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READER ADVISORY:

This is a work of erotic fiction and is not suitable for readers under the age of 18. Please enjoy this story, but be advised that it contains sexual themes and explicit language. The characters and events in this story are intended for titillation purposes only and in no way represent any real people or transpired events. Any similarity to actual individuals or events is purely coincidental. All characters depicted are the age of 18 or above.
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Author's Note: January showed up and whooped me hard. I’d been sitting on this last installment of My Club, My Harem as a rough draft for a few weeks, hoping my wife’s mandatory overtime and re-enrollment in college would give me a break. Now that we’re settling into something like a routine, I’m back on a decent writing schedule.

With this series wrapping up, I’ll be getting back on Billionaire Bimbo Heiress Harem. Part two of that series is closing in on done, and my next series after that one wraps up is already in the planning stages. I’ve also go a few loose ends I want to get tucked away before the end of February, so I’ve got my work cut out for me.

And you may have noticed the formatting of my books has changed for some titles. This particular book will be the last one that looks this way, and several others will get facelifts in that department as I dig through the 100+ title catalog I’ve built up over the years. Mainly bundles to fix some internal link issues, but the newer formatting just looks far better.



MY CLUB, MY HAREM 5

I turned my car off in the parking lot of Ted Albert’s church. Almost all of the club’s employees, girls and general staff, had agreed to swing a night in the soup kitchen and homeless shelter. Shuttering the club for a night to do some good didn’t feel like a good idea, though. Not because I was losing money, but because of the obvious answers I felt Reverend Ted owed me.

Dara opened the passenger-side door. “Andy, you coming?”

My keys brushed against the top of my thigh, snapping me out of the thousand-mile stare at the dusk colors I had going on. “Yeah.”

“You’ve been kinda weird for the past few weeks. Something’s chewing your ass.” She gave me a quick jab on the arm and lightened her tone. “It’s because you’re crushing on Sylvia and I won’t let you touch her, isn’t it?”

She didn’t know the first damn bit of it, or that I’d already plowed Sylvia like a field a dozen times behind her back. “It’s nothing to worry about. Just a funk.”

My real father, Ted, stepped out of the side-door closest to us. He waved for us to come on in like nothing had changed. I’d been avoiding him every time he showed up at the club since learning the truth, though.

Dara got out and shut the door behind her. Trotting over in one of her few non-stripper outfits, ass hugging jeans and a heavy, orange sweater, she wrapped both arms around my real dad like always.

I didn’t know if I’d throw a punch, brush him off, or pass myself off like nothing was up. Still, I had to get out of the damn car at some point.

My ‘father,’ or Dara’s actual dad, always had a saying that suddenly made a lot of sense to me. ‘We are but farts in a thunderstorm, wafted around on winds we can’t understand.’It kinda explained his obsession with Wheel in the Sky, having the same message behind it and all. But I wouldn’t catch the real basis of his carefree attitude until later.

The only thing I knew for sure was, I wanted some answers I was due years ago. I put on the best imitation of a straight face I could. “Go on in. I’ve gotta ask Ted something.”

Dara laid both arms over the roof of my car and leaned in through the window I hadn’t rolled up yet. Even in a baggy sweater, the outline of her tits put me back in my normal place. “Alright, but don’t take too long. You know half the girls’ll spend all night smoking out here if they don’t know what’s up.”

“Sure.” I finally slipped the keys out to the ignition and into my pocket. “Go on in.”

Even with everything on my mind and the five other girls I’d been slamming, something about Dara’s ass did things to me. Especially on the rare occasions she paired high heels with jeans.

But I suffered from the strip club owner’s dilemma: How can you be true to one woman, without being false to all the others? It’s not like I wanted all of them. Just the ones I couldn’t keep my hands off and prick out of. But as the three men who spawned myself, Sylvia, and Dara one fateful night could tell you, that’s the ultimate downfall of too many guys.

If I was gonna be like our fathers, I at least needed clarity. Stepping out of the car and waving Ted over, I leaned against my door until he got close.

He was polite and unassuming as always. “Is something wrong, Andrew?”

Plenty. “It’s nothing I have to figure out in one night,” an instant of hesitation tripped me up, “but I know my father’s still alive.”

“That girl who interrupted our last talk told you the truth, then.” As telling as happy tears, the regretful smile on his face spoke to years of anguish. “I thought she looked too much like her mother.”

I figured the bounce of new headlights entering the lot was just another one of my people showing up. “You’ve gone out of your way to watch over me, finally,” I almost thought that last word was too cruel, “so it’s not like I can hate you for it.”

“You can think it’s wrong if you want, but we had reasons for keeping the truth from you and Dara.”

Mom’s suicide right after she learned I was getting serious with Dara chapped my ass anew right then and there, though. “Any explanation for why Wheel in the Sky keeps popping up in all this?”

“All three of you were conceived to that song, but as best friends, we all agreed it was our theme. You can probably guess that I didn’t plan on preaching at that point.” Ted eyed the couple of guys getting out of the car. “No...”

Frank’s big pickup pulled in about the time I recognized who they were. Mick and Wes, our white supremacist pests from earlier, probably thought the club’s security wouldn’t be a problem at the church.

“Get inside and lock the—” Mick reaching for his waist put my spine on dry ice. “Fuck, get down.”

I scrambled with Ted to the other side of my car. One of my regular dancers ducked behind her own vehicle, crouching like she expected an execution. All I could do was stand there, hoping they were only there to to show their asses.

I was damn glad Frank had my back, though. As he marched over, Mick and Wes stopped in their tracks. Then my star bouncer’s monster-truck-announcer voice split the air like an ax. “I already told both of ya! I’m not gonna shoot the next time you two show your asses. I’ll put a foot so far up em’, you’ll taste my damn boot!”

The funny thing about people proud of coming from a race they think is superior to all others is, their family trees look more like a telephone pole than anything with branches. Mick and Wes weren’t about to prove me wrong here.

As much as I felt like I owed Ted a broken jaw, the instant Wes drew that pistol, I ducked along with him. “Stay the hell down. It’d piss me off too much if you die before I get my answers.”

Frank had his Glock out just as fast. “Drop it! I will put a new hole in your head if you so much as look my way!”

Mick already knew he was in over his head. Backing off like he didn’t even know Wes, he was like a dog tucking his tail between his legs so hard, it’d split him in half. Or so I thought.

One last warning from Frank boomed across the parking lot. “You really wanna die wearing a tank-top, motherfucker?”

The k-tink of a slug hitting sheet metal met my ears first.

Jesus fuck!

And I’d left my revolver in the usual drawer of my desk.

The shock of more gunshots had me ducking and covering alongside Reverend Ted. A few more pops later, another sound told me it was all over. As if someone had dropped lifeless pounds of meat on the pavement.

I put my chest on the ground to have a look.

“Oh…” My heart felt like it had skipped a beat or seven. “Shit!”

Wes wasn’t just dead. Apparently Frank liked hollow-points too.

My hired savior’s voice boomed out again, but I wasn’t sure who Frank was barking orders at. “You! Call the fuckin’ cops!”

I watched him put a new clip in his gun and then check for a pulse he knew wouldn’t be there. Frank knew the drill. Which is why former military police make the best bouncers.

At that point, Ted was the least of my worries. “Frank! You alright?”

“Yeah. Just shook up.” And understandably so.

The bravery to poke my head out finally hit me, but you don’t get Doofus without Dingus. “Where’s that other moron?”

By that point, a good third of my staff was pouring out of the church. A choice scream of ‘WHAT THE FUCK!?’ made it all too real.

Summoning the nerve to make my location clear to everyone, I shouted, “Get your asses as far away from here as you can!” I’m no hero, but I wasn’t about to let this get any worse than it already was. “Now!”

Ted pulled me out of the adrenaline pipeline with a tug at my sleeve. “We’ve dealt with these men before.” The hard edge of worry on his face made my heart skip even more beats. “He’s gonna kill everyone he thinks isn’t of his own type.”

And when you’re dealing with Aryan Brotherhood shits like Mick, that means everyone who disagrees with them. Especially if they think they’re about to get martyred for the sake of upholding… stuff they’re proud about, even if they claim it only by accident of birth.

“You’ve gotta be shitting me, Dad.” I held my stare in his eyes until I felt that mutual click between us. “Where’s the closest way into the church?”

“The side door Dara just went in.”

I scanned the throng of people spilling out of the place. No Dara, and no Mick. “Keep your fuckin’ head down and take care of everyone out here. Got it?”

My dad started to nod before a muted gunshot from inside made him stop.

I didn’t have a gun on me, but it wasn’t the time for acting rationally. “Call the police, and make sure you mention ‘convicted felon, active church shooting, and a man down.’” If those words wouldn’t get a convoy headed our way, nothing would.

Ted had one last bit of advice. “Right past that door, the main power cut-off’s to your left.”

With no idea what I was about to charge into or who I was about to see dead in front of me, I knew it was time to do what I could, no matter the consequences. “Frank!”

He knew what was up, and a guy that big shouldn’t have been able to move that fast. He was right next to me before I cleared the concrete steps to the church’s side entry. “How many people are still in there?”

Aside from Mick and Dara, I had no idea. “Enough that it matters.” Another shot rang out from inside as I opened the door, followed by an agonizing scream I couldn’t make out the gender of. “I’ll cut the lights. Whatever it takes, we’ve gotta drop the bastard.”

The distant whine of a siren didn’t reassure me at all. Seconds meant lives.

Right before we crossed the threshold of the entrance, Frank told me somewhere between a whisper and a growl, “Boss, you’re not even armed. Let me take care of it.”

“To hell with it. I’ve got my own reasons for going in.”

As much as I could tell Frank didn’t like it, he knew why I wasn’t turning back. “I’ll do what I can, but I can’t promise anything.”

Almost ripping the panel off the breaker box, I slapped blindly at the power shut-off. The instant the church went dark, I knew it was time to get shit done or die trying. “I know. Watch the main hallway.”

The wimpy fire extinguisher just to the right of the breakers was all I had at my disposal. It was better than nothing. Barely.

I risked ten feet of the hall until I had a branch to my right. Halfway down that corridor, I heard another shot about twelve feet below me, and then another round of screams. We weren’t even on the right fucking floor.

“Frank! Downstairs!” I knew it told Mick he wasn’t going unopposed anymore, but it’s not like he was showing mercy anyway.

“Gotcha!” Heavy steps descended at the other end of the hall. It had to be Frank diving right into the chaos.

I felt my way through the darkness until I knew I had to be at the front of the building. Feeling my way with a single hand and foot, I knew I was at the top of the staircase Mick had taken down.

After pulling the pin like a grenade, the fire extinguisher was ready to go. Whether I’d blind the shit-head or club him with it, I didn’t care. It was a damn sight better than the shitty pocketknife I had in my pants.

Hitting the first landing of the staircase, the smell of gunpowder and blood made me dry-heave. I rounded the barrier wall and peeked around the corner. The red exit signs gave off just enough light for me to see a couple of bodies slumped in the middle of the hallway.

FUCK! The metallic reek filled my mouth with heat and a flavor that was about the same.

Then I heard a familiar voice among a few others at the far end of the hallway. It was Dara’s, barely making it through the sobs of kids, to the point I couldn’t make out her words.

A silhouette darted from the left side as I made out Frank aiming in my direction. Before I could even hit the floor, the sound of two different guns reverberated down the hallway.

Kids screamed from roughly where I’d heard Dara’s voice.

But the closer footsteps kept marching on. Mick was still on his feet.

As much as I wanted to scream for Frank, I knew better. My right hand gripped the trigger for the extinguisher as the other squeezed against the hose. The pressurized contents wouldn’t kill Mick, but it might give me a second or two of a fighting chance.

I blasted plumes every couple of steps as I ran toward the motherfucker. The shots rang my ears as I felt the pressure from something cutting the air within inches of my head.

Every blind step forward felt like a death-sentence. But you know what? Sometimes a guy’s gotta grow a pair even a gun can’t surrogate for him.

Frank’s voice cried out, “Jesus fuck! I’m shot!”

I put all my weight against the mass of flesh I’d just collided with. The sound of metal sliding against the fire extinguisher sounded enough like the barrel of a gun. I brought my arms down as hard as I could.

Normally, that first k-thunch would have stopped me. But when you’re fighting for your life, you don’t care about shit like that. I didn’t snap out of the rage until Frank pulled me away, his own blood spreading through the back of my shirt. Whether that maroon smear on my arm came from Frank himself or the pulp I’d crushed Mick’s head into with the fat end of that fire extinguisher, I never did find out.

With everything else that would happen later that night, that had to be for the better. I’d never been in a police department’s interview room until then. As just a witness, despite the solid kill I had to my name, there was no point in getting a lawyer involved. But Ted and Dara demanded to stay by my side the whole time.



Mustached and sporting a proud salt’n’pepper badge of age in his hair, the detective handed me his card. “You’re free to go, even though I’m sure we’ll have more questions in the coming days. I wouldn’t advise anyone do what you did, but you definitely saved lives tonight.”

Aside from Mick and Wes, two of the homeless guys Ted always helped didn’t make it out alive, either. The last I’d heard about Frank, he was still in surgery, but the doctor I talked to didn’t see a reason he wouldn’t make a full recovery. He was lucky the bullet lodged in one of those hulking biceps.

The rest of my staff had already blown up my phone, waiting on news of Frank’s surgery. Apparently, almost everyone had gathered at the club. At least when it comes to titty-bars that treat their people well, it becomes a surrogate family for them.

I knew the hospital wouldn’t tell me anything until he was sewn up, so I knew it was time to take care of everyone else. I scooted the metal chair back and shook the detective’s hand. Looking over at Dara, I said, “C’mon, I need to wash all this damn blood off me.”



All three of us kept quiet until we were a couple blocks away from the department. Dara had brought my car along with Ted in tow. Finally, ‘dad’ broke the ice.

“I can’t think of a better time to let the truth out, because nothing will be the same after this.” I almost snapped my neck looking back at him. “Dara, did you know I’m Andrew’s real father?”

She almost laughed it off. “I don’t think this is the time to lighten the mood.”

Might as well get it over with. “He’s not joking.” But I couldn’t tell her who her real father was, just yet. She’d already been through enough hell that night.

But Ted didn’t see it that way. “And the man Andrew thought was his father, is actually your own.”

Her fingers almost crushed the steering wheel. “No.” She never really knew who her dad was, but that cruel possibility was too much for her to process. “I wish you’d quit joking around, right now.”

I kept my mouth shut and looked out the passenger-side window.

Dara took the silence the way I didn’t want her to. “He is messing with us, right?”

I wanted to start talking, but I couldn’t. Why now, old man?

“He’s been quiet around both of us for the past several weeks. Now we both know why. Andrew told me what he’d found out, right before the shooting.”

“Andy!” Dara hit the gas, releasing pressure the only way she could. “Tell me he’s lying.”

I rolled my head around until I locked eyes with her. If it weren’t a straight, empty stretch of boulevard, I’d have grabbed the wheel myself. “Believe it or not, Sylvia knew all about this stuff. That’s who I heard it from.”

“So your dad, was actually my dad...”

In any other context, it’d have sounded like a sick joke. “Hey, we’re not brother and sister, so we’ve got that going for us here.”

“I won’t believe it until we all get tested.”

“And,” I tried putting a little oxygen back in the car, “your old boss is Sylvia’s dad. There’s a reason we were all born in the same month, in the same year. Apparently, all three of our dads got a little too wild with Shorty’s dancers one night.”

“So your mom...” I could tell Dara was connecting dots in her head. “That’s why she did what she did.”

I knew she was talking about the suicide. “Yeah, that’s the best I can figure.”

That’s when Ted spilled an answer I didn’t know I was ready for. “Emily knew Andrew would end up with either you, or Molly.” Sylvia’s real first name, Short being her true last. And now you know why Shorty’s has his nickname, despite the guy’s average height.

I did have to know one thing, though. “So why fake who was fathered by who?”

“Joe and I agreed to it as soon as we learned I’d have a son, and he’d have a daughter. He was afraid a girl wouldn’t carry on his business, in some manner.”

“He got his wish, I guess, but not in the way he imagined.” If she hadn’t talked me into it, Randy Andy’s wouldn’t be a thing to begin with. “And what did you do before you became a priest?”

As I looked back at my dad, his face drew up in shame. “Would you believe I was a coke dealer back then?”

“At this point, yeah, I would.” It explained why he was best buds with a strip-club owner and a sleazy arcade owner back then. “But why start preaching after all that?”

The disgrace melted away, a little. “When you live like I used to, ruining lives and lying just to get through every day, it breaks a man down. I looked in the mirror one morning and told myself I’d fix at least as much damage as I’d caused.”

Reminding the shepherd that he just indirectly got two members of his flock killed wouldn’t help. “As much of a head-fuck this whole situation is, at least now we know the truth.” I turned my attention back to Dara. “Right?”

Her eyes had turned to glass, like my question had been lost among the road noise. “Say what?”

I knew she was still in that denial phase, lost in her own head. “Just worry about driving.”

The entire situation was more fucked than a cheap whore at a bachelor party. Still, I had an employee on an operating table to worry about, and several others who were probably in the throes of developing PTSD. It was time to act like a fucking leader for once.



The minute we walked in the door, all heads turned our way. Packed with every dancer and regular staff member, as well as several unfamiliar faces, the whole place felt like it was open for business. But there was nobody on stage, and the silence was dense enough to stop a train.

I was tired of it before the door closed behind me. “Frank’s still in surgery, but the doctor told me he’s gonna make a full-recovery. He just got winged in the arm.”

About four dozen people started cheering in unison. Out of all of them, Shorty and Sylvia were the only ones who started moving our way.

The flash of movement shot from my peripheral vision. I don’t know if you’ve ever seen a Presbyterian minister and a strip-club owner hug like long-lost pals, but those two damn near knocked each other out with that embrace.

Sylvia coursed her way up to myself and Dara. “So, everyone knows the truth now?”

When I looked over, Dara was still taking it all in. Whatever she’d have to process, the girl just needed time to do exactly that. “I guess. Getting used to it’s been fucking my life up for weeks, though.”

Manicured fingers pulled at the top of my sleeve. You know, the one with Mick’s blood and gray matter all over it. “You two come with me. Everyone knows what they’ve been waiting to hear. Both of you look worse than a dried turd on a bad stretch of road.”



I waited on the couch after washing up and changing into fresh clothes. Sylvia used the secret knock, which I hadn’t told her about. I knew it was her way of proving the crazy story’s truth.

Through the floor-to-ceiling windows, everyone mingled among themselves. Strippers, hourly employees, and church-folk alike. Honestly, that scene confirmed our mutual humanity more than every feel-good video on the internet.

Like they were trying to sneak up on me, the bedroom door opened with hardly a sound. Sylvia broke the silence right behind me. “Andy, I’ve got some bad news.”

Any other time, it’d have sent me into a ‘fuck, is she pregnant?’ kind of scare. But after the night I’d had, I knew jokes were out of bounds. “What is it?”

Dara’s voice put me at ease, until it didn’t anymore. “You might as well return that ring you bought.”

I’m gonna kill that bitch! After whipping my head around, I stared bullets at Sylvia. “What the hell did you just tell her?”

“The truth.” She was way too relaxed, though. “All of it.”

Processing yet another emotional nuke as the mushroom cloud kept growing, I was ready to stand up and put the whole damn living room set through the windows. I’m not one for hitting women, but I was itching to backhand the hell out of a certain porn star’s cheek.

I tensed up with every step they took around opposite sides of the couch.

Before I could figure it all out, Dara rushed over and leaned her forehead against my shoulder. “Fate...”

“Excuse me?”

Sylvia had her phone up, the screen facing me as I tried killing her with a stare again. The flashing pattern on her screen was too damn familiar.

At least I didn’t have to fear Dara putting a knife between my ribs. “You knew this whole time, didn’t ya?”

“Dad sent me over to find out how much you two had figured out. He hadn’t even dreamed you’d find the lighting program that led to all three of us this fast.”

Something hadn’t clicked in my head, though. “So who pushed Dara into stripping, and what brought us together to begin with?”

Sylvia grinned like I was the most ignorant fool gracing the planet. “That light doesn’t just change someone’s behavior. It seems a little of the programming goes into the kids of any woman hit by it.”

The implications of that sank my guts to the floor. Starry, Cali, Dallas, and Ember had been reprogrammed by it too. I knew it was time to rip the damn thing out.

I felt my prick come to life as Dara ran her fingers down my side and pushed her face into my neck. The threesome I’d been dreaming of lately wasn’t my top priority, though. “I wish someone would have told me this shit before I went and used it on innocent people.”

“But if you don’t know the full implications, doesn’t that leave the unintended consequences on you?”

In my mind, it did. “So, what’s gonna happen, outside of what I’ve already seen?”

“You know.” Sylvia dropped the faux-fur jacket from her shoulders, somehow avoiding modesty, even in that gray turtleneck. “Every woman you’ve clobbered with that light will always come crawling back to you, and their children will feel drawn to where it all started for their mothers.”

Dara muttering ‘Fate...’ suddenly made sense. It also explained how Sylvia made her way back home, before the end of her prime. And why I wound up striking it off with Dara, in the same room where this whole fucking mess started.

That didn’t mean I had to like it. Even if I had to accept it.

“As soon as everyone’s outta here, I’m taking that damn thing down. It’s too dangerous.”

Sylvia wasn’t as bothered by it all as I was, but then again, she hadn’t just bludgeon a man to death with a fire extinguisher. “I wouldn’t destroy it. You could still use it for good.”

“As in?”

“I strip, and I used to do porn. Trust me, too many people in both are walking trainwrecks. You could always use it as a last resort option for girls who are about to self-destruct.”

Would it be skeevy if I did keep the light on hand for that exact reason, and nothing else? That seemed more like a job for mental health professionals. Assuming the mental health system wasn’t just a sick joke in this country.

“I’ll do it, but there’s no way I’m letting anyone else know how to use it.”

“Whoever rigged it up to work with your phone sure does.”

I trusted Reed not to fuck around with what he had no business using, but then again, the guy didn’t even know what the thing did. The whole rig was either going in my office, or the hidden suite.

Until my phone blasted with another call from the doctors, I spent the next couple of hours trying to keep Dara’s pants on. As soon as everyone got word that Frank had made it just fine, outside of an arm sling for a couple of months, the place cleared like the cops had shown up.



I had the lighting rig unhooked from the electrical system, and a few turns of one bolt left. If the damn thing fell and busted on the floor, I didn’t care. My right arm was still numb from forgetting to flip off its breaker.

About the size of a shoe box and cased in metal that had to be bulletproof, I struggled to get the thing down the ladder without killing myself in the process. But now it was down, unable to hijack anymore lives. Shorty still had to answer for why he’d given it to my ‘dad,’ to put in a kiddie pizza place, though.

“There.” I sat the damn thing on the third rung of the ladder. “Now, any idea why Shorty gave it to Joe?”

Sylvia had been busy giving Dara someone to rub all over in the nearest booth while I did all the real work. “Probably because he knew you’d end up finding a use for it. Our fathers always made sure we were taken care of, even if they did it all behind the scenes.”

The little league teams I’d been in as a kid always got a sponsorship from Shorty’s, under a different name, of course. And that was just the most obvious case. Any time my mom was short on cash, she happened on what she needed, somehow.

Midnight was closing in, but after the past several hours, none of us were feeling settled. I figured I’d leave the bastard light sitting there until the next day.

“Alright, it’s down.” I sat my socket wrench down on the same rung. That’s when I saw the piece of paper taped under the mounting bracket.

Sylvia caught me pulling it free. “My dad said Joe left a message on that thing. I was wondering about that.”

“Anything else I need to know?” The tape crumbled off the page as I unfolded it. Since he was never one to use a computer, it didn’t shock me that Joe’s message was handwritten.

The blue ink had faded about as much as the paper had yellowed, but the cursive was legible enough.

Andrew, Dara, or Molly,

If you haven’t found the whole truth yet, bring this letter to Jason Short or Ted Alberts. Either of these men will explain your pasts. In case all three of us have passed, I’ve placed another message behind the door only a journey can open. Between the bookcase and the bedroom door.

Joe

It told enough for any of us to get it, assuming we’d found the other clues, but not so much that some bumbling jackass would figure it out. And Joe never was one to talk much about his own past, even when I did still believe he was my father. It explained the distance he always kept, at least.

Folding the letter back into its original thirds, I sat it on top of the fateful light effect. “The only new thing is that he hid a note under the carpet. You know anything it’ll tell me that I don’t know yet?

Sylvia let Dara latch right onto her neck, just below her jaw. “Not that I know of, but your girlfriend’s getting out of hand.”

Dara was on the verge of moaning as she kept up the sexual assault. The right parts of my woman’s body were already flushing red, from her cheeks, right down to the backs of her hands.

“Fuck it. She’s gotten her head between the legs of every other girl I’ve hit with this fucking light. And I know you aren’t shy about getting with other chicks.”

“She already knows what we’ve been doing.” Sylvia bent her head back as Dara pushed even harder, and then opened her eyes again to stare right at me. “You can guess what we were doing in the bedroom earlier.”

Yeah, you two got right down to business, lickety-split. “Dara hated the idea of getting with other girls until the light got her. I kinda figured you two were doing something behind my back.”

“Just tonight.” Sylvia cradled the back of Dara’s head, pushing my girlfriend’s desperate face deeper into her neck. “She was pissed when I first told her about it, though.” Watching them right there and then, you wouldn’t know it.

Something made me pick the light up by the mounting arm. “Well, we doing this thing or not?”

Sylvia already had her answer packed and ready to shoot. “I didn’t think it’d take you this long to figure it out. We’ve been hinting at it since everyone else left.”

“I fucking noticed.” Taking down the curse that drew us together was more important, though. “Between bullets, dad-drama, and taking care of my people, it needed to wait its turn.”

The look in her face told me Sylvia got it loud and clear. “Your guy rewired it to plug into a wall socket. Why don’t you bring it upstairs with us?”

Reed had to do it that way, if only to get a smart plug to connect to my phone. “You’re really okay with losing control of yourself to it?”

“I just asked for it, didn’t I?” She gave a me a quick smirk and turned her attention to Dara.

Hauling the rig by its mounting arm, I started off toward the secret door in the kitchen. “You two coming, or not?”

They got up with hands all over each other to do exactly that, in more ways than one.



I sat the light on the dresser facing the bed. Chucking away the smart plug and jamming the prongs in the socket, all I needed to do was flip a switch. With a hard click, the whole room strobed in that chaotic pattern.

Even in the bursts of light, Dara’s eyes begged for our attention. The blinding desperation in her face ramped harder with every cycle of the blinking.

Sylvia already had her attention. As she grabbed Dara’s arm and tugged her toward the bed with one hand, the other lifted her ribbed turtleneck. Somehow the flashing light brought the tone in Dara’s skin out even more.

Dara had both of her tits cupped in Sylvia’s hands as her top fluttered to the carpet. As my personal blonde let my side-brunette take the top position, their bodies wrapped together while their faces met. A carnal atmosphere already filled the room.

Trusting them to know what they wanted, I walked over to the mattress. Taking position above and behind, I grabbed Dara’s wrists and pinned them to the edge of the bed. She didn’t fight back, compliant and waiting for us to cash the check for her body that the light had written.

I heard a clip open as her bra flared out. Watching her lean abdomen writhe in place and Sylvia sink a bit lower on her body, I couldn’t help admiring how fit both girls kept themselves.

Dara opened her eyes and stared up at me. Without saying it, everything about her asked, ‘Is this what you wanted?’

Giving her a quick nod, I squeezed her wrists even harder. It’s a good thing I did, because Sylvia’s work getting Dara’s jeans opened tensed my girlfriend’s entire body. It’s not like all that time in the gym left Dara weak.

Her pulse throbbed against my palms. She attempted to twist in place, letting me know our ‘friend’ had already got to work on the right areas. The slight part of her lips and that little flash of her front teeth happened about the time her eyes closed again.

Dara’s fingers tried gripping onto something until I let go and then locked our hands together. Her knuckles squeezed frantically around my own as Sylvia got to work on those panties, throwing her own ass in my face. The deep moan in Dara’s throat came from the right place, giving me exactly what I needed to search for Sylvia’s trigger.

Letting go of Dara’s hands and diving right between those soft, inviting folds in front of me, I had my favorite porn-starlet whimpering into my girlfriend’s cunt. That breathy, tired moan told me what I wanted to hear. Within seconds of driving my fingers into Sylvia’s g-spot, I had both of them ready to set off like it was the fucking space race, and the Soviets were on the verge of landing on the moon first.

The tips of my fingers roamed around Sylvia’s entry until I discovered the right spots. Plunging them right in until I felt the plump mound of her magic button, I started curling them in-sequence with each other.

Pressing my face even harder into her slit, I wasn’t giving up until Sylvia cracked first. She made a cute attempt at holding off, pushing my head away with a flat palm against my forehead.

“Fucking more!”

I didn’t care which one said it. Nipping at the primed bud at the tip of my tongue, I twerked my fingers even harder.

That’s when the rapturous chaos nearly flattened my head.

Dara crashed back to reality first, going wild like a long-delayed springtime.

Struggling to draw a new breath of her own, Sylvia was vulnerable as fuck between my girlfriend’s thighs. I took advantage and doubled down on that little bump between her thighs.

As her attempts at a scream grew louder, I snatched Dara by the wrist and forced her hand to take over. Sylvia was beyond drawing herself back from the inevitable finish, but that was fine by me. The little bitch needed a taste of her own medicine.

Feeling the sides of my head damn near crack, I kept pressing on. Two fingers dove in, tempting the exact spot Dara had always loved me to touch, several times a second. My middle and index fingers almost gave out as I flexed them as hard as I could.

The firm pulse of orgasm nearly snapped the digits in two as I reared back for air. Sylvia wasn’t just coming, hard. She damn near put one of my eyes out with that squirt.

Dara was already laughing at the turnaround and the mess we’d have to clean up later.

Pinching the inside corners of both eyes, she barely got out, “You’re gonna need a yellow bucket hat and rain jacket, like Paddington-fucking-Bear.”

As I whipped my fingers out of Ms. Grey and laughed my ass off, I didn’t expect the shower that was about to… ahem… come.

Sylvia had already rocked out the hardest of the tremors against the sides of my head. Drawing a rough breath into her lungs, she bit her bottom lip and begged, “More...”

I did the sane primal ‘take a breath before you die’ thing and then backed away. Gesturing with open palms toward that willing cunt, I winked at Dara before gasping out, “Your turn.”

Biting back a hard whimper, Sylvia was already well on the way to her next rapture. I didn’t care at that point. I needed a fucking glass of water, or at least a breather.

I left them to it, walking out to preserve my own ass. Something about finding yourself in a threesome with your girlfriend and your porn-crush does that to you. It’s one of those situations you don’t even dream up, even if it seems like obvious boner fuel.

Rehydrated and still harder than filing the club’s taxes, I looked over at Joe’s framed copy of Journey’s Infinity I’d moved into the living room. For the first time, the song’s theme made sense. I really couldn’t know where my life would end up taking me from one day to the next.

Sylvia’s cry broke me out of the spell. No longer feeling like I had a mouth full of shaving cream, I knew it was time to seal up what Joe, Shorty, and Ted had put into motion all those years ago.

Dara’s work between Sylvia’s legs had turned the girl molten. Every moan begged for my girlfriend to finish my ‘mistress’ off. If it wasn’t over a need to come, you’d call the tone desperation.

I caved in, stepping my way behind Dara. Realizing I was the one fully-dressed person in a room full of nudity, I only bothered unzipping the jeans I’d changed into. With my cock in hand, Dara’s pussy challenged me to barge in.

The inviting heat swallowed my tip as I pressed my way between her walls. Conforming to my shaft as her first whimper melted into Sylvia’s, her box trapped me in about the time I was buried to the hilt.

Whipping my hips back, Dara’s whimper had a little sadness to it. It provoked me to surge back in, smacking both hands against her ass.

The silhouette of the impact areas reddened on her skin. That’s when her juices soaked into my pants.

Everything about her reaction guided me to rip off my shirt. I pried my shoes off with my feet and loosened my belt. With one pop of a button, I felt my pants slide down until I could step out of them.

Dara stopped just before Sylvia could go berserk. She turned her head, looking back as I kept my self buried deep inside her body. “Get the rest of that shit off and fuck her brains out for me.”

It made my dick take on a pulse of its own.

Dara eased forward, sliding me out of her. “Go on, I got her ready for you.”

From strictly-straight, to the bisexual cuckquean from hell. The light flashing on the other side of the room had fucked her up. Not that I’d have reversed the effects.

Whipping herself out of the way, Dara pushed Sylvia’s torso up and settled in, cradling her new friend’s back against her tits and abs. With hands rubbing all over those tax-write-off tits, Dara set down the rules. “You make her come until you do… Inside her.”

Normally, I’d have asked why she was so hard up on me pumping Sylvia full. But I knew she wasn’t thinking for herself anymore. In fact, I wasn’t sure Dara had been acting of her own free will for months.

As I pushed my tip up and down on the waiting slit below me, Dara pinched Sylvia’s nips between the knuckles of her fingers. She looked up one last time. “Go on, break her hard enough to make me come.”

Toned, tanned legs curled around my sides as I forced my way in. Even wetter than Dara, Sylvia gasped as I stuffed her full. The heels of her feet tried pulling me deeper, digging into the small of my back until her muscles trembled.

I jerked back, only to slam myself back in. My own thoughts had gone out the window. Without even thinking in terms of words, everything shred of my entire being screamed, ‘Thrust, motherfucker!’

Like she was begging to me cook off within that first minute, Sylvia wailed at the peak of every slam. Fingernails dug against my chest as she took hold the hair on my chest. The pain just drove me even harder.

One the verge of hurting each other, pretty well, I had to catch my wind.

Dara hugged tight against Sylvia from behind. “That it, Andy. Be mean to her.”

Urging myself to keep going, I dipped two fingers down to Sylvia’s clit. Slicked up like I’d soaked the digits in my mouth for hours, it didn’t take much to drive her into mania.

Staring up at me, the desire in my girlfriend’s eyes for the inevitable climax told me too much. It was the total opposite of jealousy, as if she wouldn’t settle for any less than the kind of sex that would make me forget about her.

I ripped myself into Sylvia’s cunt until I was on the verge. But Dara wasn’t about to have that deepest wish granted.

The instant I ripped my dick out of the squalling mess of a woman on the edge of the bed, a few more seconds of pearl action had her ready for launch.

Every limb, digit, and muscle in Sylvia’s body tensed to her limit at once. Breaking out of Dara’s hold, the poor thing rolled onto her side.

As I tried rolling Sylvia over, even the brush of my hand against her thigh forced more orgasm out of her. If we’d have put a vibe against her, I’m sure it’d have ended in a cardiac event.

Backing away, I locked eyes with Dara. She looked pissed that I hadn’t busted a nut already.

But you know what? That was her problem. Still, I had to ask myself something.

Did I even want a harem to begin with? Or hell, even a couple of girls to claim for myself? Really, the philandering life of a titty-bar owner was never something I wanted to chase. But then again, neither was the life of a faithful-to-his-girl titty-bar owner, either. Fate had just penciled me into this slot, even before I had been born.

Sylvia hadn’t recovered yet, but I was ready to throw everything I had at my main squeeze. Dara kept her gaze with me, solid and latched like we were welded together.

I didn’t give a shit. Grabbing Dara’s thighs and pulling her to the edge of the bed, I had her laid up and ready to go to town on.

She protested, a little. “Andy, if you come in me, I’ll never forgive you.”

Not that I wanted her to. Hate-fucking is the best, after all.

Driving right in, I had Dara’s mouth wide open. Just looping that moan would make a man nut.

Scratching the surface of my neck with every damn nail, she pulled me even deeper. As the light made it look like we were fucking in stop-motion, the feeling of it was pure, uninterrupted heat.

“Andy, you’d better not fucking finish in me.”

I gripped every lock of hair I could wrap my fingers around, pulling Dara’s head to the side. “Why not?”

The hesitation before she answered should have told me something, but I was too busy pumping away. As her voice pierced my eardrums, I knew she was enjoying it as much as I was.\

Dara’s thighs tightened out of nowhere. But what she begged next sealed the ending.

Her eyes shot open as I felt that bit of steel enter my cock. “Andy, don’t you fucking come inside me...”

Which is the hottest thing a girl can say, if you’re anything like me. “Why not?”

Dara tried forcing out a couple of words, but it all melted into a scream as the clash of our bodies drove her wild. The tension of her calves resting on the top of my shoulders told me she had every toe curled, on par with a ballerina.

Just before I came, I had one last bit of fuckery left in me. Dara went hysterical as I left her gaping, slapping the open display of cunt hard enough to make her entire body jerk.

Sylvia had gotten enough sense back that she could understand an order. Without skipping a beat as I slapped my hand against Dara’s pussy again, I ordered, “Unplug that fucking thing, now!”

Like it was second nature, despite the aftershocks of orgasm, Sylvia got right up. Marching to the other side of the room with purpose, she grabbed the power cord about halfway up and jerked.

Dara was still far from her normal self, but a hint of her old persona leaked through. Holding her arms and legs open, Dara practically invited me back inside her.

But I had to know why.

“Now you want me to keep fucking you.”

Dara’s bottom lip tucked behind her front teeth. Without even looking Sylvia’s way, she ordered, “Ask her why.”

I would, but not before I stuffed my cock back into the willing cunt laid out before me. Feeling that little drop of precum leak out, I finally grabbed Sylvia by the nape of her neck as she settled back onto the mattress. “So, what’s this about?”

Holding herself back as much as she could, Sylvia tried to shrug like she meant it.

I crushed myself into Dara again, pretty sure I was about to blow my top. “Fucking tell me.”

Every scrap of fight came out of Dara at once. Her hands pushed against my hips as she got even wetter. “Andy, what the fuck are you doing?”

Fucking coming, you little bitch. I put an open palm over Dara’s mouth as I repeated the order. “Tell me what the hell this is all about.”

Sylvia wrapped herself around Dara’s body from the side. Pushing her lips into Dara’s ear, Sylvia cooed, “Go on, let it happen.”

I slid my hand away from Dara’s attempt at words. As my first shot almost dug me hollow, I figured out the game.

Dara inhaled as she arched her head back. Right when I thought she’d give me an answer, she pulled another breath in. The way she opened her eyes and nodded, not of her own will, spilled the rest of me out.

Sylvia forced my ass down, pushing my cock deep as the last jet fired out. “That’s it… Knock her up good.”

Every alarm in my head went off, but my body was too spent. What the hell? After that initial period of caution, I’d been coming in Dara, knowing she was on some kind of birth control.

But Dara’s voice made me force out another blast. “Oh, shit… Andy...” She pushed me away with open palms against my chest. “I stopped my birth control a few months ago.”

Fuck! Not that I didn’t like the idea, in some way.

Sylvia knew the real purpose of the light’s pattern. “Gotta make babies. The first time gets you horny, but every other exposure makes it harder to resist.”

I pulled out, seeing the line of pearly white creep out of Dara’s pussy. “That’s a terrible idea. Why put something like that in a strip club?”

Echoing Shorty, in tone and in her expression, Sylvia wasn’t bullshitting a bit. “Which girl would you go more wild over? The one who pretends she wants to fuck you for cash, or the one who wants to have your kids?”

I tried coming up with a response. The only thing I could do was point at the stream of cum leaking from between Dara’s legs. “Why the fuck?”

Dara had the answer before Sylvia could draw that full grin. “Andy, this birth control shit’s been killing me ever since I went on the stage here that first time. I had to stop it...”

Sylvia cut in before I could even protest. “You roped me in too. You’re gonna be a busy, happy guy.”



Eight months had flown by already. With the club’s profits finally getting steady and healthy, the down-payment on a respectable house was only a few weeks’ profits. I was helping Dara put up a wallpaper border in the last room we had to work on.

Sure, I was happy and knew the whole truth, but I still felt like I needed a broader explanation. After getting Ted and Shorty together for lunch one day, they still kept a bit of the story from me. Not every orgy needs a full accounting, I guess.

Sylvia, Starry, and that trio of primadonnas were still drawing the big spenders in. And yeah, the harem was still a thing. For the most part, I guess.

After applying to law schools across the country, Starry had more acceptance letters than she could process. Personally, I hoped she’d take the offer for the local one, but that wasn’t my decision. She wasn’t mine to own, but she’d always have a place here.

The Shameless Threesome had dropped back down to one weekend a month at Randy Andy’s. With their reputation swelling even more, I didn’t blame them for drifting away. These girls were rolling in more money than I was at that point.

And Sylvia? Well, her trophy husband didn’t take long to find her. She’d already moved out of the club’s apartment that’d I’d let her stay in after we bought the house.

Dara still had a touch of the light’s buggery in her head, herself. As she struggled to make it up the step-ladder, I put a hand on her shoulder. “Easy. Let me do it.”

From the open doorway, Sylvia’s voice broke the moment. “I’m only a month behind her. You’d better start pampering me like that.”

Yeah, we had two cribs in the nursery. One for each girl Dara and Sylvia would end up having.

Who knew a fucking stage light would have tied our fates together, before we were even conceived, ourselves?

But I did have one last curve-ball to throw everyone. As I poured another bottle of glue into my cup and started mixing, I felt the growing lump in Sylvia’s torso press against my ass. Handing it back to her, I felt someone else walk into the room, like it was instinct.

“Dad, I already told you…”

Ted Alberts walked around the same ladder I was about to step off of. “Andrew, I talked it over with Shorty, and he’s willing to sign his own club over to her.” He pointed to Sylvia, who was already wrapped around me from behind.

“Alright. What’s that got to do with anything?” Shorty had already promised to ‘sell’ his club to the merged company between myself and the two women who’d give me children in the coming months. If I couldn’t marry Sylvia and Dara both, I could at least make sure each of our kids got their share by divvying up our mutual assets.

Slapping an open hand on my shoulder, Ted helped me step down the ladder. “Andrew, I can’t pass my church on to you, but I did figure something out.”

“I don’t want your church, if that’s what you’re hinting at. We’re doing well enough already.”

Dad proposed the exact opposite of what I thought he was hinting at. “Frank quit from your club right after he got out of the hospital. Did you ever wonder why?”

“Taking a bullet isn’t a thing anyone signs up for. I don’t blame him.”

Ted motioned for Dara and Sylvia to gather around him. As they closed in, he dropped a bomb on me. “Frank’s entered divinity school, and I sponsored his apprenticeship.”

A strip-club bouncer was fresh between twenty and fifty, which was at least a decade longer than a stripper’s working life. But as the one guy who risked his ass, right by my side, for people he didn’t even know… Frank had the right shit in him.

“You don’t need my permission. Frank’s always been more honest with me that you ever were.” I wanted to kick myself a little for that quip, but I wasn’t stretching for the sake of being mean here.

Ted grinned as Sylvia and Dara leaned into each of his ears. Whatever they were telling him, I didn’t care. Ted seemed to, though. “They’re fine with it, too.”

“I’d hope so. The guy had a new hole put in him, probably for all of us.”

One little hitch slinked into Ted’s conditions, though. “Can you forgive Mick and Wes for what they did?”

“That’s between them and your God. Personally, I don’t give a shit. I’d kill Mick all over again if I had the chance.”

“Well, at least I know you’ll never spread The Gospel.” Ted wasn’t exactly shaking his head, but he made it clear I wasn’t on par with his moral code. “You should work on that forgiveness thing.”

“Mick and Wes should have worked on that ‘don’t shoot people because you hate them’ thing first.” I shrugged and put my hands on the growing stomachs in front of me. “I’ve gotta figure out how to break the cycle of perviness here. I do have two girls on the way, and none of us want them to pay their bills with nudity.”

“So you won’t forgive them?”

“Why should I? That God guy will forgive me for what I did, because it had to be done, right?”

Ted dropped every pretense of his bullshit. “You’re gonna own it, at some point, but I believe in a merciful God. For your sake, I hope he’s got a lot of patience.”

Which was fine by me. “Hey, I’ll duke it out with him when the time comes. Don’t ever expect me to apologize for going apeshit when even he wasn’t around to help people.”

“I don’t think he’d demand that of you.”

I couldn’t help driving the wedge in. “Maybe he should have been looking after your people too.”

Ted didn’t get pissy like I thought he would. “I asked that same question, myself. But what if I asked what you thought about all of this.”

“A bunch of horse-shit.” Any rightful God would have spared the people who died.

That’s when Ted did the last thing I expected. Pushing my hands together, he rested his forehead against my own. “Well, ask why he did it, for your own self.”

I wish I could tell you why this all happened, but I didn’t hear a fucking thing. As kind a place as dad came from, sometimes awful shit happens, because awful shit happens for the hell of it.

Besides, I wound up a rich, happy guy in the end. Our dads were looking for us in the end, even though it took all of them but Shorty a couple of decades to get around to it.

Ted broke the silence. “Ladies, I’m borrowing Andrew for a while. It’d be his mother’s birthday today, and we’ve got a few things to talk about on the way to the cemetery.”



ENJOY THESE COMPLIMENTARY EXCERPTS FROM:

BILLIONAIRE BIMBO HEIRESS HAREM

Even through the floor-to-ceiling windows, the sound of waves foaming on the beach almost lulled me back to sleep. Since I’d turned this billionaire hotel heiress into my personal toy a couple of years ago, inconceivable luxury was the norm.

Lana, as I’d shortened her name to when we were together, rolled in place. Her breasts rested against my arm as she ran her fingers down my jaw. “Glen, you know we’ve got company on the way. Get up.”

The next round of dozing and dreams wasn’t in the cards for me. The pure smoothness of her thigh rubbed down my own, waking me up faster than any alarm. “You know I can’t stand your friends.”

Fellow heiresses. I’d tamed Lana with the help of the island chain’s locals and the powers of the revered ‘cuki stones,’ sculpting her into my dream girl. But the rest of them were the most insufferable, vapid pack of snots… If Lana wasn’t sexiness personified already, I might have actually considered populating this ten acre, private island with a bunch of them.

I heard a knock on the door, making me sit up until I felt the breeze of the massive ceiling fan over the bed. Manuel’s familiar voice uttered, “Mister and Misses, we have a boat coming toward the bay.” He was the one who introduced me to the stones and their powers. Having done that, he’d become my right-hand man.

Lana rose up, resting her head on my shoulder. “That must be Gloria’s yacht.”

* * *

“I thought you’d buy a yacht, but of course the hotel heiress goes for real estate instead.” Gloria disappeared as an automated gangway opened in the side of the hull. It nestled against the dock as Gloria came back into view, her tits bouncing with every stair.

The hottest two women I’d ever seen in my life jogged at each other until they hugged like long-separated sisters. They exchanged kisses just off to the side of each others’ cheeks and all that rich-girl bullshit.

Jim took a good look at them, and then smirked back at me. He took a few steps my way and muttered, “You’re about to be one lucky bastard, I’ll give ya’ that.”

I’d boxed up the bracelet and had it stowed in the pocket of my dock shorts. I hated wearing nautical shit like that, but my usual slacks turned Grenada’s weather into a furnace.

Lana’s tropical dress flowed down to the wooden planks, open as it was in front. Gloria’s draped about as far. The difference in prints was about the only thing that set them apart. Lana in a green palm pattern, and Gloria in a blue and white orchid getup.

I left Jim to admire the scenery for himself. Holding the ‘gift’ in my right hand, I exchanged my own fake pleasantries. At least I got a good feel of nipple against my chest as we hugged.

Gloria was already distracted before I could offer the bracelet. She turned to Lana and went right into their usual yammering. “So, any trips planned in the next month? The board doesn’t need me present for a good five weeks.”

Those two started toward the beach, leaving me to stand there with Jim as he walked up to me. “If you don’t want the blonde, as much as I hate her, I’d pork her beans pretty good.”

Jesus Christ. Not that he was off the mark on her looks. “The islanders would throw a fit if I go went out gifting religious artifacts to benefit a horn-dog.”

* * *

The sound of Lana screaming jerked me to attention. It came from the guest room set aside for Gloria.

My heart pounded as I cleared two pointless rooms and almost slammed against the door. Another cry had me whipping the door open. I wasn’t ready for what I was about to see.

Lana stared back at me as Gloria whipped her head around, from the center of the bed. Every drop of blood drained from Lana’s face as she realized I’d walked in on their affair.

I leaned against the door’s frame. “I wasn’t expecting this.”

They almost shook as the gravity set on them. They weren’t quite naked, but Gloria pulled the center of Lana’s panties back over her cunt. I’d had my suspicions about those two ever since I was Lana’s errand boy, but never any proof.

Lana propped herself up with both elbows. “Glen… I should have told you.”

I wasn’t even mad, but it was a damn good excuse to have fun at their expense. “And here I was, thinking I should give your best ‘friend’ a gift of my own.” Walking closer, I held the jewelry box out in front of me, shaking my head and acting devastated. “Go ahead, fucking take it.”

Gloria didn’t have it in her to defy the offer. The guilt on her face was as thick as the aroma of sex. “Glen, I was as shocked as anyone else when Elana told me she’d found a man.”

As I opened the box, she understood the program. I let it hit the floor as I shook the bracelet free and Gloria held her left wrist out. “At least you’ve got the decency to know you’ve wrecked a marriage.”

I almost felt bad for Lana as I pretended to glare at her. Gloria’s whole arm shook as I wrapped the diamond and cuki stone band around her. The butter-smooth clasp latched before I let the bracelet go and waited for her to react.

Gloria stopped her panic. “How can I make it up to you?”

Jackpot. I knew I could ask for more than a threesome out of Letters to Penthouse. “Go ahead.” I pointed right between my wife’s legs. “Finish what you two started.”
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