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AUTHOR’S NOTE: 


Another project finished! I wrote this installment longer than I intended, but there were enough dangling plot threads I couldn’t leave floating. Even if it took a few extra days of writing and reading through the rest of it with a fine comb. I did make a trip to Chicago to plan and research for this thing, after all. Harem Wish deserved a good wrap-up. 

My other plans are still humming along. Now that I don’t have a fresh series screaming at me from my calendar, it’s a massive relief. For the rest of December, expect my next series, Harem Master, to come out fast. 

As for January 2020 and beyond? I really don’t know yet. The good thing about getting back to doing one series at a time is, I get to focus on one thing while my enthusiasm is high and the ideas are flowing.


HAREM WISH 5

The first Christmas tree I’d had in my home since moving from Indiana glittered more than the city behind it. If it were up to me, the holiday wouldn’t exist. But Kylee had demanded it go up the day after Thanksgiving at her parents’ house. Not that I regretted tagging along.

She and Gracie were the only two who hadn’t left to visit family out of town. Of course, I had no interest in dealing with my folks either. Nana wasn’t big on holidays, so I hadn’t missed anything on her account.

I tried to keep my disgust at all ten feet of tinsel and tacky inside. “It’s… pretty.” Which was the least I could say, considering she’d blown several grand of my money on it.

Kylee frogged me in the arm. “Why don’t you admit you don’t like Christmas? It’s not like I’ll judge you or anything.”

“But it’s not even Christmas yet. Hell, it’s still November.” Not that anyone had told shops that. I’d been seeing dancing Santas since before Halloween.

Gracie plunged the shank a little deeper. “It’ll do some good around here. Besides, I’ll have a guest crashing in my room for a few days.”

“What?” I’d already told her my ‘no guests without Nate’s approval’ policy. “I’ll pay for a hotel room or something.”

“Even if it’s Esme? The university isn’t opening up her dorm for residents, and you’re not the only one who doesn’t get along with the folks back home.”

For the second brunette I wanted to call my own, I could make an exception. “The first nail I used this month fell out, so I’ve still got a round in the chamber. When’s she coming?”

Kylee eased up to me. “We’re getting another roomie? Sierra’s gonna throw a fit.”

“She always does.” For reasons only known to Sierra and whatever god she’d angered, everything pissed her off. “But she doesn’t own the place or chip in a dime of rent, either.” In fact, I was still paying out the ass for her parking space.

“I’ll text her so she doesn’t go off again.” Kylee knew as well as I did, that despite Sierra’s improvement, she was still a pain in my ass.

“Go for it.” I turned to Gracie. “Sierra used to be such a raging bitch. Still is, but she used to be as well.”

“Yeah, I noticed.”


The next morning announced itself with the usual drone of car horns from the street hundreds of feet below. Chicagoans use the damn things in place of turn signals, I swear.

With Gracie rolled over on one side and Kylee snuggled up on my other, having them sleep in my bed helped the place feel a lot less lonely. Because when you’re used to sharing even an apartment that size with five others, only two feels like solitude. And I’d gotten used to the company, for better or worse.

A phone vibrated to life on the nightstand. Gracie reached over and slapped it, even though she had no reason to set an alarm.

I nudged an elbow into her back. “You should probably see what it was.”

The soles of ice-cold feet pushed against my leg in place of an answer.

Christ Almighty… I reached over and powered up the screen. Without knowing her password, I could only see the most recent notification.

In the lobby. Security guy giving me shit. Where are u?

“Hey, get your ass up, your friend’s here!” I tried shaking her, but the girl could sleep like a petrified log.

Kylee pulled the sheets off herself. “Should I go down there?”

“I’ll take care of it. You just try waking the living dead over here. She fights me when I do it.” Plus, I liked it when Kylee trotted around the place in nothing but one of my old band t-shirts. She couldn’t hit the lobby like that.

Proving why she was way ahead of the rest of them in the possible wife department, Kylee nodded and giggled. “I’ll try, but you should do something about that hair before you go down.”

I rubbed my scalp and felt the shelf of hair hanging out the left side of my head. “Gotcha. Just do what you can.”


With legs sleeker than an Italian supercar, bangs that almost hid her bright, blue eyes, and an attitude that put the security guard on his heels… Yeah, Esme would fit in nicely.

I put a hand on old Rodney’s shoulder. Being the guy who took the crap shifts before retirement, I felt for him. “Sorry about my guest. She’s here to see one of my roomies.”

Esme turned her anger on me instead. “Where the fuck is Gracie, and who the hell are you?”

“I’m the guy who can get you past the lobby, and she didn’t bother waking up to read your text.”

She unzipped her down jacket and folded it over an arm. Top to bottom, she had the kind of figure that told you she wasn’t old enough to order a stiff drink. “If you’re not from room 4016, I’m not going anywhere with you.”

Rodney cocked his head toward the elevator I’d come out of. “He’s telling the truth, young miss. And this Gracie’s on his approved entry list.”

But do I really want another shrieking hell-beast? Rodney already had it bad enough, because you can probably guess that Sierra held a grudge against him. “Come on, before I change my mind.”

Esme pulled the rolling suitcase behind her as I started for the elevator. “You know, it’s kinda shitty that Gracie sent her sugar-daddy to get me.”

“Take that up with her. I tried waking her ass up.” Pressing the button, the doors slid open immediately. “So you’re the art undergrad she told me about.”

“With a double-major in history.” Esme pulled her luggage in, sticking her chin up like I was supposed to be impressed. “Everyone in those departments look down on spreading your focus thin, but I don’t want to study old books or chat up gallery owners.”

My stomach almost hit my ankles as the elevator shot up too fast for comfort, like always. “So what’s your plan?”

“I want to be an antiquities dealer.”

On paper, that’s what I was. “Believe it or not, I could use someone like you at my business.” We’d already rocketed twenty floors. “After you get done yelling at her, let’s talk.”

Esme’s demeanor went from Sierra’s to Kylee’s, in the snap of a finger.


But like all good things, her personality change came to an end the instant Esme saw my nkisi figure sitting atop the dresser in my bedroom. She stared daggers at Gracie and pointed at me. “Why haven’t you called the police already?”

Fuck, here we go. “I wasn’t the one who stole it to begin with, so you can blow that out your ass.”

Pulling her phone out, she got as far as a nine and a one on the screen before Gracie smacked it out of her hand.

Gracie was already about to lay into her, but kept something resembling her cool, almost. “Will you calm down? Nathan’s innocent here, and he’s already setting up a trust to fund the expeditions. You need to know when you’ve got a good thing going on and shut up.”

Esme turned to me. “So you’re the guy who wants to dump all that money at the study of these figures?”

I pointed at the block of wood that had put me in this situation to begin with. “I didn’t even buy the thing from the kid who stole it. But the law doesn’t care how you get possession. It’s still ‘receiving stolen property’ on their end.”

Her next question put me one edge. “So, do they really work?”

About to explain the whole situation for the fifth time, I caught Gracie’s wink out of the corner of my eye.

She grabbed the figure and one of the nails sitting beside it. Handing them over, Gracie asked, “Wanna see?”

But Esme already knew enough. “If he’s been using it, and the legend is true, how is he not dead yet?”

“This one is called ‘Generous Force of Will.’ To say the least, Nathan’s lived up to his end.”

I had to wonder what Gracie’s had chiseled into its base for about the thousandth time, but she never would let me see it, or outright tell me herself. “I was some dipshit working a consignment shop in a failing mall before I got this thing. Next thing I knew, I put a nail in it had a pile of cash.”

Kylee chuckled and ran a finger down the statue’s face. “I lived in the apartment below him at the time. If I’d have been home that night, the crate of money would have flattened me.”

Esme took a deep breath. “So you wished for a lot of money and toss it around like candy at a parade. Big whoop.”

Gracie put one hand on the figure, and her other on my ass. “No, he doesn’t just wish for money. Outside of that first wish, he’s used the others to help people.”

“So that job offer,” Esme stared at the totem, “is it because you need me, or because you’re trying to keep this thing happy?”

“Can it be both? Explaining all this money to the IRS is kind of a bitch.” Because even if it magically appeared from a wish, technically, you have to report it as income. Fuck if I know how to explain that to an auditor, either. “Even my financial guy and my scumbag attorney won’t believe me.”

Esme cocked a brow. “Why would they?”

“They shut up real quick when I pay cash. That’s all that matters.”

“Then show me.” Esme took the nail from Gracie’s fingers. “Does it really work, or not?”

Gracie piped up before I could answer. “Careful. You don’t even know what he wants.”

I didn’t even know what I wanted, aside from taking the new girl for a spin. Pinching the nail as Gracie sat the figure back in its place, it was time to see how direct I could be with this thing.

Esme’s face didn’t change as I pulled the small hammer out of the drawer. “You sure about this? I could ask for anything.”

“You’ll wish for whatever it is you want, and I can’t do anything about it. So why shouldn’t I see how it works for myself?”

But something made me stop before I even had the tip in a crack. “I get what you’re doing. If I get selfish, you know you’ll be immune to the wish, and then something bad happens to me.”

Gracie was already a few steps ahead. “And then someone else not under its power would inherit proper ownership. Like herself.”

I was ready to fire her on the spot, even though I hadn’t done anything formal with the job offer. “Out of all the people I figured would try to get me killed someday, a coed wasn’t even on the first page of the list.” It never would have held up in court, but Esme had just made a pass at attempted murder.

Kylee figured out what was going on way behind the rest of us. “Did she really just try to kill you?”

“More like trick me into doing it to myself.” I stared Esme down as Gracie snuck away for my nightstand. I knew what she was after. “Now the question is, what the hell should I do about it?”

Gracie already had the drawer open, rifling through the mass of junk. Coming back with a pair of pink, fuzzy cuffs, it was hard not to laugh at the least intimidating ‘arrest’ scene ever.

Esme didn’t seem fazed by what I’d explained about her game, though. “If I disappear, you’ve got at least one witness who knew where I was going. That security guard might actually be useful for once in his life.”

Kylee shot a look between myself and Gracie, asking without a word.

“Yeah, help her out.”

Before Esme caught what was going on, Gracie had one cuff snapped around her wrist. She didn’t have enough fight to keep her mentor and Kylee from forcing the second closed behind her back.

I wasn’t one to take advantage of a girl in her situation, but it wasn’t like I could let her roam free, or even move. “Take her phone, find something to attach those cuffs to so she can’t go anywhere, and let me think about this.”

And that’s why I didn’t allow guests in my house.


I’d kept Esme locked in Alisa and Jaida’s room. After two days, everyone else was set to come back within hours of each other. Why I had some college girl held prisoner wasn’t the kind of thing I wanted to explain. Outside of supervised trips to the bathroom, Esme hadn’t so much as moved from that bed.

Kylee was less comfortable with the whole idea, but I felt like she would have a kinder impulse to balance what Gracie and myself had talked about.

Standing as both of them sat at the dining table, I paced back and forth a couple of times. “I mean, I’m not about to kill her and dump the body in a shallow grave.”

Gracie chimed in with the same advice she’d given for two days. “All you have to be is generous. Make her life better at the same time, and you won’t face consequences.”

“Just getting her out of the dorms and living here should be enough, but I think she expected me to assume that. It’s not like she’s denied the whole trying to kill me thing. There’s something she’s not telling us.”

Gracie leaned back in her chair. “Don’t look at me. She’s just a research assistant. I was just being nice and giving her a place to crash so she could get away from her family.”

“Her life must be pretty damn good, if moving here isn’t enough to benefit her. Is she filthy rich or something?” Nothing we’d found on her phone gave us a clue. “There’s gotta be a catch we’re missing.”

I shrugged along with Gracie. Esme wasn’t talking, and she had to know our time was running out.

Kylee played around with Esme’s phone again. “Have either of you seen anyone try to get hold of her since she’s been here?”

“No.” But I was used to going days without anyone trying to contact me, before I had a penthouse full of women. “I mean, it’s not that odd.”

She kept scrolling down on some app. “Well, it looks like she hardly talks to anyone at all. Esme’s probably handling what we’ve done to her so well, because she’s used to being lonely.”

It was the kind of thread that demanded a pull. Looking at Gracie, she was already smiling. “You know, I always thought she was a moody little bitch. Depression or some antisocial personality disorder would explain a lot.”

I couldn’t believe it was that simple. “Forcing her to live here wouldn’t have been a favor. If she’s the kind who hates being around people, this apartment would be like hell.” And counting Esme, it would have made for seven of us crammed in here.

Digging out the answer needed the kind heart and undertaker’s patience only Kylee had. She put the phone down on the glass slab and looked back toward the room Esme had been stored away in. “I actually feel bad for her.”

Making a try on my life tanked my sympathies for her, but I knew what Esme needed. “Alright, we’re moving her to my room. You two, keep everyone else out until we’re all here.”


Sierra had rolled in last, just a little after dark. Having come from the part of Iowa that was almost Nebraska, it took her a good seven hours of driving through a lot of nothing.

But now it was time for Esme to come out of the closet. Literally.

Sliding the door for my cave of a walk-in open, I had the figure, a nail, and the hammer all in one hand.

She glared up at me, trying to speak through the yellow, paisley bandanna I’d tied in a gag around her head.

I couldn’t help asking, “Do you realize I’m risking my ass for you right now?”

Esme didn’t take her stare off me, or even try to get anything else out.

“I mean, if I was a smart man, I’d just wish for you to forget any of this even happened and send you on your way. No harm, no foul.”

She crawled out as much as fell into the floor. Dropping everything in my hands on the bed, I sat down and stared as she wormed herself closer.

“Everyone’s home now.” I pushed a leg out to give Esme something to pull herself up with.

On her knees, but still tied and silent as before, those bangs couldn’t hide the venom in her look.

“You’re stubborn, but we’ve figured you out.”

She tried to yell something through the knotted cotton.

Within minutes, it wouldn’t matter if someone heard her. I loosened the knot behind her head. “I’m not a complete asshole, so go ahead and say your piece.”

“Fuck you.” Spoken like she’d been holding it in the whole time.

“Gracie thinks well of you. Or at least, she did.” I brushed the hair to one side of her forehead. “Don’t worry, I’m about to use a wish for your own good, even if you don’t deserve it.”

“You don’t know the first thing about me. What makes you think living here would be a favor?”

I wished Kylee was next to me. The girl would make a legendary head-shrinker. “You’re lonely. If you were happy about it, you wouldn’t be so fucking bitter.”

Esme tilted her head down. “The figure was stolen because I told Jason how to get access to it.”

News to me, but not that surprising. “Your plan went over like a turd on a dinner plate.”

Still trying to run me clear through with a look, Esme kept the attitude of a scared, desperate stray. Wanting out of the room she’d been trapped in, and her own situation as well. Like she’d chew my hand off for daring to offer her a scrap from my table.

“You don’t have to live like this.”

Her eyes watered just enough to tell me I’d struck a bundle of nerves.

“I can’t believe I’m taking mercy here, but maybe Kylee’s rubbed off on me.” Pushing the tip of the nail through the biggest gap in the wood, I made sure to lock eyes with our ‘inmate.’ “Go ahead and hate me for it while you still can.”

“Why?”

“Huh?” My fingers loosened around the hammer, letting the head drop to my closed knuckles.

Esme leaned closer, pushing her tits against my knees. “I’ve given you every reason to hate me, but you’re still willing to help. What kind of moron does this?”

I met eyes with the figure, seeing pupils where there were none. Just the grain of some wood I probably couldn’t pronounce.

“Well?”

“Fuck if I know. What do you think?”

Esme shot her look to the side. “Don’t answer a question with another question.”

“You asked. I just want to know why.”

She began to right herself against the floor-to-ceiling window, standing on shaky legs like I’d locked her in that closet for weeks. “Probably because you’re too nice for your own good. Otherwise, you’d have paid the price by now.”

“Half-a-billion is one hell of a debt.” Not to mention whatever I owed for having five perfect specimens of hotness running around my place. “But excuse me for not acting like your average filthy-rich fucker and sitting on my hoard of riches like some dragon.”

Esme flinched as I pulled the hammer back, and not because I was aiming it at her.

“Relax, I’ll make sure you’re taken care of.” I want her loyalty, in return for a clear path to achieve her dreams for herself and total adoration from everyone else here.

I’d barely tapped the nail in when I heard the crack from deep inside the figure. Keeping up the pressure with another hit, I sealed her fate. And unbeknownst to me, my own too.

Narrow and black as the inside of a cave, a split in the wood shot from where I’d driven the nail. “Fuck!”

Esme was on her feet now, and she wasn’t smirking like I’d just fucked up. “You freed the spirit trapped inside.”

“What the hell does that mean?” The crack grew until it split the whole thing, right down the middle. Nails fell out, marking the white comforter with rust.

She turned around and held her hands out from behind. “You broke the curse. Whatever you’ve wished for, it saw you as worthy of having it all. That’s the end-game for these statues.”

Gracie hadn’t mentioned that part. Still, Esme won her freedom with that answer. I pulled the key from my pocket and undid the first cuff. “So now I’ve got some voodoo spirit haunting my room?”

“No.” Esme rolled her shoulders after I opened the second cuff. Reaching for the totem and then holding it between us, both of us watched as the wood split like a geode. “The vial of blood in the center needs to burn to completely free the shaman who made this.”

Which wasn’t going to be easy in downtown Chicago. “What’s it mean for me?”

“Do your final part of the bargain before the sun sets again, and you won’t die.”

The nkisi figure made a sound like a snapping branch and fell in two directions. The polished capsule of wood crimson as blood itself rested on the bed. And luckily, it didn’t leak on my fucking sheets. They’d cost me too much to burn along with it.


After pulling out the luggage I’d stashed away with her, I wondered how much longer Esme would take in the shower. Gracie, Kylee, and myself had let the girl take care of hygiene enough while she was in ‘detention.’ But I knew it was better to let her debut on her own terms.

Opening my bedroom door, I saw Gracie perched on one side of the couch. Curling a finger, I got her coming my way.

“You look like someone just ran over your puppy. What’s wrong?”

I pointed at what was left of the figure. “That.”

Screaming as quietly as she could, Gracie popped out, “Holy shit!”

Jaida and Kylee stared our way as I dragged her inside. “I made a wish to keep Li’l Miss Problem under control, and it just split down the middle.”

“Well, so much for returning it intact.” Gracie crossed her arms and leaned her back against the door. “You know what this means, right?”

“I burn that little jug of blood before sundown tomorrow, and I don’t die in a freak accident.”

“Sounds like you won her over.” Gracie pushed herself forward and walked to the edge of the bed. “I’ve never used my figure, but I don’t really have anyone to take revenge on. I never thought I’d see one of them fulfill its purpose.” Which explained the intent behind her own.

Through the soundproofing, I heard the water turn off. “If I do what I’m supposed to, you’re positive I’ll be safe from pissing the spirit off?”

“I’d assume so, but don’t go being an asshole with what it’s given you, just to be safe.”

Even in a fluffy sweater and pajama bottoms, Gracie’s figure had my undivided attention. You know, since I felt safe that I wasn’t about to die.

She picked up the vial. “Padauk wood. It’s so watertight, the blood’s probably still liquid.”

“That’s great and all,” I cringed as she swept the nails away, streaking my bed even more, “but what about her?”

Gracie looked at the open cuffs. “Hey, you freed her. Don’t ask me how to throw her in with the rest of us.”

“I felt shitty enough for basically kidnapping the girl and keeping her like a prisoner.” Despite the fact that I’d become what my holy-roller parents wanted to be: Rich, sinful, and able to get away with it.

“Well, your figure broke in half. You must have done something to impress it with your final wish.”

It wasn’t like I could do anything about the statue now. “Come on, we might as well let everyone know about our newest roommate.” Because I could hear Sierra chewing me out already. As if each bedroom didn’t have their own full bath.


Gracie stayed behind, joined by Kylee before Jaida, Sierra, and Alisa dragged themselves into the living room. Two blondes and a redhead stared me down, legs crossed with one foot tapping in midair from the sofa.

Sierra broke the quiet. “Well, you said you’ve got news. Out with it.”

“Before any of you pop a gasket, this apartment is totally full. No more roommates.”

Squinting one eye, Sierra gave me her smile that promised another ass chewing. “You already went and fucked up again, didn’t you?”

“Kinda, yeah.” But I’d had enough of her shit. “If you don’t like it, our old place in Washington Park is probably still vacant. Don’t expect me to pay the rent, though.”

The door handle opened behind me.

Trying to rub it in, I asked her, “So, is there anything else you wanna bitch about?”

All three of them dropped their jaws.

“It’s not not like I’m kicking anyone out. Calm down.”

Letting out a squee in unison, all three of them acted like a new puppy had stumbled out of a box. Standing first and uttering words I never thought I’d hear from her, Sierra brightened up like she’d finally grown a heart. “She’s adorable!”

I looked behind me and almost let out a squeal of my own. Peeking out from behind the door while still showing herself off, Esme sported that pink set of underwear like it was tailored better than a forty-grand suit. But when a girl’s that young and hot, a barrel with straps could be fit for the catwalk.

The accidental part of my final wish jolted in the back of my head. Total adoration from everyone else here.

But judging by how Esme had the rest of them fawning over her, and that blush on her cheeks… Esme’s life as the hateful, moody loner fell apart with that damn figure.

I wondered where everyone was going all of a sudden. At least until ten hands settled on her at once. They’re gonna eat her like a bag of candy.

While they weren’t exactly the power couple, Jaida and Alisa had a ‘get your ass outta my way’ thing going on with Kylee and Sierra. Gracie submitted as well, letting them drag her research assistant wherever the fuck they pleased.

By the time the ‘downtown crew’ had Esme on the couch, Sierra was already reaching her hands around me like she wanted in on the action too. And who was I to turn her down?

And Jaida went at it like she’d learned something from Alisa. As the resident redhead cupped Esme’s face and put their lips together, the more filled-out of my blondes scooched the center of those pink panties aside.

Writhing her legs between Esme and Jaida, it looked like Alisa was guiding the tempo without making it too obvious. The harder our new guest moaned, the more Alisa pushed bare thigh. And seconds after she slowed down, Esme rode a gradual tease with rolling shoulders.

Esme took the slight break Alisa gave her mouth to look at me. She wasn’t quite scared, but I could tell she wasn’t in familiar territory.

Alisa knew it too.

It’s like she can smell the first time on someone. Jesus.

Esme rocked until she almost dug a hole in the cushions. Staring up at Alisa, the lost puppy whimpered for her comfort to lock lips with her again.

Hearing Jaida’s tongue working in the lulls between Esme’s whimpers, I wondered if she’d make it through the whole gauntlet. But Sierra and Kylee should be a break. If she was a virgin, Jaida would have said something by now.

“Move over.” Alisa slid down Esme’s body, swapping places with Jaida. Before diving in, she looked back at me with a wink. “I can tell it’s her first time with another woman, but how tore up do you want her?”

I grinned back. “Give her Hell.”

“That’s what I like to hear.”

Alisa plunged in, two fingers and tongue smacking Esme’s reality into a wall.

Expecting Jaida to move her cunt up to Esme’s mouth, I was pleasantly surprised when she worked on the bra instead. Seeing the tightness of both cups loosen, I couldn’t help admiring the subtle bounce.

Second-smallest here, but perky as hell. No need to go chasing a flat-chested, pixie-cut chick to mix things up, I guess. Because the real attraction to a smaller girl’s tits isn’t the size. It’s the motion. Jiggle isn’t the only thing that matters.

Esme’s legs jerked, pulling Alisa harder into herself.

The ol’ alternating fingers, right on the g-spot. I thought she was kinda being a bitch for spoiling that move for me. But I was content to watch.

Sierra leaned into my ear. “We’ve learned a lot, too.”

I titled my head Gracie’s way. “Does she know that?”

Gracie moved toward the bunch on the couch. “What do you think we do when you go out alone or turn in early?”

“Why avoid it when I’m here?”

Kylee shrugged. “You act all jealous and take over. The rest of us thought you didn’t like being left out.”

Which was sweet of them, in their own manner. “Three times a day is all I can handle. Not because it’s all I want here. My dick just starts to chafe after the third, and it takes me out of action the next day.”

Esme cried out, stealing our attention. With the cushions spilling out from her clenched fingers, she was holding on to sanity with what little she had left.

Sierra pulled Kylee and Gracie to the couch, then right down next to the trio already going at each other. I mean, what’s a boy to do in that situation?

Eyeing my options, the only one with her muff exposed already had Alisa three knuckles deep in her. Hard as living off my old pay already, Sierra’s ass in those tight jeans caught my attention as she arched herself over Gracie’s body.

A seven-way felt right up my alley, but I knew I wouldn’t last anywhere near long enough to put my dick in every single one of them. Esme’s pitiful, begging whimpers already threatened to spill me out in my pants.

Fuck it. I reached around Sierra’s waist and busted her jeans loose.

Jerking at belt loops, I had her backside exposed, as well as that growing wet spot on the orange cotton over her slit. Another pull had the line of her cunt glistening like that fucking tree.

Steadying her ass and working the front of my slacks with the other hand, I didn’t have the nerve to hold back any longer. Esme gasping and breaking her voice like that had talked me into doing more than feeling my prick jab against the inside of my boxers.

I grabbed my shaft and batted the tip against the folds of Sierra’s cunt. She jerked forward and then eased back just enough to pass for consent around my place.

Sliding in as our house ‘pet’ moaned again, my head dropped to the left. Locking eyes with Esme, she looked like she was desperate to come.

Ever the generous host, I couldn’t help asking, “Having fun yet?”

Alisa picked up the motion.

Nodding as her chin shook, I couldn’t tell if Esme was doing it as an answer or her pussy going full-overload. Not that it mattered, either way.

Sierra reached back and spread her cheeks. But that wasn’t her real purpose for doing it.

I grabbed her wrists and bunched them together. Wrapping one hand around both, I used the other to push her face into Gracie’s chest.

Another set of moans filled my ears, almost drowning out the soft pat of my clothed hips beating on Sierra’s ass.

Great as it felt, I had to slam myself as deep as I could into the little hell-beast. Even if it was through her cunt, she almost split from asshole to appetite.

Gracie’s legs came up and held Sierra’s hips in position for me. Whatever Kylee was doing as her fingernails grazed my staff, it put our favorite whipping-post in the ideal position. With one more push, Sierra was absolute putty dripping around my dick.

I looked over at Esme one last time. Her neck had tensed as she lost herself in Jaida’s attention to her breasts.

The whole pile of limbs and breathtaking measurements on the sofa pulsed at once. Giving another push into Sierra, I wasn’t ready for the communal moan that primed my shaft to set off like a damn mortar.

A wild fit set off to my left. I’d heard plenty of Esme struggling in the past couple of days, but this was something different.

The roof of Sierra’s cunt pushed against that best part of my dick, forcing my tip until it crushed against her easy-button.

Shit fire and save the matches… I drove in a little harder.

Both of her feet curled, toe tips almost against heels. All I had to do was swat that ass and pile in to seal her fate.

Like one catastrophic disaster setting off another, Esme and Sierra came like they were trying to win something. Everyone stopped at once. These were the sort of climaxes you just had to let play out on their own.

I pulled out of Sierra, leaving her shaking against Gracie’s body. With those two and Esme occupied, I shot glances between the remaining trio. “There’s three of you, and three of them. How do we do the swap, and which pair gets me?”

If it were only two, it’d have been as easy as coin toss. We all looked at each other, thinking over what would make it fair. Everyone in the room but Esme already knew I tried to be fair as possible, despite having my clear favorites.

Then it hit me. Grabbing the pen from my pocket, I jotted a letter on my palm before asking so they wouldn’t know what to look for. “A, B, or C. Pick one. Second place goes to the next letter up.” I pointed at Jaida, first.

“B.”

Then to Kylee. “A.”

Alisa grinned at me. “That makes me C.”

Holding my palm out, it made Alisa’s smile grow even wider. “I haven’t got hold of that first new girl yet.”

Rolling back around to A, the runner-up’s prize went to Kylee. “Who do you want? Sierra or Esme?”

Like always, she looked at her roommate and walked forward without saying a word.

I looked at Jaida. “Looks like you get the fresh meat this round. Have fun.”

Now I had to pick my team to crash. Alisa and Gracie, Kylee and Sierra, or Jaida and Esme… Every choice had its perks.

But seeing two pairings of a blonde and brunette, I chose the far right of the couch. A redhead and dirty-blonde had some novelty left in it for me. Now all I had to decide was if I’d put my dick in Gracie or Alisa.

Articles of clothing started flying off them. By the time I stopped judging my options, bras were coming undone.

Standing there slack-jawed wasn’t gonna get my dick wet. As moans started erupting from all six of them again, I almost tore my belt in half getting it off.

Pants slid down, showing me the set of whale-tails I’d already narrowed it down to. Alisa in red that complimented her rich tone, and Gracie barely covered in a light purple that made her seem far more innocent than she was.

My body cooled a few degrees as the room heated up. Bodies tangled and the sweet aroma of girls having at each other overwhelmed the candle burning nearby.

Erect as the building itself, I couldn’t help walking out of my last bit of clothes.

Alisa had let Gracie take the top, squeezing her ass as they made out next to Kylee and Sierra.

Both of them scooted down the cushions until Gracie was in the floor, with Alisa barely on the edge. At least I knew who was getting this round’s poke.

Grabbing her waistband, I dropped until I had my cock aimed for the homeland. Pulling down, it revealed the shining excess on Gracie's slit while Alisa took advantage, spreading both lips with her fingers.

It was as good an invitation as any. Dropping to one knee, I planted my other foot on the sofa.

Spitting into my palm, I rubbed it down my shaft and took aim.

Backing herself up until I felt the warmth on my tip, Gracie had already started eating Alisa out. A couple of knocks at her door pulled her a little closer.

Almost breaking in, I closed my hands around her waist. Ready for that sudden entry I’d found Gracie loved so much, I took a deep breath as Kylee and Esme began pitching a fit.

Breaking that instant of calm, I forced myself in. Gracie backed herself into me, lending some extra friction to her slick walls.

I bucked my hips to get a little more of the texture inside her. Rocking myself against her, hungry for more than I had any business claiming, every vein in my body pulsed.

Esme and Kylee started moaning even harder. As Gracie matched them, I lifted her ass, hugging around her until she was running down my thighs. Then Alisa joined in, cupping my balls and lapping away at Gracie’s clit until her skin started going rosy.

Wetness surged around my cock. Escalating things a little more, I slammed back into that addictive cunt until Gracie couldn’t plead any harder. My body was starting to overheat, but I wasn’t done fucking her yet.

Reaching back and raking her nails against my sides, she finally got out, “That’s it!” Another crash got her even more fervent about it. “Fuck! Yes!”

If I could have buried more of myself in her, I would have. But I was already using all the power I had, almost daring myself to come.

The only ache that actually feels good rumbled up from my sack. Alisa caressing away wasn’t making it any less dangerous.

A hard dip forced Gracie over the edge. Wet, shaking, and broken, her limit gave out.

I almost wanted to cry, keeping myself planted deep and feeling my soul hurt at leaving what I really wanted undone. Every time, the urge to blast a load in her fought back. But I knew she hated it.

Alisa had already stopped her oral tease, pushing her ass back on the couch until she couldn’t reach the family jewels any more. I barely heard her tell Gracie, “He wasn’t lying, you do taste that good.”

Not that Gracie had enough sense left to process it. Ripping myself out of her, Alisa and I let Gracie drop to the side.

Alisa’s shameless jealousy came out as she opened her legs like a book. “I know you want the newbie, but have you got enough left for me?”

My shaft was still covered in Gracie, or at least what she’d gushed from within herself. I wanted to put my hands on my knees, bend over, and take a breather. But what’s the fun in that? “If you insist.”

She held both wrists up, wiggling herself until I couldn’t miss.

I grabbed hold. Squeezing with all I had and invading in one fell swoop, we’d gotten a little too good at this. But if Alisa was one thing, it had to be smooth.

She offered more of herself, spreading her thighs a little wider. The pliant, silken ridges in her cunt caressed the skin on my dick. She gripped those legs around me, at least as hard as I had on her wrists.

Roaming the full passage, I twisted and writhed my body until her eyes shut. Or at least, as much as those velvety, bronzed gams would let me.

I was cradled in pure silk, both inside and outside of her. Sweat crept around the edge of my forehead again. But I was still eager to rush it all and get myself off.

Used to the buffet of poon as I was, Alisa gritted her teeth as she looked up at me. Hissing in a steamy voice, she begged, “Don’t forget who you’re after.”

I half sighed, half growled from the bottom of my throat. A massive load of climax was maybe a dozen thrusts away. Pulling out again made me shudder, but she was right.

Esme was already consumed by her own instinct, shouting away as Jaida pushed a third finger in. And just as fast, all three came out.

A hard gasp silenced everyone. The poor girl twisted in on herself, snapping like a cheap pencil, unable to process how the long tease had ended.

Getting my attention with a heel against my ass, Alisa put it in simple terms, “Go for it. I don’t think I’ve ever seen a girl so vulnerable.”

Jaida got out of my way with just a tap on her shoulder. As much as I wanted to fuck her too, she got the message.

The only other one I couldn’t bury myself in got it just as clearly. Moving in to hold Esme, Kylee snuggled against our newest addition, keeping her down on her left side.

Esme whimpered in anticipation. She was still a mess, and proving every bit as delicate as a new girl should. But if she was that delicate, she’d have to get over it fast, living here.

That orgasm Jaida had gifted her still had Esme smoldering as she quivered. Kylee met their lips as I readied my cock.

It was time to claim the prize I deserved. Despite trying to fuck up everything I’d built for myself, with the help of the nkisi figure, I still wanted to give her more than three hots and a cot. Rent-free living, in the lap of luxury… My apartment was more than just a shelter for wayward hotties.

I gripped one hand on her ass, the other on one of her just-right tits. Something about Esme put a greed in me that I’d been silencing for days. Now it was finally time to cash in.

Jaida cleared out, taking Kylee’s place with Sierra. Alisa followed right behind her. Now all I had to deal with were my two honey-toned brunettes.

Esme kept panting on her side, facing the rest of the crowd to my right and sinking deeper into Kylee’s arms.

It wasn’t my usual way of going about a first time. Still, horizontal pussy boasts some merits. Pushing yourself side-to-side when it’s like that drives a girl fucking wild.

Sliding my tip between her folds, I wanted to keep the full head of steam going. But she was the new girl. Why waste our first ‘meeting’ on a quickie?

The squeeze of her passage got tighter. Before I had the first inch through, Esme belted out this shrill, girlish noise that made the windows rattle. She was pure tightness, and it only got better from there.

I kept my hold on her midriff as she tried wriggling deeper into the couch. But with nowhere to go, her lean body was helpless against the unspeakable things I wanted to do to her. Another shove had the poor thing screaming again, but only at half the volume.

Esme surrendered, easing her walls enough to let me slide through. I couldn’t help smiling as the skin under her navel bulged against my palm. Just enough to let me know she was beyond stuffed.

Kylee wasn’t letting up either. Cradling Esme’s jaw with both hands, she looked after the girl like she was her own to dote after.

Seeing as how I had a thing going on with Kylee, it made the depth of my cock inside Esme feel that much more forbidden.

Tanned legs knotted up until they couldn’t move anymore. Then both faces pressed together, each of them moaning like I had an extra dick in play.

But what I didn’t see until I glanced to the right, was Sierra, Jaida, and Gracie crawling their fingers between Kylee’s legs. With Alisa whispering God knows what in their ears, because of course.

Staggering back, I gritted my teeth and careened myself back inside Esme. Watching those two moan as their tongues tried wrapping around each other was pretty fucking cute.

Then she throbbed, right about the time someone’s finger batted her clit. I wanted to keep it slow. I promise.

The darling little thing ended that fantasy. She gripped her legs around mine, steaming out a breath as Kylee dropped a hand between Esme’s thighs.

One of them was about to come. The question was, would light off first? Hell, I was in the running too.

Every part of me wanted to drop. Brunette curls, that girl-next-door thing, and everyone elses’ effort dared me to keep going.

Someone pushed my ass as hard as she could. Looking down didn’t tell me a fucking thing. They were all in on it.

Pins tingled up my shaft. Esme had me locked deep, but it didn’t need motion to happen.

One of them moaned and twisted with her back against my legs. It could have been Jaida, but I’d felt Sierra lose it exactly like that too.

The scent of everyone joining the party goaded me into being a hell of a lot more frantic. Which threw Esme into a fucking fit that Kylee’s mouth couldn’t keep inside.

She was no virgin, but Esme kept up that deceptive act. Squealing and collapsing into herself like that, I figured she hadn’t been laid since some awkward night in high school. Either way, the more torment for her, the better.

All six of them moaned, totally out of sequence and distinct from each other. I joined in, feeling the bliss of tight pussy squeezing back. The only heartbreaking thing was that it had to end at some point.

Hugging both arms and trying to keep my breath flowing, I rammed a couple of firm drives right at her core.

Someone took a break from her own little world to comment, “God, she’s so damn close.”

It gave me the motivation to jerk back, almost all the way out of her. My nerves frayed as I planted another merciless stab.

Too many hands and too many voices mingled together. As I angled my shaft to play with every part of Esme’s cunt, I knew we were all starved and ready to see how the girl would handle our ‘initiation ritual.’

Gracie took a spot behind Esme, helping Kylee stop the shaking from moving. I gazed back at her, both pupils smiling as much as her lips. “It’s okay, you’re safe to come in her.”

Sumptuous as the thought was, I still had a way to go. “How do you know that?”

Esme moaned harder. Which was enough of a confirmation for me.

Gracie bit at Esme’s ear, smirking up at me the whole time. As her teeth parted, she traced the arch of her undergrad’s sleek curves with one finger. “Why would I lie?”

My mouth dropped open, feeling the inevitable explosion jump forward a couple of minutes. And even if she wasn’t safe to come inside, it’s not like it would ruin me.

Tender walls grasped at my cock again. I bucked myself for another shove, sliding through a little too easily as an intense flood of wetness exploded within Esme’s hips. One way or another, something potent was about to burst forth.

Everyone cradled themselves around the girl as I crushed forth. The sudden rush hit me as her pussy gripped tight, starved for what I alone could give her.

With both of her legs clinging tight around mine, Esme kept me locked deep. One little push from her ankles popped a fuse somewhere in me. What felt like the most important fuck of my life was about to end, with all sirens and flashing lights blaring.

Drops of sweat merged on the tip of my nose. Taking what precious little slack I could get, I forced myself out as far as I could.

The pure obsession took hold. Jamming in with every ounce of weight I had, the surge shot from balls, to shaft, and right out of my tip.

Someone’s fingers twisted her clit, making good on that slow build. Esme’s body fought to twist, stuck in place as her cunt gripped hard enough to almost hurt me.

My second blasted out. Like I was possessed by an obsession, I crammed myself as deep as I could manage. If my dick wasn’t drowning in its own cum, I would have been slacking off.

Every jet exhausted me a little more. Steeling myself against her screams, I spent it all in one final attempt.

Her pussy kept holding tight, forcing her entire body to move as I tried giving another pull back and that final thrust.

The last drops trickled out as the point of exhaustion hit me like a train. Even as I shrank inside her, all four sides of Esme’s walls refused to let go.

My neck craned back. Overloaded and running on fumes, it felt like I was trying to pull my dick out of a Chinese finger trap.

I finally broke free. “Fucking hell!”

But the whole audience kept their stares focused on Esme. As her legs came undone and I could back away, my heart skipped beats trying to keep up.

Their attention had already turned to fighting over who would lick the mess clean.


Poor Steve. The guy never could get used to yet another girl prancing around my apartment. He didn’t even have the chance to sit his briefcase down the next morning before asking, “Wait, you’ve got six living here now?”

“Yeah.” I gave Jaida a wink as she put three glasses of scotch on the table. “What about it?”

“The money from handling your shit keeps coming my way, but I’ve gotta wonder how many more you’ll cram in this place.”

Gracie had confirmed it. My nkisi figure bought the farm, and the spirit trapped inside was ready to hit up the next plane of existence.

“I think this is it. I mean, I could give up my bedroom and cram another pair in, but that would drive me batshit.”

Knocks a little too hard for one of the neighbors clamored from the door. Steve glanced my way. “That’s probably Jim Lonnigan. Fucker never shows up on time, even for court.”

Standing up, I held an open palm out to Jaida. “I’ve got it.” Because these girls weren’t my servants. They had their own lives to take care of, and her ass was on the verge of running late for work.

In fact, according to Gracie, everyone but herself was free of the wish that had made them mine. Yet nobody was leaving.

Looking through the peep-hole, sure enough, it was my scummy attorney. But standing right next to him, was a face it took me a few seconds to remember.

Really? This guy again?

You remember Mr. Worker-Drone who threw a fit about my gift to a homeless guy, right after I’d met Jaida?

It was said homeless feller instead. This time, a hell of a lot cleaner. Even if his suit fit like a tarp draped over a boat weighed down by a couple of cinder blocks.

I couldn’t unlock the door fast enough.

The sudden hug around my neck from Lonnigan’s guest put my lawyer on edge. “Easy! I know you’re looking for work, but I think doing your damn job would be a better way to pay him back.”

My throat bubbled with laughter, but I kept it in, somehow. “It’s alright. I already know this guy.”

Jaida figured out who it was a second or two later. “Huh... I guess you were right.”

Steve broke the silence, but not the dude’s hug. “Well, now that we’re all here, can we get down to fucking business?”

I patted the guy on the shoulder. “Exactly. I’ve got research trips to Africa to fund.”

Lonnigan kept his mouth shut, but Steve hadn’t gotten the memo about Gracie and Esme. “Nate, you wanna tell me what this is about? I understand you’ve got cash to piss away, but it should go to something that earns money back.”

“So long as you keep getting paid, what’s the fucking problem?”

The vein in his forehead pulsed, visibly. “Listen, it’s nice that you’re funding academic research and all, but what’s the situation where you come out on top here?”

Another figure, now that I had the key to understanding how to survive the damn things. But he didn’t have to hear that. Fucker would take that knowledge and run with it. “Will it save me that couple million or not?”

“Of course, but it’s still dumber than a second—”

Steve, Lonnigan, and my old friend dropped their jaws and whatever they had in their hands.

Gracie and Esme came out of their room, not minding the attention one bit.

I pulled at my collar, wondering how soon I could get them to myself again. “Gentlemen, they’re the researchers I’m funding. As soon as you all get your dicks settled, let’s set up this trust. We’ve all got other things to do.”

Lonnigan put his brain back in his head first. “Alright. Let’s talk business.”

“Good.” I stopped long enough for Jaida to lean in and give me a peck on the cheek before she ran off for the bar. “I’ve got a consignment shop, but it needs to be something more. Dealing in art and antiquities is a legal clusterfuck.”

Steve groaned, not trying to hide how much the extra work chapped his ass. “And who’s gonna run the operation?”

Alisa poked her head around the corner. “I’m used to haggling with high-rollers, and these two are the best you’ll find at appraising rare artifacts.”

Not satisfied, Steve asked the obvious question. “You’ve brought her out before, but who the hell is she?”

Lonnigan cracked his knuckles. “The last person you want to see in a courtroom, if your client is rich. Bitch has sold every loaded asshole in Chicago something that comes up in a divorce case.” Not that he was disappointed in seeing her.

Alisa smirked before going back to whatever she was doing. “Good to see you again, Jim.”

He turned to Steve. “If she’s on board, our guy’s got his ass covered. Let’s hear him out.”

“Fuck!” Steve looked at me like we were back in high school, and I’d just saved his ass again. “Alright, but if this goes sideways, I wasn’t involved.”

“Dude, your signature is plastered all over my shit. It’s too late for that.” I reached for my trusty backpack, grabbing his pay.

Before it skittered across the table, Steve got the drill. “You’re still an asshole.”

Not that she was in the room, but Sierra would have agreed.

I was done pussy-footing around. “Let’s get down to it. Besides, I’ve still got the whole ‘marriage’ thing to figure out.”

Steve almost shat himself in his chair. “What!?” And that vein kept throbbing.

Alisa poked her head around again. “Believe it or not, she’d probably call the ring I had in mind ‘too much.’”

“Nathan, you’ve known these girls for all of three months, at best. Hell, two of them weren’t even here last week. Don’t go fucking your wealth up like this!”

Lonnigan sighed and glanced at the windows. “A prenup will cost three grand. Getting her to sign on isn’t something you can buy, though.”

As it turns out, she was around. Right on time, Sierra rolled out of her room. “She’ll sign it. Asshole didn’t even consider me, but we’ve got this love-hate thing going on. We still like each other, somehow.”

I knew my figure’s hold over her was gone, but the rules in my house hadn’t changed. “And you’d better keep your fucking mouth shut.”

Steve leaned back in his chair as much as he could, staring at the weird, modernish chandelier above. “You tell them to jump, and they ask, ‘How high?’ Really?”

“Not exactly.”

Sierra lifted a middle finger my way at full-staff, just to drive the point home.

“See?”

“Christ, you’re an idiot.” Steve looked at Jim. “Well, write the man a prenup. You know his money spends as well as any other client’s.”

Something didn’t sit right with me. “Hold up. How do you know which one I’m after?”

“You’ve got six, and the other five know already.” Steve shook his head. “I mean, really dude?”

And plunging the knife in, Sierra paced a little closer. “She’s always sucked up to him, even before this statue mess happened.”

Bullshit. “I couldn’t get either of you to look my way before that crate busted through your ceiling. Don’t even try that shit.”

“Piss off. She pretended you didn’t exist because I told her not to.” Sierra leaned her ass against the side of my chair. “You remember who jumped in your bed first. Kylee was just looking for an excuse.”

“But you sucked my dick before anyone else here. Remember when I came in your mouth, driving through New Castle?”

Our formerly homeless friend stuck a hand up like it was a classroom. “Is this how everyone in these towers live? Because damn, I need to get in on this.”

Maybe a few others did, but everyone else in the building seemed normal enough, aside from the obscene fortunes. I shook my head at him while I gave Sierra a hard tap on the rear. “No. I just hoard women like some crazy cat lady. I wouldn’t recommend it.”

Sierra leaned closer, talking where nobody else would hear. “That’s why you asked if I could trade shifts with her today, isn’t it?”

“What do you mean?” Not that I wanted to ignore my guests, but this seemed more important.

“You said you had to burn that figure. That’s why you’re dropping me off and picking her up. And you’d better not put a scratch on my car.” Sierra knew she was riding mass-transit back home that night.

“Fine, you caught me.”

“And that’s when you’ll pop the question, isn’t it?”

“Congratulations, you figured it out.” The drive to Nana’s would take hours, but I couldn’t think of a better person to share the news with first. “Hold it in for one day, alright?”

Everyone was staring at us. Jaida, Gracie, Alisa, and Esme included.

Clearing my throat, I knew it was time for business. “Kylee’s the sweetest girl I’ve ever met, but I get the pre-nup thing. Now, what about this expedition trust and antiquities dealership? It’s time I go legit.”
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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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