good scholars are, in their own way.”

Lovely. I had an appointment with another academic. And this next one promised to be crazier than a shithouse rat.

“Promise to fund a study or research trip to Africa for her help. I’m sure Gracie will find what you’re looking for in return.”

Hopefully not. But she was my best lead.


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.

***

“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.”

***

“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.”
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