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AUTHOR’S NOTE: 


When I said I was going to be more regular in my story releases, I meant it. While I’m not doing a couple a week like I hope to again, I wasn’t about to drop the ball here. The fact that Gracie is the kind of character I love to write helped immensely. 

The only news I have this time is, expect the final part of this series to come out soon, along with that Alpha Creation 5 release I’ve been getting hung up on. The next project will get its first title immediately after. 

One week of writing, editing, and cover illustration will clean my plate of ongoing projects, totally. I’m excited.


HAREM WISH 4

Like I was rubbing it in, I made sure Jaida and Alisa tagged along for my next meeting with Steve. Winning a bet like the one that had gotten me my second blonde earns a guy some bragging rights. And rubbing it in a doubter’s face makes it feel so much better.

He kept trying not to stare at the plunging necklines on their dresses. “Nathan, personally, I’d find some dipshit who might lose every penny you invest. It would make the rest of your money that much harder to tax.”

I’d picked the closest soup and sandwich place to the antiquities joint for a reason. “What about making a grant to some academic study? There’s no way I’ll see a dollar come back to me.”

“Charitable giving only covers so much.” He sipped that bit of gumbo, looking at everything but the goddesses to each side of me. “The fucked up thing about our tax code is, it credits more of a deduction to stupidity than to generosity.”

“So I need to find a thing to lose my ass on.” I still had a consignment shop in a mall facing a terminal case of failure. “I already know who to talk to.”

Jaida pressed a finger just under my ribs. “We’ll be right back.”

As both of them walked off, I wondered how in the hell they agreed to a restroom break without saying a word about it.

But now Steve had my undivided attention. “I’m not even gonna ask.”

“About what?”

He rose an eyebrow and cocked his head at them. “Drop the dumb-act, Hef Jr. First you start banging a couple of Honkers waitresses, which I totally get.”

It was time to make him squirm. “The redheaded chick’s not a hooker, if that’s what you’re asking.”

“Your first two were hot enough.” Steve dropped his spoon and leaned back in the cafe chair, man-spreading for all to see. “But really? Did you have to show me up like this?”

And all I’d bet with him over Jaida was the bar tab from when I’d met her. Rookie mistake. “I’m not gonna turn down a specimen like her just to make you feel better.”

“So why even call me over here? I’ve already told you what to do next.”

Cash-in-hand wasn’t my problem, but paying the rent with Ben Franklins was raising eyebrows. “I’ve got a line on a tax-sink, but if it’s not worth it, I wanna know.”

“All I need is the total amount, and how I should file it.” Steve tried to get away, now that he didn’t have scenery to admire.

“Hold the fuck up!” Which put him back in his seat. “There’s a lot more. Kylee wants to go to college, and I need to figure out how I can pay for it without getting the IRS ten feet up my ass.”

“Have a kid, and then hire her as the nanny. Problem solved.”

“You’re barking up the wrong tree. And besides, she wants to start way before I’d get that far with any of these girls.”

“Don’t pay for it, then.” Steve pushed his tray at me. “I can’t babysit every stupid idea they put in your head.”

It was time for the ace up my sleeve. Turning around, I unzipped my backpack and pulled out the satchel that I’d tucked right behind the statue. You know, the kind with a leather pull, with a bank’s name stamped on it. “I’ve got twenty-grand for you now. For every mil’ you save me, there’s fifty more.”

Like he was running the numbers in real-time, Steve’s brows kept getting higher. “Keep talking.”

“You always were an asshole.” But he’d always been honest about it. I respected that.

“For the right amount of money, I’m capable of damn near anything.”

“They do shit for me that I don’t even want to think about you doing. I mean, you’ve got a pretty mouth and all, but...”

Steve took the last sip from his can before slamming it down. “Just pay the fucking bill and let’s get on with it!”


We arrived at the research wing of the institute. Display cases full of African artifacts lined the walls, but every student and professor going by stared at the pieces of arm-candy seated on either side of me.

I thought she was just another coed when she walked into the lobby. This poor girl has to deal with the loonie grad student. Must be rough.

She extended a hand my way. “Gracie Pearce. Professor Klein told me you’d be coming.”

Holy shit… The girl was more than adequate for adding to this little menagerie I’d built. “You’re supposed to be the expert on nkisi figures.”

“And you’re looking to buy one. Sorry, but the last figure I saw was stolen before we could study it fully.”

All I could think about then was what it would take to get her pants off. That pair of jeans certainly looked tight enough as she turned around that I didn’t have to imagine much.

“Sorry, but I don’t have a lot of time.” Gracie seemed happy to leave everyone else sitting in the crappy little waiting room as she guided me to her adjunct office. “Mr. Klein said that you were willing to fund the search for another figure. I won’t lie, it’s an offer I can’t turn down.”

My dick was getting the better of me. Sitting my bag down in the chair, I started opening the thing up. “Actually, I’ve got your missing totem right here.”

Gracie’s eyes widened as I sat it on the desk. “So you’re the one who bought it?”

“Actually, the little bastard couldn’t get rid of it fast enough.” I reached for one of the nails in the bottom of my bag and wedged it in one of the cracks.

She tried to jerk the figure away from me, frowning as I pulled back. “Hand it over, and I won’t report the fact that you received stolen property.”

Pushing the nail in as hard as I could, I thought I’d won already. “Actually, you’ll keep your fucking mouth shut and do what I tell you to.”

Gracie settled down and rounded the desk for her own chair. “What will it take to get the figure back?”

“You can study it all you want, but you’re not allowed to say a word about where it is, or take it on your own.” I couldn’t help grinning. “We’re done here, unless we can work something out.”

Her mouth dropped open. “I should call the cops right now.”

“Go ahead and try.” I waited as her hand stopped inches short of the phone Scrawling my address down and then passing it across the desk, it felt like a total victory. “Tell the security guard my name and this room number. Does ten or so tonight sound good?”


I was busy watching the Bulls hit overtime with my native Pacers when I barely heard the knocks. Pausing the game, I remembered the time.

Opening the door, Gracie looked just as fine as I’d remembered. The white turtleneck she’d put on hugged her figure just as tight as the denim she was still in.

“You made it.” Not that it was up for debate. “I’m sorry if I’m making myself out to be an ass, but this figure actually works.”

Gracie brushed past me and sat down on the couch, crossing her arms. “Art buyers like yourself don’t understand how important cultural items are to studying a people.”

“Would you believe I was some clerk in a consignment shop before I got this thing?”

“If it’s really true, absolutely.”

The open question finally came into play. “So if the guy who stole it wanted to get rid of this thing, why?”

“Professor Klein might not have told you, but the legend states that misfortune happens if the wishes are used for selfish reasons.”

“I’m alive and dong pretty well.”

“I can see that. You’re living in a penthouse, with a couple of girls who could have any man they want.” Gracie lowered her brows. “Why tell me all of this?”

“There’s four, actually. Wanna join them?”

“For your sake? No.” She looked around, probably searching for the nkisi figure. “But if I can have access to this artifact, maybe.”

It’s a little late for that question. But I knew the statue could turn everything around on me if acted purely out of self-interest. “I didn’t know the thing was stolen when I got it. Personally, I was about to chuck it in the dumpster until I figured I’d try making a wish on it for shits and giggles.”

“Good thing you didn’t.”

“Yeah.” I kept my eyes on her as Gracie kept acting shiftier. “And the next thing I knew, I had to figure out what to do with the millions of dollars that crashed through my apartment’s floor.”

“Oof. You’re screwed.”

“Hold up. I pass that money around like it’s confetti.” Reaching for the semi-hidden compartment on the table next to the couch, I handed a stack of ten grand her way. “Don’t tell me you can’t use it.”

“For my research? You’ll have to try harder. I can’t buy a plane ticket to Bonkita with cash and leave it at that.”

“Then what do you need?”

Gracie leaned over, crawling forward on her hands and knees. “A bank account I can spend without question.” She looks up at me right as her face was about to bump into my crotch. “If you grant the money to the university, the Dean will probably blow it on more landscaping.”

Christ. “What if I buy some relic from your department?”

“Honestly? The bursar’s office would claim it for the general fund. I need a monetary note, promising funding for my project.”

“Fine.” It was an idea I couldn’t just wave off. “You already know I’m not after something to put in a display-case.”

“Yeah, and you’re not telling me everything you know.”

“About what?”

“The nkisi figure, idiot.”

I tried keeping a straight face.

Gracie saw right through it. “Professor Klein warned me that you knew more than you let on.”

Then what the fuck are you gonna do about it?

She leaned back on the sofa as she pretended to stretch her arms. Tucking a hand in her purse, she pulled something out. It didn’t take more than a second to realize was staring at the mother-of-pearl eyes of another figure.

“Trusting the old tales got me this far in my research.” She had a nail propped against the wood. “Judging by that look on your face, you’re scared shitless.” If she was crazy, as Klein had warned, she had the right brand of it stamped on her ass.

“Easy.” I tried playing it off like she was about to fuck up an artifact I wanted to buy. “You drive a nail in it, and it’s nowhere near as valuable to me.”

Gracie picked up the remote and motioned at it like she was about to strike. “I know why.”

Shit… What the fuck do I do now?

“Tell me what you know about these things, and I might not drive it in.” Judging by the look on her face, she wanted me to go full-stoolie on the guy who gave me my own.

“I’ve got the damn hidden away where you wouldn’t find it here, alright?” Her shoulders dropped just enough to tell me I’d picked the right way to go. “Back off, and I’ll give you the one I have, tonight.”

As much as Gracie played at knowing and believing the legend, I had to fight showing my relief as she pulled the nail away.

“You’re so transparent, I can see what you had for lunch. If I don’t have it in my custody by morning, I will call the police.”

“So I get this other figure in return? I can’t walk away with nothing.”

Her eyes darted to the figure between us. “Fine, but I’m not joking. I’ll throw everything I have at prosecuting you.”

Since she was a grad student, I knew she didn’t have much, if anything to chuck my way. “Well, come on. I’ll take you to the damn thing, right now.”

The sound of a card swiping and the door’s magnetic lock opening forced me to glance over. Sierra was already marching our way. “Really, Nate? I thought we were all gonna talk about the next girl and—”

I wasn’t about to push her face away from me with an open palm, but I kinda had to. “Ease up. This is a business thing.”

My face burned hot as I waited for her to quit stumbling back.

“Nathan, what the fuck?”

Snatching Gracie by the wrist and almost jerking the purse off her shoulder, I grabbed her statue with my other hand. “Sorry if I’m being an ass right now, but it’s important. Back off.”

Her eyes narrowed to slits of pure spite. “Fine, but you owe me later.”

Fuck off, whatever. I started dragging Gracie to my room, rolling my eyes. I couldn’t get a door between my new ‘friend’ and my home’s bitch-supreme soon enough. Her meddling ass would find a way to make things worse, and I wouldn’t even see it coming.

With myself and Gracie just in the master suite, I kicked back hard enough to ram the door shut. “Sit on the bed, and I’ll get the damn thing out for you.”

She hesitated for a couple of seconds. “Don’t go thinking this is the start of some bad porno flick. I’m not sleeping with you.”

Hot as she was, in all that thin yet curvy glory, getting my dick wet was about the last thing on my mind. “You want the nkisi figure for yourself.” I slid the closet open and reached in the microwave box nobody would search, almost cutting myself on one of the nails.

Gracie put her fine backside on the corner of the mattress and glared back. “If I explain why that nail didn’t work on me, will you believe it?”

My thoughts raced until I settled on the best reason why. “Because you already used one to wish the figures have no control over you, right?”

“You’re not as dense as you look.” Her legs crossed, giving me a few micro-seconds to admire the hint of mound pressing against the front of her jeans. “Like I said, try anything else with your figure, and the cops will search ten feet up your ass for other stolen antiquities.”

It was a gamble, but I didn’t have a choice. “The figure can’t affect you, but something else can.”

Looking at me like I’d just pissed in the corner, Gracie leaned forward as her face darkened a shade or seven. “Don’t even think about it.”

I knew her type. In fact, I’d just chewed out the one I already lived with. “You’re mad.”

“And?”

Pulling the finishing nail I’d started keeping in my pocket for emergencies, I held it up between two pinched fingers.

“You’re not that stupid, are you?”

Desperate enough, absolutely. “Wanna try me?” I wedged the iron spike into one of the cracks.

“Wait!”

A good whack of the nail against the marble top of my dresser shot a chip at me hard enough to break skin. “You’ll do what I say, bound by the fact that I’m alive, not the statue itself.”

“Are you asking me to kill you?”

I saw the flinch she made to get up. “Well… Don’t do that.”

Gracie eased back onto the mattress, staring with the kind of hate even Sierra or every cat I’ve ran across could muster.

“Solved that problem. Don’t go reporting who has this damn thing, alright?”

“Fuck you.”

My weakness had always been my wise ass and stupid mouth. “Would you be so kind?” I sat the figure she couldn’t take her eyes off of atop the dresser. “You’re lucky I’m too busy with everyone else who lives with me.”

“And now I know that had something to do with recruiting them.”

I frowned before I could stop myself.

“Struck a nerve, didn’t I?”

And the new top-bitch award went to… “You’re a pain in the ass, you know that?”

“Well, you’re a thief. Don’t I get to have a flaw of my own?”

She had a point. Still, I had nearly half a billion dollars, the newfound comfort of everyone sharing this place with me, and my own freedom to take care of. “Listen, I need you to—”

“Whatever it is, I won’t do it.”

“Tough shit. You know it doesn’t work this way.”

“And I’m sure Dr. Klein told you about the curse. You can call me ‘stubborn’ if you want, but it would be for your own sake.”

I rose one hand up to face-level, index finger in the air. But before the words could come, I knew she’d pointed out the obvious. “Fuck...”

“So now what, smartass?”

“First, I need you to shut the hell up.”

Gracie let the strap of her purse fall off her arm as she pulled at one of the zippers. Pulling out one wrapped condom, she held it up exactly like I’d done with the nail. “If you’re having your way with me, I at least want to use this.”

I put both hands over my mouth for a couple of seconds. Fighting back a smile, I said, “I mean, it’s cool if you’ve got a dick, but I’m not into that.”

“What the fuck are you talking about?”

“You called me a thief because I have the statue. Turnabout’s fair game, right?”

“Smartass.” Gracie smirked just enough to let me know I was her kind of abrasive. “So how’d you get hold of it, anyway?”

As the strongest lead I had on figuring this mess out, I had to trust that my little trick had actually put her under my control. “Would you believe the kid who got arrested for stealing the thing dropped it on the counter and then ran?”

Gracie switched the cross in her legs and started untying a shoe. “Yeah, I would.”

“So maybe it’s time you stop calling me a thief.” Instead of moving closer and putting that rubber to good use, I knew she was good for a lot more than just another housemate. “And I’d love to know more about what I’ve gotten myself into.”

She began working on the other foot, apparently going nowhere soon.“Is that offer to fund my research still valid?”

Considering I had more cash than the gross-domestic-product of some countries hiding in my grandfather’s old fallout bunker, “Yeah, it is. We’re not enemies.”

Her legs swapped positions again as she leaned forward. “Well, if you were using the figure purely for your own benefit, you’d have been hit by a bus or a falling brick already. Three months is longer than most people who get hold of these things last.”

Give or take a few days, that’s exactly how long I’d had the fucking statue. “I wished for half-a-billion dollars for shits and giggles. Then it all ended up in that damn blonde’s living room.”

“She’s unpleasant, but you brought her along. That explains why you’re still alive.”

“I mean, I did just make myself out like I’m an ass to her, but you’d have to know Sierra. She’s a fucking handful, at her best.”

“Stripper, bartender, or gold-digger?”

Even with Kylee, she wasn’t more than an inch off the mark for any of the girls sharing my place. “I’ve got a deadly brew of all three running around here.”

“You can call me crazy if you want, but I saw enough doors to tell me there’s to tell me there’s still an open bedroom.”

“Absolutely, you’re fucking nuts.”

Gracie pulled her phone out and tapped at the screen a few times. “I’ve got this art undergrad Dr. Klein saddled me with. Give us that room, and we’ll both do whatever you want.”

It wasn’t just the figure’s influence speaking here. Directly, at least. “Hold up. I barely know you, much less some girl I haven’t met.” The curly, slim brunette with bangs staring back from Gracie’s phone shut my ass up, though.

“Easy, don’t start drooling on my phone.” Snatching it away from my face, she added, “Like I said, fund my research, and we’re both onboard.”

“And she’d agree to it?”

Gracie bunched her lips up on one side as she huffed. Leaning back, she asked, “That nail you drove in at my office fell out, didn’t it?”

I glanced at the totem and noticed she was right. “It looks that way.”

“When a wish is impossible or fails in any way, the figure rejects it. Since you’ve only used one wish, I think you know how to get Esme to play along.”

The nail I’d just put in to give power over Gracie to my own life force was holding strong enough, though. “That’s an art major’s name if I’ve ever heard one.”

“Like I said, all I need is funding.” Her thumbs tucked under the waist of her jeans until the button popped loose. “Do we have deal?”

“I’m sold.” Before I finished taking one step forward, my heart was beating hard enough to shatter a few ribs. “I’ll get my financial guy to set up whatever fund or trust we need to save me a mint on taxes, and you can go play in Africa or whatever.”

Gracie slid her jeans down until I saw the perfect triangle of white lace. “Well, at least I know where I stand with you. A walking tax deduction is someone you won’t mind keeping around.”

The denim crumpled around her ankles. Kicking both legs up she pressed her feet against my shirt.

“Pull.”

Socks and jeans flew behind me. “White turtleneck, and white panties. That cute look is about the opposite of your personality.”

Reaching behind her shoulders, Gracie bunched the top under her tits. The silver belly-button ring was a good omen. I’d already learned those are right up there with a girl smoking cigarettes as an ‘I put out’ signal, without the fucking smell.

I had to step back and take her in as she chucked the turtleneck away. By the time her sandy blonde hair fell back down over her bra, I knew I had another world-class looker on my hands.

Clambering to the middle of the giant bed, Gracie sat up on her knees and crossed her arms. “Remember what I said.”

Too busy staring at her tits to recall anything, I fought with my belt as I asked, “About what?”

Gracie rolled her eyes and blew a few loose strands out of her face. “The condom, you moron.”

It hurt to look away from her, but I saw it on the corner of the mattress, exactly where she’d been sitting. “Oh, right.” By the time my pants hit the floor, I was already unbuttoning my shirt.

The first hint of a real smile came out of her. “Someone’s in a hurry, but it’s not like I can change my mind.”

Letting my shirt fall wherever, I lifted my right leg and pulled at my sock. Hopping closer on one foot, I couldn’t help telling her, “Unless you do kill me.”

When I dropped to my knees on the edge of the bed for a little more dignity taking off my left sock, she was already working on freeing herself. The view of her ass as she crawled forward made the front of my boxers push out a couple of inches.

A blowjob is nice, but I already fucking wanted her, that badly. Putting one finger in the center of Gracie’s forehead, I stopped her face right before it hit me. “No, you first.”

“You promise me funding, a place to live, and now this?” The grin was on full display now. “It’s no wonder the statue hasn’t killed you yet.”

Fuck it. Wrapping my arms behind her back, I pulled Gracie to the edge and then forced her onto her back.

I slid my face between her legs, pulling the lace down enough to see what I was claiming. Gracie's hands took as much of my hair as she could grip. The tidiness of her slit emanated heat as I kept getting closer.

She planted herself against the mattress, begging me to dive right in. The first taste shot a rush down my spine. Roots started to pop as I fought to keep my tongue on her clit.

Whimpers and moans barely made it through the thighs pressed against my ears. Pushing herself against my mouth and pulling at my head, I knew Gracie wanted me to keep going until she was spent.

Something in her relaxed. “Don’t stop...”

The end of my tongue kept batting away until the tension came back. A slow tease down her folds, rounding the edge of her hole forced her to jerk.

Pain filled my scalp as she gripped tighter. Her thighs locked and the whining stopped. One solid roll of her hips grazed my buds against her clit.

Flicking my tongue a couple more times shocked her to the core. Gracie boiled over, letting go of my hair before slapping both hands against the sheets.

I pushed myself up, standing over her and sneaking the panties the rest of the way down her legs. Her left foot kicked as one of the aftershocks took hold, knocking the fancy lace out of my hand.

Fabric spilled from her clenched knuckles. Had she kept hold of me, I’d have been bald already.

“You gonna be alright?” I pushed my silk boxers down just enough to let them fall the rest of the way.

Gracie tried to look up, possibly giving herself whiplash as neck shot to one side. Her bra rose an inch or two as she rocked with another wave. “Hold up…”

I wasn’t bad at eating a girl out by that point, especially after some pointers from Alisa. But Gracie was taking it too hard. “You were turned on before I even got your jeans off.”

Her lips parted like she was trying to say something. More aftershocks pulled her the other way until I knew she was fighting it, just to get the words out. “Your figure,” Gracie winced as she kept powering through, “hand it to me.”

Knowing she wasn’t about to snatch it and run, I shrugged and took a few steps to the nightstand. “What about it?”

Gracie kept riding the waves until they petered out. With a final shiver, she looked my way. “Look at the bottom of it. What does it say?”

I’d never bothered looked at the underside. Turning it over, I saw letters chiseled in the wood. “Nuhgoovoo koobwa ya utashi? What the hell does that mean?”

The last trace of orgasm worked through Gracie’s system as she pushed her back off the mattress. “Hand it here. Jesus Christ!”

Doing as I was told for once, I felt a bit of panic as it left my hands. “Hey, I don’t speak whatever language that is.”

“Swahili.” Gracie took a moment to look close. “En-ge-uvu kobwa ya atashi. You speak it like you’ve got a mouth full of shit.”

“What the hell does that mean?”

Her smile as she looked up at me was almost too much. “’Generous force of will.’ Congratulations, you just happened to match the figure’s purpose.”

“Okay. That doesn’t tell me anything new.”

She handed the figure back, which I couldn’t have imagined her doing before. “Every one of these was created with a certain intention behind it. You just happened to luck into one that matches your intentions.”

“And?”

“The dumbass who stole it didn’t know that part. He probably used each wish out of line with that carved message, and it bit him in the ass. That is why he couldn’t get rid of it fast enough.”

Gracie was already naked, aside from that damn bra, in the center of my bed. “So I met its expectations?”

“Not exactly,” she clamped her legs together before adding, “you’re just the luckiest bastard who’s ever gotten hold of one of these things. If it demanded anything else, you’d have been dead by now.”

“It was fate, I guess?”

Gracie didn’t soften at all. “Stupid luck. With the emphasis on stupid.”

“Hey, you give someone anything that grants wishes, and they’re gonna take advantage.”

Her thighs split just enough. “I’m not discounting the luck part, either. But if you knew anything about these figures, you would have run away from it.”

“Assuming I knew how to translate Swahili.” Not that I did. “Can we call it ignorance instead?”

She reached for my hips as she answered, “Only if you let me pull these down.” My boxers shot down an inch or so.

I’d gotten a little too good at it since the figure came along, so Gracie barely noticed when I unhooked her bra with one finger. “Fine by me.”

Pulling until gravity did its thing to my shorts, Gracie’s hands went straight for my shaft and balls. She jerked and fondled as she said, “It’s hard enough, so why fuck around with a blowjob?”

Does it need a reason? “You sure as hell won’t give me one after I put on that condom.”

Fingers danced around, raising every goosebump on my skin. Leaning forward, I took hold of that tight ass with both hands. A good squeeze on each cheek won me some teasing breaths on my shaft.

“Fuck it.” Gracie let go and shot up, putting my arms over her shoulders as she reached around my back. “We’ll finish with one.”

I couldn’t help shooting my eyes wide, just inches from her own. “No rubber, then?”

“Three rules.” She held one finger up in the narrow space between our heads. “First, no anal.”

Fine by me. “There’s not enough mouthwash in the world to try it before I get a hummer.”

Another digit whipped out. “No coming inside me, pussy or mouth.”

Well that sucks. “Your body, your rules.”

“Third,” Gracie patted my nose with the trio of fingers, “when it’s over, you’re getting me a towel.”

At least she was upfront about what she expected. “Sounds good...”

Before the instant of awkward silence could turn into a moment, she pulled at my sides and forced her cunt against the bottom of my shaft. When she hit the bed, fingernails grazed along my back just enough to leave those white trails that would turn red later.

On my knees and still gripping her ass, my shoulders dropped until her breasts spread under my weight.

Gracie pushed her ass off the sheets and slid her folds up my cock. Holding tighter with one arm, she put one hand between us until she had me by the hilt. Barely nudging my aim, she had my tip in her before I knew what was going on.

Letting myself sink, Gracie’s walls didn’t want to spread as easy as her legs had. Her nose pressed against my neck and hot air blew on my skin.

She let out a moan before pulling me in a little more. Another sound leaked from her mouth. The girl was pushy, but when it came to taking a new dick, that was a feature, not a bug.

Feeling that little bulb with my tip, I was as deep as I could be. Taking it all in, I wondered what her demand not to come inside her was really about.

Goddamn child support payments would make me cry with this kind of money. But if she didn’t want it in her mouth either...

Clamped tight, Gracie had all the leverage she needed to force my dick to wander through every bit of her.

I couldn’t help gasping as I buried my face in her hair and the comforter. Having been with girls small enough to throw around like her before, I’d never imagined one could hump like that from below.

Hanging on like we were welded together, she didn’t let my push with both arms interrupt anything.

Letting her win and coming early shot through my mind. But it could have left her pissed or holding the dominance over my head forever. Hell, maybe both.

Facing the rush of pussy sliding on my dick as well as I could, I barely managed to peel her off me. My feet hit the floor, which was my chance to stand before Gracie could snap back onto me.

Something a little too wild flashed in her eyes. I looked down, seeing her limbs tense up.

A couple steps back kept my hesitation from becoming a mistake. “Easy. If you don’t wanna get creamed down there, I’d pull it back a little.”

She wiggled herself up to her knees. Turning around and pressing one arm against the small of her back, Gracie asked, “Then quit screwing around and put me in my place.”

I got what she wanted. My own limit was probably the last thing on her mind.

Going white-knuckle as I squeezed her wrist, I pushed the center of her back, not giving a damn that I’d just slammed her face into the bed. If I was already losing, it was time to make her pay for that early start.

With her moans of anticipation drowned out in the bed coverings, my free hand put Gracie in position. Diving back in with all the power I had, the brutal shock as my hips crashed against her ass made her jolt forward.

Impaled all the way in, I fell right into her the nape of her neck. As far as I was concerned, Gracie could have demanded to share the room with some St. Bernard of a woman.

Her body was about to hit its limit. Sweeping my mid-section like I was giving it the full-tour of Gracie’s cunt, she bolted forward like a dare to push even deeper.

Not letting Gracie push back, I lunged through her again. With long legs like hers, it lowered her pussy just enough to let me go at it in a frenzy.

She jerked all over as I slipped into a raw fever. Pops of ass and hips smacking together rang out like my bedroom had turned into a shooting range.

Watching her shoulders tense up, I turned single-minded in forcing the issue. A rush shot through my veins and I gripped those willing curves. Someone was gonna come. The only question was which one of us would break first.

Gracie’s skin reddened all over. The hot sound of her crying out with each smack of our bodies put me in a rhythm that kept pushing her even higher.

Traces of sweat beaded on her as I felt lines of it streak down my forehead. Gracie dropped her head and screamed even more until every muscle in me gave out.

Eager to see how much more she could take, I used my cock for the old dip and swirl. Her legs twitched and pushed her back up every time I crammed it deep.

“Fuck I’m close!”

Another wiggle shoved her to the howling edge. It almost broke my heart to pull out.

“What the hell?”

I answered by pulling Gracie’s thighs out from under her. She fell on the right side of her hips, barely rebounding off the luxury mattress.

Smacking my hand in that blurred line between ass and leg, I reached around with my other hand and dragged her to the corner. Bending over as I spread my legs, every inch of my manhood was ready to pick up where we’d left off.

Inhaling one last time, I jolted forward, making every strand of blonde bump off her skin.

Gracie pushed herself up as much as she could and looked back. Nodding with the second thrust, she tried to keep that sexy composure up, failing when I slammed the eighth into her.

My palms fell onto the bed. Seeing that earlobe flush with pink as Gracie screamed, I couldn’t help biting down.

“Harder!”

Smoothness and power are rare things to combine, but each ram left her more vulnerable than the last. Going on instinct alone, I was trying my damnedest to cross the finish line before she could.

The crook of her knees gripped around the outside of my left leg. Pushing all the way in, toes gripped around the hair on the back of my calf. Fully entwined with each other from the waist down, Gracie kept getting more shameless about pulling me into her with every motion.

One of my hands cupped over her mouth as the other gripped the back of her neck. One hard sink into her forced a shake that traveled from head to feet.

I couldn’t tell which one of us craved it more. My face rested next to hers as the whimpers kept getting louder. The luscious scent of new sweat on her did more to me than it had any right to.

Greed nearly overtook my common sense. Feeling her cunt roll over my dick as Gracie flipped onto her side forced me to grunt. It’s hard not to surrender when the feeling is so great that it’s merciless.

The familiar tingle and rush of energy grew from between my legs. This was only our second encounter, and I was ready to take advantage of how exposed she’d left herself. Even if it meant shattering what little trust we’d built in that past twelve hours.

Rumbling from within tortured me as I fought to keep going. Gonna fucking come…

Gracie moaned as she broke herself away from me with one deft movement. Leaving me on the verge of thrusting into mid-air, she whipped around and gave my tip a light nibble. Then like she had a filthy hunger, took me in until I was pushing against the back of her throat.

She pulled her head away before I could put my hands in her hair. Rolling onto her back and offering her chest with a smile, the pair of supple breasts kept moving just enough to break my will.

Even with nothing on my cock but the wetness she’d left on my skin, I melted into a blinding climax. The first jet shook my knees and the second had me groaning. It wasn’t until the fourth that I could open my eyes and see the pearly spatter land on her tits.

I wrapped a hand around my shaft, forcing a couple more shots out. My head rolled back and I felt a racing pulse in my temples.

Gracie traced a line down my abs with her fingers. “It’s on you to pull out next time.”

My face blushed with heat as I locked eyes with her, but I knew it was red enough to hide it. “Fuck...” One of her fingertips grazing the bottom of my shaft forced me to twitch. “I did almost mess up.”

The digit that had been teasing my spent dick went for one of the tiny puddles on her chest. “It’s not because I’m unsafe.” Gracie swirled her finger around, getting as much cum on her finger as she could.

My eyebrows almost hit my scalp as she dipped it in her mouth. “I thought you didn’t want it inside you.”

Her lips came back together with a pop as she grinned up at me. “When you find something this addictive, it’s best to give yourself just a taste. Someday, I’ll let someone give me the full course, when it matters.”

I felt jealous of some other lucky bastard in the future. But then I realized, it very well could be me. “I’ll get you that fucking towel.”


Fresh out of the shower and more relaxed than I’d felt in weeks, I sat on the couch in my bathrobe. For all I knew, Gracie was taking her time for a reason. Which meant I had the perfect chance to finish watching the basketball game I’d paused.

Arms draped around my neck from behind. From the complexion of the skin, it could have been Jaida or Sierra.

I hit the button to get the last minutes of overtime going again. “You’re a little late, if you’re after what I think you are.”

Sierra’s voice cooed out as she pushed a nuzzled against mine. “Yeah, I heard you two in there.”

“Being nice, after I was a jerk? What do you want?” Which sounded exactly as bad as what I’d done earlier.

Her hands pushed under the robe and down my chest. “Well,” Sierra put her nails into it, “you still owe me for that, but I’ll have to think about how you can apologize.”

Indiana’s point guard sank a layup, putting them up by two. I didn’t have any loyalty toward my old home.

Shit. I paused the game again. “Spit it out.”

“You’ve got a birthday in a couple of weeks. Everyone else put me on figuring something out.”

Out of all of them, Sierra was the last I’d expect to do anything for someone else. But her asking me directly was exactly what I’d expect her to do, in that situation. “Enough hot wings to make a fort out of the bones.” The Bulls would be playing the New York Knicks that night, you see.

She didn’t bitch about it being too much like her job, like I expected. “Then we’ve got the right person on it. Will do.”

Letting the game start playing again, I shook my head as she trotted off for her and Kylee’s room. I really should go out of my way and do something nice for her. Because the girl was still a walking ball of problems, but Sierra had turned into someone I could put up with since all this started.

Ten seconds later, the ball was on the other end of the court. And out came Gracie in one of the spare robes I kept beside my shower.

I’m never gonna finish this fucking thing…

She curled up next to me, feet tucked under her ass on the cushions. “Don’t stop it. I was planning on watching this one too.”

“It’s a nail-biter. Overtime had just started when you showed up.” I tapped the remote again. “And at least someone else in this place will sit through a game with me.”

Her wet scalp was already soaking the collar of my robe. “Sorry, but I eavesdropped on what you two were talking about. A night in with a mountain of wings should happen for every Bulls game.”

Which would make for two or three nights of pure heaven a week, all the way to mid-April. And even longer, if they made the playoffs. “Hell, I might have to start watching baseball if this is gonna be a thing.”

Gracie already knew where I was going with it. “Baseball’s so damn boring, though. You’d just do it to get laid when everyone else starts yawning and wants to do anything else.”

She caught me on that one.


Before I could figure out how to get Esme to join the troupe, I had other shit to deal with. According to Steve, organizing the trust for Gracie’s little expeditions was above his head, legally.

Sitting in the waiting room of Lonnigan Law, I draped my jacket over my arm. Without the need to impress anyone or bury a point miles deep, I’d come alone. Which was good, because I was less than ten blocks from my old place.

Gripping the manila folder Steve had put together, detailing my ‘assets,’ I remembered what he’d told me before straightening his tie. “I know it’s cliché for a lawyer, but don’t believe too much of what he says. Ask him what color the rug is in the room, and he’ll lie about it by reflex.”

Which meant I wasn’t about to hire a criminal attorney. The fucker was a criminal attorney. It made him seem like a wonderful person, already.

To push down a long flight of stairs.

The sound of a door handle turning and hinges that hadn’t seen oil in decades felt like par for the course. It was a good thing I hadn’t brought one of the girls, because I’d been to backalley porno theaters less seedy than this ‘office.’ “You Steve’s guy?”

I looked around, not seeing where the voice was coming from. “Nate Collins, if that’s what you’re asking.”

The twang in his voice took me off-guard. “Well, get in here already.”

Heading where I thought the voice had come from, it took me a couple of steps to realize I only needed to follow the stink of cheap cologne and stale weed smoke. Before I even saw the guy, I had to wonder if he used a law degree or a t-ball bat for most of his work.

I rounded a corner of crumbling drywall and peeling wallpaper. Surprisingly mousy and looking like his bald-spot was getting a bald-spot, the sight of Jim Lonnigan made me want to walk out the way I’d come in. Not that I didn’t have plenty of reasons to already.

Grinning like a Norway rat that just fell in a buffet’s dumpster, Lonnigan cocked his head to motion me closer. “I know what you’re thinking, but I’ve set up the biggest tax write-offs for half of your neighbors.” The shade of pink in his eyes told me Jim was still a little baked.

“I’ll go ahead and ask it now, but I don’t expect you tell the truth. How many times has the FBI, IRS, or DEA raided this place?”

Lonnigan sighed exactly like Gracie. “Zero. Believe it or not, I’m damned good at what I do.”

Mobsters hadn’t been a force in Chicago for more than half a century, but that promise just made me think he was their first call from jail. “It’d be hard enough to get my neighbors close to this block. I think you’re full of shit.”

“Take a few murder cases for the local hoods who can pay in cash, and the feds think you’re too much of a pissant to even look at.” Lonnigan slinked around a desk that looked like it was salvaged from a field somewhere. “And when this place gets broken into a couple times a year, there’s no point in keeping nice things around. Someone nicked the copper pipes behind the walls in the bathroom last time.”

Great, there’s fucking mold here too. “No offense, but I think I need to go somewhere else.”

“Behind every rich asshole, there’s a pack of white-collar assholes.” He sat down in his chair, which had to be the one thing in the office that I could ask more than five bucks for in that damn store I’d bought from Rick.

I bit my tongue, even though I thought he was more carnie than lawyer.

“And every white-collar criminal has people like me to run the shadiest crap for them.” Lonnigan wrapped his fingers together and rested his chin on his fists. “You’re the first rich client who’s come to me directly, though. How bad have you fucked up?”

“Not at all that I was aware of, until I saw the address for this place.”

The shitty chair groaned like it was as tired of him as I was when Lonnigan tilted back. “Do you know how many times I’ve run this exact scenario through my head? What I didn’t expect was someone as clueless as yourself about how this shit works.”

Considering I used to live within crawling distance of the place, I figured entertaining him couldn’t hurt. “I’ve got almost five-hundred-mil in liquid cash. Shut up and tell me your plan.”

“Now that I know what you’re worth,” Jim didn’t break the smirk or his composure, “let me tell you how many mistakes you just made in those two sentences.”
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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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