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Prologue: Red Dawn

January 1, 2009.

The markets were closed, but the world was bleeding.

I stood in the war room—what used to be Vanessa’s dining room before we turned it into command central—and stared at the whiteboard. Numbers everywhere. Red ink on white. Crisis-alpha tranche: $35M liquid, earmarked, ready to deploy.

Tomorrow the exchanges opened.

Tomorrow we bought the fear.

Behind me, Claire slept in her bassinet. Four months old. Emily’s daughter. Our daughter, really, in every way that mattered. The soft sound of her breathing was the only calm thing in a world gone insane.

“Walk me through it again,” Vanessa said.

She stood beside me, reading glasses perched on her nose, pencil skirt hugging those impossible curves. Even at thirty-six, still lactating from extended pumping to maintain her milk supply, she looked like every MILF fantasy come to life. But right now she was CFO, not fantasy. All business.

I pointed at the allocation grid.

“AAPL at these levels is a gift. Three-point-five-eight million shares if we can get the fills. GOOG, one-point-five-three. AMZN, three-point-two-seven. NFLX under ten bucks—almost a million shares. MSFT for ballast, three-seventy.”

“The Bitcoin mining?” Chloe asked from her laptop nest.

She’d claimed the corner by the window, three screens glowing, glasses reflecting code and dashboards. Her spectacular ass filled out those yoga pants in a way that made it hard to focus—but I’d learned to compartmentalize. Mostly.

“Goes live this week,” I said. “Genesis block dropped yesterday. We’re already set up for CPU mining and OTC accumulation. Custody SOPs are locked.”

“You really think digital magic beans are going to matter?” Sophia leaned against the doorframe, arms crossed.

The Stanford MBA skeptic. The VC princess who’d joined us after her father tried to use her as a honeypot. She’d learned the hard way that I didn’t play those games—and then she’d learned to love the real game we were building.

“In ten years,” I said, “those magic beans will be worth more than some of these equities. But yes, it’s a long shot. Five percent of the tranche, max.”

“Statement, not habit,” Emily said quietly.

She sat curled in the reading chair, watching me. Petite, blonde, still carrying a little postpartum softness that somehow made her even hotter. The exhibitionist who’d learned to be a mother without losing her edge. Her green eyes tracked my every move.

“Statement, not habit,” I agreed.

The mantra. Pinned to the whiteboard in Vanessa’s perfect handwriting. A reminder that every dollar we spent on lifestyle was theater, not addiction. We could live like kings—but only because we thought like machines.

Aria appeared with tea. Always the precise one. The Indian legal siren with her gold nose stud and waist-length black hair. She set mugs down with choreographed grace, her waist chain chiming softly under her blouse.

“Trust structures are finalized,” she said. “LLCs for DREP, separate entities for the equity positions. If anyone comes looking, they’ll find layers.”

“Good.” I sipped the tea. Perfect temperature. Aria didn’t do anything halfway.

“The Vegas plan,” Vanessa prompted.

Right. The distressed real estate program. DREP 1.0.

“I need to find a Vegas consultant,” I said. “Someone who knows the courthouse steps. Bay Area, Phoenix, Las Vegas. We’re targeting sixty to sixty-five percent LTV on properties that pencil at market rents. The banks are capitulating. We’ll be buying blood.”

“You have someone in mind?” Sophia asked.

“Not yet. But I’ll know them when I see them. We need a shark who looks like a bombshell. Someone who’s survived worse than this and knows the local game.”

Chloe glanced up. “Auction comps are pulling clean. I’ll have predictive models ready by Tuesday.”

“Emily, distribution?”

“Creator pipeline is warm. The app stuff keeps printing while we execute the big play. I’ve got three bloggers ready to document the ‘building through crisis’ story when we’re ready to go public with it.”

Not yet, though. Right now we moved in silence.

I looked around the room. Five women. Five lanes of execution. And upstairs, two babies who’d never know what it meant to scramble for rent money or beg for a raise.

Twenty-three years old on the outside. Forty-four on the inside. The perfect age to buy a crash—young enough to wait for the gains, old enough to know they’d come.

This was why we existed.

The first life, I’d frozen during ’08 and ’09. Watched the crash on CNBC with my hand hovering over the “buy” button—and never pulled it. Too scared. Too conditioned to believe that betting against the herd was suicide.

I died broke at forty-one in a cubicle, coding PHP for a company I hated.

Second life? Second life, I’d spent a decade preparing for this exact moment.

“One more thing,” Vanessa said. She pulled a folder from her bag. “I’ve been running scenarios. If the equity positions perform—and I mean really perform, not just survive—we’re looking at nine figures by twenty-twelve.”

The room went quiet.

Nine figures.

Hundred million plus.

“The crisis window is narrow,” she continued. “Maybe eighteen months where everyone else is paralyzed and we’re buying. After that, the hedge funds wake up, the family offices deploy, and the prices normalize.”

“So we hit it hard and fast,” I said.

“Exactly.” Vanessa’s eyes met mine. No heat, just clarity. “But we need discipline. No hero trades. No revenge against the market. We follow the plan.”

I nodded.

“Claire’s stirring,” Emily murmured.

Sure enough, soft baby noises from the bassinet. Emily rose, graceful even tired, and lifted our daughter. Claire blinked at the light, then settled against her mother’s chest.

“She’s going to grow up rich,” Emily said softly. “Really rich. Not ‘comfortable’ rich. Rich rich.”

“Only if we don’t fuck it up,” I said.

Sophia snorted. “When have we ever fucked it up?”

Fair point. Facebook, YouTube, the site empire, the mobile ad arbitrage—every play had hit. Because I’d seen the future once, and I’d spent this whole second life making sure the future bent to my will.

But this was different.

This was the moment. The fulcrum. Get this wrong, and we were just another group of smart kids with a good run. Get this right, and we never worried about money again.

“Tomorrow,” I said. “Market opens at nine-thirty. Chloe, you’re on trade execution. Sophia, you’re backup with the broker. Vanessa, you track every fill and update the ledger in real time. Aria, you’re on standby for any legal curveballs. Emily—”

“I keep everyone human,” she finished. “Food, water, bathroom breaks. The boring stuff.”

“The critical stuff,” I corrected.

She smiled.

Claire yawned.

Somewhere outside, fireworks popped—late New Year’s celebrations, drunk people pretending the world wasn’t ending. In here, we knew better.

The world was ending.

And we were going to buy the ashes.

“Get some sleep,” Vanessa said. “Tomorrow’s going to be a long day.”

One by one, they filtered out. Chloe to her screens. Sophia to the guest room. Aria to her document fortress. Emily carried Claire upstairs.

Vanessa stayed.

“You’re ready for this,” she said.

Not a question. A statement.

“I’ve been ready my whole second life.”

“No.” She stepped closer. Pencil skirt, stockings, heels. Professional and devastating. “You’ve been building for this your whole second life. Ready is different. Ready means you don’t freeze when the screens go red.”

I met her eyes. Hazel, warm, absolutely certain.

“I won’t freeze.”

“I know.” She kissed me, soft and quick. “Because if you do, I’ll make you wish you’d died in that cubicle the first time.”

Then she walked away, hips swaying, leaving me alone with the whiteboard and the weight of thirty-five million dollars.

Tomorrow.

I looked at the allocation grid one more time.

Statement, not habit.

We bought the fear.

The crisis kings were about to be born.


Chapter 1: Panic Buy

The market opened in hell.

AAPL: $85.33. Down twelve percent in the first ninety seconds.

GOOG: $307.65. Down fourteen.

CNBC showed grown men crying on the floor of the NYSE.

“Execute,” I said.

Chloe’s fingers flew. Orders streamed into the darkness. Market orders, limit orders, whatever would fill. We weren’t trying to catch the bottom—we were trying to catch the blood.

“AAPL fill at eighty-four-eighteen,” she called out. “Five hundred thousand shares.”

“Log it,” Vanessa said, fingers on the ledger spreadsheet.

Sophia watched the broker screen, phone pressed to her ear. “They’re asking if we’re sure. I told them we’re very fucking sure.”

Another wave of red.

AAPL $81.

Jesus.

“Another tranche,” I said. “Same size.”

Chloe executed. Vanessa logged. The screens bled.

This was it. The moment. Everyone else was selling into the abyss, and we were backing up the truck.

In my first life, I’d watched this happen from a cubicle. Watched AAPL touch $78 and done nothing. Watched GOOG hit $280 and done nothing. Frozen by fear, by conditioning, by the absolute certainty that catching a falling knife meant bleeding out.

Second life? Second life, I knew what came next.

The recovery. The decade. The rise.

These were the prices that made billionaires.

“GOOG fill at two-ninety-four,” Chloe said. “Three hundred thousand.”

“AMZN at forty-three-fifty,” Sophia added. “Half a million.”

Emily appeared with coffee. Set it beside my hand without a word. Her eyes met mine for just a second—I trust you—then she was gone.

The room smelled like adrenaline and fear.

My fear, I realized. Sweat on my neck despite the January chill.

This wasn’t like the other plays. Facebook, YouTube, those had been information edges—I knew the future, I positioned early, I won. Clean.

This was different. This was courage under fire. This was staring at thirty-five million dollars evaporating in real-time and saying more.

The market kept falling.

AAPL $79.

I felt my chest tighten.

You’re not that man anymore, Vanessa had said.

“Another AAPL tranche,” I said. Voice steady. “Million shares.”

Chloe hesitated for half a heartbeat. “That’s—”

“I know what it is. Execute.”

She executed.

The fill came back: $78.24.

I’d just bought Apple at seventy-eight dollars a share.

Seventy-eight.

In my first life, I’d missed it. In this life, I was all-in.

Hours passed. The screens churned. We kept buying.

By lunch, the crisis-alpha tranche was two-thirds deployed. AAPL: 2.1 million shares, average cost $82. GOOG: 890k shares, average $301. AMZN: 1.8 million shares, average $47. NFLX: 620k shares, average $9.12.

Vanessa ran the numbers. “Current mark-to-market: down eight-point-three million.”

Sophia whistled. “Jesus.”

“Paper losses,” I said. “Ignore them.”

But I couldn’t ignore the twist in my gut. Eight million in a day. Gone. Evaporated.

No. Not gone. Invested. Deployed. Locked in a coffin for the next eighteen months while the world figured out it wasn’t ending.

“What about MSFT?” Aria asked.

Right. The ballast play. “Half a million shares. Whatever the market gives us.”

Chloe executed. Fill at $18.06.

Diversified. Hedged. As much as you could hedge against Armageddon.

By close, we were done. Thirty million deployed, five held in reserve for tactical adds and the Bitcoin mining operation.

The KPI wall updated in Vanessa’s perfect script:

Equity Tranche (Jan 2, 2009) AAPL: 3.58M sh @ $83.40 avg GOOG: 1.53M sh @ $305.80 avg AMZN: 3.27M sh @ $46.18 avg NFLX: 990k sh @ $9.03 avg MSFT: 370k sh @ $18.12 avg Deployed: $29.4M Reserve: $5.6M MTM P&L: -$6.8M

Everyone stared at the red number.

“It gets worse before it gets better,” I said. “Anyone who can’t handle that, speak now.”

Silence.

Chloe finally broke it. “I’ve seen the future through your eyes for four years. If you’re not worried, I’m not worried.”

“I’m worried,” I admitted. “But I’m not scared. There’s a difference.”

Sophia closed her laptop. “So what now?”

“Now we wait. And we execute DREP while the world panics.”

“And tonight?” Vanessa asked, eyes sharp.

Tonight.

Right.

We’d just deployed the largest single bet of our lives. Most people would celebrate, or drink, or fuck the fear away. We were going to do something more us.

We were going to review the receipts and make sure we’d done it right.



Midnight.

The war room empty except for me and Vanessa.

A single index card pinned to the corkboard above the KPI wall: Statement, not habit. Our rule for every dollar spent. We’d earn like kings and spend like monks—except when the moment demanded otherwise.

Claire asleep upstairs with the nanny. The others dismissed—“Get sleep, tomorrow we start Vegas scouting.”

Just us now.

Vanessa sat on the edge of the desk, pencil skirt riding up, stockings and heels still on. She’d been in those heels for fourteen hours. Somehow that made her hotter.

“Talk to me,” she said.

I leaned back in the chair. “We did it. We actually fucking did it.”

“Mark-to-market says otherwise.”

“Mark-to-market is noise. We bought generational wealth today. We just became the people who bought when everyone else ran.”

“You believe that?”

“I know it.”

She studied me. Hazel eyes, sharp and warm and relentless. The MILF who’d gone from bombshell professor to CFO of an empire. The woman who’d carried my son and still looked like every fantasy I’d ever had.

“You know what I see?” she asked.

“What?”

“A man who just put thirty million dollars on the table and didn’t blink. The old Michael—the first-life Michael—would’ve frozen. Would’ve hedged. Would’ve done half and regretted it forever.”

“The old Michael died in a cubicle.”

“Exactly.” She slid off the desk, heels clicking on hardwood. “So let’s celebrate the man who didn’t.”

She moved into my lap, skirt hitching up around those impossible hips. Straddling me. Her weight settled, warm and real, and suddenly the day’s adrenaline had a new target.

“Vanessa—”

“We’re off-campus,” she said, matter-of-fact. “I’m not your professor. Haven’t been for years. You dropped my section, I dropped my ethics problem, and now we run an empire together.”

Her lips found mine.

Soft. Demanding. The kiss of a woman who knew exactly what she wanted.

My hands found her hips, then her ass. Pencil skirt tight, stockings smooth, the swell of her perfect behind filling my palms. I squeezed hard, fingers sinking into the soft flesh through the thin fabric.

She pulled back, just an inch. “You know what I’ve been thinking about all day?”

“The P&L?”

“Fuck the P&L.” Her hand slid down my chest, found my belt, tugged. “I’ve been thinking about this.”

She rocked her hips against the bulge in my jeans. Slow grind, deliberate pressure. I could feel the heat of her pussy through layers of fabric—she was already soaking. Those huge tits pressed against my chest, the top button of her blouse straining against the massive weight.

“You’ve been lactating all day,” I said. Voice rough.

“Pumped twice.” Her smile turned wicked. “But I saved some for you. My tits are so full it hurts. I need you to drain them.”

Christ.

My cock went from hard to steel, throbbing painfully against my zipper. She felt it, grinned, ground down harder. The friction was maddening.

“Someone’s eager.”

“You’re a tease,” I managed.

“I’m a reward.” She stood, stepped back, hands on her hips. “But you have to earn it.”

“I bought the fucking crash today.”

“True.” Button one: popped. “I suppose that deserves something.”

Button two. Three. Her blouse fell open.

The black lace bra barely contained her. Huge natural tits, swollen with milk, nipples already dark and peaked through the fabric. Each breast was the size of my head, heavy and full, the lace straining at the seams. Blue veins showed faintly through her pale skin—signs of a woman’s body working overtime to produce. The kind of body that made men stupid.

But I wasn’t stupid. I was reverent.

“You’re perfect,” I said.

“I’m thirty-six years old and still leaking milk from extended pumping,” she said. Dark spots already forming on the lace where her nipples pressed. “But sure, call it perfect.”

“Perfect,” I repeated.

Her smile softened. She reached back, unhooked the bra. Let it fall.

Fuck.

Heavy, full, impossible. Her tits hung just right, defying physics the way only real natural tits could—pendulous but firm, the weight of them pulling her nipples slightly downward. Dark areolas the size of silver dollars, nipples thick and engorged, already beading with milk. The scent hit me—sweet, clean, hers. Primal.

“Come here,” she said. Not a request.

I stood. Crossed to her. She guided my head down, one hand fisting in my hair, pulling me toward that swollen breast.

“Drink,” she whispered.

I latched onto her left nipple. Sealed my lips around the thick nub and sucked.

The milk came instantly. Warm, sweet, coating my tongue in a thin spray. She gasped, arched into me, fingers tightening in my hair until it hurt. I sucked harder, rhythmically, and her milk flooded my mouth—rich and creamy, slightly sweet, utterly addictive.

“God yes,” she breathed. “That’s—fuck, that feels so good. Harder. Suck me harder.”

I obeyed. Drew hard on her nipple, cheeks hollowing, and the milk jetted against the back of my throat. She moaned—deep, guttural, the sound vibrating through her chest. Her hips rocked against me on instinct, grinding her pelvis against my thigh.

“Other side,” she panted. “It’s so full—please—”

I switched. Right nipple now, just as swollen, just as eager. This one was even more engorged, the areola tight and puffy. The moment I latched on, milk sprayed into my mouth in multiple streams. I drank deep, swallowing mouthful after mouthful while she writhed against me.

“Yes yes yes—” she chanted. “You’re emptying me. God, I needed this. Needed you.”

My free hand found her ass again, kneaded the firm flesh, then slipped under her skirt. Her thighs were slick with arousal, stockings damp. I traced up until I found bare skin above the stocking tops, then higher still. No panties. Just her swollen, soaking cunt.

She whimpered when my fingers brushed her outer lips.

“Inside me,” she gasped. “Now. Right now.”

I lifted her onto the desk. Ledgers scattered, papers flying. She didn’t care.

Skirt hiked up around her waist, stockings still on, garter straps framing her pussy like a pornographic picture. Her cunt was gorgeous—plump lips glistening with arousal, neatly trimmed landing strip pointing down to her clit, inner lips pink and peeking out, already swollen.

“Jesus, Vanessa.”

“You bought low,” she said, breathless, spreading her thighs wider. “Now fuck the CFO who made it happen.”

I freed my cock, already leaking precum. She watched hungrily as I stroked myself once, spreading the slickness. She was dripping, pussy clenching on nothing, visibly desperate to be filled.

I lined up the thick head against her opening. Felt her heat. Felt her quiver.

Then I pushed home in one slow, relentless thrust.

Her pussy parted around me inch by inch, tight and wet and searingly hot. I could feel every ridge of her walls gripping me, trying to pull me deeper. When I bottomed out, my cock pressed against her cervix, and she threw her head back.

“Yes.”

I started moving. Long, deep strokes. Pulling out until just the tip remained, then driving back in to the hilt. Her massive tits bounced with each thrust, milk leaking from both nipples now, trailing down her stomach in thin white rivulets. She locked her legs around my waist, heels digging into my ass, pulling me deeper with each stroke.

“Harder,” she demanded.

I gave her harder. The desk shook, ledgers sliding off the edge. Her cries echoed off the walls—shameless, desperate. The war room smelled like sex now, like milk and sweat and her arousal. She grabbed my shoulders, nails biting through my shirt, drawing blood.

“You’re so—fuck—so deep,” she gasped. “I can feel you in my belly.”

“You’re perfect,” I said again. Couldn’t stop saying it. “Perfect tits leaking for me, perfect pussy squeezing my cock, perfect—everything.”

She clenched around me, inner walls rippling. “Keep—oh god—keep talking.”

“You ran the numbers all day while everyone else panicked. You held the team together. You’re the backbone of this whole empire, and you’re letting me fuck you on the desk where we just deployed thirty million dollars.” I thrust harder, angling up, hitting that spot inside her. “Your MILF cunt is gripping me so tight. You’re so fucking wet.”

“Yes,” she hissed. “More—fuck—tell me more—”

“You’re a fucking genius and a goddess and I’m going to fill this perfect pussy with cum on top of the ledger. Going to pump you so full it leaks out.”

She came.

Hard. Her pussy clamped down on my cock like a fist, spasming rhythmically, milking me. Her legs locked tight, heels gouging my ass. Nails drew blood down my back. She bit down on her own hand to muffle the scream, but I still heard it—primal, broken, mine.

I kept moving. Fucking her through the orgasm, feeling her walls flutter and squeeze. Chasing my own edge.

“Come inside me,” she panted, voice wrecked. “I want—fuck—I want to feel you fill me up.”

“You sure?”

“We’re not trying for another one yet. But I’m cleared. And I want your cum deep in my pussy. I want to feel it dripping out of me. Now.”

That did it.

I buried myself to the root and erupted. The first spurt felt like it was pulled from my spine. Pulse after pulse, flooding her, painting her insides white. She milked me with her pussy, every clench dragging another rope of cum from my balls.

“Yes—I can feel it—so hot—” she whimpered, pussy still clenching, wringing me dry.

Finally, I stilled. Breathing ragged. Her tits still leaking milk onto both of us, mixing with sweat on her stomach. My cock twitched inside her, spent but still hard.

“Christ,” I muttered.

“Adequate performance,” she said, deadpan.

I laughed. Pulled out carefully. Cum leaked out of her onto the ledger—literally onto the paper where we’d logged the day’s trades.

She noticed. Grinned. “Poetic.”

“Filthy.”

“Both.” She sat up, kissed me soft and slow. “We’re going to be fine, you know.”

“I know.”

“The crash is the opportunity of a lifetime.”

“I know.”

“And you didn’t freeze.”

I met her eyes. “Never again.”

She smiled. “Good. Because if we’re doing this—DREP, Bitcoin, the whole empire—I need the man who buys the blood. Not the man who hesitates.”

“You’ve got him.”

“Then let’s clean up, get some sleep, and tomorrow we start building the real fortune.”

We cleaned up. She fixed her blouse, I tucked in my shirt. The cum-stained ledger went into a folder marked ARCHIVE.

Upstairs, Claire slept in Emily’s room. The women who’d followed me into the fire slept.

And I stood at the window, looking out at San Francisco in the dark, knowing that we’d just crossed a line.

The crisis kings were born today.

Tomorrow, we went to work.


Chapter 2: First Block

The Bitcoin mining rig hummed in the corner of the server room—a closet we’d converted in Vanessa’s condo, really, but it sounded more professional to call it a server room.

Four boxes. Custom builds. CPUs cranking through SHA-256 hashes at a rate that would look quaint in five years but right now put us ahead of ninety-nine percent of the network.

Genesis block had dropped three days ago. Satoshi’s gift to the world: digital scarcity, cryptographic proof of work, the beginning of something the banks couldn’t control.

Most people thought it was a joke.

I knew better.

Chloe sat cross-legged on the floor, laptop balanced on her thighs, three monitors glowing around her. Her thick curves filled out yoga pants and an oversized hoodie. The glasses caught the light. Her spectacular ass pressed against her heels.

I tried not to stare. Failed.

“Talk to me,” I said.

She didn’t look up. Fingers flying. “Hash rate’s steady. We’re averaging point-three percent of total network. Not much, but the difficulty’s still low. We’ll mine blocks.”

“How long?”

“Could be hours. Could be days. Variance is a bitch.”

“And the OTC buying?”

“Forums are dead quiet. I’ve got feelers out. When people start selling, we start stacking. Twenty bucks per coin feels stupid until it’s two hundred.”

“Or two thousand.”

Now she looked up. Dark eyes behind those frames. “You really believe that?”

I crouched beside her. “I really believe that scarcity plus network effects plus distrust of central banks equals the best asymmetric bet of the century. Worst case, we lose a few hundred grand. Best case—”

“We’re Bitcoin billionaires.”

“Exactly.”

She grinned. Saved her code. Glanced at the rig. “You know what’s funny?”

“What?”

“Everyone’s panic-selling stocks, and we’re over here mining fake internet money.”

“It’s not fake,” I said. “It’s the realest thing in the world. Mathematics doesn’t lie.”

“Mathematics also says I’ve been sitting in this position for six hours and my ass is numb.”

“Want me to rub it?”

She gave me a look. “Do I want you to rub it, or are you looking for an excuse to grab my ass?”

“Both?”

“Honest.” She shifted, stretching. “You know what I’ve been thinking about?”

“The hash rate?”

“The plug.”

Oh.

My cock stirred immediately.

The plug. Her thing. Her lane, as we’d started calling it—the kink that was uniquely hers in the harem’s division of labor. Chloe owned anal. Not just enjoyed it. Owned it.

And she’d been training.

“You’ve been wearing it today?” I asked.

“Since eight a.m.” She glanced at the clock on the monitor. “Five-oh-six p.m. Nine hours, six minutes.”

Christ. “Timed?”

“Always timed. I like the data.” She pulled up a spreadsheet. Actual fucking spreadsheet. Columns: Date, Duration, Size, Notes. “Today’s the XL. First full day. Zero discomfort after the first ninety minutes.”

“You’re documenting your ass training in Excel.”

“Google Sheets, technically.” She smiled. “Don’t kink-shame me.”

“I’m not—” I stopped. “Okay, that’s the hottest nerd thing I’ve ever heard.”

She closed the laptop. Set it aside carefully. Then stood, stretched, and turned to face the monitors.

“Five-oh-seven,” she said. “End of shift. Per protocol, plug comes out. But—”

She glanced over her shoulder. Glasses, hoodie, yoga pants straining over those thick thighs and that perfect ass. The ass that had gotten its own line item in my mental accounting: Chloe’s spectacular ass—value: priceless.

“But?” I prompted.

“But if someone wanted to be there when it came out…” She bit her lip. “And maybe replace it with something better… I wouldn’t object.”

Fuck.

“Lock the door,” I said.

She locked it.

I stood. Moved behind her. She braced her hands on the desk, monitors glowing, mining rig humming. The smell of hot electronics and her shampoo—something floral, something her.

“Ground rules,” I said.

“Safeword yellow if it’s too much. Red if we stop.”

“Lube?”

“Drawer. Top left. And I’m already stretched. The plug’s been doing its job.”

I found the lube. Medical-grade stuff, not the bullshit they sold at drug stores. Chloe didn’t half-ass anything. Pun intended.

“Pants off,” I said.

She hooked her thumbs into the waistband and slid them down. Slow. Deliberate.

No panties underneath. Just smooth skin, thick thighs, and—

Jesus.

The stainless steel plug nestled between her perfect cheeks. Large base. Jeweled. Catching the monitor light like a fucking trophy.

“Nine hours,” I said. Voice rough.

“Nine hours, eight minutes now.” She wiggled her hips. “You going to admire it, or are you going to do something?”

I knelt. Ran my hands up her thick thighs, over the swell of her ass. God, that ass. Each cheek was a perfect handful and then some—soft but firm, the kind of ass that looked incredible in yoga pants and even better bare. I squeezed hard enough to leave marks. She hummed, pushed back into my grip.

“You’re fucking gorgeous,” I said.

“I’m a nerdy analytics girl with glasses and a big ass.”

“Exactly. That’s why you’re perfect.”

I gripped the plug’s base. The stainless steel was warm from her body heat. Twisted gently. She gasped, her asshole clenching around the intruder.

“Okay?” I asked.

“Yes. Keep going. Pull it out slow.”

I pulled. Inch by inch. The plug stretched her pink ring as it emerged, the widest part making her moan—low, needy, the sound going straight to my cock. I could see her asshole gripping the metal, not wanting to let go.

Then it was out with a soft pop.

Her asshole gaped for a second, pink and glistening with lube, stretched open in a perfect O. Then it fluttered, tried to close, but stayed slightly open—ready. Trained. Mine.

“Fuck, Chloe. Look at you.”

“Still time to back out,” she said, breathless. But she pushed her ass higher, presenting herself, spreading her cheeks with her own hands.

“Not a chance.”

I stood. Freed my cock—already rock hard, veins standing out, the head dark and swollen. Already leaking precum in a long strand. I slicked it with lube, coating every inch until it glistened.

She watched over her shoulder, eyes dark behind those sexy librarian glasses. Her tongue darted out to wet her lips.

“How do you want me?” she asked. Voice husky.

“Just like this. Braced on the desk. Watching the miners. I want to fuck your ass while Bitcoin mines in the background.”

“God, that’s kinky.”

“You started it.”

I lined up. Pressed the fat head of my cock against her relaxed asshole. The heat was incredible, even just touching the entrance. She inhaled sharply.

“Breathe,” I said.

She breathed. Let it out slowly. I felt her consciously relax, her trained hole opening slightly, inviting me in.

I pushed.

Slow. Steady. The plug had done its job perfectly—she opened for me, her sphincter stretching around my cockhead with only slight resistance. Tight and hot and impossibly perfect. The head popped past her ring and she gasped, her whole body shuddering.

“Oh god,” she moaned. “Yes—keep going—”

“You okay?”

“Don’t you dare stop.”

I kept going. Inch by inch, her ass swallowed my cock. Halfway in, I could feel her inner muscles rippling, adjusting, accepting me. Three-quarters. Then fully seated, my hips pressed against her soft ass cheeks, my entire length buried in her tight, hot bowels.

She shuddered, her whole body trembling. “Jesus. That’s—fuck—that’s so much better than the plug. I can feel you throbbing inside me.”

“Good?”

“Perfect. You’re so deep. I can feel you in my stomach.”

I held still for a moment. Let her adjust. Let myself adjust. Her ass gripped me like a velvet fist, the tight heat almost overwhelming. This was intimacy on a level most people never reached—trust and vulnerability and raw fucking need all wrapped into one.

Then I started moving.

Long, slow strokes. Her ass gripped me on every pull, the suction almost pulling me back in. Yielded on every push, opening up to accept my full length. She braced harder against the desk, monitors shaking slightly from the motion.

“Talk to me,” she panted. “The—oh fuck—the data. Give me data while you fuck my ass.”

Christ, she was perfect.

“Hash rate point-three percent,” I said, thrusting deep. Her ass clenched around me. “Difficulty still low. We’re—fuck, you’re so tight—we’re early.”

“Network growth?” Her voice cracked as I bottomed out again.

“Exponential. Could hit—Jesus Christ your ass is incredible—could hit ten percent quarterly.”

She moaned, loud and shameless. Her hand slipped down between her legs, finding her soaking pussy. I could hear the wet sounds of her fingers. “Keep going—don’t stop—”

“Block reward fifty coins. Halvings every four years.” I picked up the pace, fucking her ass harder now. “Scarcity built into the protocol.”

Her fingers moved faster, squelching. “And the—god yes, right there—the price?”

“Twenty dollars feels stupid now.” I gripped her hips, pulled her back onto my cock with each thrust. “But in five years—” Thrust. “—two hundred.” Thrust. “Ten years, two thousand.” Thrust. “Twenty years—”

“Twenty thousand,” she gasped. “Oh fuck—you’re going to make me cum with your cock in my ass—”

“Higher,” I said. “Fifty thousand. A hundred thousand. We’re mining digital gold, Chloe. We’re stacking the future while everyone else is panicking. And you’re taking my cock in your perfect trained ass while we do it.”

Her pussy clenched around her fingers. Her ass clenched around my cock. She was close. I could feel it in the way her bowels rippled, the way her whole body tensed.

“One more thing,” I said. Leaned down, lips against her ear. “You know what really gets me?”

“What?”

“You documented this. The training. The spreadsheet. You turned your own ass into a science experiment, and now I’m fucking that experiment while a Bitcoin miner hums in the background. You’re such a perfect little anal slut. And that’s the hottest thing I’ve ever seen.”

She came.

Hard. Her whole body went rigid, every muscle locking up. Her ass clamped down on my cock like a vise, so tight it almost hurt. Her fingers worked her clit frantically, pussy squirting onto the floor beneath her. Her mouth opened in a silent scream, glasses fogging from her ragged breath. The monitors flickered from her arm shaking the desk.

“FUCK—” she finally screamed. “Cumming—I’m cumming on your cock—”

I kept thrusting. Fucking her ass through the orgasm, feeling her bowels spasm around me in waves. Chasing my own edge. She was incoherent now, just gasping and shaking, aftershocks rippling through her.

“Chloe—I’m close—”

“Inside,” she managed, voice wrecked. “Fill my ass with cum—I want to feel it—”

That was it.

I buried myself balls-deep and let go. The first spurt felt like it came from my soul. Pulse after pulse, flooding her tight ass with hot cum, marking her from the inside. She milked me with involuntary clenches, her trained muscles squeezing rhythmically, every squeeze dragging another rope of cum from my balls.

“Yes—I can feel it—so hot inside me—” she whimpered.

Finally, I stilled. Breathing ragged. My cock still twitching, still pumping the last drops into her bowels. Her forehead pressed against the desk, glasses askew.

“Holy shit,” she whispered.

“Yeah.”

Carefully, I pulled out. Her asshole clung to my cock, not wanting to let go, stretching around the head as I withdrew. When I finally popped free, her gaping hole stayed open for a long moment—pink and puffy and well-used. Then cum started leaking out of her in a thick white trickle, sliding down to her pussy.

She made a small whimpering sound. “God. That’s so dirty. I can feel your cum dripping out of my ass.”

“You okay?” I asked.

“I’m—” She laughed. Shaky but real. “I’m going to need a minute.”

I grabbed tissues. Cleaned her gently, then myself. She stayed bent over the desk, ass in the air, utterly spent.

Then she reached for her thigh.

Found a Sharpie on the desk.

And wrote, in her neat engineering script: GENESIS.

I stared. “Did you just—”

“Document the experiment,” she said, grinning over her shoulder. “First anal on Bitcoin mining day. That’s a data point.”

“You’re insane.”

“You love it.”

Fair.

She pulled up her yoga pants—slowly, wincing—and settled back onto the floor. Reopened the laptop. Checked the miners.

“Still humming,” she said. “No blocks yet. But we’re patient.”

I sat beside her. “You know we’re going to make millions on this.”

“Tens of millions.”

“Maybe hundreds.”

She glanced at me. “As long as you don’t lose your nerve.”

“Never again,” I said. “I’m the guy who buys the crash, remember?”

“You’re the guy who just fucked my ass next to a Bitcoin mining rig,” she corrected. “That’s way cooler.”

I laughed.

She leaned into me, glasses slipping down her nose. “We’re going to be disgustingly rich, aren’t we?”

“Obscenely.”

“Good.” She kissed me. Soft and quick. “Now get out. I’ve got code to write.”

“Kicking me out of my own server room?”

“My server room. You just get to visit when you’ve been good.”

I stood. Adjusted my jeans. “I’m holding you to that.”

“Please do.”

At the door, I paused. “Chloe?”

“Yeah?”

“Thanks for trusting me.”

She smiled. “Thanks for not freezing when the world caught fire.”

I left her there—glasses, spreadsheets, mining rigs, and the word GENESIS written on her thigh in Sharpie.

Twenty-four hours later, the rig mined its first block.

Fifty Bitcoin.

Worth a thousand dollars at the time.

Worth millions in ten years.

Worth the bet.


Chapter 3: Motherhood Reclaimed

Six weeks postpartum.

That’s what the books said. Six weeks minimum before clearance for sex. Before your body was “yours” again, whatever the hell that meant.

Emily’s checkup was on a Tuesday.

She came back with a smile I hadn’t seen in months.

“Cleared,” she said. Just that one word.

We were in the war room. Chloe at her screens, Sophia reviewing DREP comps, Aria drafting trust documents. Everyone looked up.

“Cleared for what?” Sophia asked.

Emily’s smile turned wicked. “Everything.”

Oh.

My cock stirred immediately. Traitor.

“Good,” Vanessa said, not looking up from her ledger. “We need you back at full capacity. The creator pipeline’s been stalling.”

“I haven’t been stalling,” Emily protested. “I’ve been—”

“Nurturing a human,” Vanessa finished. “I know. I did it too. But now you’re cleared, which means you can travel again. Vegas next week. We need your read on the distressed properties.”

Emily’s eyes found mine. Green, bright, full of something I recognized: hunger.

Not for food. Not for sleep—though god knew she needed both.

Hunger for herself. For the woman she’d been before pregnancy reshaped her body and her brain. The exhibitionist. The tease. The one who got off on being watched.

“Vegas,” she said slowly. “Sure. But first—”

“First?” I prompted.

“First, I want to celebrate the DREP close.”

We’d locked the first Bay Area property two days ago. A foreclosed fourplex in Oakland. Sixty-three percent LTV, rented at market within a week. The first domino.

“We already celebrated,” Chloe said. “Pizza and beer.”

“That was a team celebration.” Emily’s eyes stayed on me. “I want a personal celebration.”

The room went quiet.

Aria glanced up from her documents. “Should we leave?”

“Yes,” Emily said. “Except Michael. He stays.”

Sophia smirked. “Someone’s feeling frisky.”

“Someone’s been cleared for takeoff,” Emily corrected. “And someone’s been very, very patient.”

Vanessa closed her laptop. “You heard the woman. Out. Give them an hour.”

One by one, they filed out. Vanessa last, pausing at the door. “Emily?”

“Yeah?”

“Don’t break him. We need him functional for the Vegas trip.”

Emily grinned. “No promises.”

The door closed.

Silence.

Just me and her. The woman I’d gotten pregnant. The mother of my daughter. The petite blonde exhibitionist who’d spent the last four months in milk-stained hoodies and yoga pants.

She stood there, hands on her hips, studying me.

“You’ve been looking at me differently,” she said.

“You just had a baby.”

“That’s not an answer.”

I exhaled. “You’re still hot.”

“Still?” She raised an eyebrow. “Damning with faint praise.”

“You know what I mean. The weight, the softness—it’s not a turn-off. It’s just… different.”

“Different bad or different good?”

“Different real.” I stood. Crossed to her. “You made a human. Your body did that. That’s not hot, Emily. That’s fucking miraculous.”

Her eyes softened. “But?”

“But nothing. I’ve been keeping my distance because you needed space. Not because I didn’t want you.”

“And now?”

“Now you’re cleared.”

“So take me.”

I blinked. “Here?”

“Not here.” She glanced at the window. “Somewhere better.”



The roof.

She’d planned this. Had to have. The blanket was already spread out, tucked behind the HVAC unit. The city lights glittered below—San Francisco at night, beautiful and cold.

“When did you set this up?” I asked.

“Yesterday. I knew the checkup was coming.” She stood at the edge, looking out. “You know what I’ve been thinking about?”

“Sleep?”

“Besides that.” She turned. “I’ve been thinking about the first time. The exhibitionism. The thrill of being seen.”

“We’re on a roof.”

“Exactly.” She pulled off her hoodie. No bra underneath. Her tits were fuller now, softer, the nipples dark from nursing. Still perfect.

“Emily—”

“The building across the street,” she said, pointing. “Third floor. Office lights are on.”

I looked. Sure enough. Glowing windows. Could be empty. Could be someone working late.

“They might see,” I said.

“I hope they do.”

Christ.

She unzipped her jeans. Slid them down her thighs with deliberate slowness. The postpartum body—curves everywhere, softer than before but real. Wider hips from carrying Claire. Fuller thighs. A soft belly that would never be flat again. No filter. No apologies. Somehow sexier than ever.

“I spent six months being a mom,” she said, stepping out of the jeans completely. Standing naked on the rooftop under the stars. “And I’m a damn good mom. But I’m also me. The girl who gets wet thinking about strangers watching. The girl who made you fuck her in public. Remember?”

“I remember.”

“Then remind me who I am.”

She walked to the blanket, hips swaying. Lay back on the soft fabric, her petite body spread out like an offering. Spread her legs wide, knees bent, completely exposing herself to me and to anyone who might be watching from those office windows.

The city lights caught her skin, painting her in gold and neon. Her pussy was bare—freshly shaved smooth, lips slightly parted and glistening with arousal. Her clit was already swollen, peeking out from its hood. Even from a few feet away, I could see how wet she was, her inner lips slick and pink, practically dripping.

“Come here,” she said. Not a request.

I went.

Knelt between her spread thighs. The scent of her arousal hit me—musky, primal, intoxicating. She was already soaking, her pussy literally dripping onto the blanket beneath her.

“Someone’s eager,” I said.

“Someone’s been cleared for six hours and hasn’t been touched in six months. Yes, I’m fucking eager.” She reached down, ran two fingers through her slit, gathering wetness, then brought them to her lips and sucked them clean. “I’ve been thinking about this all day. All week. My pussy’s been aching for you.”

I leaned down. Kissed her. She tasted like coffee and desperation and her own arousal. Her hands found my shirt, yanked it over my head. I broke the kiss long enough to strip off my jeans and boxers. My cock sprang free, hard and straining toward her.

She looked at it hungrily, licking her lips. “God, I missed that.”

“Condom?” I asked.

“IUD.” She grinned wickedly. “Got it at the checkup. I’m not getting pregnant again for a long time. So you can cum inside me all you want.”

“Smart.”

“Now stop talking and fuck me before I lose my nerve. I need your cock in me right now.”

I lined up, the swollen head of my cock pressing against her slick entrance. Her pussy was so wet it was almost frictionless, soaking my cockhead before I even pushed in. I pressed inside.

She gasped. “Oh god—”

“You okay?”

“It’s been so long—you feel so big—” Her hands gripped my shoulders, nails digging in. “Move. Please. I need you to fuck me.”

I moved.

Slow at first. She was tight—tighter than before, her unused pussy gripping me like a fist. The wet heat was incredible. I didn’t want to hurt her. But she wrapped her legs around my waist and pulled me balls-deep with her heels.

“Harder,” she panted. “I’m not fragile.”

“You just had a—”

“I’m cleared,” she hissed. “Stop treating me like glass. Fuck me like you mean it. Like you used to. I want to feel it.”

Fine.

I gave her harder.

Deep, driving thrusts that bottomed out inside her, my cock pressing against her cervix with each stroke. Her soft tits bounced with each impact, nipples hard and pointing at the night sky. She arched into me, head tilted back, mouth open, completely shameless.

“Yes—fuck—yes—that’s it—”

“You’re so fucking tight,” I groaned. “Jesus, Emily—your pussy is squeezing me so hard—”

“It’s the—oh god—it’s the six months.” She laughed, breathless, as I plowed into her. “My pussy forgot what a cock feels like. It’s gripping you so tight because it doesn’t want to let go.”

“It’s remembering every fucking inch.”

“Damn right it is.”

I glanced at the building across the street. The lights still on. Third floor. Office windows facing us. Could be someone there. Could be watching us fuck on this rooftop.

“Emily,” I said, still thrusting. “The window.”

She turned her head. Saw it. Her pupils dilated. Her pussy clenched around my cock so hard I nearly came right there.

“Wave,” she whispered, voice trembling with excitement. “Wave at them.”

“What?”

“Wave at them. Let them know we see them seeing us.”

Christ, she was insane. My insane little exhibitionist.

I lifted one hand. Gave a small wave at the window. Kept fucking her with the other hand braced beside her head.

Emily moaned. Loud. Louder than she needed to. The sound echoed across the rooftop, drifting toward the neighboring building.

“They can hear you,” I said.

“Good. I want them to hear. I want everyone to hear how good your cock feels inside me.”

This was her exhibition style—heard, not seen. The risk of someone catching her moans drifting through the night air without ever seeing us clearly. The possibility driving her wild.

Her pussy clenched around me rhythmically. She was getting off on this. On the risk. On the possibility that some overworked accountant was standing at that window right now, listening to her cries, stroking himself to the sound of her getting fucked.

“You’re fucking filthy,” I said.

“I’m a mom,” she corrected, gasping as I hit a particularly deep spot. “A filthy, exhibitionist MILF who’s getting railed on a roof where anyone could hear. Tell me that’s not hot.”

It was. God, it was.

I fucked her harder. Pounded into her soft, willing body. She met every thrust, hips rising to take me deeper, nails carving trails down my back. The sounds echoed off the rooftop—wet slapping of flesh on flesh, her shameless cries, my grunts, the obscene squelch of her soaking pussy taking my cock.

“I’m close,” she gasped. “Touch—oh fuck—touch my clit—I need to cum—”

I reached between us. Found her swollen clit, hard and throbbing. Circled it with my thumb while I kept thrusting into her gripping pussy.

She detonated.

“FUCK—”

Her whole body went rigid. Pussy clamping down on my cock in rhythmic spasms, legs locking around my waist, breath caught in a silent scream that turned into a loud one. “YES—CUMMING—” She came so hard I felt it in my bones, her inner walls rippling, milking my cock.

I kept moving. Fucking her through her orgasm, feeling her pussy flutter and squeeze. Chasing my own edge. She was incoherent now, just gasping and shaking beneath me, occasional words escaping: “fuck” and “yes” and “don’t stop.”

“Emily—I’m close—”

“Inside,” she managed, voice completely wrecked. “IUD—safe—fill me up—I want to feel your cum inside me—”

That did it.

I buried myself balls-deep and came. The first spurt was almost painful, ripped from somewhere deep. Pulse after pulse, flooding her pussy, painting her insides white, reclaiming her after six months of forced distance. She milked me with every clench of her recovering pussy, each spasm dragging another rope of hot seed from my balls.

“Yes—I can feel it—so hot inside me—” she whimpered.

Finally, I collapsed beside her. Both of us panting, sweating, staring up at the stars we couldn’t see through the city light pollution.

“Holy shit,” she whispered.

“Yeah.”

“I missed that. I missed you.”

“Me too.”

She turned her head. Smiled. “You know what else I missed?”

“What?”

“The part after. When you hold me and I feel like I’m not just a mom. I’m also yours.”

I pulled her close. She tucked into my side, her softness against my chest.

“You’re both,” I said. “Amazing mom. Incredible woman. Filthy exhibitionist. All of it.”

“Good.” She kissed my chest. “Because I’m not done being filthy.”

“Tonight?”

“No. Tonight I need to sleep for twelve hours.” She sat up, started pulling on her clothes. “But Vegas next week? I’ve got plans.”

“What kind of plans?”

“The kind that involve distressed fourplexes, private tours, and—” She winked. “—creative uses of empty properties.”

My cock stirred again. Traitor.

She noticed. Laughed. “Down, boy. I said next week.”

“You’re cruel.”

“I’m a tease. There’s a difference.”

We dressed. Packed up the blanket. Took the stairs down quietly—everyone was asleep or pretending to be.

At her door, she paused. “Michael?”

“Yeah?”

“Thanks for being patient.”

“Thanks for coming back.”

She kissed me. Soft and quick. “I never left. I just needed time to find myself again.”

Then she was gone. Into her room. Where Claire slept in the bassinet and motherhood waited.

But the exhibitionist was back.

And Vegas was going to be very, very interesting.


Chapter 4: The Vegas Shark

The Clark County courthouse steps were brutal in January.

Cold wind, gray sky, desperate people huddled in cheap suits clutching folders. Foreclosure auction day. The American Dream getting repo’d one property at a time.

I stood off to the side, watching. Learning the rhythm.

The auctioneer called lots rapid-fire. “Lot seventeen, 2247 Fremont Street, four-unit multifamily, opening bid ninety-two thousand—”

Hands shot up. Bidders called numbers. The price climbed fast—ninety-five, ninety-eight, one-oh-two—then stalled. Going once, going twice, sold.

Too high. That property was underwater at one-oh-two. Bad buy.

“Lot eighteen, 1823 Paradise Road—”

My phone buzzed. Chloe.

Comp analysis attached. Lots 18, 22, 27 look solid. 19 is a trap—foundation issues.

I pulled up the spreadsheet. She’d scraped county records, cross-referenced rental comps, calculated cash-on-cash returns at various purchase prices. The girl was a machine.

Lot eighteen closed at eighty-eight. I didn’t bite. Still learning.

“You’re new.”

The voice came from my left. Female. Confident.

I turned.

And nearly swallowed my tongue.

She was a bombshell. Not “pretty.” Not “attractive.” A bombshell. The kind that existed in music videos and very specific pornographic niches.

Platinum blonde hair in big waves. Ice-blue eyes behind dark lashes. Legs that went on forever in a tight pencil skirt. Heels that added three inches and made her ass—Jesus Christ, that ass—pop in a way that defied physics.

But the real stunner? Her tits.

Massive. Gravity-defying. Straining against a blazer that couldn’t possibly be off-the-rack. The kind of tits that made men stupid.

I wasn’t stupid. But I was definitely distracted.

“First time?” she asked.

“That obvious?”

“You’re watching the bidding like it’s a spreadsheet. Everyone else here is either desperate or predatory.” She extended a hand. “Sabrina Blaze.”

I shook it. Her grip was firm. Professional. “Michael Carter.”

“I know.”

“You do?”

“You’re the kid who’s been buying equities like the world’s ending. Word travels.” She gestured at the courthouse. “What brings you to the distressed glamour of Las Vegas foreclosures?”

“Same thing as everyone. Opportunity.”

“Bullshit.” She smiled. “Everyone else is here because they’re broke and trying to flip their way out of bankruptcy. You’re here because you’re smart and you see the next ten years.”

I studied her. The bombshell exterior. The sharp eyes. The way she held herself—confident but not cocky. Aware of her effect but not performing it.

“You’re not a flipper,” I said.

“God, no. I’m a consultant. I help out-of-towners figure out which piles of shit are worth buying.”

“And you make money how?”

“Flat fee. Five grand per property I vet. Ten if you actually close. I don’t take a percentage because I don’t want to be incentivized to lie.”

Smart. “You work for yourself?”

“I work for whoever’s smart enough to hire me.” She pulled out a business card. Glossy, professional. Sabrina Blaze – Distressed Real Estate Specialist. A Vegas phone number.

“Why talk to me?” I asked.

“Because you haven’t bid yet. Which means you’re not desperate. And you’re still here. Which means you’re serious.” She nodded at the auction. “Lot twenty-two’s coming up. Three-bedroom single-family. Paradise adjacent. Opens at sixty-eight.”

I checked Chloe’s spreadsheet. Lot 22: projected value $118k at market rents, repair budget $22k, all-in at $90k was a home run.

“What’s the catch?” I asked.

“There’s always a catch. This one’s HOA dues—two-forty a month, but they haven’t been paid in eighteen months. You buy, you inherit the lien.”

“So real all-in is ninety-four.”

“Ninety-six after escrow and holding costs.” She tilted her head. “Still a buy at ninety. Maybe ninety-five if you’re aggressive.”

“Lot twenty-two,” the auctioneer called. “Opening bid sixty-eight thousand—”

I raised my hand. “Seventy.”

Someone countered. “Seventy-five.”

“Eighty,” I said.

Another bidder. “Eighty-five.”

I glanced at Sabrina. She gave a small nod. Still room.

“Ninety,” I said.

Silence.

The auctioneer looked around. “Ninety going once—going twice—sold to bidder twenty-three.”

My heart hammered. First live buy. I’d just bought a house on courthouse steps in Las Vegas.

Sabrina grinned. “Congratulations. You’re officially a distressed real estate investor.”

“What do I do now?”

“Now you pay. Then you hire someone like me to walk the property, assess repairs, and connect you with a crew. Unless you already have a crew?”

“Not in Vegas.”

“Then you hire me. Ten grand. I’ll have a full report by Friday.”

“Deal.”

She pulled out her phone. “Venmo or wire?”

“Wire. My assistant will send details.”

“Assistant.” She smiled. “You really are serious.”

“I don’t do anything halfway.”

“Good. Because Vegas will eat you alive if you’re soft.” She glanced back at the auction. “Lot twenty-seven’s next. Another single-family. But the foundation’s cracked and the seller knows it. They buried it in the disclosures. I’d skip.”

“Chloe flagged it.”

“Chloe’s your assistant?”

“Analytics and engineering.”

Sabrina’s eyebrows rose. “You brought an engineer to a courthouse auction?”

“I bring engineers everywhere. Data beats intuition.”

“Not always. Sometimes you need to smell the mold and see the roof sag.” She checked her watch. “Look, I’ve got three other clients here today. But if you’re serious about DREP in Vegas—”

“DREP?”

“Distressed Real Estate Program. That’s what you’re building, right? Not one-off flips. A program.”

I stared. “How did you—”

“Because you’re not here to get rich quick. You’re here to build a machine.” She handed me another card. “Call me when you’re ready to scale. I know every inspector, every contractor, every bank officer who’s underwater and looking to dump properties off-market. You want to win Vegas? You need local knowledge.”

“And you have that?”

“I have everything in this town.” Her smile turned sharp. “I’ve lived here fifteen years. Seen every boom, every bust. Dated half the casino execs, danced with the other half. This city’s a graveyard of men who thought they were smarter than the house.”

“And you?”

“I learned early: never bet on the tables. Bet on the real estate. Own the rooms, not the chips.”

She was perfect. Not as a fantasy—though Christ, she was that too—but as an operator. The kind of person who could navigate Vegas because she understood Vegas.

“I’ll call you,” I said.

“You better. Because lot thirty-two’s a hidden gem, and if you don’t bid, I’m steering my other clients to it.”

“Which lot?”

“Guess you’ll have to hire me to find out.” She winked. Then walked away, heels clicking, that impossible ass swaying.

Every man on the courthouse steps watched her leave.

I pulled out my phone. Texted Vanessa: Found our Vegas consultant. Sabrina Blaze. Vetting her now but initial read is solid.

Vanessa replied instantly: Background check?

Run it. But I think she’s clean. Too smart to be dirty.

Famous last words.

Fair.

The auction continued. I watched lot thirty-two come up. Four-unit multifamily, Paradise corridor, opening bid one-thirty.

I stayed silent.

It sold at one-forty-eight. Decent price. Not a home run.

Sabrina had been testing me. Seeing if I’d bite just because she dangled bait. I hadn’t.

Which meant next time she called something a gem, I’d believe her.

Smart woman.

Dangerous woman.

Exactly the kind of woman we needed.



By end of day, I’d bought three properties. All-in cost: $287k. Projected stabilized value: $485k. Profit margin: $198k after repairs and holding costs.

Vanessa ran the numbers that night. “If these perform, we scale. Twenty properties by June. Fifty by December.”

“Sabrina thinks we can hit a hundred.”

“Sabrina.” Vanessa looked up. “The blonde with the—” She gestured at her chest.

“She’s not just the blonde with the tits. She’s sharp.”

“I’m sure she is.” Vanessa’s tone was dry. “Background check came back. Former Vegas showgirl. Headlined at the Bellagio for three years. Then disappeared from the circuit in 2006. No public record of what she did between 2006 and 2008.”

“Private work?”

“Likely. But nothing criminal. No arrests, no liens, no bankruptcies.” She closed the laptop. “She’s clean. Or she’s very good at hiding.”

“I’m betting on clean.”

“You’re betting on her tits.”

“I’m betting on her knowledge,” I corrected. “The tits are a bonus.”

Vanessa snorted. “Hire her. But keep Aria in the loop. If she’s dirty, Aria will find it.”

“Already done.”

“And Michael?”

“Yeah?”

“Don’t fuck the consultant until we know she’s not playing us.”

I blinked. “I wasn’t planning—”

“Yes, you were. I know you. You’re attracted to competence, and she reeks of it.” Vanessa stood. “I’m not saying don’t fuck her eventually. I’m saying vet her first. Clear?”

“Clear.”

She kissed my forehead. “Good. Now get some sleep. You fly back to Vegas on Friday to walk those properties. And I expect detailed reports.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

She left. I stared at Sabrina’s business card.

Sabrina Blaze – Distressed Real Estate Specialist.

There was a story there. A gap in the timeline. Something she wasn’t saying.

But Vanessa was right. Vet first. Fuck later.

If she was clean.

And if she was dirty? Well, Aria would handle it.

Either way, Vegas was about to get very interesting.


Chapter 5: Tony Marchetti

The Paradise Road fourplex looked like shit.

Graffiti on the exterior walls. Three of four AC units stripped for copper. Windows boarded up. The kind of property that made lenders want to light it on fire and collect the insurance.

I loved it.

“Roof’s compromised,” Sabrina said, pointing. “See the sag? Water damage. You’re looking at a full reroof, not a patch.”

She’d shown up in skinny jeans and a tight tank top. Still the bombshell, but practical bombshell now. Work boots. Hair in a ponytail. A clipboard instead of a clutch.

Somehow hotter than the courthouse version.

“Add it to the budget,” I said.

She made a note. “HVAC needs full replacement. Electrical’s probably a disaster—this neighborhood’s known for DIY wiring. Plumbing’s a coin flip.”

“So worst case, how much?”

“Sixty grand in repairs. Maybe seventy if the electrical’s as bad as I think.”

I did the math. Purchase price: $122k. Repairs: $70k. All-in: $192k. Market value stabilized: $340k. Cash-on-cash at market rents: 14% annually.

Still a buy.

“Let’s walk it,” I said.

She unlocked the gate—how she’d gotten a key, I didn’t ask. Probably knew someone. She knew everyone in Vegas.

The interior was worse. Mold blooming in corners. Copper pipes ripped out. One unit had a hole in the floor you could see dirt through.

“Structural?” I asked.

“Foundation’s solid. Just surface damage. Ugly but fixable.” She crouched beside the hole, peering down. “Subfloor replacement, new joists here. Maybe eight grand for this unit.”

“You know construction?”

“I know enough to not get fucked by contractors.” She stood, brushed off her jeans. “You want my real advice?”

“Always.”

“Buy this. But don’t start repairs yet.”

I frowned. “Why?”

“Because there’s another fourplex two blocks over that’s going to auction next week. Better bones, worse location. If you can get both, you leverage the same contractor for volume pricing.”

Smart. “You already scouted the other property?”

“Of course I did. That’s why you’re paying me.” She walked to the window, looked out. “This neighborhood’s going to flip. Right now it’s a war zone. In three years? Coffee shops and yoga studios. You buy now, you ride the wave.”

“You sound certain.”

“I am certain. I’ve watched this city reinvent itself six times. The pattern’s always the same: bust, blood, bargain-hunting, boom. We’re in the blood phase. You’re early, which is good. But you’re not the only one hunting.”

“Who else?”

“Hedge funds out of California. A couple local operators with PE backing. And—” She paused. “Tony Marchetti.”

The way she said the name. Careful. Tight.

“Who’s Tony Marchetti?” I asked.

“Local operator. Ex-mob adjacent. Not made, but connected enough to be dangerous. He’s been working this market for twenty years. Knows every clerk, every judge, every bank VP. If he wants a property, he usually gets it.”

“Usually?”

“You outbid him on lot twenty-two last week.”

Oh. “The single-family?”

“Yep. He was the guy who bid eighty-five and dropped out. He doesn’t like losing.” She turned to face me. “And he really doesn’t like out-of-town money swooping in.”

“Too bad.”

“I’m serious, Michael. Tony’s not someone you want as an enemy. He plays dirty. Copper theft, permit delays, sudden ‘code violations’ that appear out of nowhere. He’s pushed three investors out of Vegas in the last five years.”

“And you’re telling me this because—”

“Because you seem like a good guy, and I don’t want to see you get hurt.” Her eyes were serious now. No flirtation. Just honest concern. “If you’re going to compete with Tony, you need to be smarter than him. Cleaner than him. And you need to never, ever give him leverage.”

“Noted.”

“I mean it. He’s old-school. Handshake deals, cash under tables, intimidation when charm fails. You’re new-school. Spreadsheets, LLCs, paper trails. That’s your edge. Don’t lose it.”

I studied her. This wasn’t just consultant advice. This was warning. Like she’d seen Tony chew up investors before.

“You ever work with him?” I asked.

“Once. In 2007. He hired me to scout a property, then tried to stiff me on the fee.” She smiled, but it didn’t reach her eyes. “I put a lien on the property. He paid. But he’s hated me ever since.”

“So if I hire you, I’m making an enemy by association.”

“Pretty much.”

“Good thing I’m not easily intimidated.”

She laughed. “You’re either brave or stupid.”

“Both, probably.”

We finished the walkthrough. Sabrina took photos, made notes, sketched a repair timeline. Professional. Thorough. The kind of diligence that made her worth every penny of her fee.

“Next auction is Thursday,” she said. “There’s a prize fourplex on Sahara. Four units. That’s the one to watch.”

“You think we can get it?”

“Depends on who shows up.”



Thursday. Clark County Courthouse steps.

The auction crowd was thin—maybe twenty people. Most were tire-kickers. A few were serious. You could tell the difference by the folders they carried.

Sabrina stood beside me, clipboard ready. “That’s the one,” she said, nodding toward the auctioneer’s podium. “Lot forty-seven. Four units. Prize of the day.”

“Who’s our competition?”

“See the guy in the gray suit? California hedge fund. He’ll bid aggressive but has a ceiling—his fund has strict return requirements.” She scanned the crowd. “The woman with the red folder is a flipper. Small-time. Won’t go past two hundred.”

“Anyone else?”

“Him.”

She nodded toward a man in the back. Mid-thirties. Slicked hair. Gold watch. Expensive suit that didn’t quite fit the courthouse setting.

“Who’s that?”

“Vinnie Caruso. He’s Tony Marchetti’s guy.”

The name landed hard. “Tony sent someone?”

“Tony never comes to auctions himself. Too public. But Vinnie does his bidding. Literally.” She lowered her voice. “If Vinnie’s here, Tony wants this property. And Tony usually gets what he wants.”

The auctioneer called lot forty-seven.

“Starting bid: one hundred fifty thousand.”

The hedge fund guy raised his paddle. “One-fifty.”

I raised mine. “One-sixty.”

Vinnie Caruso stepped forward. “One-seventy-five.”

The bidding climbed. One-ninety. Two hundred. Two-twenty. The flipper dropped out at two hundred like Sabrina predicted. The hedge fund guy kept pushing.

“Two-forty,” I said.

“Two-fifty,” Vinnie countered. His eyes found mine across the crowd. Cold. Assessing.

“Two-sixty.”

“Two-seventy-five.”

The hedge fund guy shook his head. Done.

Just me and Vinnie now.

“Two-eighty,” I said.

Vinnie smiled. Pulled out his phone. Typed something. Waited.

The auctioneer watched. “Sir? Two-eighty on the floor. Going once…”

Vinnie’s phone buzzed. He read the message. His smile widened.

“Three hundred thousand.”

A jump bid. Designed to scare me off. Tony’s money flexing.

Sabrina touched my arm. “Michael…”

“Three-ten,” I said.

Vinnie didn’t hesitate. “Three-twenty-five.”

“Three-forty.”

Another phone check. Another message. “Three-sixty.”

The numbers were getting stupid. The property was worth three-fifty stabilized. Anything over that was ego, not investment.

I did the math. We could make it work at three-seventy. Barely. But Tony was making a point. This wasn’t about the property. This was about territory.

“Three-seventy,” I said.

Vinnie typed. Waited. His expression flickered—something in that message surprised him.

“Three-eighty,” he said.

Fuck it.

“Three-ninety.”

Silence. Vinnie stared at his phone. Typed again. Waited longer this time.

The auctioneer leaned forward. “Three-ninety on the floor. Going once… going twice…”

Vinnie’s phone buzzed. He read it. Looked at me with something like respect. Or hatred. Hard to tell.

“Four hundred thousand.”

Above market. Way above. Tony was burning money to make a point.

Sabrina squeezed my arm. “Let it go. This isn’t worth it.”

She was right. At four hundred, the numbers didn’t work. We’d be underwater from day one.

I lowered my paddle.

“Sold! Four hundred thousand to the gentleman in the gray suit.”

Vinnie pocketed his phone. Walked past me on his way to the clerk’s table.

“Mr. Marchetti sends his regards,” he said quietly. “And a message: Vegas is his town. You want to play here, you play by his rules.”

Then he was gone.

Sabrina exhaled. “Well. That was expensive for him.”

“He overpaid by fifty grand just to beat me.”

“That’s how Tony operates. He doesn’t care about money. He cares about winning. About making sure everyone knows who’s in charge.”

“Sounds like a great way to go broke.”

“He’s been doing it for twenty years. Hasn’t gone broke yet.” She looked at me. “What do you want to do?”

“Find the next property. Win the next auction. Keep going until Tony runs out of money or realizes we’re not leaving.”

“He’s not going to make it easy.”

“Good. Easy is boring.” I looked at the courthouse steps where Vinnie had just outbid me. “Tony Marchetti wants a war? Fine. But I don’t fight wars with ego. I fight them with spreadsheets. Let’s see whose strategy wins.”

“You’re either brave or stupid.”

“Both, probably.”

She laughed. “Then let’s find another property.”

“Partners?”

“Consultant and client,” she corrected. “But yeah. Let’s win.”

We walked away from the courthouse.

Tony Marchetti had won this battle.

This is a war, not a shopping trip.

But the war was just beginning. The second property was worse than the first.

Late evening. Sun setting orange over the Vegas sprawl. The fourplex on Flamingo Road looked like a meth lab had exploded inside.

Sabrina unlocked the gate. “Fair warning: this one had squatters until last week. Sheriff cleared them out, but they left… gifts.”

“Gifts?”

“You’ll see.”

We stepped inside.

The smell hit first. Piss, rot, something chemical. Garbage piled in corners. Broken furniture. Needles scattered on the floor like confetti.

“Jesus,” I muttered.

“This is Vegas.” She stepped carefully, avoiding the needles. “Not the Strip. Not the pretty parts. This is where the illusion breaks down.”

She moved through the space like a surgeon assessing a patient. Crouched beside a wall, ran her hand along the baseboard.

“Moisture damage. See the discoloration? Pipe burst, probably weeks ago. Subfloor’s compromised.” She stood, moved to the window. “But the frame’s solid. Studs are good. Just needs a full gut.”

“How much?”

“Eighty grand. Maybe ninety if the HVAC’s shot.” She turned to face me. “But here’s the thing: this property’s in a better location than the Paradise one. Two blocks from a major corridor. When the market turns, this spot’s worth three-fifty, maybe four hundred.”

I did the math. Purchase price: $98k at auction. Repairs: $90k. All-in: $188k. Upside: $150k-plus. Better than the Paradise property.

“Why’s it cheaper?” I asked.

“Because it looks like hell. Most investors take one look and run. They see the needles and the smell and they can’t see past it.” She walked to the kitchen. “But you and me? We see bones. Structure. Potential.”

She opened a cabinet. A rat scurried out.

She didn’t flinch. Just made a note on her clipboard.

“You’ve done this before,” I said.

“Walked distressed properties?” She glanced over. “Couple hundred times.”

“No. Seen past the ugly to the value.”

“It’s my job.”

“It’s more than that.” I leaned against the wall—careful to check for stability first. “Most consultants would’ve bailed at the smell. You’re in here documenting moisture damage like it’s a luxury condo.”

She smiled. Small. “I’ve seen worse.”

“Worse than this?”

“Much worse.” She closed the cabinet. Moved to the bathroom. “You ever live in a place where the ceiling leaked and the landlord didn’t care? Where the heat didn’t work in winter and you slept in layers?”

I watched her. The way she said it. Casual. But underneath, something harder.

“No,” I admitted. “I grew up comfortable.”

“Lucky.” She tested the shower tile. It came off in her hand. “I grew up in a place that made this look nice. So yeah, I can see past the ugly. Because I lived it.”

She set the tile down. Didn’t elaborate.

I didn’t press. Wanted to. But something about the set of her shoulders said: not yet.

“Next property’s going to auction Thursday,” I said instead. “Chloe thinks it’s a gold mine. But I want your read before I bid.”

She looked at me. Blue eyes sharp, assessing. “You trust your analyst more than your boots-on-the-ground consultant?”

“I trust both. That’s why I’m asking.”

“Smart.” She walked past me, back to the main room. “Send me the property details tonight. I’ll walk it tomorrow, get you a report by Wednesday.”

“What’s your take on Tony showing up today?”

“He’s rattled. You’re moving fast, and he doesn’t know how to counter spreadsheets and LLCs. He’s used to intimidating mom-and-pops, not institutional buyers.”

“I’m not institutional.”

“You’re institutional-adjacent. And you’ve got backing.” She tilted her head. “That San Francisco money’s real, right? This isn’t a leveraged house of cards?”

“It’s real.”

“Liquid?”

“Very.”

“Good. Because if you’re serious about Vegas, you need to be able to move fast. Properties like this—” She gestured around. “—won’t last. The hedge funds are waking up. Six months from now, every courthouse auction’s going to be a bloodbath.”

“So we move faster.”

“Exactly.”

We finished the walkthrough. Sabrina took photos, measured rooms, documented every flaw. Professional. Thorough. The kind of diligence that separated amateurs from operators.

Outside, the Vegas night was coming alive. Neon in the distance. Sounds of traffic and slot machines and people chasing luck.

“You ever gamble?” I asked.

“At the tables?” She laughed. “God, no. I’ve seen too many people lose everything chasing a hot streak. The house always wins. Always.”

“But you gamble on real estate.”

“That’s different. Real estate’s math. Tables are chaos.” She locked the gate behind us. “You know the real secret to Vegas?”

“What?”

“Everyone thinks they’re going to win. The tourists, the whales, the locals chasing the dream. They all think they’re special. That the odds don’t apply to them.” She looked at me. “You’re different.”

“How?”

“You’re not here to get lucky. You’re here to execute a plan. That’s why you’ll win.”

“You sound certain.”

“I am certain.” She walked to her car—a sensible Honda, not the flashy sports car I’d expected. “You’ve got discipline. That’s rarer than money.”

“You’ve got something rarer,” I said.

“What’s that?”

“You’ve got knowledge. Real, ground-level knowledge. The kind you can’t get from spreadsheets.”

She paused. Hand on the car door. “You know what most clients do?”

“What?”

“They look at my tits and assume I’m decoration. Or they look at my tits and assume I’m stupid. You’re the first one who looked at my work first.”

“Your tits are great,” I said. “But your work’s better.”

She laughed. Full and real. “Careful, Carter. Compliments like that are dangerous.”

“How so?”

“Because I might start thinking you’re worth more than the consulting fee.”

The air between us shifted. Not overt. Just… present. The kind of tension that builds when two people realize they’re on the same frequency.

I could’ve kissed her. Right there. In the parking lot of a foreclosed fourplex that smelled like piss and broken dreams.

But I didn’t.

Because Vanessa’s voice echoed in my head: Vet first. Fuck later.

And because something about Sabrina felt fragile underneath the bombshell exterior. Like she’d been treated as decoration too many times. Like she was waiting for me to be just another guy who saw tits first and brains second.

So I stepped back.

“Thursday’s auction,” I said. “You free?”

“I’ll make time.”

“Good. Bring your A-game. I want to buy three properties, and I don’t want to overpay.”

“You won’t. Not with me there.” She got in her car. Window down. “And Michael?”

“Yeah?”

“Thanks for not kissing me just now.”

I blinked. “How did you—”

“I’ve been playing this game a long time. I know when a man’s thinking about it.” She started the engine. “The fact that you didn’t? That tells me you’re serious about the work. Not just trying to fuck the hot consultant.”

“Both can be true.”

“Sure. But business first.” She smiled. “Earn it, Carter. Then we’ll see.”

She drove off. Taillights disappearing into the Vegas night.

I stood there. Hard as steel in my jeans. Frustrated and impressed in equal measure.

Sabrina Blaze was a shark wrapped in a bombshell.

And I was absolutely going to vet her, hire her, and—eventually—fuck her.

But first?

First, we won Vegas.


Chapter 6: Sabrina’s Past

Three properties closed in one week.

The Paradise fourplex. The Flamingo wreck. A single-family on Charleston that Sabrina had called “boring but bulletproof.”

Total all-in: $512k. Projected stabilized value: $890k. We were printing money.

Tony Marchetti was furious.

I knew because his lawyer sent a cease-and-desist letter claiming we’d “interfered with his business relationships.” Aria replied with five pages of case law explaining why he could go fuck himself. Legally speaking.

Vegas was ours now.

Or it would be, once we scaled.



Thursday night. Late.

Sabrina had texted: Need to talk. Not about properties. Can you meet?

I’d flown in that afternoon. Stayed at the Palms—statement, not habit—in a suite overlooking the Strip. All that neon. All that desperate hope glittering in the dark.

She arrived at eleven. Knocked soft. I opened the door.

She looked different. No bombshell armor tonight. Jeans and a simple blouse. Hair down. Minimal makeup. Still gorgeous, but… real. Vulnerable.

“Hey,” she said.

“Come in.”

She stepped inside. Looked around. “Nice suite.”

“It’s a write-off.”

“Everything’s a write-off for you, isn’t it?” She smiled, but it didn’t reach her eyes.

“You okay?” I asked.

“No.” She sat on the couch. Hands in her lap. “I need to tell you something.”

Shit. Here it came. The catch. The thing Vanessa had warned me about.

I sat across from her. “I’m listening.”

She took a breath. “You know how I said I disappeared from the show circuit in 2006?”

“Yeah.”

“I didn’t disappear. I pivoted.” She met my eyes. “I became an escort.”

Silence.

I processed that. Escort. High-end prostitution, essentially. Legal in Vegas under certain circumstances. Illegal in others.

“Legal?” I asked.

“Mostly. I worked through an agency. Background checks, health screenings, the whole thing. Rich guys, conventions, bachelor parties. I was expensive and I was good.”

“Okay.”

“That’s it? Just ‘okay’?”

“What else do you want me to say?”

“Most guys freak out. Or they get weird. Or they assume I’m dirty.”

“Are you?”

“Dirty?” She laughed. Sharp. “Depends on your definition. I fucked men for money. A lot of men. Some of them were kind. Some were assholes. None of them saw me as anything other than a fantasy they could rent for three hours.”

“And now?”

“Now I’m out. Have been since 2008. I saved every dollar, learned real estate, and reinvented myself. But the past doesn’t go away, Michael. If you hire me long-term, someone’s going to figure it out. Tony probably already knows. He’ll use it.”

“Let him.”

She blinked. “You don’t care?”

“I care that you’re good at your job. I care that you’re honest. I care that you’ve been busting your ass to help me win Vegas.” I leaned forward. “What you did to survive? That’s your business. Not mine.”

“There’s more,” she said quietly.

Of course there was.

“I also did porn. Just a few shoots. 2007. Legal, tested, all above-board. But it’s out there. On the internet. Forever.”

“What name?”

“Savannah Steele.”

I pulled out my phone. Googled it. Found the videos immediately. Clicked one.

There she was. Younger. Same impossible body. Getting railed by some anonymous dick on camera.

I closed the phone. “You look good on camera.”

She stared. “That’s your reaction?”

“What do you want me to say? You did legal sex work. You survived. You’re not ashamed, so why should I be?”

Her eyes went glassy. “Everyone else is ashamed. My family won’t talk to me. My old friends treat me like I’m contagious. The only people who aren’t weird about it are the ones trying to fuck me because of it.”

“I’m not everyone else.”

“No.” She wiped her eyes. Fuck, she was crying now. “You’re really not.”

I moved to the couch. Sat beside her. Not touching. Just close.

“Sabrina,” I said. “You survived. You learned. Now you’re building. I need you on my team because you’re the best distressed-RE mind in Vegas. Not because you’re hot. Not because of your past. Because you’re good. That’s the only thing that matters.”

“You mean that?”

“I wouldn’t say it if I didn’t.”

She turned to face me. Blue eyes red-rimmed but clear. “I thought you’d fire me.”

“Why would I fire my best asset?”

“Because I’m… used.”

“You’re experienced. There’s a difference.”

She laughed. Wet and broken. “God, you’re… you’re really something.”

“I’m practical.”

“No.” She moved closer. “You’re kind. And in Vegas, that’s fucking rare.”

Then she kissed me.

The kiss I’d held back at the fourplex finally landed—and it opened everything.

Soft. Tentative. Like she expected me to pull away.

I didn’t.

I kissed her back. Gentle. Letting her set the pace.

She pulled back. “I want you.”

“You sure?”

“I’ve wanted you since the courthouse. But I needed to know—” Her voice cracked. “I needed to know you saw me. Not just the tits. Not just the escort. Me.”

“I see you.”

“Then fuck me like you mean it.”

Christ.

I pulled her into my lap. She straddled me, jeans against jeans, her blouse already half-unbuttoned. I finished the job, popping the last buttons. No bra underneath—just those massive, perfect tits spilling free, gravity-defying even at this angle.

“Jesus,” I breathed.

“Implants,” she said. “In case you were wondering. 32 triple-D. Best money I ever spent.”

“I don’t care. They’re incredible.”

“Good. Because they cost twelve grand and they’re fucking amazing.” She grabbed my hands, pressed them against her chest. “Touch them. They’re yours tonight.”

They were heavy and soft and incredibly responsive. The skin was smooth, the shape perfect—round and full, jutting out from her chest like a pornstar’s dream. I cupped them, squeezed, felt the silicone firmness beneath the soft surface. Her nipples hardened instantly under my palms.

I sucked one nipple into my mouth, swirling my tongue around the pebbled nub. She gasped, arched into me, pressing more of that massive tit against my face.

“Yes—god yes—”

I switched sides. Licked slow circles around the areola, then bit gently. She ground down on my erection, moaning, her pussy rubbing against my bulge through the denim.

“Bedroom,” she panted. “Now.”

We stumbled there, mouths locked together. Clothes shedding along the way. Her jeans hit the floor and I finally saw the full picture—legs for days, long and toned from years of showgirl work. Hips that curved just right, made for grabbing. And a pussy already bare and glistening, completely waxed smooth, puffy lips visibly swollen with arousal.

“You wax?” I asked, though the answer was obvious.

“Habit from the old days. Clients preferred it. I never stopped.” She lay back on the bed, spread her thighs, letting me look. “You complaining?”

“Fuck no.” Her pussy was gorgeous—pink and smooth and dripping. Her clit was already peeking out, swollen and eager. I could smell her arousal from here.

I stripped. She watched hungrily, biting her lip as I revealed myself.

“You work out,” she said.

“Helps with the stress.”

“It shows.” Her eyes tracked down to my cock. Widened. “Jesus. Okay. That’s—wow. That’s not what I expected.”

“Problem?”

“Opposite of a problem.” She licked her lips. “Come here. I want that inside me.”

I knelt between her spread legs. Ran my hands up her thighs, feeling the firm muscle, the smooth skin. She shivered under my touch.

“You okay?” I asked.

“I’m nervous.”

“Why?”

“Because this matters. You matter.” She met my eyes, vulnerable in a way I’d never seen from her. “I don’t fuck clients. I don’t mix business and pleasure. But you’re… different. You actually see me.”

“Good different?”

“Yes.” She reached down, wrapped her fingers around my cock, stroked slowly. “Now stop talking and show me how you treat women who aren’t rented by the hour.”

She guided me to her entrance. I could feel the heat radiating from her pussy, could feel how slick she was against the head of my cock.

I pushed inside.

Slow. Steady. Her pussy parted around me, tight and wet and searingly hot. Each inch I sank in felt like heaven. Her breath caught.

“Oh god—”

“You okay?”

“It’s been a while. And you’re—fuck—you’re so thick. I can feel you stretching me.”

“Want me to stop?”

“Don’t you dare.” She wrapped her legs around my waist, heels digging into my ass, pulling me deeper. “Keep going. Give me all of it.”

I kept going. Inch by inch until I was fully seated, balls pressed against her ass. She shuddered beneath me, pussy clenching around my shaft.

“Perfect.” Her voice was a whisper. “You fill me up completely.”

I started moving. Long, slow strokes, pulling out until just the head remained, then sliding back in to the hilt. She met me thrust for thrust, her pussy gripping me on every outstroke, nails digging into my shoulders.

“Harder,” she gasped.

“You sure?”

“I’m not fragile. I’ve had rougher than you can imagine.” Her eyes flashed. “Fuck me like you mean it.”

I gave her harder. Deep, pounding thrusts that shook the bed frame. The headboard banged against the wall. Her massive tits bounced wildly with every impact, the heavy orbs slapping together, hypnotic. She cried out with each thrust, shameless and loud.

“Yes—just like that—oh fuck—yes—”

“You’re so fucking tight,” I groaned. “Your pussy is gripping me like a fist.”

“You’re so—god—so deep—I can feel you in my stomach—” She clenched around me, inner walls rippling. “Don’t stop—don’t ever stop—”

I didn’t stop. I angled my hips up, changed the angle, hit that spot deep inside her. She detonated.

“FUCK—”

Her whole body went rigid. Pussy clamping down on my cock in waves of spasms, legs locked around my waist. Her eyes rolled back, mouth open, a scream tearing from her throat. She came so hard I could feel it in my spine, her inner muscles milking me rhythmically.

I kept moving. Fucking her through her orgasm, watching her massive tits bounce, feeling her pussy flutter around my cock. Chasing my own edge.

“Where?” I panted.

“Inside,” she managed, voice broken. “IUD. Safe. Fill me up.”

That did it.

I buried myself balls-deep and came. The first spurt felt like it came from my soul. Pulse after pulse, flooding her pussy with hot cum, marking her, claiming her in a way that felt more real than any transaction she’d ever done.

“Yes—I can feel it—so much—” she whimpered.

She milked me dry with her pussy, every clench dragging another rope of cum from my balls. Her inner muscles worked me rhythmically, determined to get every last drop.

Finally, I collapsed beside her. Both of us panting, sweating.

“Holy shit,” she whispered.

“Yeah.”

“That was—” She laughed, breathless. “That was really fucking good.”

“You sound surprised.”

“Most guys are selfish. Or they’re trying to prove something. Or they’re intimidated by my tits and can’t focus.” She turned to face me. “You just—you made me feel like I mattered. Like I wasn’t just a body to use.”

“You do. You matter.”

“I know that now.”

We lay there. Cooling sweat. Vegas lights glowing through the windows.

“So what happens now?” she asked.

“Now you keep consulting. We close more properties. We beat Tony. And eventually, we scale DREP to a hundred units.”

“And us?”

“We figure it out.” I pulled her close. “No rush. No contracts. Just… see where it goes.”

She smiled. “I like that.”

“Good.”

She kissed me. Soft and slow. “Thank you.”

“For what?”

“For seeing me.”

“I’ll always see you, Sabrina. Tits and all.”

She laughed. Swatted my chest. “Asshole.”

“But I’m your asshole now.”

“Apparently.”

We fell asleep like that. Tangled together. The Strip glowing outside. Two people who’d both survived ugly things and found something real in a city built on illusions.

Tomorrow, we’d buy more properties.

Tonight, we just were.

And that was enough.


Chapter 7: King of the Strip

DREP 1.0 Vegas batch: closed.

Forty-seven units across three properties. Total deployed capital: $3.2M. Projected stabilized cash flow: $38k monthly. We’d just built a money printer in the desert.

Vanessa had flown the whole team in to celebrate. Not just me and Sabrina—everyone. Emily, Chloe, Sophia, Aria, plus Vanessa herself. The core crew. The machine that had panic-bought the crash and come out winning.

Penthouse suite at the Palms. Thirty-second floor. Floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking the Strip. All that glittering excess below us.

We owned pieces of the city now. Not the casinos. Not the glamour. The bones. The fourplexes and single-families that housed the dealers and cooks and maids who made the fantasy work.

We owned the real Vegas.

“Speech,” Emily said. She lounged on the couch, champagne in hand, looking every bit the mother-turned-mogul. “Come on, fearless leader. Tell us how brilliant we are.”

I stood at the window. The team behind me. Sabrina beside me—still uncertain of her place in this group. Still waiting to see if they’d accept her.

“Forty-seven units,” I said. “Three-point-two million deployed. Thirteen percent cash-on-cash returns. In the middle of the worst real estate crash since the Great Depression.”

“And?” Sophia prompted.

“And we’re not done. DREP 2.0 launches next month. Another fifty units. Phoenix, more Vegas, maybe Tucson. We’re going to own a thousand doors before this is over.”

“Ambitious,” Chloe said. Laptop open, even now. Tracking comps and auction calendars. “But achievable. The distressed pipeline’s still fat.”

“Tony Marchetti’s going to shit himself,” Sabrina said. Then caught herself. “Sorry. Too crude?”

“Fuck Tony,” Emily said cheerfully. “He’s a relic. We’re the future.”

Aria lifted her glass. “To the future. And to legally bulletproof LLCs that make old-school operators cry.”

“Hear, hear,” Vanessa said.

We drank.

The champagne was stupid expensive. Statement, not habit. But tonight? Tonight was a statement.

We’d won.



Midnight.

The party had mellowed. Sophia and Aria had retreated to their rooms—early flights tomorrow. Emily was on the couch, scrolling her phone, half-asleep.

That left me, Vanessa, Chloe, and Sabrina.

Vanessa set down her glass. Looked at Sabrina.

“You did good work,” she said.

Sabrina blinked. “Thank you.”

“I mean it. The Vegas scouting, the contractor connections, the way you handled Tony’s intimidation tactics—professional. Competent. Exactly what we needed.”

“I… thank you.”

Vanessa smiled. “You’re wondering why I’m saying this.”

“Kind of.”

“Because you’re scared we’re going to treat you like the hired help. Or worse, like the former escort who doesn’t belong in the inner circle.” Vanessa leaned back. “You’re wrong. We don’t care about your past. We care about your results.”

Sabrina’s eyes went glassy. “I’m not used to—”

“Women supporting you?” Chloe said from her laptop nest. “Yeah, that tracks. This city’s brutal to women. Especially women who’ve done survival sex work.”

“You knew?”

“I ran a background check. Standard procedure.” Chloe glanced up. Glasses glinting. “Also watched one of your videos. You’re very flexible.”

Sabrina laughed. Choked and real. “Oh my god.”

“What? It was research.”

Emily sat up. “Wait, there are videos?”

“Savannah Steele,” Chloe said. “2007. Three shoots. Hardcore. Very athletic.”

“Okay, I’m Googling this—”

“Don’t,” Sabrina said, face red.

“Too late.” Emily’s eyes widened. “Holy shit, Sabrina. That’s—wow. You’re really good at that.”

“Can we not—”

“I’m just saying, if the real estate thing doesn’t work out, you’ve got a backup plan.”

Vanessa snorted. “Emily.”

“What? I’m complimenting her! Look at that split. I couldn’t do that before I had a baby.”

Despite herself, Sabrina was grinning. “You guys are insane.”

“We’re a family,” Vanessa corrected. “A weird, unconventional, moderately dysfunctional family. And you’re part of it now.”

“I am?”

“If you want to be.”

Sabrina looked at me. “Michael?”

I nodded. “You’re in. If you want in.”

“What does ‘in’ mean?”

Good question.

Vanessa stood. Walked to Sabrina. Looked her up and down—not sexual, just assessing.

“It means you’re not just the Vegas consultant,” Vanessa said. “It means you’re part of the core. You travel with us. You eat with us. You share in the wins and the losses. And—” She glanced at me. “If you’re interested, you share in everything.”

Oh.

Sabrina’s eyes went wide. “You mean—”

“We’re not a traditional setup,” Emily said. “In case you hadn’t noticed.”

“I noticed. I just thought—”

“That you weren’t invited?” Chloe closed her laptop. Stood. “You’re invited. But it’s your choice. No pressure. No obligation. You can stay professional-only if you want.”

“Or,” Vanessa said, “you can stay for the celebration.”

Sabrina looked at each of them. Then at me.

“This is real?” she asked.

“Very real,” I said.

“And you’re okay with it?”

“I’m more than okay. But only if you’re okay.”

She bit her lip. Thinking. Then smiled. “I’m okay.”

“You sure?” Vanessa asked. “Because once you’re in, you’re in. No half measures.”

“I’ve spent fifteen years doing half measures. Working alone. Surviving, not thriving.” Sabrina straightened. “I want in. All the way.”

Vanessa smiled. “Good. Then let’s celebrate properly.”



The bedroom.

Lights dimmed. Vegas glowing through the floor-to-ceiling windows. Five of us now.

Vanessa took the lead—she always did in group settings. Organized. Deliberate. Making sure everyone was comfortable, everyone knew the rules.

“Safeword?” she asked Sabrina.

“Yellow.”

“Boundaries?”

“None that I can think of. I’ve done… a lot. In my previous life.”

“You’ll tell us if that changes?”

“Yes.”

“Good.” Vanessa looked at me. “She’s cleared. Your move.”

I stood in the center of the bedroom. Sabrina in front of me, still dressed but trembling with anticipation. The others flanking—Vanessa to my right with her massive naturals barely contained by her silk robe, Chloe and Emily to my left in matching lingerie.

“This is about you,” I told Sabrina. “About welcoming you. Not about me taking. Understand?”

She nodded. “Yes.”

“Then let’s start simple.” I reached out. Brushed her platinum hair back from her face. “You’re gorgeous. You know that.”

“I’ve been told. By many men. For money.”

“But tonight, you’re going to feel it. From all of us. For free. Because you matter.”

Vanessa stepped forward. Unbuttoned Sabrina’s blouse with practiced fingers. Slow. Deliberate. Sabrina’s breathing quickened, her massive chest rising and falling.

The blouse fell away. That black lace bra barely containing those incredible 32DDD implants, the lace straining at the seams.

“Jesus,” Emily breathed. “Okay, those are fucking perfect.”

“Implants,” Sabrina said, almost apologetic. “From my escort days.”

“Who cares?” Chloe said, adjusting her glasses for a better look. “They’re spectacular. The best money could buy.”

Vanessa unhooked the bra. Let it drop.

And there they were. Heavy, full, gravity-defying perfection. Round globes that jutted out proudly from her chest, barely any sag despite their size. Large pink nipples already hard and erect.

I cupped them with both hands—they overflowed my palms, heavy and soft on the surface but firm from the implants beneath. Squeezed gently. Sabrina gasped.

“You like being touched,” I said.

“Yes.”

“You like being wanted. Being worshipped.”

“God yes.”

“Then tonight, you’re going to be worshipped by everyone in this room.”

I leaned down. Sucked one hard nipple into my mouth, swirling my tongue around the stiff nub. She moaned loud, arched into me, pressing more of that massive tit against my face.

Vanessa moved to her other side. Took the other nipple between her lips. Licked, sucked, teeth grazing gently. Sabrina’s knees buckled.

“Oh god—two mouths—”

Emily slid to her knees in front of Sabrina. Unbuttoned her jeans with eager fingers. Slid them down along with her panties, revealing the Vegas showgirl’s body—long tanned legs, narrow waist, completely bare pussy already glistening with arousal.

“Someone’s wet,” Emily murmured, running a finger through Sabrina’s slick folds. “Dripping, actually.”

“I’ve been wet since you invited me in,” Sabrina panted, her hips bucking toward Emily’s teasing finger. “Please—”

Chloe knelt beside Emily, her thick thighs spreading as she settled. “Then let’s do something about that.”

Together, they guided Sabrina onto the bed. Spread her long legs wide. Sabrina lay there exposed—massive tits heaving, pussy glistening, completely vulnerable.

I watched from above. Vanessa beside me. The two of us directing the scene.

“Emily,” I said. “Show her what we do to new family members.”

Emily grinned wickedly. Dove between Sabrina’s spread thighs.

The effect was immediate. Sabrina cried out as Emily’s tongue made contact with her swollen clit, hips bucking off the bed. Emily’s tongue worked magic—slow circles around the clit, fast flicks directly on it, then diving down to thrust inside her dripping pussy.

“Oh fuck—oh fuck—your tongue—”

Chloe leaned down. Kissed Sabrina deeply, hungry, their tongues tangling. Swallowed her moans while Emily devoured her pussy from below.

Vanessa touched my shoulder. “Your turn. She’s ready.”

I stripped, letting my hard cock spring free. Already throbbing from watching. Moved to the bed.

Emily pulled back, her face glistening with Sabrina’s juices. “She tastes amazing. Sweet and wet. She’s going to cum so hard when you fuck her.”

“Good.” I positioned myself between Sabrina’s spread legs, my cockhead pressing against her soaking entrance. “Ready?”

“Please—I need—yes please—”

I pushed inside in one slow, deliberate thrust.

She gasped into Chloe’s mouth, pussy stretching around my cock, tight and wet and searingly hot. Her inner walls gripped me, pulling me deeper.

I started moving. Long, deep strokes, pulling out until just the head remained, then driving back in to the hilt. Sabrina’s massive tits bounced with each thrust, the heavy implants jiggling hypnotically.

Her hands found Chloe’s tits through her lingerie—smaller than hers, perky B-cups with sensitive nipples. She squeezed, pinched. Chloe moaned into the kiss.

Vanessa climbed onto the bed, shrugging off her robe. Her huge natural tits swayed as she straddled Sabrina’s face. “Lick my pussy,” she commanded. “Show me what that escort tongue can do.”

Sabrina did, eagerly. Her tongue dove into Vanessa’s wet cunt while I fucked her from below. The visual was insane—layers of women, all connected, all focused on giving and receiving pleasure. Vanessa’s ass grinding on Sabrina’s face. My cock pistoning into Sabrina’s tight pussy. Chloe and Emily kissing and touching everywhere.

Emily moved to my side. Kissed me deeply while I thrust, her tongue tangling with mine. “She’s perfect for us,” she whispered against my lips.

“I know.”

“Don’t finish yet. Let her come first. Make her come on your cock.”

“Always.”

I reached between our bodies. Found Sabrina’s swollen clit, engorged and throbbing. Circled it with my thumb while I fucked her deep.

She moaned into Vanessa’s pussy. The vibrations made Vanessa gasp and grind down harder, smearing her wetness across Sabrina’s face.

The room was heat and sound and skin. No performance. No transaction. Just five people who trusted each other completely, sharing pleasure freely.

Sabrina came first. Hard. Her pussy clamped down on my cock like a vise, spasming rhythmically, her whole body going rigid. She screamed into Vanessa’s cunt.

Vanessa came seconds later, triggered by the vibrations. She threw her head back, grinding on Sabrina’s face, gushing onto her chin. “FUCK yes—”

Chloe came from Sabrina’s fingers that had found their way into her pussy, pumping frantically. Her thick thighs clenched around Sabrina’s hand.

And I held on. Barely. My cock throbbing, balls tight, desperate to explode.

“Together,” Vanessa panted, climbing off Sabrina’s glistening face. “All of us. Give us your cum.”

She repositioned. The four women gathered close—Vanessa, Emily, Chloe, and Sabrina in the center. All of them kneeling on the bed, their different chests pressed together, looking up at me with hungry eyes.

Vanessa’s huge naturals. Sabrina’s gravity-defying implants. Emily’s soft postpartum tits. Chloe’s perky handful. All pressed together, all waiting.

“Give it to us,” Sabrina breathed, her face still wet with Vanessa’s cum. “Mark us. Claim us all.”

I stroked my cock twice, three times, aiming at their collective chests.

I let go. Exploded. Rope after rope of hot cum painting their pressed-together tits—landing on Sabrina’s implants, Vanessa’s heavy naturals, Emily’s soft flesh, Chloe’s smaller curves. They moaned in unison as my cum splattered across them.

“God yes—” Sabrina moaned, watching it drip down her chest. “So much—”

They pressed tighter together, smearing my cum between their tits, mixing it, marking themselves as mine. Claimed. United.

Emily leaned over, licked a long stripe from Vanessa’s breast, collecting cum on her tongue. “My turn to clean up,” she murmured, then shared it with Chloe in a messy kiss.

The night blurred after that. Rotations. Configurations. Vanessa directing traffic, making sure everyone got time in the spotlight. I fucked each of them in turn—Sabrina’s pussy again, Chloe’s ass, Emily’s pussy while she moaned about exhibitionism, Vanessa’s dripping cunt while she ordered me around. The women pleasured each other between rounds, tongues and fingers everywhere.

Sabrina laughed and cried and came so many times she lost count. This wasn’t like her escort work. This was family.

Finally, dawn. The Vegas sky lightening outside the windows.

We collapsed in a pile. Limbs tangled. Sweat cooling. Cum drying on skin.

Sabrina lay in the center. Surrounded. Protected. Claimed.

“Welcome to the family,” Vanessa said softly, stroking her hair.

Sabrina smiled, exhausted and blissful. “Thanks for having me.”

“We own this city’s bones now,” I said. “All of us.”

Below, the Strip glittered. Tourists losing money. Dreamers chasing luck.

Up here? We’d already won.

The crisis kings—and queens—were born.


Chapter 8: Pattern Recognition

Three months into DREP Vegas, and we owned ninety-two units.

The cash printer was humming. $47k monthly net after debt service and reserves. More than most people made in a year, every single month, passively.

We were winning.

But something was off.

Chloe noticed it first.

“Check this out,” she said. War room. Tuesday morning. Screens glowing with auction data and comp analyses.

I leaned over her shoulder. Spreadsheet city. Color-coded cells, pivot tables, regression curves.

“What am I looking at?”

“Auction results. Last ninety days.” She highlighted a column. “See this pattern?”

I squinted. Numbers. Lots of numbers.

“Pretend I’m not an engineer,” I said.

“Fine. Simplified version: we’re getting frozen out.”

“Frozen out how?”

She pulled up a graph. X-axis: auction date. Y-axis: win rate.

“January through March, we won thirty-eight percent of the properties we bid on. Consistent. Predictable. We lost some to higher bidders, but the win rate was steady.”

“Okay.”

“April? Win rate dropped to eighteen percent. May? Twelve percent.” She turned to face me. “And here’s the weird part: the properties we’re losing? They’re going for above market value.”

“Someone’s overpaying?”

“Exactly. And it’s always the same someone.”

She pulled up another tab. Bidder IDs from courthouse records. One kept appearing: Bidder 47.

“Who’s Bidder 47?”

“That’s the fun part. I cross-referenced with county recorder’s office. The properties are getting deeded to shell LLCs. Different names every time. But—” She pulled up another screen. “The registered agent is the same for all of them.”

“Who?”

“A law firm. Marchetti & Associates.”

Oh. “Tony.”

“Tony.” Chloe pushed her glasses up. “He’s bidding through shells. Overpaying to freeze us out. And then—this is where it gets interesting—he’s flipping the properties to his main holding company six months later at a loss.”

“A loss?”

“Yep. He’s buying at, say, one-twenty. Market value’s one-ten. He holds for six months, does minimal repairs, then sells to himself for one-oh-five.”

I stared. “That’s insane. He’s losing money on purpose.”

“He’s not losing money. He’s spending money to remove competition. You.”

The picture snapped into focus. Tony wasn’t trying to win Vegas. He was trying to make sure I couldn’t win Vegas.

“How much is this costing him?” I asked.

Chloe did the math. “Rough estimate? He’s eating two hundred grand in losses over the last three months. Maybe more.”

“Jesus.”

“It’s a war of attrition. He’s betting he can outlast you. Bleed you out by making every auction unprofitable.”

“Except we’re not bleeding. We pivoted to Phoenix and Tucson.”

“Right. Which means his strategy’s failing. But he doesn’t know that yet.” She grinned. “And that gives us an opening.”

“What kind of opening?”

“Information warfare.” She pulled up a new doc. “We feed him false signals. Make him think we’re going all-in on Vegas. He overextends trying to block us. Meanwhile, we’re actually deploying capital in Phoenix.”

“Where he’s not watching.”

“Exactly.”

“That’s devious.”

“That’s smart.” She closed the laptop. “But we need to be careful. Tony’s not stupid. If he realizes we’re playing him, he’ll escalate.”

“Escalate how?”

“Copper theft. Permit delays. Suddenly your properties fail inspections. Maybe a suspicious fire.” She met my eyes. “He’s old-school. He knows how to fight dirty.”

“And we fight clean.”

“We fight smarter.” She handed me a folder. “I documented everything. Dates, amounts, shell LLCs, the pattern. Aria can turn this into a legal filing if needed.”

I flipped through. Meticulous. Color-coded. The kind of forensic accounting that could bury someone in court.

“We don’t outpunch him,” I said, closing the folder. “We out-execute him.”

Chloe grinned. “You’re terrifying,” I said.

“I know.” She smiled. “But I’m your terrifying analytics nerd. So use me.”

“Always.”



That afternoon, I called Sabrina.

“We need to talk about Tony,” I said.

“What about him?”

“Chloe found a pattern. He’s bleeding money to freeze us out of Vegas auctions.”

Silence on the line. Then: “How much?”

“Two hundred grand. Maybe more.”

She whistled. “He’s more rattled than I thought.”

“Can he sustain that?”

“Depends. If he’s got PE backing or a line of credit, maybe. If he’s self-funded, he’s going to hit a wall.”

“How do we find out?”

“I know his banker. Well—I knew his banker. Back when I was… working.”

Oh. “You mean—”

“I mean I fucked his banker. Multiple times. For money. Yes.” Her tone was flat. “You want me to call in that favor or not?”

“Only if you’re comfortable.”

“I’m never comfortable talking to guys who’ve seen me naked. But I’ll do it for the team.”

“Sabrina—”

“I’m kidding. Mostly.” She exhaled. “I’ll make the call. See what I can find out. But Michael?”

“Yeah?”

“If Tony’s bleeding money to stop you, it means he sees you as a real threat. Which means he’s going to escalate. You need to be ready.”

“I’m ready.”

“Good. Because Vegas doesn’t forgive mistakes.”

She hung up.

I sat there. Staring at Chloe’s folder. All that data. All that evidence.

Tony Marchetti was playing a losing game. He just didn’t know it yet.



Two days later, Sabrina called back.

“Got the intel,” she said. “Tony’s leveraged to his eyeballs. He’s got a credit line with a local bank—seven million cap, six-point-two drawn. He’s also personally guaranteed three property loans that are underwater.”

“So he’s fragile.”

“He’s desperate. And desperate men do stupid things.”

“Like overpay for properties just to block competitors?”

“Exactly.” She paused. “There’s more. His line comes up for renewal in September. If he hasn’t paid it down, or if his assets are still underwater, the bank could call it.”

“And if they call it?”

“He’s done. Bankruptcy. The whole empire collapses.”

I did the math. It was June. Three months until Tony’s line renewed. Three months of him bleeding money trying to stop me.

“We don’t have to beat him,” I said slowly. “We just have to outlast him.”

“Exactly. He’s fighting a war he can’t afford. You’re fighting with cash reserves and clean capital.”

“So we wait.”

“We wait. And we don’t give him any ammunition to justify escalation.”

“Meaning?”

“Meaning no copper theft on our properties. No vandalism. No mysterious fires. We stay clean. Document everything. Make him the aggressor.”

“Aria will love that.”

“Aria’s a lawyer. Lawyers love documentation.”

I hung up. Looked at the KPI wall. Cash reserves: $12.4M liquid. DREP equity: $4.8M. Net worth climbing toward $120M.

We could outlast Tony for years if needed.

He could barely outlast three months.

The war was already won. He just didn’t know it yet.



Friday. Team meeting via video call. Everyone dialed in.

“Update,” Vanessa said. “Tony Marchetti’s leveraged and bleeding. We’ve pivoted to Phoenix. Vegas auction win rate is down, but Phoenix is printing. Net result: DREP’s ahead of schedule.”

“What’s the Tony plan?” Sophia asked.

“We document, stay clean, and let him overextend.” I looked at the camera. “Aria, can you prep a TRO package just in case?”

“Already done,” Aria said. “If he touches one of our properties, I can have an injunction filed within hours.”

“Chloe, keep tracking auction patterns. If he pivots to Phoenix, I want to know immediately.”

“On it.”

“Sabrina, keep your ear to the ground. Any whispers about Tony’s financial situation, I want to hear them.”

“You got it.”

“Emily, how’s the creator house project?”

“Good. We’re vetting residents now. Should launch next month.”

“Perfect.” I looked around the virtual room. My team. My machine. “We’re winning. Tony’s losing. But we stay disciplined. No celebrating until he’s actually out of the game.”

“Statement, not habit,” Vanessa said.

“Statement, not habit,” the room echoed.

Meeting adjourned.

I closed the laptop. Stared out the window at San Francisco.

Somewhere in Vegas, Tony Marchetti was probably staring at his own ledger. Watching the red ink pile up. Realizing he’d picked a fight with someone who had more money, more patience, and better data.

His move.

Our win.


Chapter 9: Bank Call

DREP 2.0 needed capital. Forty million dollars in debt financing to scale from a hundred units to three hundred.

That’s where Sophia came in.

The Stanford MBA. The VC princess. The woman who could talk clean numbers while riding my cock.

We’d discovered that particular skill six months ago. She called it “multitasking.” I called it “the hottest thing I’d ever seen.”

Today, we were testing her limits.



The call was scheduled for two PM. Bank of America. Commercial real estate lending desk. Three VPs on the line, all men, all skeptical that a twenty-four-year-old could underwrite a forty-million-dollar facility.

Sophia had prepped for a week. Slides, models, sensitivity analyses. She knew the deal inside out.

She also knew exactly what she wanted.

“I need you inside me during the call,” she’d said that morning. Casual. Like she was ordering coffee.

“You’re insane,” I’d replied.

“I’m focused. And I focus better when I’m full.”

So here we were. War room. Laptop open on the desk. Sophia standing in front of it, pencil skirt hiked up around her waist, no panties underneath. Her pussy was already glistening, visibly wet, her arousal obvious.

I sat in the chair behind her. Cock out. Rock hard. Throbbing in anticipation.

She backed onto me. Slow. Controlled. Reached down to spread herself, then guided the head of my cock to her entrance. I could feel her heat, her slickness, before she even sank down.

Then she took me inside. Inch by inch. Her tight pussy stretching around my shaft, gripping me like a velvet fist.

“Fuck,” she breathed as she bottomed out, my entire length buried in her. “You’re so deep.”

“You okay?”

“Perfect.” She adjusted her hips, clenched experimentally. I felt her pussy squeeze me, testing the sensation. “Don’t move. Just stay inside me. Keep me full.”

“For the whole call?”

“For the whole call. I want to negotiate forty million dollars with your cock in my pussy.”

She straightened her blouse, making sure her cleavage wasn’t visible on camera. Smoothed her hair. Took a breath. Then clicked the Zoom link—all while impaled on my cock.

Three faces appeared on screen. White men in suits. Ties. Serious expressions.

“Ms. Chen,” the lead VP said. “Thanks for joining us.”

“Thanks for having me, Robert.” Sophia’s voice was steady. Professional. Like she wasn’t currently impaled on my cock. “I know you’ve reviewed the deck. Let’s jump straight to questions.”

“Sure. First question: leverage ratio. You’re proposing seventy percent LTV on stabilized assets. That’s aggressive.”

“It’s market-standard for distressed multifamily in these metros. And we’re underwriting conservatively—sixty-five percent occupancy, below-market rents. If we hit our actual targets, the facility’s overcollateralized.”

She shifted slightly. Clenched around me. I bit back a groan.

“Second question,” another VP said. “Your principal is twenty-four years old. No offense, but that’s young for a forty-million-dollar commitment.”

“No offense taken.” Sophia smiled. Cool. Confident. “My principal’s age is irrelevant. His track record isn’t. He panic-bought the ’08 crash. He owns equity positions in AAPL, GOOG, AMZN that are up six hundred percent. He’s never missed a payment, never defaulted, never had a property go back to a lender.”

“What about operational experience?”

“We’ve closed ninety-two units in six months. Cash flow’s exactly where we projected. Our contractor network is vetted and performing. And—” She clenched again, harder this time. “We’ve got an institutional-grade CFO managing the books.”

I shifted my hips. Just barely. A tiny thrust.

She froze. Maintained eye contact with the screen.

“Could you walk us through the cash-flow waterfall?” the lead VP asked.

“Of course.” She pulled up a slide. Clicked through the model. Her voice stayed steady even as I throbbed inside her.

“Rents flow to the property LLC. After OpEx and debt service, net income distributes to the holding LLC. We’re targeting twelve percent cash-on-cash at the property level, which translates to eighteen percent unlevered IRR over five years.”

“And the exit strategy?”

“Hold for cash flow, or sell to institutional buyers in three to five years. Multifamily’s a seller’s market in these Sun Belt metros. We’re buying at sixty cents on the dollar and holding through the recovery.”

The VPs exchanged glances.

“Impressive,” Robert said. “But I still have concerns about concentration risk. You’re heavily weighted toward Vegas and Phoenix.”

“Correct. By design.” Sophia leaned forward slightly—pushing back onto me in the process. I felt her clench. “Those metros have the highest foreclosure rates and the best rent-to-price ratios. That’s where the opportunity is.”

“And if those markets don’t recover?”

“They will. But even if they don’t, our basis is low enough that we’re protected. Worst case, we break even. Best case, we triple our equity.”

She rocked her hips. Subtle. Just enough to move on me without being visible on camera.

I gripped her waist under the desk. Held her still. She bit her lip.

“Last question,” the third VP said. “Timeline. When do you need the facility live?”

“Thirty days. We’ve got fifty properties in the pipeline. If we can’t close the debt, we lose them.”

“That’s tight.”

“I know. But we’re ready. Legal docs are prepped. Appraisals are ordered. We just need commitment.”

Silence on the line.

Then Robert nodded. “We’ll discuss internally and get back to you by Friday.”

“Thank you. I appreciate your time.”

“One more thing,” Robert said. “You seem very… composed. Most borrowers are nervous on these calls.”

Sophia smiled. “I’m confident in the deal. And I don’t get nervous easily.”

“Clearly.” Robert paused. Papers shuffling on his end. “Look, I’m going to save us all some time. We’ve reviewed the package. The numbers work. The team works. And frankly, Ms. Chen, your presentation was flawless.”

Sophia clenched around me. Hard. I bit my tongue.

“What are you saying, Robert?” Her voice stayed perfectly steady.

“I’m saying—” More papers. A murmured conversation off-mic. Then Robert’s voice again: “I’m saying you’re approved. Forty million. Terms as discussed. Legal will send docs by Friday.”

The word hit her like electricity.

Approved.

Sophia came.

Silent. Devastating. Her whole body locked up, every muscle tensing. Her pussy clamped down on my cock like a vise, inner walls spasming rhythmically, milking me even though I wasn’t moving. Her knuckles went bone-white gripping the desk. Her thighs trembled violently. Her breath caught in her throat.

And through all of it, her face stayed composed. Professional. Giving absolutely nothing away to the three bankers on camera. Only the slight flush of her cheeks betrayed anything at all.

I could feel her pussy pulsing around me, wave after wave of orgasm rippling through her core. She was coming so hard it was almost vibrating, her body trying desperately to scream while her face remained a mask of corporate composure.

“Thank you, Robert,” she managed. Voice steady. Unbelievable. How she formed words while her cunt was spasming around my cock, I had no idea. “We appreciate your confidence. We’ll have our counsel review and respond promptly.”

“Looking forward to it. Have a good day, Ms. Chen.”

She reached forward—her arm shaking slightly—and ended the call. Closed the laptop.

Then she collapsed back against me, gasping for air, the orgasm finally allowed to break free.

“Holy shit,” she whispered. “Fuck. I just came while a banker said ‘approved.’ I came on your cock while he said forty million.”

“You just came because a banker said ‘approved.’”

“God—” She was still shaking, aftershocks rippling through her pussy. “That was—I can’t—my pussy is still clenching—”

“You’re insane.”

“I’m efficient.” She started moving again, grinding back against me. Slow rolls of her hips, her tight pussy sliding on my still-hard cock. “And I need more. Now. Please. I need you to actually fuck me.”

I stood, lifting her with me. Then I bent her over the desk. She braced her hands on the wood, ass out, skirt bunched around her waist. Her pussy was visibly dripping now, a combination of her own arousal and my precum.

“Yes—fuck—yes—”

I drove into her. Hard. Fast. No more control. No more holding back. I gripped her hips and pounded into her, the wet slap of flesh filling the room.

She cried out. Loud. Shameless. No call to maintain composure for now. Her voice echoed off the walls.

“You liked that, didn’t you?” I said, fucking her hard enough to shake the desk. “Talking clean numbers while my cock was buried in your tight little pussy. Coming the second he approved us.”

“God yes—I came so hard—”

“You got off on the power. On winning while being fucked. On closing a forty-million-dollar deal while full of cock.”

“So—fuck—so much—it’s my kink—power makes me cum—”

I reached around her hip. Found her clit, swollen and throbbing. Rubbed fast circles while I pounded her from behind.

“That’s your lane, Sophia. Power and sex. Closing deals while getting railed. You’re a fucking prodigy at it.”

She came again. Harder this time. Free to scream. She did—loud, shameless, triumphant—her pussy clenching so hard it almost pushed my cock out. “YES—FUCK—CUMMING AGAIN—”

I kept thrusting. Fucking her through her second orgasm. Chasing my edge.

“Inside,” she panted, voice wrecked. “IUD. Safe. Fill me up. Cum in me while we’re forty million richer.”

I buried myself balls-deep and came. The first spurt felt like it was dragged from my spine. Pulse after pulse, flooding her pussy with hot cum, marking her from the inside. She pushed back against me, taking every drop.

“Yes—I feel it—so hot inside me—” she moaned.

She milked me dry with her pussy. Every squeeze, every clench, her inner muscles working rhythmically to drain my balls completely.

Finally, I pulled out. A thick trickle of cum leaked from her pussy, sliding down her thighs. She stayed bent over the desk, panting, legs shaking.

“That was—” She laughed, breathless and satisfied. “That was fucking incredible.”

“You’re incredible.”

“I’m sweaty and there’s cum running down my legs and I need to fix my makeup before the next meeting.”

“What next meeting?”

“Client check-in. In thirty minutes.” She stood. Adjusted her skirt. “Think we can go again after?”

“You’re insatiable.”

“I’m celebrating. Forty million, Michael. We just unlocked DREP 2.0.”

“That’s how you close,” she added, straightening her skirt with a satisfied smile.

“You’re terrifying.”

“I’m a Chen. We don’t lose.” She kissed me. Quick and hard. “Now get out. I need to clean up and look professional.”

I left her there. Skirt askew, cum on her thighs, already reviewing the next deck.

Sophia Chen. VC princess. Stanford MBA. The woman who closed deals while getting fucked.

She was going to run the world someday.

And I was just lucky enough to be along for the ride.


Chapter 10: Aria’s Fortress

The legal structure looked like a flowchart designed by a paranoid genius.

Which it was. Aria’s genius. My paranoia.

Seven holding companies. Fourteen property LLCs. Two Delaware trusts. One offshore structure for the Bitcoin holdings. All layered, all protected, all bulletproof.

Aria presented the final version on a Thursday afternoon. War room. Whiteboard covered in boxes and arrows.

“This,” she said, tapping the top box, “is the family office. Nevada LLC. You’re the sole member. It owns nothing directly.”

“Good.”

“Below that, we have DREP Holdings. Also Nevada. It owns the property LLCs. Each property LLC is single-asset, single-purpose. If one gets sued, the others are protected.”

“Firewalls.”

“Exactly.” She drew another arrow. “Parallel to DREP, we have Tech Holdings. That’s where the equity positions live—AAPL, GOOG, Facebook. Different structure, different exposure.”

“And the Bitcoin?”

“Delaware trust. Irrevocable. You’re the grantor and beneficiary during life, but if something happens to you, it passes clean to designated heirs. No probate. No public record.”

I studied the chart. “What about the intellectual property? The sealed prediction briefs?”

“Separate Delaware trust. IP Trust Alpha. It owns the copyrights to your documented predictions. If you ever monetize them—book deal, consulting, whatever—the IP flows through there.”

“You’re incredible.”

She smiled. Small and precise. “I’m thorough.”

“What about Tony?”

Her smile vanished. “Tony Marchetti sent another demand letter yesterday. This one’s threatening civil action for ‘tortious interference with business relationships.’”

“Can he win?”

“No. But he can make us spend money defending.” She pulled up a document on her laptop. “I’ve drafted a countersuit. Defamation, harassment, abuse of process. If he wants to play legal games, we’ll bury him in motions.”

“File it.”

“Are you sure? It’s aggressive. Could escalate things.”

“He’s already escalating. He’s just doing it quietly. Better to make him defend than let him attack.”

“Agreed.” She made a note. “I’ll file Monday. And I’ve prepared a TRO package in case he touches any of our properties. One phone call, and a judge freezes him.”

“How much is this costing us?”

“Legal fees? About forty grand a month right now. Could double if Tony forces us into litigation.”

I whistled. “That’s steep.”

“That’s the cost of building an empire. You want to be bulletproof? You pay for it.” She closed the laptop. “But Michael, there’s something else.”

“What?”

She hesitated. Rare for her. Aria didn’t hesitate.

“My family’s pressuring me,” she said quietly.

“Pressuring you how?”

“They think I’m wasting my potential. My cousin just made junior partner at Skadden. My sister’s clerking for a federal judge. And I’m—” She gestured around. “Building legal fortresses for a real estate investor.”

“You say that like it’s a bad thing.”

“They think it is. My mom asked when I’m going to get a ‘real job.’ My dad asked if I’m ever going to settle down and marry someone ‘appropriate.’” She looked at me. “They don’t understand what we’re building.”

“Do you?”

“Of course I do. This is—” She stood. Paced. “This is the most challenging legal work I’ve ever done. I’m building structures that protect hundreds of millions in assets. I’m drafting contracts that are going to stand up in court for decades. I’m the architect of this. This is real.”

“But they don’t see it.”

“They see me turning down job offers from white-shoe firms. They see me refusing to network at their country club. They see me—” She stopped. “They see me with you. All of you. And they assume I’m being taken advantage of.”

“Are you?”

“No.” Fierce. Immediate. “I chose this. I choose it every day.”

“Then tell them that.”

“I tried. They don’t listen.” She sat back down. “My old firm reached out last week. Wilson Sonsini. They offered me senior associate. Six hundred thousand base, plus bonus. Partnership track.”

My stomach dropped. “Are you taking it?”

“No.”

“Why not?”

“Because partnership track means eighty-hour weeks and no life. Because senior associate means I’d be billing for other people’s empires, not building my own.” She met my eyes. “And because I’d rather be here. With you. With all of you. Even if my family doesn’t approve.”

“They’re scared you’re making a mistake.”

“I know. But it’s my mistake to make.”

I stood. Walked to the window. San Francisco glittering below.

“You know what I think?” I said.

“What?”

“I think your family sees you following a path they didn’t plan. And that terrifies them. Because if you succeed without their approval, it means their approval was never necessary.”

She was quiet for a moment. Then: “That’s very insightful.”

“I’ve thought about it a lot. My first life, I followed every approved path. College, job, marriage, mortgage. Did everything ‘right.’ And I died broke and alone in a cubicle.”

“So this time—”

“This time I’m building something that matters. And I’m surrounding myself with people who want to build too. Not people who want to follow someone else’s script.”

“Is that what I’m doing? Building?”

“Aria, you’ve constructed a legal fortress that’s going to protect this empire for generations. You’ve drafted contracts that are going to be studied in law schools. You’ve done more meaningful work in two years than most lawyers do in twenty.” I turned to face her. “If your family can’t see that, it’s their loss. Not yours.”

Her eyes went glassy. “Thank you.”

“And for what it’s worth? I’d pick you over a hundred Wilson Sonsini senior associates. Because you care. This isn’t just billable hours to you. It’s yours.”

“Ours,” she corrected.

“Ours.”

She wiped her eyes. Composed herself. “Okay. Moment of weakness over. Back to work.”

“What’s next?”

“I need to draft the countersuit against Tony. And I want to loop in a Nevada litigator—someone local who knows the judges.”

“Do it.”

“Also, we should talk about estate planning. You’ve got two kids now. If something happens to you, Claire and—” She checked her notes. “Your son with Vanessa—”

“James. He’s four now—born during the YouTube acquisition, back in late 2006.”

“Right. If something happens to you, Claire and James need to be protected. Clean succession. No fights. No probate.”

“I trust you to handle it.”

“I know. But it’s heavy responsibility.”

“You’re up for it.”

“I am.” She stood. Straightened her blouse. The gold waist chain chimed softly. “One more thing.”

“Yeah?”

“When Tony loses—and he will lose—I want to be in the courtroom. I want to watch his face when the judge rules against him.”

I grinned. “That can be arranged.”

“Good.” She picked up her laptop. “Now get out. I’ve got contracts to draft.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

At the door, I paused. “Aria?”

“Yeah?”

“You’re not wasting your potential. You’re building your potential. There’s a difference.”

She smiled. “I know.”



That night, I found her in the library. Surrounded by legal textbooks and case law. The gold nose stud glinting in the lamplight.

“Still working?” I asked.

“Almost done. Just putting the finishing touches on the countersuit.”

“Need anything?”

“Coffee would be great.”

I made coffee. Brought it back. Sat beside her.

“You really think Tony’s going to lose?” she asked.

“I know he’s going to lose. Because he’s fighting with intimidation and bluster. You’re fighting with facts and law. Facts always win.”

“Not always.”

“Often enough.”

She sipped the coffee. “My family’s going to be insufferable when they find out I’m suing someone.”

“Why?”

“Because it’s ‘unseemly.’ Patels don’t sue people. We negotiate. We mediate. We don’t air dirty laundry in court.”

“This isn’t dirty laundry. This is defense.”

“I know. But they won’t see it that way.” She set down the coffee. “You know what the hardest part is?”

“What?”

“I love them. My family. They’re annoying and judgmental and they don’t understand what I’m doing. But I love them.”

“That’s allowed.”

“Is it? Can I love them and still choose this life?”

“Yes.”

“How do you know?”

“Because love isn’t conditional on approval. You can love someone and still disagree with them. You can honor your family and still build your own path.”

She was quiet. Then: “You’re very wise for someone who died at forty-one in his first life.”

“I learned a lot from dying badly.”

She laughed. “I suppose that’s one way to look at it.”

We sat in comfortable silence. Her drafting. Me reading over her shoulder.

The fortress was real now. Not just legal documents. Not just structures and entities.

A fortress of people who’d chosen to build together.

Aria looked up from her laptop, eyes gleaming with quiet pride. “I’m the architect of this.”


Chapter 11: Contract Renewal

The ceremony started at midnight.

Aria’s idea. She’d been planning it for weeks, drafting terms in her precise handwriting, revising clauses, building something formal out of what we shared.

The war room. Empty except for us. Whiteboard wiped clean. Laptop on the table showing a single document.

She stood in the center wearing nothing but the gold waist chain and nose stud. Her dusky skin glowed in the soft light. Waist-length black hair loose down her back.

“I want to renew,” she said. “But this time, I write the terms.”

I leaned against the table. “Show me.”

She opened the laptop. Turned it toward me.

AMENDED SERVICE AND COMMITMENT AGREEMENT

“You wrote a contract for us?”

“I’m a lawyer. It’s what I do.” She smiled. Small and precise. “Read it.”

I scrolled through. The language was Aria—meticulous, clear, ironclad. But the substance was different from the first ceremony two years ago.

Section 1: Mutual Authority

The parties acknowledge that dominance and submission are gifts exchanged, not hierarchies imposed. Michael Carter exercises authority within agreed bounds; Aria Patel retains full autonomy to negotiate, modify, or withdraw consent at any time.

“You’re giving yourself more power this time.”

“I’m formalizing what was always true. I’m not your subordinate. I’m your partner who chooses submission because it fulfills me. There’s a difference.”

I kept reading.

Section 2: Deliverables and Consideration

Michael Carter agrees to provide: - Physical pleasure and emotional safety - Recognition of Aria Patel’s professional competence - Inclusion in strategic decision-making - Aftercare appropriate to intensity of scenes

Aria Patel agrees to provide: - Legal architecture for family office and entities - Sexual availability within negotiated boundaries - Submission as expression of trust, not obligation - Honest communication of needs and limits

“You’re treating this like a business deal.”

“Because it is. We’re building something together. I want it documented.” She stepped closer. The waist chain chimed softly. “Do you accept the amended terms?”

“What happens if I don’t?”

“Then we negotiate. Like adults. Like partners.” Her eyes were steady. “But I think you’ll accept. Because you understand what I’m really asking for.”

“Which is?”

“Proof that this is real. That I’m not just a convenience. That my submission is valued as the gift it is.”

I stood. Walked around the table. Stopped in front of her.

“Section 2,” I said. “Recognition of professional competence. You want me to acknowledge you’re not just here for sex.”

“I want you to acknowledge I’m indispensable. That the legal fortress I built is as important as anything else we’ve created.”

“Done.”

“Section 3.4. New clause. Collar privileges.”

I scrolled to it.

Aria Patel reserves the right to remove her collar during family events or professional contexts where its presence would undermine her credibility. This does not constitute withdrawal of submission; rather, it acknowledges that submission is contextual, not absolute.

“You want to take it off sometimes.”

“When I’m negotiating with opposing counsel, I can’t wear visible kink markers. It undermines me. But that doesn’t mean I’m any less yours.” She touched the base of her throat where the collar usually sat. “I just need the freedom to choose when.”

“That’s fair.”

“And Section 5. The new aftercare rider.”

I read it. Detailed. Specific. What she needed after intense scenes. Time to process. Physical comfort. Verbal affirmation that she was valued beyond the sex.

“You’ve thought about this.”

“I’ve lived it for two years. I know what works.” She paused. “But I want to sign the aftercare rider after. After you’ve taken me. After you’ve finished inside me. I want to sign it with your cum still in me. Proof that the aftercare applies to this. To us. Not just words on paper.”

My cock stirred. “That’s…”

“Perverted? Legal theater? Both?” She smiled. “I’m a lawyer, Michael. I like symbolic acts. And I want the aftercare rider to feel real. Signed in the moment it matters.”

I closed the laptop. “Okay. We sign the main contract now. The aftercare rider after.”

“Agreed.”

I pulled up a chair. Sat. Opened the document. Typed my name in the signature field for the main agreement—Sections 1 through 4.

Michael Carter Date: November 14, 2010

She sat beside me. Added her signature to the same sections.

Aria Patel Date: November 14, 2010

“Main contract witnessed and agreed,” she said softly. “Section 5 pending. Now the fun part.”



She knelt.

Not immediately. First she retrieved the collar from the table. Simple leather. My initials embossed on the inside.

“I want you to put it back on me,” she said. “As a renewal. As proof that I’m choosing this. That it’s not habit or obligation. It’s choice.”

I took the collar. Fastened it around her throat. The leather settled into familiar grooves.

“How does it feel?”

“Like home.”

She kissed my knee. Then stood.

“Now I’m going to recite the amended terms,” she said. “While you fuck me. And every time I finish a section, you’re going to tell me I’m a good girl. Because praise is my kink, and I earned this.”

“Deal.”

She moved to the table. Bent over it, her dusky skin glowing in the soft light. Ass high—round and firm, the curve of her hips dramatic against her slim waist. The gold waist chain glinting where it hugged her body, drawing attention to the flare of her hips.

I stepped behind her. Ran a hand over her hip, down to her ass, then between her thighs. She was already wet—soaking, really, slick heat coating my fingers the moment I touched her pussy lips.

“Someone’s ready,” I said.

“I’ve been wet since I started drafting this contract,” she admitted. “Now fuck me while I recite it.”

“Section 1,” she began, voice steady and professional. “Mutual Authority. The parties acknowledge—oh fuck—”

I pushed inside her. Slow. Deliberate. Filling her completely in one long stroke. Her pussy parted around my cock, tight and wet and searingly hot, gripping me like she never wanted to let go.

“Keep going,” I said, buried to the hilt.

“The parties acknowledge—god you’re deep—that dominance and submission are gifts exchanged—” She gasped as I pulled back and thrust deeper. “Not hierarchies imposed—”

“Good girl.”

The words made her pussy clench. She whimpered, then continued.

“Michael Carter exercises authority within agreed bounds—” Her voice cracked as I picked up the pace, fucking her with long, deep strokes. “Aria Patel retains full autonomy—yes—to negotiate, modify—”

I gripped her hips, pulling her back onto my cock with each thrust. The gold waist chain chimed against the table with every impact. She braced herself, knuckles white, reciting from memory while I drove into her.

“Section 2. Deliverables and Consideration. Michael Carter agrees to provide physical pleasure—” A loud moan cut her off as I hit a particularly deep spot. “—emotional safety—recognition of professional competence—”

“You’re doing so well,” I murmured, not slowing my thrusts. “Such a smart, capable woman. Such a good girl. And you’re all mine.”

“Yours,” she gasped, her pussy rippling around my cock. “Inclusion in strategic decision-making—aftercare appropriate to intensity—god don’t stop—”

I reached around her slim waist. Found her clit—swollen and throbbing. Circled it with two fingers while my cock continued to drive into her from behind.

“Section 3—oh God—Section 3, boundaries and—and—” Her hips jerked, involuntary.

“Breathe, Aria.”

She sucked in air, trying to focus. “Boundaries and limits. All physical acts—harder please harder—all physical acts require explicit consent—”

I fucked her harder. The table scraped against the floor with each thrust. Her small, firm breasts bounced with every impact, dark nipples dragging against the cold wood.

“Safewords remain in effect—yellow for slow, red for stop—don’t stop don’t stop don’t stop—”

“Not stopping. Keep reading. You’re being such a good girl.”

Her pussy clenched at the praise. “Collar privileges—I reserve the right to remove—fuck yes right there—to remove during family events or professional—”

“Good girl. You’re so fucking perfect. So tight around my cock.”

Her walls rippled around me. She was close. I could feel it in how her whole body tensed, how her breath came in short desperate gasps, how her pussy gripped me tighter with each stroke.

“Section 4—Michael, I’m going to—I’m so close—”

“Not yet.” I slowed. Just enough to pull her back from the edge. “Finish Section 4.”

“You bastard—you absolute—”

I stopped moving entirely, buried deep but still. “Language. Finish the section, and then you can come.”

She whimpered, pussy clenching desperately around my cock. “Section 4. Professional respect. Michael Carter acknowledges—acknowledges that Aria Patel’s legal work is indispensable to the enterprise—”

“It is,” I said, beginning to move again slowly. “You’re brilliant. You built a fortress that’s going to protect us for decades. You’re not just my submissive. You’re my partner.”

“That her—oh God yes—that her submission does not diminish her competence—”

“Never. Your submission makes you more powerful, not less.”

“That she is valued as—as a partner, advisor, and—please—” Her voice was breaking. “Please Michael—”

“One more section, baby. Then you can come. Prove to me you can finish.”

Tears of frustration streaked her cheeks. Her pussy was fluttering around me, desperate for release. “Section 5. Aftercare. Michael Carter agrees to provide—to provide appropriate aftercare—including physical comfort—Michael please I need to cum so badly—”

“Almost there. Last clause. Say it.”

“Including verbal affirmation—” Her voice cracked. “—that Aria Patel is valued beyond sexual performance—” She was sobbing now, body trembling. “Please let me come I’ve been so good I finished it please please please—”

I leaned over her, chest against her back, lips at her ear. “You’re not just good, Aria. You’re extraordinary. The smartest woman I’ve ever met. The most capable. The most valuable person in this entire enterprise. And you’re mine. Your submission is a gift I treasure. Now come for me. Let go.”

I thrust deep—burying myself to the hilt. Ground my pelvis against her ass. Pressed hard on her clit.

She screamed.

The orgasm ripped through her like lightning. Her pussy clamped down on my cock so hard it was almost painful, spasming rhythmically, milking me with desperate pulses. The gold waist chain rattled against the table as her whole body shook. She collapsed forward, legs giving out, only the table holding her up.

“That’s it,” I murmured, still moving inside her. “That’s my perfect girl. My brilliant, capable, gorgeous girl. Let it all out.”

She sobbed through it. Not from pain. From release. From the weight of holding everything together finally breaking. Years of tension pouring out in wracking cries.

I followed her over. Buried deep, cock pulsing, filling her pussy with cum. Spurt after spurt, pumping her full. She whispered “yes” with each pulse, “yes” and “I feel it” and “fill me,” rocking back to take every drop.

“Yes—so warm—I can feel your cum inside me—”

We stayed like that. Connected. Breathing together. My cock still inside her, still twitching. My cum warming her from within, mixing with her own release.

“The aftercare rider,” she whispered. “Now. While you’re still in me.”

I reached for the laptop on the table. Pulled it close. Opened Section 5—the aftercare rider she’d drafted.

“Sign it,” she said. “With your cum inside me. Make it real.”

I typed my name. One-handed. Still buried in her.

Michael Carter Date: November 14, 2010 Section 5: Aftercare Rider

She took the laptop. Added her signature beneath mine. Her hand trembling slightly. My seed still warm inside her.

Aria Patel Date: November 14, 2010 Section 5: Aftercare Rider

“Witnessed and agreed,” she breathed. “This is my empire too.”

“Clause 5.1,” she said eventually, voice hoarse. “Aftercare.”

I pulled out carefully. Turned her. Lifted her onto the table. Held her.

“I’m here,” I said. “You did so well. You’re perfect. You’re valued. You’re mine.”

She cried against my shoulder. Full, heavy sobs. The kind that came from somewhere deep.

“I was so scared,” she whispered. “That I was just—that I was disposable. That the second someone better came along—”

“No one better exists. You’re irreplaceable.”

“My family thinks I’m wasting my life.”

“Your family’s wrong. You’re building a legacy. And you’re doing it on your terms. Not theirs.”

She pulled back. Looked at me with red eyes. “You really think that?”

“I know that.”

She kissed me. Soft and grateful.

“The contract’s filed in our encrypted system,” she said. “All sections. Including the aftercare rider we just signed. Dated and witnessed. Legally binding in Nevada and Delaware.”

“You actually made this enforceable?”

“Of course. I’m a lawyer.” She smiled through tears. “And I wanted proof that you see me. Really see me. Not just the submission. All of me. The aftercare rider—signed with you still inside me—that’s the most important part. It proves the care comes after the use. That I’m valued beyond the sex.”

“I see all of you. The brilliant legal mind. The daughter fighting for independence. The woman who built fortresses out of paperwork. And the submissive who trusts me with her darkest needs.” I wiped her tears. “You’re not disposable, Aria. You’re the foundation.”

She leaned into my hand. The collar still around her throat. The waist chain still chiming softly.

“Section 6,” she murmured. “Duration and renewal. This agreement remains in effect until either party provides written notice of termination, or until both parties agree to amend further.”

“No termination clause I can see enforcing.”

“Good. Because I’m not going anywhere.” She kissed me again. “Now take me to bed. Clause 5.2: Aftercare includes physical comfort and sleeping close.”

“Lawyer.”

“Your lawyer.”

“Mine.”



Later, in bed, she showed me the hard copy. Printed on legal paper. Embossed seal at the bottom.

“I had it notarized,” she said.

“You notarized our sex contract?”

“I notarized our partnership agreement that happens to include negotiated kink dynamics.” She filed it in the secure box on the nightstand. “When we’re worth a billion dollars, someone’s going to write a book about us. I want the receipts to show this was always consensual, negotiated, and documented.”

“You think ten steps ahead.”

“That’s why you keep me.”

“That’s one of many reasons I keep you.”

She curled into my side. The collar pressed against my chest. Comforting weight.

“Thank you,” she whispered. “For signing. For seeing me. For letting me rewrite the terms.”

“Thank you for building everything that protects us. For standing up to Tony. For choosing this life even when it costs you.”

“It doesn’t cost. It gives.” She kissed my shoulder. “This is my empire too. My family will understand eventually. And if they don’t—that’s okay. I chose this. I’ll keep choosing it.”

“Good.”

We drifted toward sleep.

The contract filed. The collar renewed. The foundation solid.

Aria Patel: irreplaceable, indispensable, and entirely ours.


Chapter 12: DREP 2.0

The numbers didn’t lie.

DREP 1.0 had printed $20–30M in equity across seventy-some properties. Bay Area. Phoenix. Las Vegas. All bought at the bottom when everyone else was running.

Now it was 2010. The market was climbing. Cap rates compressing. Time to scale.

“DREP 2.0,” I said. Friday war room. The team assembled around the table. “We deploy another thirty-five million in equity. Target one-seventy million in total assets. Same markets, bigger deals.”

Vanessa tapped her spreadsheet. “We’ve got the capital. GOOG gains, AdMob arbitrage, FarmVille rev-share—we’re printing money faster than we can deploy it.”

“Which is a good problem to have,” Sophia added. She’d flown in from Stanford for the weekend. “But we need to move fast. Hedge funds are sniffing around distressed RE now. Window’s closing.”

Chloe projected the dashboard on the wall. Color-coded map of target properties. Green for locked deals. Yellow for under contract. Red for targets.

“Sabrina’s identified forty-three potential acquisitions in Vegas alone,” Chloe said. “Clark County courthouse steps are heating up. More competition. Higher bids.”

“Can we still get deals done at our target LTV?”

“If we move fast.” Sabrina’s voice came through the conference speaker. She was in Vegas, scouting properties. “I’m seeing more institutional buyers now. They’re not as aggressive as us yet, but they’re learning. We’ve got maybe six more months of easy pickings.”

“Then we move now.” I circled three properties on the map. “These three Vegas fourplexes. What’s the story?”

Sabrina pulled up the files. “Lot 47, 52, and 61. All bank-owned. Combined 31 units. Total acquisition cost: nine-point-two million. ARV after rehab: fourteen-point-five. We’re in at sixty-three percent LTV.”

“Occupancy?”

“Mixed. Lot 47 is fifty percent occupied. Lot 52 is empty—needs full gut. Lot 61 has squatters we’ll need to evict.”

“Legal on the evictions?”

Aria’s voice. She was on the line from her apartment. “Standard Nevada unlawful detainer. Thirty days notice, then we file. Cost maybe three grand per unit in legal fees. Not material.”

“Rosa, can you handle the rehabs?”

Rosa’s rough voice crackled through. “Give me four months and a hundred grand per building. I’ll have them rent-ready.”

I did the math. “So all-in we’re at ten-point-five million. Stabilized value fourteen-five. Four million in equity creation.”

“Correct,” Sophia said. “And if we lever it at seventy percent LTV for a cash-out refi in eighteen months, we pull out seven million in proceeds. Leaves three-point-five million in equity still in the deal, and we’ve recycled seven million to deploy elsewhere.”

“That’s the play.” I marked the three properties green. “Sabrina, buy them. Rosa, start lining up crews. Aria, handle the evictions. Sophia, prep the financing.”

Four voices: “On it.”



The scale was different now.

DREP 1.0 had been surgical. Individual houses. Small multifamily. One property at a time.

DREP 2.0 was industrial. Portfolios. Bulk purchases. Multi-million-dollar courthouse bids.

And the infrastructure had to match.

“We need better systems,” Chloe said. She’d been building dashboards for weeks. “Right now we’re tracking everything in spreadsheets. It works for seventy properties. It won’t work for two hundred.”

“What do you need?”

“Custom property management software. Acquisition pipeline tracker. Contractor management system. Financial reporting that rolls up to entity level.” She pulled up a wireframe. “I can build it, but it’ll take three months and I’ll need help.”

“Hire whoever you need.”

“And we need a full-time Vegas property manager,” Sabrina added. “I can source deals and negotiate, but I can’t also handle tenant calls and maintenance requests for a hundred units.”

“Find someone local. Someone who knows the market.”

“Already have a candidate. Guy named Marcus. Used to manage for a big institutional landlord. Lost his job in the crash. He’s hungry.”

“Vet him. If he’s solid, hire him.”

The operation was professionalizing. Had to. You couldn’t run a $170M real estate portfolio like a side hustle.



The phone rang during lunch. Unknown number. Vegas area code.

I picked up. “Carter.”

Heavy breathing. Then: “You think you’re smart, don’t you?”

Tony Marchetti. I recognized the voice from our brief encounters at auctions.

“Tony. What can I do for you?”

“You can stop fucking with my business.”

I put him on speaker. Muted. Gestured for Chloe to start recording.

“I’m not fucking with anything, Tony. I’m buying distressed properties at courthouse auctions. Same as you.”

“You’re bidding on my deals. Properties I’ve been tracking for months. Then you swoop in last minute and outbid me.”

“That’s how auctions work.”

“Not in Vegas. In Vegas, we have understandings. Territories. You’re the out-of-town money disrupting everything.”

“I’m sorry you feel that way.”

“Sorry doesn’t cut it.” His voice hardened. “You need to back off. Or there will be consequences.”

“Are you threatening me, Tony?”

“I’m informing you of reality. You don’t know who you’re dealing with. This is my city. My market. You’re a fucking tourist.”

“Noted. Anything else?”

“Yeah. Watch your back.”

He hung up.

I unmuted. Looked at Chloe. “You get that?”

“Every word. Saved and backed up.” She was already typing. “I’m flagging all his bids in the auction database. If he tries anything, we’ll have a pattern.”

Vanessa leaned back. “He just made a very stupid mistake.”

“Which is?”

“He threatened you on a recorded line. Which means Aria can use it in court if he escalates.” She smiled. Cold and calculated. “Tony’s playing tough guy. But tough guys don’t usually announce their intentions. Actual threats come quietly.”

“So this is posturing.”

“Probably. But we take it seriously anyway.” She stood. “I’ll brief Aria. She’ll draft a cease-and-desist. We’ll send it Monday. Create a paper trail in case this gets ugly.”

“Do it.”

Sophia closed her laptop. “I’m calling my contacts at Wells Fargo. Tony’s leveraged to his eyeballs—I’ve seen his debt schedules from the public filings. If they start questioning his credit line, he’ll have bigger problems than us.”

“Do it quietly,” I said. “No fingerprints.”

“Always.”



That night, I called Sabrina.

“Tony’s getting aggressive,” I said.

“I heard. Marcus mentioned he’s been calling around, trying to freeze you out of auctions.”

“Can he do that?”

“Not officially. But Vegas is a small market. Tony’s been here twenty years. He has relationships with auctioneers, bank reps, local investors. He can make things difficult.”

“How difficult?”

“Difficult enough that deals slow down. Not impossible. Just harder.”

“Can we work around it?”

“Yeah. I’ve got relationships too. Different ones. Tony’s old guard—strip-club-handshake guys. I know the younger crowd. The institutional money. The out-of-state buyers. We pivot there.”

“Good. And Sabrina?”

“Yeah?”

“Watch yourself. If Tony’s willing to threaten me on the phone, he might try something stupider in person.”

“I can handle Tony Marchetti.” Her voice was hard. “I’ve dealt with worse than him. Way worse.”

I believed her. Sabrina had survived Vegas as a showgirl and escort. Tony was nothing compared to that.

“Still. Be careful.”

“Always am.”



The deals kept closing.

November: Four Vegas properties. One Phoenix sixplex. Two Bay Area condos.

December: A small Vegas apartment complex. Twenty-eight units. $4.8M all-in. Our biggest single deal yet.

January 2011: Three more Vegas fourplexes. Competition heating up, but we were faster. More aggressive. Better financed.

By February, DREP 2.0 was deployed. $35M in equity. $170M in total assets. The dashboard glowed green.

“Cash-on-cash returns averaging twelve percent,” Sophia said. Finance close. “Appreciation’s probably another eight to ten percent annually. We’re printing twenty percent returns with leverage.”

“And we haven’t even started the refi cycle yet,” Vanessa added. “Give it eighteen months. We’ll pull out half the equity and deploy it into DREP 3.0.”

The machine was humming.



But the competition was real now.

“Auction results from last week,” Chloe said. She projected a chart. “Average winning bid is up eleven percent compared to six months ago. Cap rates compressing. Margins tightening.”

“How much runway do we have?”

“Maybe a year. After that, deals will still exist, but the easy money’s gone. We’ll have to work harder for returns.”

“Then we maximize the next twelve months. Push as hard as we can. Build the portfolio while the window’s open.”

Sophia nodded. “I’ve got a credit facility lined up. Forty million. We can lever up if we find the right deals.”

“Use it carefully. But use it.”



I also made three small angel investments that winter.

Ten thousand each. Tiny chips. Almost symbolic.

But the companies mattered.

Airbnb. Still scrappy. Still figuring out their model. But I knew where it was going.

Uber. Not even called Uber yet. UberCab. Black cars in San Francisco. But I knew.

Stripe. Two Irish brothers building payment infrastructure for developers. I really knew.

At each pitch meeting, I asked one question that proved I’d thought deeply about their future. Gave one piece of advice that landed. Made myself useful without being overbearing.

Not enough to get a board seat. Just enough to get in the cap table.

“Why are you doing this?” Sophia asked after the Stripe meeting. “Ten grand is nothing to you now.”

“It’s not about the money. It’s about the network. These founders are going to be billionaires in five years. I want them to remember me as the guy who believed early.”

“Ah. The long game.”

“Always the long game.”



Sunday night. Mom called.

“How’s Vegas treating you?” she asked.

“Good. Busy. Buying a lot of properties.”

“You’re not gambling, are you?”

“Not at tables, Mom. Just on spreadsheets.”

She laughed. “Your father would be proud. He always said real estate was the safe bet.”

“It is. Especially when you buy during a crash.”

“And the girls? Are you treating them well?”

“I’m trying.”

“That’s all I ask. Just—Michael, be careful. You’re building something big. Big things attract big problems.”

“I know.”

“Good. Love you, honey.”

“Love you too, Mom.”



The KPI wall updated every Friday.

By March 2011:

	Liquid: $36M (post-DREP 2.0 deployment)
	RE equity: $55M (DREP 1.0 + 2.0 combined)
	Tech holdings: $30M (AAPL, GOOG, FB secondaries marked down from $48M at year-end)
	BTC: 18,000 units, worth ~$25k at $1.40/coin
	Net worth: $121M (down from $175M at year-end due to mark-to-market losses on equity positions)


A brutal quarter for tech stocks. The market had wobbled, and our paper gains had taken a hit. Temporary, I knew. But the red numbers on the KPI wall still stung.

The crisis-buy had worked. The panic-execution had printed.

Now it was time to protect it.

Which meant dealing with Tony before he became a real problem.

And preparing for DREP 3.0. The final big vintage before competition made distressed RE boring.

“We’ve got twelve months,” I told the team. “Let’s make them count.”

They did. 2:17 AM. Couldn’t sleep.

I stood in the war room staring at the KPI wall. Red numbers glowing in the darkness.

Mark-to-market losses. Again.

AAPL down 4.2% this week. GOOG down 3.8%. FB secondaries marked down another 6% on rumors of delayed monetization. Even the DREP portfolio had three properties sitting vacant longer than projected—ugly vacancies eating cash every month.

On paper, I’d lost $4.2M this week. Not real losses. Just paper. Just the market being the market.

But still. Red.

I’d seen this before. Different life. Different timeline. But the same sick feeling in my stomach.

The feeling that whispered: What if you’re wrong? What if you got lucky once and now you’re about to lose it all?



My first life, I’d frozen at moments like this.

2008, when the market crashed. I’d had $47,000 in a 401(k). Watched it drop to $28,000. Panicked. Sold everything. Moved to cash.

Then watched from the sidelines as the market tripled over the next decade.

2013, when Bitcoin first spiked to $200. I’d almost bought. Almost. Then talked myself out of it. “It’s a bubble. It’s going to crash.”

It did crash. To $70. Then climbed to $1,000 by year-end.

I missed both the dip and the run because I was paralyzed by fear.

2016, election night. Trump won. Market futures tanked overnight. I’d almost shorted everything. Almost. But I didn’t have the capital. Or the courage.

Market ripped higher for the next three years.

Every time, the same pattern: See the opportunity. Hesitate. Miss it. Regret it.

Until I died. Alone. Broke. In a cubicle.



This life was supposed to be different.

I’d bought at the bottom. Executed when everyone else ran. Built the portfolio. Stacked the capital.

But now, staring at red numbers at 2 AM, the old fear crept back.

What if this time you’re wrong?

What if you’ve gotten arrogant?

What if the island, the women, the empire—what if it’s all made you soft?

What if you’re not actually good at this? What if you’re just lucky?



I heard footsteps behind me.

Vanessa. Wrapped in a robe. Hair loose.

“Can’t sleep?” she asked.

“Market’s bleeding.”

She looked at the wall. “It’s just a drawdown. We’ve seen worse.”

“I know.”

“So why are you up?”

I didn’t answer immediately. Couldn’t.

She sat in the chair beside me. Waited.

“In my first life,” I said finally, “this is when I’d freeze. When the numbers went red. When things got uncertain. I’d panic. Sell at the bottom. Miss the recovery. Every single time.”

“But you didn’t freeze this time.”

“Not yet.”

“Not ever. You bought at the bottom, Michael. You executed. You didn’t panic when everyone said the world was ending. You moved.”

“Because I knew what was coming. I had perfect information. It wasn’t courage. It was just—knowing.”

“And now you don’t know?”

“Now I’m not sure anymore.” I gestured at the wall. “Those three vacant properties? I thought they’d rent fast. They didn’t. The DREP returns are lagging projections. And the tech stocks—what if Facebook never figures out mobile? What if Apple peaks? What if—”

“Michael.” Her voice was sharp. “Stop.”

I turned.

“You’re spiraling,” she said. “And I get it. You’re rich now. You have something to lose. That’s scarier than being broke with nothing.”

“In my first life, I was always scared. I let fear make every decision. And I lost anyway.”

“But you’re not that man anymore.”

“Aren’t I? What if this whole second life thing—what if it just gave me enough knowledge to get lucky once? What if I’m about to blow it all because I got cocky?”

Vanessa stood. Walked to the wall. Studied the numbers.

“Okay,” she said. “Let’s actually look at this. Not with fear. With facts.”

She pulled up a chair. Opened her laptop. Started typing.

“AAPL down 4.2% this week. Okay. What’s it up since you bought in 2009?”

I knew the answer. “Three hundred seventy percent.”

“And what’s your cost basis?”

“Eighty-seven dollars. It’s at two-fourteen now.”

“So you’re up one hundred forty-six percent on a position you bought at literal market bottom. A four percent drawdown is noise.”

“I know that intellectually—”

“No. You know it. The fear is lying to you.” She kept typing. “FB secondaries marked down 6% on monetization concerns. Fine. What’s the actual problem?”

“They’re not making money yet.”

“But they will. You know they will. You’ve seen them make money. In your first life, Facebook minted billions. So a 6% drawdown because analysts are impatient—that’s a buying opportunity, not a crisis.”

She pulled up the DREP dashboard. “Three vacant properties eating cash. How much cash?”

“About eighteen grand a month combined.”

“And how much cash flow is the rest of the portfolio generating?”

“One-twenty a month.”

“So you’re still net positive ninety-two thousand a month. The vacancies are an operational issue, not a portfolio failure. You fix it by finding tenants or adjusting price. Not by panicking.”

She closed the laptop. Looked at me.

“You’re not broke, Michael. You’re not even struggling. You’re up a hundred twenty million dollars from where you were three years ago. You bought at the bottom. You executed. You built systems. You won.”

“Then why does it feel like I’m about to lose?”

“Because winning is scarier than losing. When you’re broke, you have nothing to lose. When you’re rich, you have everything to lose. But that doesn’t mean you’re about to lose it.”

I sat down. Rubbed my face.

“In my first life,” I said quietly, “I never took risks. I was too scared. And I ended up with nothing.”

“And in this life, you’ve taken calculated risks. Big ones. And they’ve paid off. So the question isn’t whether you’re lucky or good. The question is: are you going to let fear make your decisions again?”

“No.”

“You sure?”

“Yes.”

“Prove it. Tell me what you’re going to do tomorrow. Not out of fear. Out of discipline.”

I thought about it. Actually thought.

“Buy more AAPL,” I said. “The dip is a gift.”

“Good. What else?”

“Fix the vacancy problem. Drop rent five percent if we have to. Get tenants in. Operating income beats empty ego.”

“Good. What else?”

“Keep executing DREP 2.0. The window’s closing, but it’s not closed yet. We push until it doesn’t make sense anymore.”

“And the doubt? The fear that you’re just lucky and not good?”

“I ignore it. Because you’re right. I built systems to survive when the luck runs out. The sealed prediction briefs. The diversified portfolio. The team. The legal fortress.” I met her eyes. “I’m not winging it. I’m building it.”

“So you’re good and lucky.”

“Maybe.”

“No maybe. You are. And the difference between you and first-life Michael? You trust the systems now. You built them. You test them. And when they wobble, you fix them. You don’t abandon them.”

I stood. Walked to the window. San Francisco glittering below.

“You know what scares me most?” I said.

“What?”

“That I’ll get soft. That the island, the wealth, the women—that it’ll make me forget what it took to get here. That I’ll stop being hungry. Stop executing. Just coast.”

“You think that’s happening?”

“I don’t know. Am I?”

“No. You’re up at 2 AM staring at red numbers because you care. Soft people don’t do that. Soft people check out. You’re still in the fight.”

“You’re sure?”

“I’m sure. And Michael? If you ever do get soft, I’ll kick your ass back into shape. That’s part of my job.”

I laughed. Actual laugh. “Your job description doesn’t include that.”

“It’s in the fine print.” She smiled. “Now come back to bed. The market will still be there in the morning. Red or green, it doesn’t matter. You’ve already won the only game that counts.”

“Which is?”

“You built something real. You’re not that guy dying in a cubicle anymore. You’re the guy who bought at the bottom and created an empire. A few red numbers don’t change that.”



I didn’t sleep much that night. But I didn’t spiral either.

Instead, I pulled up the sealed prediction briefs. The ones I’d written years ago.

MOBILE/05.03 — mobile OS inevitability. FEED/05.06 — news feed architecture. CONTENT-ID/06.02 — rights management roadmap.

I’d called them all correctly. Not because I was lucky. Because I’d lived it. Because I remembered.

And yeah, maybe that was a kind of luck. Being given a second chance. Having perfect information about the future.

But the execution? That was skill.

Buying at market bottom when everyone was screaming. Building DREP when banks were begging to sell. Stacking Bitcoin when it was worth a dollar. That took discipline. Courage. Systems.

The doubt would always whisper. That was fine. Let it whisper.

As long as I didn’t let it decide.



Morning. I bought 50,000 more shares of AAPL. $10.7M deployed into the dip.

Vanessa smiled when she saw the trade confirmation. “Feeling better?”

“Getting there.”

“Good. Because Rosa just called. She found tenants for two of the vacant properties. Move-in next week.”

“And the third?”

“Dropping rent five percent. Should fill by month-end.”

“Perfect.”

The KPI wall still showed red. But smaller now. Manageable.

By Friday, the market had recovered. AAPL up 2.1%. GOOG up 1.8%. FB rumors fading.

The red turned green.

But the lesson stuck: I wasn’t the man who froze anymore. I was the man who bought the dip. Fixed the vacancies. Executed through doubt.

Lucky? Maybe.

Good? Definitely.

And the difference mattered.


Chapter 13: Remote Control

“Three properties on the block today,” Chloe said through the earpiece. She was walking toward the Clark County courthouse entrance. “Lot 47, 52, and 61. Just like we planned.”

I was in San Francisco. War room. Dashboard showing the live auction feed that Chloe had hacked into the night before. Her voice came through crystal clear in my headset.

“You sure about this?” I asked.

“About the properties or the other thing?”

“The other thing.”

I could hear the smile in her voice. That wicked tone that meant trouble. “I’ve been wearing it since breakfast. Three hours now. I’m very sure.”

My cock hardened immediately. “Describe it.”

“Sleek black silicone. Pressed right against my clit. Remote-controlled. Connected to an app on your phone.” Her breath hitched slightly. “And I’m walking into an auction room full of real estate investors in ten minutes. See if you can make me bid smart while you’re fucking with me from nine hundred miles away.”

“You’re insane.”

“I’m efficient. I can multitask.” A pause. “Auction starts in seven minutes. I need to get inside.”

“Wait.”

“What?”

“Ground rules. I’m not trying to make you lose.”

“I know.”

“Safeword is yellow. You say it, I stop immediately.”

“I know the rules, Michael. We wrote them together.” Her voice dropped lower. “Now stop being careful and start being mean. I wore this thing for three hours specifically so you could torture me in public. Don’t waste it.”

Fuck. She was perfect.

“Go to the auction,” I said. “I’ll be listening.”



The courthouse auction room was exactly what I expected from the feed. Folding chairs. Harsh fluorescent lights. Thirty investors holding paddles. Auctioneer at the front with a microphone.

Chloe took a seat in the middle row. I could hear her breathing through the earpiece. Auction paddle in hand.

I had three windows open. Auction feed. My phone app controlling the vibrator. Chloe’s vital-sign tracker that she’d rigged to her smartwatch. And the earpiece connection, her voice in my ear.

“Lot 45,” the auctioneer called. “Four-bedroom single-family, 2,100 square feet, needs rehab. Opening bid one hundred twenty thousand.”

Not our target. I watched Chloe ignore it. Her heart rate was steady. 72 BPM.

I opened the app. Turned the vibrator on. Low setting.

Her heart rate spiked to 88. I heard a tiny catch in her breath through the earpiece. On the feed, I saw her shift in her seat. Cross her legs. But she stayed quiet.

Good girl.

“Lot 46. Three-bedroom condo, second floor, tenant-occupied. Opening bid ninety-five thousand.”

Still not ours. I increased the vibration. Medium setting.

Chloe’s hand tightened on her paddle. Heart rate 94. She bit her lip. Adjusted her glasses. But stayed silent.

“Lot 47. Vegas apartment complex, eight hundred block of Charleston. Thirty-one units total. Bank-owned, vacant. Opening bid three-point-one million.”

Our target.

I turned the vibrator off.

Chloe exhaled. Raised her paddle. “Three-point-one.”

“Three-point-two,” someone called. Tony’s guy. I recognized the voice from previous auctions.

Chloe: “Three-point-three.”

I turned the vibrator back on. Medium.

Her hand wavered. Heart rate jumping to 101. But she kept the paddle up.

“Three-point-four,” Tony’s guy countered.

The auctioneer looked at Chloe. “Three-point-four. Do I hear three-point-five?”

I increased the vibration. High setting.

Chloe gasped. Quiet. Almost inaudible. But I heard it through the feed.

“Three-point-five,” she said. Voice tight.

“Three-point-six.”

Fuck. Tony’s guy wasn’t backing down.

I watched Chloe’s face. Her cheeks were flushed. Pupils dilated behind her glasses. Heart rate 108.

She was close. I could tell from her breathing.

“Three-point-seven,” Chloe said.

“Three-point-eight.”

The auctioneer’s voice: “Three-point-eight. Going once—”

I turned the vibrator off. Complete stop.

“You bastard,” she whispered into the earpiece, barely audible.

“Going twice—”

“Four million,” Chloe said. Clear and loud.

The room went quiet.

Tony’s guy hesitated. “Four-point-one.”

“Four-point-two,” Chloe shot back.

I turned the vibrator on again. Pulsing pattern. On-off-on-off.

Chloe’s free hand gripped the edge of her laptop. Knuckles white. But her paddle stayed up.

“Four-point-two,” the auctioneer repeated. “Going once. Going twice.”

Tony’s guy shook his head. Out.

“Sold! Lot 47 to bidder 23 for four-point-two million.”

Chloe lowered her paddle. Slumped in her chair. Heart rate 116.

I texted her: Good girl. You earned this one. Now breathe. Two more to go.

Her reply: I’m going to kill you.



Lot 52 went smoother. Less competition. Chloe bid it up to $2.8M while I kept the vibrator on a low, steady pulse. Torture, not distraction.

She won it without drama.

But Lot 61 was the hard one.

“Eight-unit multifamily,” the auctioneer announced. “Needs significant rehab. Squatter situation. Opening bid one-point-four million.”

“One-point-four,” Chloe said.

“One-point-five.” Tony’s guy again.

I cranked the vibrator to maximum.

Chloe jerked in her seat. Nearly dropped her paddle. Heart rate 122.

“One-point-six,” she managed.

“One-point-seven.”

She was shaking now. I could see it on the feed. Thighs pressed together. Breathing shallow.

“One-point-eight,” she whispered.

The auctioneer leaned forward. “Can’t hear you, ma’am.”

“One-point-eight,” she said louder. Almost a moan.

Tony’s guy looked at her. Suspicious. “One-point-nine.”

I texted: You’re almost there. Win this and I let you come.

Her reply: FUCK

“Two million,” she said. Firm.

“Two-point-one.”

“Two-point-two.”

“Two-point-three.”

The bidding war was real now. Tony wanted this property.

But I wanted Chloe to win it more.

I turned the vibrator into a pattern. Pulsing. Building. Edging her without letting her tip over.

“Two-point-four,” Chloe said. Voice cracking.

“Two-point-five,” Tony’s guy countered.

“Two-point-six.”

The auctioneer looked between them. “Two-point-six. Do I hear two-point-seven?”

Tony’s guy hesitated. Checked his phone. Shook his head.

“Two-point-six going once. Going twice. Sold! Lot 61 to bidder 23.”

Chloe didn’t celebrate. She stood. Walked quickly toward the exit. Laptop clutched to her chest.

I kept the vibrator on. Steady. Relentless.

Through the earpiece, I heard her breathing quicken. “Michael—heading outside—”

She made it out the courthouse doors. On the feed, I watched her turn left instead of heading to the parking lot. She found a secluded corner on the courthouse steps—a shadowed alcove near a pillar where the foot traffic couldn’t see her clearly.

“Michael—” she gasped into the earpiece, voice desperate. “Please—I need to—”

“Did you win?”

“Yes—”

“All three properties?”

“Yes—I won them all—please let me—”

“Then you earned this. Right there. On the courthouse steps. Come for me, Chloe.”

I pushed the setting to maximum. Held it there.

Chloe’s gasp turned into a muffled scream. Through the earpiece, I heard it—her hand clamped over her mouth, her whole body shaking as she leaned against the pillar. On the video feed, I could see her thick thighs press together hard, clamping around the vibrator pressed against her swollen clit. Her knees buckled slightly. Her laptop clutched to her chest like a shield.

“Oh fuck oh fuck oh fuck—” she whimpered into her palm, the words barely audible.

The orgasm ripped through her. I watched through the feed as her whole body went rigid, then started shaking violently. Her thighs trembled. Her free hand slapped against the pillar, scrambling for purchase. I could see her hips grinding forward involuntarily, fucking against the vibrator even as she tried to stay quiet.

Thirty seconds. Forty. I kept the setting on maximum, not letting up, edging her higher.

“Cumming—still cumming—god I’m still cumming—” I heard through the earpiece, her voice breaking.

Fifty seconds. Her legs threatened to give out. She slumped against the pillar, only the stone keeping her upright. I could see a wet spot forming on her pencil skirt where her arousal was soaking through.

Finally, at sixty seconds, I turned it off.

She slumped against the pillar, panting so hard I could hear each ragged breath through the earpiece. When she finally spoke, her voice was completely wrecked.

“Holy—” she panted. “Holy fuck—that was—I just—”

“Good girl. You performed perfectly.”

“Lot 47 is mine,” she said, breathless triumph mixed with post-orgasmic haze in her voice. “I just came on the fucking courthouse steps. In public. My pussy is soaked. My panties are ruined. I can feel my cum running down my thighs.”

“You did. And you looked beautiful doing it.”

“I almost—I almost came in the middle of bidding. When he said four-point-two, I was so close. I had to bite the inside of my cheek until it bled.”

“But you didn’t. You held it. You won. That’s control. That’s discipline.”

She laughed weakly. “Control. Right. I felt very controlled. You had total control of my pussy from nine hundred miles away.”

“I did. And you still won three properties totaling nine million dollars while I was torturing your clit with a remote-controlled vibrator.”

“Nine-point-two.”

“Even better.”

I heard her adjusting her clothes, getting herself together. “I’m never wearing this to an auction again.”

“Liar.”

“Okay, I’ll wear it again. But only if you promise to actually let me come next time.”

“Deal.”

“I need twenty minutes to cool down. Then I’m filing the paperwork.”

“Take your time. You earned it.”

“Michael?”

“Yeah?”

“Next time I’m in SF, I’m returning the favor. I’m going to edge you during a board meeting and see how you like it.”

I grinned. “I look forward to it.”



The properties closed two weeks later.

Lot 47: $4.2M. Thirty-one units. Cash cow after rehab.

Lot 52: $2.8M. Smaller building. Faster turnaround.

Lot 61: $2.6M. Problem child. But Rosa was confident she could fix it.

Total DREP 2.0 deployment: $9.6M in one day.

And Chloe had won them all while being remotely tortured.

“You know,” Vanessa said when she saw the closing documents, “most people bid on real estate while sober and fully in control of their faculties.”

“Chloe’s not most people.”

“Clearly.” She shook her head. “And you’re sure this is healthy?”

“She asked for it. Explicitly. We negotiated boundaries. She had safewords. She could have stopped at any time.”

“And she didn’t stop because—?”

“Because Chloe’s kink is competence. She gets off on performing under pressure. The harder the challenge, the bigger the reward.”

“So you made a courthouse auction into a sex game.”

“She made it into a sex game. I just played along.”

Vanessa sighed. “You’re both insane.”

“Probably. But we’re also nine-point-two million dollars richer.”

“Fair point.”



That Friday, Chloe flew back to SF.

I met her at the door. She dropped her bag. Pushed me against the wall. Kissed me hard.

“I’ve been thinking about this for two weeks,” she said.

“About what?”

“Revenge.”

She pulled a small device from her pocket. Remote control. Different brand. Different frequency.

“What’s that?”

“Your turn.” She grinned. Wicked and beautiful. “You’ve got a video board meeting in twenty minutes. Sophia, Aria, and Sabrina. Let’s see how well you perform while I’m sitting under your desk.”

Oh fuck.

“Chloe—”

“Safeword’s yellow. Otherwise, you’re mine.” She walked toward the war room. Called over her shoulder: “Better get ready. Meeting starts soon.”

I followed her. Half-terrified. Half-aroused.

The revenge was fair. And I’d earned it.



The board meeting was torture.

Chloe had unzipped me the moment the Zoom connected. Her fingers wrapped around my cock, stroking slowly while I tried to keep my face neutral for the camera.

Sophia presented Q1 numbers. I nodded. Tried to focus on cash flow projections. Nearly moaned when Chloe’s tongue found the sensitive underside of my cockhead and traced it slowly.

“Revenue’s up twelve percent,” Sophia said.

“Mm-hmm.” I gripped the edge of the desk. Chloe had taken me into her mouth, hot and wet, her lips sliding down my shaft. I felt her throat relax as she took me deeper.

Aria walked through legal updates. I approved everything. Barely heard half of it. Under the desk, Chloe’s mouth worked me with perfect technique—slow strokes, tongue swirling, occasional deep-throat that made my eyes want to roll back.

“The Nevada filing is complete,” Aria said.

“Great.” My voice cracked slightly. Chloe had just taken me all the way, her nose pressed against my pelvis, my cock buried in her throat. She swallowed around me. I nearly died.

Sabrina pitched Vegas expansion plans. I gave feedback. Somehow. While Chloe’s hand cupped my balls, rolling them gently, and her mouth kept up that relentless rhythm—slow slide down, tongue pressure, slow slide up, swirl around the head.

“The Paradise corridor properties are ready to close,” Sabrina said. “We just need your approval.”

“Approved.” The word came out strangled. Chloe had just hollowed her cheeks and sucked hard. I could feel my balls tightening. I was close. Too close.

“Any questions?” Sabrina asked.

“No—I mean, yes—I mean—” I gripped the desk so hard my knuckles went white. Chloe’s tongue was working the underside of my cock while her hand stroked the base. “Proposal looks solid. Execute it.”

Sophia frowned. “Michael, you okay? You look flushed.”

“Fine. Just—headache. Continue.”

Chloe increased pressure. Faster now. Her mouth sliding up and down my shaft with wet, obscene sounds that I prayed the microphone wasn’t picking up. Her hand pumped the base in rhythm. I was going to die. Right here. On camera. In front of the whole team.

“That’s everything,” Sophia said. “Unless anyone has—”

“Meeting adjourned,” I blurted. Hit the disconnect button with a shaking hand.

Ten seconds later, I came. Hard. The orgasm ripped through me as I shot rope after rope into Chloe’s waiting mouth. She took every drop, swallowing rhythmically, her throat working around my cock as she milked me dry. I couldn’t hold back a groan.

She swallowed. Licked me clean—every drop, every inch. Then crawled out from under the desk with that wicked grin, adjusting her glasses.

“Revenge is sweet,” she said. “Or should I say, salty.”

I pulled her into my lap. “You’re evil.”

“You love it.”

“I do.”

She kissed me. “Now we’re even.”

“For now.”

“Oh, this is just getting started.” She stood. Adjusted her glasses. “I’m going to make a list of every public situation where I can torture you. Board meetings. Conference calls. Investor dinners. You’re going to learn what it feels like to perform under pressure.”

“Bring it on.”

She walked to the door. Paused. “By the way, those three properties? Rosa says Lot 47’s ahead of schedule. Should be rent-ready in six weeks.”

“That’s great.”

“And I’ve been thinking about the next auction. I want to wear the toy again. But this time, I want you there. In person. Controlling me while sitting three rows behind.”

My cock stirred. Already.

“Deal,” I said.

“Good.” She blew me a kiss. “Now get back to work. You’ve got an empire to run.”

She left.

I sat there. Still flushed. Still half-hard.

Chloe Dawson: brilliant, kinky, perfect.

And absolutely mine.


Chapter 14: Hard Hat Queen

Rosa Delgado didn’t suffer fools.

I learned that thirty seconds into our first phone call.

“You’re the California money buying up Vegas?” Her voice was rough. Years of shouting over power tools and desert wind.

“That’s me.”

“Sabrina says you need someone to run rehab crews. That you’ve got a hundred units going and nobody managing the contractors.”

“That’s correct.”

“And you’re paying how much?”

I named a number. Generous. Market-rate-plus.

“Double it.”

I blinked. “Excuse me?”

“You heard me. Double it. You’re asking me to manage fifteen crews across twenty properties in the middle of the Vegas summer. You want it done right, you pay for it. Otherwise hire some idiot who’ll let the subs steal copper and bill you for work they didn’t do.”

I liked her immediately.

“Deal,” I said. “Double. Plus performance bonuses if you finish ahead of schedule.”

“I always finish ahead of schedule.” She paused. “One more thing. I run my crews my way. You don’t micromanage. You don’t second-guess. You hire me because I know this shit better than you do. Clear?”

“Crystal.”

“Good. I start Monday. Text me the property list.”

She hung up.

Sabrina, who’d been listening on speaker, laughed. “Told you she doesn’t fuck around.”

“She’s perfect.”

“She’s terrifying. But yes. Perfect.”



Rosa Delgado was forty-two. Divorced. Two kids in college. Been in construction since she was nineteen, working her way up from cleanup crew to project manager.

She’d lost her job in 2008 when the big developers went bust. Spent two years scrambling for contract work. Living off savings. Eating shit from men half as competent who still had jobs.

When the DREP machine came to Vegas, she’d seen it immediately: This is the next wave. And I’m getting on it before it leaves without me.

She was also, as I discovered when I finally met her in person, absolutely stunning.

Not in the way Emily was stunning. Or Vanessa. Or any of the others.

Rosa was thick. Latina curves that defied physics. Wide hips that moved like music. An ass so spectacular it could stop traffic—and probably had, on Vegas job sites.

Her hair was dark brown streaked with silver she didn’t bother hiding. Usually pulled back in a ponytail or shoved under a hard hat. Her hands were calloused. Nails short and practical. Face weathered from sun and work but beautiful in a hard-earned way.

She wore jeans that hugged every curve. Work boots. Tool belt slung low on those impossible hips. Safety vest over a tank top that couldn’t fully contain her heavy breasts.

And she commanded every room she walked into.



Our first in-person meeting was at Lot 47. The big fourplex. Eight units across two buildings.

I’d flown to Vegas for final inspections. Rosa met me on-site.

“You’re Carter?” She looked me up and down. “Younger than I expected.”

“You’re Rosa?” I matched her assessment. “Tougher than I expected.”

“Damn right.” She gestured at the building. “You want the sugar-coated version or the real version?”

“Real.”

“Previous owner was a fucking idiot. Deferred maintenance for five years. HVAC’s shot in three units. Plumbing’s a disaster. Electrical isn’t up to code. Roof leaks in two places. And somebody tried to DIY a kitchen remodel without permits, which means we have to rip it out and start over.”

“How much to fix it all?”

“Hundred twenty grand. Maybe one-thirty if we find asbestos.”

“Timeline?”

“Four months if I push hard. Five if you want it done perfect.”

“I want it done perfect.”

“Smart man.” She pulled out a tablet. Showed me the project plan. Color-coded. Gantt charts. Contractor schedules. Material orders.

It was beautiful. Professional. Exactly what I needed.

“You built this yourself?” I asked.

“Of course I built it myself. I’ve been doing this for twenty years.” She swiped through the screens. “HVAC crew starts Monday. Plumbers Tuesday. Electrician Wednesday. Roof guy’s on standby depending on weather. I’ve got material orders staged at three suppliers so we don’t run out mid-job. And I’m hiring two laborers specifically for cleanup because clean sites run faster.”

“You’ve thought of everything.”

“That’s my job. Thinking. Not just swinging hammers.” She closed the tablet. “You pay me to make sure your properties don’t turn into money pits. I take that seriously.”

“I can tell.”

We walked through the units. Rosa pointed out every issue. Explained every fix. Rattled off costs and timelines from memory.

She knew her shit. Completely. Absolutely.

It was almost as hot as the way her hips swayed when she walked.



By the third property visit, I’d noticed something else.

Rosa was watching me.

Not obviously. Not inappropriately. But there was a…charge. An energy when we were in the same room.

At Lot 52, she bent over a sawhorse to check blueprints. Her jeans stretched tight across that legendary ass. She caught me looking. Smirked.

“See something interesting?” she asked.

“Just appreciating quality craftsmanship.”

“Uh-huh.” She straightened. “I’ve heard things about you, Carter.”

“What kind of things?”

“That you’re not like the other California investors. That you actually give a shit about the properties. That you treat your people well.” She leaned against the sawhorse. “And that you’ve got a very…unconventional personal life.”

“Sabrina talk?”

“Sabrina talks. So does Sophia. So do half the women on your team.” She crossed her arms under her breasts. “I don’t judge. Done plenty of unconventional shit myself. But I want to know: is it real? Or is it just rich guy collecting hot women?”

“It’s real.”

“How real?”

“Real enough that every woman in my life chose to be there. Real enough that I’d protect any of them with everything I have. Real enough that they run the empire with me, not for me.”

She studied me. “You believe that?”

“I live it.”

“Good. Because if you were just another asshole with money, I wouldn’t work for you. I’ve had enough of those.” She pushed off the sawhorse. “But if you’re actually building something? If the women around you are actually partners? Then maybe this is something worth being part of.”

“You asking for an invitation?”

“I’m asking if one exists. Someday. If I earn it.” She walked past me. “Right now, I’m focused on work. On proving I can run these projects. On showing you I’m not just another contractor.”

“You’ve already proven that.”

“Good. Then maybe later, when Lot 47’s finished and rented and printing money, we can talk about other things.”

She left.

I stood there watching her walk away. That ass. Those hips. That confidence.

Sabrina appeared from the other building. “She’s something, right?”

“That’s an understatement.”

“She’s been alone for two years. Since her divorce. Focused on survival. On her kids. On work. But I see how she looks at you.”

“How?”

“Like you’re dangerous. Like you’re interesting. Like maybe, if you prove yourself, she might let her guard down.” Sabrina smiled. “Rosa doesn’t trust easy. She’s been burned. But if you earn her trust? She’s loyal as fuck. And she will fuck you. Eventually.”

“I’m not trying to rush anything.”

“Good. Don’t. Let her come to you. She will.”



Four weeks later, Rosa texted me at 11 PM.

Lot 47. Unit 3B. You should see this.

I drove over. The property was dark except for construction lights in one unit.

Rosa met me at the door. Dusty. Sweaty. Gorgeous.

“What’s the emergency?” I asked.

“No emergency. Just wanted to show you something.” She led me inside.

Unit 3B was gutted. Walls bare. New drywall staged. Fresh electrical boxes installed.

“This was the worst unit,” she said. “Total disaster. And now look at it.”

It was clean. Professional. Ready for finish work.

“You did this in a month?”

“Three weeks. We’re ahead of schedule.” She walked to the center of the room. “This is what I do, Michael. I take broken things and make them work. Buildings. Teams. Projects. I fix things.”

“You’re incredible.”

“I know.” She turned to face me. “But I don’t just fix buildings. I fix myself too. After the divorce, I was a mess. Broke. Angry. Alone. And I decided: never again. Never going to let a man define me. Never going to be dependent. Never going to lose myself.”

“You rebuilt yourself.”

“From the ground up. Just like this unit.” She stepped closer. “So when I say I’ve been watching you? I mean it. I’ve been watching to see if you’re worth the risk. If you’re real. If you’re someone who builds things instead of breaking them.”

“And?”

“You’re real.” Another step. “You treat Sabrina like she’s brilliant. Not just hot. Brilliant. You let Sophia challenge you. You built this empire with women, not on them. That’s rare. Maybe even unique.”

“I try.”

“You succeed.” She was right in front of me now. Close enough to feel her body heat. “So here’s the deal. I’m not joining your harem. Not yet. Maybe not ever. I’m not wired for submission like Aria. Or exhibition like Emily. I’m too old and too stubborn to play games.”

“What are you wired for?”

“Control. Taking it. Giving it. Fighting for it.” She grabbed my shirt. Pulled me against her. “I want to fuck you, Michael. Right here. In this half-rehabbed shithole that I fixed with my own hands. But if we do this, it’s on my terms first. You earn me. Not the other way around.”

“What are your terms?”

“I’m in charge tonight. You follow my lead. You prove you can let a woman run the show. Then maybe—maybe—I’ll consider letting you run it next time.”

I grinned. “Deal.”

She kissed me. Hard. Demanding. Teeth catching my lip hard enough to draw blood.

Then she shoved me against the wall, her hands fisted in my shirt.



Rosa didn’t fuck like the others.

There was no sweetness. No building. No slow seduction.

She took what she wanted. And what she wanted was control.

Her hands were rough on my belt—calloused from decades of construction work. Yanking it open with practiced efficiency. Shoving my jeans down my hips. Then wrapping those strong, calloused fingers around my cock.

“You’re hard already,” she said, squeezing. “Good. Means you’re paying attention.”

She stroked me. Firm. Confident. Her grip like she was testing the quality of lumber—feeling the hardness, the heft, the thickness. Her thumb rubbed over the head, spreading the precum that was already leaking.

“Do you know,” she said, working my cock with those rough hands, “how many men think they can handle a woman like me? Big ego. Big words. Then they get in bed and suddenly they’re afraid.”

“Afraid of what?”

“Afraid I’ll break them. Afraid I’m too much. Too loud. Too demanding. Too real.” She squeezed harder, almost painfully. I gasped. “You afraid, Michael?”

“No.”

“Good.” She let go. Stepped back. Started undressing with the same efficiency she brought to job sites.

Her work boots first, kicked off without ceremony. Then her jeans—peeling them down over those impossible hips, revealing strong thighs and simple cotton panties already visibly damp. Tank top yanked over her head. Sports bra next, freeing her heavy, natural breasts.

Her body was everything I’d imagined and more. Heavy Latina tits with large dark areolas and thick nipples, sitting naturally on her chest—no implants here, just real flesh. A soft belly that spoke of a life lived, marked with faint stretch marks from her two pregnancies. Wide hips made for breeding. Thick thighs built from decades of physical work, strong enough to squeeze a man to death. Tan lines from working in the sun—her forearms darker than her heavy tits, her face darker than her generous ass.

And that ass. Fuck. That ass. The legendary Latina ass that had stopped traffic on job sites. Each cheek was a perfect globe, wider than her waist, soft but firm, dimpling slightly as she moved.

She turned. Bent over the sawhorse, presenting that incredible ass. Looked back at me over her shoulder.

“Come here,” she said. “And bring that cock with you. I’ve been waiting for this.”

I moved behind her. Ran my hands over her hips, feeling the width of them. That dramatic waist-to-hip ratio. The curve into her legendary ass.

“You’ve been staring at this for weeks,” she said. “Admit it.”

“Every time you bend over. Every time you reach up to check something on a ladder. Every time you walk away from me.”

“And now you get to touch it. You’re welcome.” She reached back, spread her cheeks slightly, showing me the pink of her pussy and the dark pucker of her asshole. Then she guided my cock to her entrance. “Now fuck me like you mean it. None of that gentle shit. I want to feel it tomorrow when I’m walking job sites.”

I pushed inside. She was wet—soaking, really, dripping. Hot. Tight despite her thick frame, her unused pussy gripping me perfectly.

“Fuck yes,” she groaned as I sank in. “That’s it. I can feel every inch. Harder.”

I gripped her wide hips. Thrust deep, bottoming out. The sawhorse scraped across the concrete floor from the force.

“Harder.”

I fucked her harder. Slamming into her with everything I had. Her massive ass rippled with each impact, the flesh bouncing hypnotically. The slap of my hips against her ass echoed through the empty unit.

“Is this what you wanted?” I asked, driving deep. “Me buried in you in a construction site you fixed with your own hands?”

“Fuck yes. I’ve been thinking about this for weeks. Every time you walked through and pretended to care about drywall. I knew.” She pushed back against me, meeting my thrusts. “I knew you were imagining bending me over something. Now you’re doing it.”

“I was imagining exactly this.”

“Good. Now shut up and make me come. Prove you can handle me.”

I reached around her thick hip. Found her clit—already swollen and throbbing. Rubbed fast circles while my cock drove into her from behind.

Rosa didn’t moan quietly. She was loud. Filthy. No inhibition. Telling me exactly what she wanted and when and how hard, her rough voice echoing off the bare walls.

“Right there—fuck—right fucking there—don’t you dare stop—your cock is so deep—yes—”

She came. Loud and messy and perfect, screaming into the empty unit. Her pussy clamped down on my cock like a vise, walls rippling, milking me with each spasm.

“Don’t stop,” she gasped, shaking. “Keep fucking me. I’m going for two. I haven’t come twice in years. Give me another.”

I kept going. Harder. Faster. Pounding that thick ass while she screamed encouragement.

“Come on—fuck me—that’s it—God you’re good—you can actually handle me—give me another—yes yes yes—”

The second orgasm hit her even harder. Her whole body went rigid, pussy clenching so tight it was almost painful. She collapsed forward onto the sawhorse, massive tits pressed against the wood, panting and shaking.

“Your turn,” she finally said. “Where do you want it?”

“Inside you.”

“Good answer.” She clenched around me deliberately. “Fill me up. I want to feel your cum inside me.”

I came. Buried balls-deep inside her. The orgasm hit like a freight train. Pulse after pulse, flooding her pussy with cum, my cock throbbing inside her tight heat. I groaned her name as I emptied myself into her.

“Yes—I feel it—so hot—” she moaned.

She stayed bent over the sawhorse. Catching her breath. I could see my cum starting to leak out of her, dripping down toward her thighs.

“Well,” she said eventually. “That was worth the wait.”

I pulled out carefully. My cock glistened with her juices and my cum. She stood slowly, legs shaking slightly, and turned to face me.

“Your terms were very clear,” I said. “You ran the show.”

“And you let me. That’s why this worked.” She kissed me. Softer this time. “Next time, you can take control. But tonight was mine.”

“Fair.”

She dressed. Pulled her work boots back on. Tied her hair up.

“Lot 47’s going to be finished early,” she said. “Three weeks ahead of schedule. And when it is, I want a proper celebration. Not in a construction site. Somewhere real.”

“You asking to visit San Francisco?”

“Maybe. If the invitation stands.”

“It stands.”

“Good.” She walked to the door. Paused. “And Michael? I’m not joining your harem. Not in the traditional sense. But I like what you’re building. And I like you. So maybe we figure out a different arrangement. Something that works for both of us.”

“I’m open to that.”

“I thought you might be.” She smiled. “Now get out. I’ve got work tomorrow and you’re distracting.”

I left.

Drove back to the hotel with the scent of her still on me.

Rosa Delgado: tough, brilliant, sexual.

Not mine. Not yet. Maybe never in the way the others were.

But connected. Building together. Respecting each other.

Sometimes that was enough.

And sometimes, like tonight, it was more than enough.


Chapter 15: Marchetti’s Overreach

The vandalism happened on a Tuesday.

Rosa called at 6 AM. “We’ve got a problem at Lot 52.”

I was already awake. Coffee in hand. “What kind of problem?”

“The kind where someone broke in overnight and stripped all the copper piping. Plus spray-painted the walls. And maybe took a sledgehammer to the new drywall.”

“Fuck.”

“Yeah. Fuck. I’m on-site now. It’s bad.”

“How bad?”

“Thirty grand in damage. Maybe more. And it sets us back three weeks minimum.”

I got dressed. “I’m booking a flight. Don’t touch anything. We need photos. Evidence.”

“Already on it. I called the cops. They’re sending someone out.”

“Good. I’ll be there in four hours.”



The damage was worse than Rosa described.

Every single copper pipe—ripped out. Water heater gone. Electrical wiring stripped from the walls. Drywall smashed. Windows broken.

And spray-painted across the living room wall in red: GO HOME CALIFORNIA

The cop taking the report shook his head. “Seen a lot of this lately. Out-of-state investors buying property. Local guys getting territorial.”

“Any leads?” I asked.

“Not yet. But I’ll be honest with you—copper theft is hard to prosecute. Even if we find the guys, it’s usually misdemeanor charges. Slap on the wrist.”

“What about the vandalism?”

“Same story. Unless you’ve got video, witnesses, or physical evidence, it’s tough.”

Rosa stood beside me. Arms crossed. Face hard. “This wasn’t random tweakers stealing copper. This was professional. Somebody who knew exactly what they were doing and did it fast.”

The cop looked at her. “You got any enemies, ma’am?”

“Not me. Him.” She nodded at me. “Somebody who doesn’t like California money in Vegas.”

The cop closed his notepad. “I’ll file the report. If anything turns up, I’ll call you. But honestly? Your best bet is beefing up security. Cameras. Motion sensors. Maybe hire private security for properties under construction.”

He left.

I stood in the destroyed living room staring at the message.

GO HOME CALIFORNIA

“This is Tony,” Rosa said.

“You sure?”

“I’m sure. This has his fingerprints all over it. He’s done this before. Back in ’08, when out-of-state hedge funds started buying Vegas RE. Same playbook. Vandalism. Intimidation. Making it expensive to operate here.”

“Can we prove it?”

“Not directly. He’s smart enough to use proxies. Contractors he knows. Guys who owe him favors. But yeah. It’s him.”

Sabrina arrived fifteen minutes later. Surveyed the damage. Her face went ice-cold.

“Tony Marchetti did this,” she said. Flat statement.

“That’s what Rosa thinks.”

“Rosa’s right. I’ve seen Tony do this before. Different properties. Different targets. Same pattern.” She pulled out her phone. “I’m calling my contacts. Putting out word that Tony’s playing dirty. That’ll cost him.”

“How?”

“Vegas is a small market. Everyone talks. If word gets out that Tony vandalizes competitors’ properties, the institutional buyers won’t touch him. The banks won’t lend to him. He becomes toxic.”

“And if he retaliates?”

“Then we escalate. But Michael, you need to understand something.” She looked at me. “Tony’s old Vegas. Old rules. He thinks intimidation works because it always has. But you’re new Vegas. You have resources he can’t match. Legal. Financial. Network. If you want to crush him, you can.”

“I don’t want to crush him. I want him to stop fucking with my properties.”

“Then you make him stop. You hit back. Hard enough that he learns.”



War room conference call. Friday morning. Full team.

I briefed everyone on the vandalism.

“Options?” I asked.

Aria went first. “Legal route: we file a civil suit. Demand he pay damages plus punitive. Discovery process will let us subpoena his phone records, contractor logs, everything. Even if we can’t prove criminal activity, we can make it expensive for him to fight.”

“How long does that take?”

“Eighteen months minimum. Two years more likely.”

“Too slow.”

Sophia: “Financial route: we pressure his lenders. I’ve got connections at three banks that hold Tony’s paper. If they knew he was engaging in property vandalism, they might call his loans. Or at least refuse to extend credit.”

“That’s aggressive.”

“He vandalized your property, Michael. Aggressive is the appropriate response.”

Chloe: “Data route: I’ve been tracking Tony’s auction activity for months. He’s overextended. Bidding on more properties than he can realistically finance. If we spot-bid against him on a few key deals, we can force him to either overbid or lose face. Either way, it bleeds him.”

“Interesting.”

Vanessa: “Reputation route: we document everything. Photos. Police reports. Witness statements. Then we quietly leak it to every institutional investor in Vegas. Tony becomes uninvestable. Nobody touches him.”

Rosa: “Or we find out who actually did the work and pay them to flip on Tony. Thirty grand in damages? Somebody got paid for that job. Probably not much. Offer them double to testify.”

Sabrina: “Or we just buy the marquee property Tony’s been chasing. The one he’s overleveraged for. Force him into a margin call.”

Six different strategies. All viable.

I leaned back. Thought about it.

“No,” I said finally.

Sophia frowned. “No?”

“We defend. We don’t attack. Aria, prepare the civil suit but don’t file yet. Hold it as leverage. Vanessa, document everything but don’t leak it. Chloe, track his patterns but don’t bid against him just to bleed him. Rosa, find the contractors but don’t approach them yet.”

“You’re letting him get away with it?” Rosa looked incredulous.

“No. I’m letting him beat himself.” I pointed at Chloe’s data. “Look at his acquisition pattern. He’s overextended. Bidding on more properties than he can finance. Using short-term bridge loans with high rates. He doesn’t need us to destroy him. His own greed will do it.”

“And if he vandalizes another property?” Sabrina asked.

“Then we escalate. But right now, we protect what we have. Cameras on every site. Motion sensors. Private security. We make it impossible for him to hurt us again. And then we wait.”

Vanessa studied me. “That’s… patient.”

“That’s smart. Tony’s old Vegas. He expects a fight. If we attack him, he’ll dig in. He’ll find allies. He’ll make it personal. But if we just… ignore him? If we keep winning while he keeps overreaching? His own banks will destroy him. His own greed will destroy him. We don’t have to lift a finger.”

“Let him beat himself,” Chloe said slowly. “I like it.”

“Exactly.”



We implemented defensive measures.

Every DREP property got cameras. Motion sensors. Upgraded locks. Rosa hired a security company to do random patrols.

Vanessa compiled the dossier but kept it locked. Insurance documented everything. The civil suit sat in Aria’s desk, ready but unfiled.

And we kept buying. Kept executing. Kept building.

Tony watched. We could feel it. His guys at auctions. His contacts reporting back. He was waiting for us to retaliate.

We didn’t retaliate.

Three weeks passed. Then six. Tony kept waiting for us to strike. We didn’t.

Instead, we executed. Bought seventeen more properties. Rehabbed twelve. Kept our heads down and built.

Tony didn’t understand patience. He understood fights. And when we didn’t give him one, it drove him crazy.

He called me eventually. Not screaming. Confused.

“What are you doing?”

I put him on speaker. Muted. Chloe started recording.

“Building, Tony. Same as always.”

“I vandalized your property. You didn’t do anything.”

“I documented it. Filed an insurance claim. Moved on.”

“That’s it?”

“That’s it. I’m not here to fight you, Tony. I’m here to build a portfolio. You want to waste energy on petty games? Go ahead. I’ve got better things to do.”

Silence.

“You’re playing some angle,” he said finally. “I don’t know what it is, but you’re playing something.”

“No angle. Just math. Every hour I spend fighting you is an hour I’m not buying properties. Every dollar I spend on lawyers is a dollar I’m not deploying. You’re not worth the distraction.”

“You son of a—”

“Tony. Listen to me. I’ve got cameras on every site now. Security patrols. If you try something again, I’ll have you on video. And then I’ll file the lawsuit I’ve been holding. I’ll release the dossier my team compiled. I’ll make sure every institutional buyer in Vegas knows your name. But I don’t want to do that. I want to build. So leave me alone, and I’ll leave you alone.”

He was breathing hard.

“This isn’t over,” he said.

“Sure it is. You just don’t know it yet.”

He hung up.

I looked at Chloe. “You get all that?”

“Every word. Saved and backed up.”

“Good. Insurance if we need it. But we won’t.”



Tony didn’t try anything else.

He couldn’t. He was too busy fighting his own battles.

The math I’d seen in Chloe’s data played out exactly as predicted. Tony had been bidding aggressively for months. Trying to dominate the market. Buying properties he couldn’t afford to rehab properly. Using short-term bridge loans with high rates.

And then the Las Vegas market shifted. Not crashed. Just… shifted. Cap rates compressed slightly. Buyers got cautious. Liquidity tightened.

Tony’s lenders called his loans.

Sabrina heard about it through her contacts. “Tony’s scrambling. He’s got three properties he needs to sell or refinance in the next sixty days. If he can’t, he’s in default.”

“Which properties?”

She pulled up the list. “Two Vegas fourplexes. One small apartment complex. The complex is his marquee—he was planning to flip it to an institutional buyer.”

“What’s he asking?”

“Four-point-two million. But he’s motivated. He needs to close fast.”

I studied the numbers. “It’s worth three-point-eight. Maybe four.”

“But he’s asking four-two because that’s what he owes on it. He’s underwater.”

“Let him beat himself,” Chloe said quietly.

Exactly. We didn’t need to do anything. We just watched.



Tony failed to refinance. His lender foreclosed.

The property went to auction. We bid. Won it at $3.7M. All cash. Closed in ten days.

Tony lost $500k on the deal. His own greed. His own overreach. We didn’t destroy him. He destroyed himself.

Not enough to bankrupt him. But enough to teach him.



Friday war room. Team assembled.

“Tony Marchetti is neutralized,” I said. “He’s still operating in Vegas, but he’s wounded. Careful. No longer a threat.”

Rosa: “Good. I’m tired of dealing with his bullshit. Now can we focus on actually building things?”

“That’s the plan.”

Sophia: “His lenders are nervous. They’re unlikely to extend him more credit. Which means his buying power is limited going forward.”

Chloe: “Auction data shows he’s slowed his bidding. He’s licking his wounds.”

Sabrina: “And the property we won? It’s clean. Rosa says we can have it rent-ready in six weeks.”

“Excellent.”

I updated the KPI wall.

DREP 2.0 Status: - Properties owned: 94 - Total assets: $171M - Equity: $68M - Occupancy: 91% - Tony Marchetti problem: SOLVED

The team nodded. Satisfied. Professional.

“We didn’t crush him,” I said. “We didn’t have to. We protected ourselves. Kept building. Let his own greed do the work. The disciplined ones survive.”

“So what’s next?” Emily asked. She’d been quiet through the whole Tony situation. Focused on Claire. But present.

“Next is DREP 3.0. The final big vintage. We’ve got maybe six months before the distressed window closes completely. After that, we transition to asset management and optimization. But for the next six months? We push. Hard. One last time.”

Vanessa: “How much capital?”

“Another thirty-five million. Target two-eighty-five million in total RE assets. Then we stop buying and start harvesting.”

Sophia: “I can arrange financing.”

Rosa: “I can handle the rehabs.”

Sabrina: “I can find the deals.”

Chloe: “I can track the metrics.”

Aria: “I can draft the documents.”

Emily: “And I’ll keep reminding you all that you’re human beings who need sleep and food and time with your families.”

I smiled. “Deal.”



That night, I called Mom.

“How’s Vegas?” she asked.

“Complicated. But we handled it.”

“Handled what?”

“Business problems. The kind that come with growth.”

“You’re being vague.”

“Because if I told you the details, you’d worry.”

“I worry anyway. It’s my job.” She paused. “Michael, are you safe? Really safe?”

“Yes. I’ve got good people around me. Smart people. We watch each other’s backs.”

“And the girls? They’re okay?”

“They’re great. Strong. Capable. They’re not just with me, Mom. They’re building with me. There’s a difference.”

“I know, honey. I just—I want you to be happy. Not just rich. Happy.”

“I am. I promise.”

“Good. Love you.”

“Love you too.”



Tony Marchetti tried one more thing.

Six weeks later, he sent a letter.

No threats. No demands. Just a single sentence:

You won. I’m out. Enjoy Vegas.

Sabrina showed it to the team. “That’s it? That’s his surrender?”

“That’s his surrender.”

“We barely did anything to him.”

“We didn’t have to.” I looked around the room. “He beat himself. We just stayed patient. Kept building. Let his own greed destroy him. That’s the lesson. You don’t win by crushing enemies. You win by outlasting them.”

“Let him beat himself,” Chloe said. The phrase had become our mantra through the whole Tony situation.

Exactly.

We filed the letter. Closed the Tony chapter.

And moved on.

DREP 3.0 was waiting.

And we had work to do. The creator house was Emily’s idea.

“We’ve got this distressed building in SOMA,” she said. “Three floors. Perfect location. We’re rehabbing it anyway. Why not turn the top floor into an incubator?”

“An incubator for what?”

“App devs. Content creators. Small founders. People building cool shit who need space and support.” She pulled up her laptop. “We give them free workspace. Maybe a small stipend. Access to our distribution network. In exchange, we get first look at their projects. Maybe angel invest in the good ones.”

“That’s smart.”

“I know. But here’s the thing.” She closed the laptop. “If we do this, I want to run it. Not delegate it. Me. I want to interview the applicants. Select who gets in. Build the community.”

“You’ve never run an incubator.”

“No. But I ran the entire PR and distribution network for our empire while raising a baby. I think I can handle vetting a dozen creators.”

Fair point.

“What do you need from me?”

“Permission. Budget. And trust that I’ll filter out the assholes.”

“You have all three.”

She kissed me. “Thank you. This is going to be amazing.”



Three weeks later, Emily sat at our dining table with a stack of applications.

Forty-two people had applied. App developers. YouTubers. Podcast hosts. Indie game designers. Artists. Writers.

She’d been reviewing applications for two days. Color-coded spreadsheet. Notes in the margins. Red, yellow, green flags.

“Walk me through your process,” I said.

“First filter: basic competence. Do they have a portfolio? Proof of work? If they’re applying to an incubator with no evidence they’ve ever built anything, that’s a red flag.”

“How many filtered out on that?”

“Twelve. One guy’s entire portfolio was ‘ideas I’m going to build someday.’ Another claimed she’d invented a revolutionary social network but couldn’t show a working prototype.”

“Okay. Second filter?”

“Energy. I video-call everyone who passes filter one. Talk to them for twenty minutes. See how they present. How they talk about their work. Are they excited? Genuine? Or are they just chasing trends?” She pulled up a video call log. “This guy? Talked for fifteen minutes about wanting to ‘disrupt’ industries but couldn’t explain what his app actually did. Filtered.”

“Makes sense.”

“Third filter: values. I ask everyone the same question: ‘Tell me about a time you fucked up. What did you learn?’ The answers tell me everything. If they flinch at my questions, they’ll flinch at scale.”

“How so?”

“People who blame others? Red flag. People who learned nothing? Red flag. But people who own their mistakes and explain what they changed? Those are the ones I want.” She showed me an example. “This woman—Sarah—told me she launched a product too early. Ignored beta feedback. It crashed on launch day. Hurt her reputation. But she rebuilt. Spent six months listening to users. Re-launched successfully. That’s growth. That’s someone worth investing in.”

“So she’s in?”

“Shortlist. I have three more filters.”

“Jesus. How thorough are you?”

“Extremely. Because this isn’t just about finding talented people. It’s about building a community. And communities live or die based on who you let in.”



Fourth filter: boundaries.

“I ask everyone: ‘Have you heard about the unconventional dynamics in my personal life?’” Emily said. “Most have. Word gets around. So I tell them straight up: this is a professional incubator. Personal life stays personal. If that’s going to be a problem, tell me now.”

“And how do they react?”

“Most are cool. A few are curious but respectful. But three guys—” She pulled up their applications. Marked red. “These three made jokes. Sexual innuendos. One asked if ‘membership’ included access to me. Instant filter.”

“Good.”

“I’m not running a harem recruiting station, Michael. This is about work. If someone can’t separate the two, they’re out.”

“Agreed.”

Fifth filter: energy reading.

“This one’s harder to explain,” Emily said. “But I’ve learned to trust my gut. When I talk to someone, I feel their energy. Are they generous? Or takers? Do they ask about other people’s projects? Or just pitch themselves? Do they listen? Or just wait for their turn to talk?”

“And you filtered people based on vibes?”

“Based on patterns. Three people had perfect portfolios, great answers, professional boundaries. But when I talked to them, I felt…something off. Like they were performing. Calculating. Presenting a version of themselves that wasn’t real.”

“Did you reject them?”

“I put them on hold. Asked for references. Two of the three had bad references. Former collaborators who described them as ‘difficult’ or ‘manipulative.’ Third one I’m still deciding.”

“You’re thorough.”

“I’m protective. This space is going to have my daughter in it sometimes. I’m not letting predators in. Not even talented ones.”



Sixth filter: contribution test.

“Final round,” Emily said. “I give everyone a challenge. ‘Pitch me on someone else’s project. Not yours. Someone in the application pool. Make me excited about their work.’”

“That’s clever.”

“It filters out pure narcissists. People who can’t celebrate others don’t belong in a collaborative space.” She pulled up responses. “Fifteen people couldn’t do it. Tried to pivot back to their own projects. Or gave half-assed pitches just to check the box. Filtered.”

“And the ones who could?”

“Beautiful. Listen to this.” She played a video response.

A young woman, mid-twenties, pitching an app developer she’d never met. “Marcus is building accessibility tools for blind developers. He’s only applied because someone encouraged him to. But his work is incredible. He built a screen reader that actually understands code syntax. That’s game-changing. If you only pick one person from this pool, pick him.”

Emily paused the video. “That’s the energy I want. People who lift others up. Who see the bigger picture.”

“So she’s in?”

“Both of them are in. Her for generosity. Him for technical brilliance.”



Final list: twelve creators.

Emily presented them to me. Dossiers. Portfolios. Interview notes.

“These are the ones,” she said. “The ones who passed all six filters. Competent. Energized. Value-aligned. Respectful. Good energy. Generous.”

I reviewed the files. App developers. YouTubers. Podcast hosts. A game designer. Two writers. A musician who coded on the side.

“These are great.”

“I know. And here’s the best part.” She pulled up the spreadsheet. “Eight of them are women. Four are men. All four men passed the boundary filter with flying colors. Treated me professionally. Asked good questions. Showed zero creep energy.”

“That’s a good ratio.”

“It’s intentional. I’m not anti-men. I’m anti-assholes. If we’d had eight respectful men and four women, I’d have picked them. But statistically? Most of the guys who applied gave off wrong vibes. So the ones who passed are the rare ones. The good ones.”

“And you’re comfortable with them being around Claire?”

“Completely. I wouldn’t let them in otherwise.”



The creator house opened in late September.

Three floors. Top floor workspace. Middle floor living area. Ground floor event space.

Emily ran orientation. Walked everyone through the rules.

“This is a professional space,” she said. “You’re here to build. To collaborate. To grow. Personal drama stays outside. Respect each other’s boundaries. No harassment. No stealing ideas. No predatory behavior. Break those rules, you’re out. No second chances.”

Everyone nodded.

“Second rule: give more than you take. Help each other. Share resources. Celebrate wins. This isn’t a competition. It’s a community. The more you contribute, the more you get back.”

More nods.

“Third rule: family-friendly. My daughter visits sometimes. So does Michael’s team. This space stays clean. Professional. Safe for everyone. If you can’t handle that, leave now.”

No one left.

“Good. Let’s build something great.”



The first month was incredible.

The app devs collaborated on a shared code library. The YouTubers cross-promoted each other’s content. The musician scored the game designer’s demo. The writers gave feedback on each other’s drafts.

Emily orchestrated it all. Connecting people. Facilitating collaborations. Hosting weekly dinners where everyone shared progress.

“This is working better than I expected,” she told me. “Everyone’s genuinely helping each other. No drama. No ego. Just building.”

“You built the right culture from day one.”

“I filtered for the right people. Culture follows.”



One Friday, a problem emerged.

One of the creators—Jake, an app developer—made a comment during dinner.

“So Emily,” he said. “I’ve been wondering. The rumor mill says you’re in a… non-traditional relationship. Is that true?”

The room went quiet.

Emily smiled. Calm. Controlled. “Jake, do you remember orientation? Rule one?”

“Professional space. Personal drama stays outside.”

“Right. So my personal life isn’t relevant to your work here. What is relevant is whether you’re building something great. Are you?”

“I—yeah. I am.”

“Good. Then let’s talk about that instead.”

She redirected the conversation. Smooth. Firm. No anger. Just boundaries.

Later, she pulled Jake aside. “That question? Don’t ask it again. I’m happy to discuss work. My projects. Our strategy. But my personal life is off-limits. Clear?”

“I’m sorry. I was just curious—”

“I understand. But curiosity doesn’t override boundaries. You’re here because you’re talented. Don’t make me regret that.”

Jake apologized. Didn’t push further.

The next week, he built a brilliant feature for his app. Presented it at demo night. Got praise from everyone.

Emily pulled me aside after. “I almost kicked him out for that question.”

“Why didn’t you?”

“Because he apologized. Learned. Refocused on work. If he’d pushed back or made another comment, I would have. But people deserve a chance to correct.”

“You’re a better gatekeeper than I’d be.”

“That’s why you let me run this.” She smiled. “I’m not just filtering for talent. I’m filtering for character. For people who can grow. Jake grew. So he gets to stay.”



By October, the creator house had a waiting list.

Twenty more applicants. All wanting in.

Emily reviewed them. Applied the same six filters. Added three more creators to the house.

“This is scaling faster than I thought,” she said.

“Is that a problem?”

“No. But it means I need help. I can’t run this alone forever.”

“Who do you need?”

“A co-manager. Someone who understands creators. Who can vet applications when I’m busy with Claire. Who shares my values.”

“Any candidates?”

“One. Sarah. The woman who rebuilt her product after the crash. She’s been here two months. Helped onboard new people. Natural mentor energy. I think she could do it.”

“Ask her.”

Emily did. Sarah said yes.

By November, the creator house was running itself. Emily supervised. Sarah managed day-to-day. The community thrived.

“This was your vision,” I told Emily one night. “You built this.”

“We built it. DREP funded the space. Your network brought visibility. But yeah. I designed the culture. And I’m proud of that.”

“You should be.”

She leaned into me. “You know what the best part is?”

“What?”

“I get to prove I’m more than just a mom. Or just your partner. I’m a builder. A creator. Someone who can design systems and grow communities.” She smiled. “This second life isn’t just yours, Michael. It’s mine too. And I’m making it count.”

I kissed her. “Yes, you are.”



The creator house party was scheduled for mid-November.

Launch celebration. All twelve creators. Plus select guests. Networking. Demos. Drinks.

And, Emily hinted, maybe something more afterward. For those interested. With clear boundaries. Explicit consent.

“You sure about that?” I asked.

“I’m sure. This is my space. My community. I know these people. I vetted them. If some of them want to celebrate in a more…adult way, that’s fine. As long as it’s consensual. Respectful. And separate from the professional work.”

“You’ve thought this through.”

“I’ve thought everything through. That’s my job.” She grinned. “Now help me plan a party that’s professional enough for investors and wild enough for creators. Can you do that?”

“I can try.”

“Good. Because this is going to be legendary.”

It was.


Chapter 16: Creator House

The party started professional.

Networking on the ground floor. Fifty people. Investors. Creators. Media. Everyone in business casual. Champagne. Hors d’oeuvres. Demo stations showing the best projects from the house.

Emily worked the room. Introducing people. Facilitating connections. Perfect hostess energy.

I watched her move. Confident. Maternal. Sexual. All three at once.

She’d been preparing for this for weeks. Not just the logistics. The curation. Who got invited. Who didn’t. What could happen after the professional part ended.

“This is your show,” I’d told her that morning. “You built this community. You set the boundaries.”

“I know. And I’m going to make it memorable.”

She had.



By 10 PM, the investors had left. The media had gone. Only the core remained.

Creators from the house. A few select guests Emily had personally vetted. The harem. Rosa, who’d flown in from Vegas for the weekend.

Thirty people. Maybe.

Emily stood at the center of the room. Clinked her glass.

“Thank you all for coming. For building. For being part of this community.” She smiled. “The professional event is now over. What happens next is optional. Completely optional. And happens on the second floor. If you’re not interested, no judgment. Exit’s that way. Thank you for being here.”

Five people left. Polite goodbyes.

The rest stayed.

Emily continued. “For those who remain: ground rules. We’re all adults. All over eighteen. What happens tonight is consensual. Enthusiastic. Respectful. Safeword is ‘yellow.’ Say it, everything stops. No questions. No judgment. We also use condoms for any penetration with guests. Clear?”

Nods all around.

“Good. Upstairs. Let’s celebrate.”



The second floor transformed.

Softer lighting. Music. Open floor plan with several seating areas. Bedrooms accessible but not mandatory.

Emily had orchestrated this carefully. Not an orgy. A party where adult things might happen. Opt-in. Controlled.

I found her by the window. “You’re nervous.”

“A little. I’ve never hosted anything like this.”

“You’re doing great.”

“I just don’t want anyone to feel pressured. Or unsafe. This needs to be fun. Not weird.”

“It will be. You set the culture.”

She kissed me. “Okay. Let’s see how this goes.”



It started slow.

Conversations. Flirting. Testing boundaries.

One of the creators—Mara, a YouTube filmmaker—approached Emily. “I’ve been wanting to tell you something.”

“What’s that?”

“You’re inspiring. The way you balance motherhood and business and…everything. I admire that.”

Emily smiled. “Thank you.”

Mara hesitated. “And I’ve been curious. About you. About this dynamic. If that’s okay to say.”

“It’s okay to say. What are you curious about?”

“What it feels like. To be part of something unconventional. Something that works.”

Emily took her hand. “Want to find out?”

Mara nodded.

Emily led her to a couch. Kissed her. Soft. Exploratory. Giving Mara space to say no.

Mara didn’t say no. She leaned in. Kissed back.

The room noticed. Energy shifted. Permission granted.



I stood with Vanessa watching.

“Emily’s orchestrating this perfectly,” Vanessa said. “She’s setting the tone. Making it safe.”

“She’s good at this.”

“She’s always been good at this. Exhibition isn’t just about being watched. It’s about creating space for others to explore.”

Across the room, Chloe talked with two app developers. Laughing. Relaxed. One of them—Marcus, the accessibility dev—looked absolutely smitten.

“Think Chloe’s interested?” Vanessa asked.

“In Marcus? Maybe. He’s been respectful. Smart. Good energy.”

“Should we intervene?”

“No. Chloe can handle herself. If she wants him, she’ll make it clear.”



Sabrina found me. “Rosa’s here. She’s been watching from the corner.”

“How’s she feeling?”

“Nervous. This isn’t her scene. She’s not used to…this.” Sabrina gestured at the room. “She needs someone to approach her. Make her feel welcome. Not like an outsider.”

“I’ll go.”

“No. Let me. She trusts me. Woman to woman.”

I watched Sabrina cross the room. Sit beside Rosa. Talk quietly. Rosa’s body language shifted. Tense to relaxed.

Then Sabrina took Rosa’s hand. Led her to one of the softer seating areas. Sat close.

They talked for ten minutes. Rosa’s hand trembled as she reached up, fingers brushing Sabrina’s jaw. That small gesture was permission.

Sabrina leaned in. Kissed Rosa’s cheek. Then her jaw. Then her neck.

Rosa’s eyes went wide. Then closed. She tilted her head back.

Sabrina kissed her. Full lips. Rosa responded. Tentative at first. Then deeper.

Vanessa touched my arm. “That’s new.”

“That’s Sabrina being perfect.”

“Rosa’s never been with a woman before, has she?”

“Not that I know of.”

“Then Sabrina’s giving her a gift. A safe first time. With someone who understands.”

I watched them. Sabrina guiding. Rosa following. Exploring. Discovering.

Beautiful.



The room evolved.

Emily with Mara on the couch. Hands under shirts. Soft moans.

Chloe with Marcus in a corner. Talking. Flirting. His hand on her thigh.

Aria dancing with one of the podcast hosts. Elegant. Sensual.

Sophia holding court with three creators. Talking business. But her hand on one woman’s lower back suggested business wasn’t the only topic.

And Sabrina with Rosa. Still on the oversized cushions. Kissing softly. Rosa’s hand tentatively touching Sabrina’s face.

I felt Vanessa’s hand on my belt. “You’re just going to watch all night?”

“I was giving everyone space.”

“How generous. Now stop being generous and take me upstairs.”



The bedroom was quieter. But we could still hear the party through the open door—soft moans, laughter, the sound of people letting go.

Vanessa stripped efficiently. Stockings peeled down toned legs. Pencil skirt unzipped and dropped. Blouse unbuttoned and discarded. Bra unhooked, releasing those massive natural breasts. They swung free, heavy and full, dark nipples already hard.

“Do you know how long it’s been since we fucked at a party?” she asked, standing naked before me.

“Couple months.”

“Too long.” She pushed me onto the bed, hands on my chest. Then she climbed on top, straddling me, her wet pussy pressing against my hardening cock through my pants. “I want to ride you while listening to the sounds of everyone else enjoying themselves.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

She freed my cock with practiced hands, stroking it to full hardness. Then she positioned herself over me, her dripping pussy hovering just above my swollen head.

Slid down. Slow. Deliberate. Taking me inch by inch, her pussy stretching around my cock, hot and wet and gripping.

“Fuck,” she breathed as I bottomed out inside her. “I needed this. Your cock filling me up.”

“Me too.”

She rode me. Steady rhythm at first, her hips rolling, my cock sliding in and out of her tight cunt. Her massive tits bounced hypnotically with each movement—those heavy natural DDs swaying and jiggling. I held her waist, pulling her down harder onto me. Watched her face. Confident. Powerful. Beautiful.

From downstairs: laughter. Moans. Music. The sounds of the party.

“They’re all having fun,” Vanessa said, riding me faster now. “Emily built this. A space where people can be free. Explore. Without judgment.”

“She did.” I thrust up into her, matching her rhythm.

“She’s not just your partner, Michael.” She gasped as I hit a deep spot. “She’s a leader. A creator. She built community from nothing.”

“I know.”

Vanessa increased her pace. Riding me hard now, her pussy slapping down onto my pelvis with wet sounds. “And you—you let her. You didn’t try to control it. You trusted her judgment. That’s why this works.” She ground down, clenching. “That’s why we work.”

I reached up, grabbed her bouncing tits. Squeezed the heavy flesh. Pinched her hard nipples. She moaned loud—not caring who heard.

“I’m close,” she gasped. “Your cock is so deep—”

“Come for me. Come on my cock while everyone downstairs can hear.”

She came. Pussy clamping down on my cock in rhythmic spasms, her whole body shuddering. Head thrown back. Scream tearing from her throat—beautiful and primal and loud enough that the party below definitely heard.

I followed seconds later. Buried deep, cock pulsing, filling her pussy with cum. Spurt after spurt, her walls milking every drop from my balls.

“Yes—fill me up—” she moaned.

She collapsed onto my chest. Breathing hard. My cock still twitching inside her. Cum leaking out around me.

“I love you,” she said.

“I love you too.”

“Now get up. Party’s not over. And I want to see what everyone else is up to. I can feel your cum dripping out of me.”



We returned downstairs.

The scene had evolved.

Emily and Mara had moved to a private corner. I could see them through the half-open door. Naked. Emily’s head between Mara’s thighs. Mara’s hands in Emily’s blonde curls.

Chloe and Marcus had disappeared into another room. I didn’t interrupt.

Sophia was kissing two women simultaneously. Somehow making it look elegant.

And Sabrina with Rosa.

They were sitting close now, foreheads nearly touching. Rosa’s cheeks flushed. Sabrina holding both her hands.

I watched as Sabrina leaned in again. Kissed Rosa softly. Rosa responded—tentative but present. Her first kiss with a woman. Gentle. Exploratory.

When they parted, Rosa’s eyes were wide. Overwhelmed. Processing.

Sabrina whispered something. Rosa nodded, wiped her eyes. Laughed nervously.

They talked quietly for a few more minutes. Then Rosa stood. Sabrina stood with her. Hugged her tight.

Rosa found me across the room. Our eyes met.

She walked over. “I’m going to go.”

“You okay?”

“Yeah. I just—” She touched her lips. “That was new. I need to process.”

“Take your time.”

“Sabrina was perfect. Patient. She didn’t push.” Rosa shook her head. “I’ve never done that before. Kissed a woman. Let myself be…soft. With someone who wasn’t a man.”

“How did it feel?”

“Terrifying. And good. And confusing.” She laughed. “I’m forty-two. I thought I knew myself. Now I’m not sure.”

“That’s not a bad thing.”

“No. It’s not.” She looked back at Sabrina, who was watching us with a gentle smile. “She said I’m welcome. Anytime. That you’re all here if I want to explore more.”

“She’s right.”

“I know. I’m just—I’m not ready. Not for all of this.” She gestured at the party. “But maybe. Someday. If you’ll have me.”

“Always.”

She kissed my cheek. Then walked to Sabrina, kissed her cheek too. Then left.

Sabrina joined me. “She’ll be back.”

“How do you know?”

“Because I saw her face when we kissed. She felt something. Something she’s never let herself feel.” Sabrina smiled. “She just needs time. And when she’s ready—really ready—we’ll be here.”

“You’re good at this.”

“At what?”

“Opening doors. Making people feel safe enough to walk through them.”

“That’s what you did for me. I’m just passing it on.” She took my arm. “Now come on. Emily’s probably wondering where we are.”



We found Emily in the main room. Mara had left. Emily was curled on the couch, glowing, satisfied.

“There you are,” she said. “Sabrina said you were with Rosa.”

“She needed us.”

“I know. That’s why I sent Sabrina to her.” Emily smiled, something hungry in her eyes. “But now I want something.”

“What’s that?”

She stood. Took my hand. Led me to a quiet corner by the windows. The city lights behind us. A few people could see us, but that was the point.

“I hosted this whole party,” she said, unbuttoning her blouse slowly. “I set the culture. Made everyone feel safe. Watched everyone else get theirs.” The blouse opened, revealing her soft postpartum tits, nipples already hard. She dropped to her knees in front of me. “Now I want mine.”

She freed my cock with eager hands. I was already half-hard from Vanessa—still traces of her arousal on me.

“Emily—people can see—”

“That’s the point. I’m an exhibitionist, remember?” She wrapped her fingers around my shaft, stroking me to full hardness. “Shh. Just let me take what I earned.”

She took me in her mouth. Not quick—slow and deliberate. Worshipful. Her tongue swirled around my head, tasting me, tasting Vanessa on me. Then she slid down, lips stretched around my cock, taking me deeper with each bob of her head.

“I’ve been watching you all night,” she murmured between strokes, her hand pumping what her mouth wasn’t covering. “With Vanessa. Hearing her scream. Knowing your cum was inside her.” She sucked hard. “Now it’s my turn to taste you.”

She worked me with her hand and mouth. Expert. Determined. Taking me deep into her throat, then pulling back to tongue the sensitive underside. Hollowing her cheeks. Making wet, obscene sounds that people nearby could definitely hear.

I looked down. Her big eyes looking up at me while her lips stretched around my cock. The perfect picture of submission and desire.

It didn’t take long. She’d been teasing herself all night. And I’d been thinking about her the whole time.

“Emily—close—”

“Where do you want it?” She pulled back, stroking me fast now. “My mouth? My face? Tell me.”

“Face. Here. I want everyone to see what you earned.”

“Yes.” She tilted her face up. Mouth open. Tongue out. “Give it to me. Mark me. Show everyone I’m yours.”

I came. Hard. The first spurt hit her waiting tongue. The second painted her lips. The third and fourth splashed across her cheek, her chin. She kept stroking, milking every drop, pointing my cock at her face like she was directing a shoot.

“God yes—” she moaned, catching another rope on her tongue.

When I finally finished, her face was glazed. Cum dripping from her chin. Her lips glossy with it. She swallowed what she’d caught on her tongue, making a show of it. Then smiled up at me with the rest still decorating her face like a trophy.

“Perfect,” she said. “That’s exactly what I needed.” She licked her lips, tasting more. “Now I can end this party properly.”

She cleaned up slowly with a napkin—deliberately slowly, letting people see. Fixed her blouse. Then walked back to the center of the room with cum still glistening at the corner of her mouth, like nothing had happened.

Host. Mother. Exhibitionist. Queen.



The party wound down around 3 AM.

People filtered out. Satisfied. Happy. Safe.

Emily found me on the couch. Curled into my lap.

“That was amazing,” she said.

“You were amazing. You created all this.”

“We created it. Together. But yeah. I’m proud.” She yawned. “Rosa okay?”

“She’s okay. Overwhelmed. But okay.”

“Good. She’s been alone too long. She needed tonight.”

“You gave her that. You gave everyone that.”

“That’s my role. Creating space. Making it safe. Letting people explore.” She kissed me. “Now take me to bed. I’m exhausted. And I want to wake up tomorrow knowing we built something special.”

“Deal.”



Sunday morning.

The creator house was quiet. Clean. Back to professional mode.

Emily reviewed the feedback forms people had submitted.

“Fifteen positive reviews. Zero complaints. Everyone felt safe. Respected. Free to choose.” She smiled. “That’s a win.”

“Huge win.”

“And the best part? Three people asked if we’re doing it again. They want more of this. More community. More exploration.”

“Are we doing it again?”

“Maybe. If everyone wants. If we can maintain the safety and consent. But not right away. Let this one breathe. Let people process.”

“Smart.”

She closed her laptop. “You know what I learned last night?”

“What?”

“That building community and building pleasure aren’t separate things. They’re connected. When people feel safe and valued, they’re free to explore. To give. To receive. That’s what we built. Not just a creator house. A space where people can be whole.” She smiled. “We build second chances.”

“You’re a genius.”

“I’m a mom who figured out how to throw a really good party.” She grinned. “Now come on. Claire’s waking up soon. Back to normal life.”

“This is our normal life.”

“I know. Isn’t it great?”

It was.


Chapter 17: Marchetti Falls

Tony’s downfall came quietly.

Not with a bang. Not with drama. Just numbers on a spreadsheet and a bank making a rational decision.

“His credit line got pulled,” Sophia said. Conference call. Wednesday morning. “Wells Fargo. They reviewed his portfolio and decided the risk was too high.”

“When?”

“Yesterday. He’s got sixty days to pay back forty-two million or they liquidate his properties.”

I whistled. “How much cash does he have?”

“Not enough. Maybe five million liquid. He’d need to sell at least eight properties to cover it. But the market’s softening. He can’t get full value in sixty days.”

“So he’s fucked.”

“Basically.”

Vanessa leaned forward. “Do we want to help?”

Everyone looked at her like she’d grown a second head.

“Help?” Chloe asked. “He vandalized our property. Threatened us. Why would we help?”

“Because crushing him completely serves no purpose. We’ve already won. He’s neutralized. If we buy some of his properties at fair value, he avoids total bankruptcy. We get good deals. Everyone wins.”

“That’s very…merciful,” Aria said.

“It’s strategic. Tony broken is still Tony. Tony who owes us a favor? That’s different.”

I thought about it. “What properties are we talking about?”

Sophia pulled up the list. “He’s got twelve properties that need to move fast. Three are good. Six are marginal. Three are disasters.”

“We take the three good ones. Fair price. Quick close. He keeps some dignity.”

“And in exchange?”

“In exchange, he stops being an enemy. Becomes…not a friend. But not an obstacle.”

Aria nodded slowly. “I’ll draft the offer.”



I called Tony directly.

“Carter.” His voice was rough. Tired.

“Heard you’re having trouble with Wells Fargo.”

“Where’d you hear that?”

“Doesn’t matter. I also heard you’re selling properties. I’m interested in three of them.”

Silence. Then: “Why would you help me?”

“I’m not helping you. I’m buying properties I want. You happen to be selling them. This is business.”

“You already destroyed me. Why not just let me drown?”

“Because you drowning doesn’t benefit me. You surviving but chastened? That does. You’ll remember this. You’ll remember I could have crushed you and didn’t. That’s worth more than the satisfaction of watching you fail.”

“You’re a cold son of a bitch.”

“I prefer ‘strategically rational.’ Are you interested or not?”

He exhaled. “Which three properties?”

I named them. “Fair market value. Close in two weeks. Cash. You walk away with enough to pay down Wells Fargo and keep a couple of your best assets.”

“And you get three properties below market because I’m desperate.”

“No. I get three properties at market. You’re not that desperate yet. Give it another month and you will be. I’m offering you an exit before it gets worse.”

Another pause. “I’ll think about it.”

“You’ve got twenty-four hours. After that, I move on.”

I hung up.

Sabrina was listening. “You think he’ll take it?”

“He’ll take it. Pride hurts, but bankruptcy hurts more.”



Tony called back in eighteen hours.

“I’ll sell. But I want one thing in addition to the money.”

“What?”

“An apology. From you. On record. Admitting you went after me.”

“I did go after you. You vandalized my property.”

“And you crushed my business in response. I want it acknowledged. That you’re not some innocent investor. You’re a shark too.”

I thought about it. “Fine. I’ll put it in writing. ‘I aggressively competed with Tony Marchetti in response to property vandalism. Both parties engaged in hardball tactics. This sale represents a mutual decision to move forward professionally.’ That work?”

“Yeah. That works.”

“Good. Contracts in forty-eight hours.”



The deals closed November 18.

Three Vegas properties. $11.2M total. We paid full market value. Tony got out from under Wells Fargo. Kept four of his best properties. Avoided bankruptcy.

And I got the signed statement.

Aria framed it. Hung it in the war room.

“Why?” Chloe asked. “Why memorialize your agreement with someone who tried to destroy you?”

“Because it’s a reminder,” I said. “Of what happens when you’re disciplined. When you win without needing the other person to lose everything. Tony could have been an enemy forever. Now he’s just…a guy who learned a lesson.”

“And if he comes back?”

“Then we crush him. But I don’t think he will. He’s smarter than that now.”



Three weeks later, Sabrina called.

“Tony’s gone.”

“Gone where?”

“Phoenix. Maybe Tucson. Word is he’s starting over somewhere with lower stakes. Couldn’t handle the humiliation of losing his empire here.”

I let that sink in. Tony Marchetti—the guy who’d run Vegas real estate for twenty years—had left town.

“Anyone taking over his operations?”

“No. His remaining properties got split up. Some went to his creditors, some to other buyers. His guy Vinnie moved to California.” She paused. “It’s like he was never here. Twenty years of building, gone in six months.”

“That’s what happens when you overextend.”

“That’s what happens when you pick a fight with someone more disciplined than you.” I could hear her smile through the phone. “You won, Michael. Completely. Without throwing a punch.”

“We won,” I corrected. “The whole team.”

“Still. Tony Marchetti fled Vegas because of you. That’s going to be a legend in this town for years.”



The prize property—the one Tony had fought so hard to keep—came up at auction two weeks later.

His prized twelve-unit complex on Paradise Road. The crown jewel of his portfolio. The bank had finally liquidated it after he couldn’t make the payments from Phoenix.

We bought it for sixty cents on the dollar. $2.4M for a property worth $4M stabilized.

Victory without violence.

Sabrina stood beside me as we signed the closing documents.

“You know what’s funny?” she said. “Tony overpaid for that fourplex to beat you at auction. Four hundred grand for a three-fifty property. And now you own his best asset for sixty percent of market.”

“The disciplined ones survive,” I said. “The ego-driven ones don’t.”

“That should be on a plaque.”

“Maybe it will be.”



By December, the Tony situation was a distant memory.

He’d left Vegas entirely. Started over in a smaller market where his reputation didn’t precede him. Word was he’d found religion, or rehab, or both. Either way, he wasn’t our problem anymore.

“Vanessa was right,” I told the team. Friday war room. Final update of the year. “We didn’t need to destroy him. We just needed to outlast him. Let his own greed do the work.”

“And now?” Emily asked.

“Now we own the market. No more Tony. No more intimidation. No more copper theft or permit games.” I looked around the room. “The obstacles are cleared. From here, we just build.”

Chloe updated the KPI wall.

DREP 3.0 Status: - Properties owned: 147 - Total assets: $285M - Equity: $115M - Occupancy: 93% - Tony Marchetti: GONE

The team applauded.

“One lesson from this,” I said. “Tony lost because he fought with ego. We won because we fought with discipline. He wanted to feel powerful. We wanted to be powerful. There’s a difference.”

“The disciplined ones survive,” Sophia quoted.

“Exactly. Tony’s rebuilding somewhere else now. Smaller. Humbler. Maybe he learned something. Maybe he didn’t. Either way, he’s not our problem.”

Rosa raised her glass. “To discipline.”

“To discipline,” everyone echoed.

We drank.



DREP 3.0 launched in December.

Final vintage. Last big distressed opportunity before the market normalized.

$35M in equity deployed. $285M in total assets targeted. The machine humming at full speed.

Tony’s former crown jewel became our flagship property. Best returns in the portfolio. Poetic.

And Vegas? Vegas was ours now. No more rival operators trying to push us out. No more intimidation games. Just clean execution, disciplined buying, and steady growth.

Six months later, I heard Tony had settled in Tucson. Running a small property management company. Ten units. Nothing like his Vegas empire.

Someone asked if I wanted to reach out. Bury the hatchet.

“Why?” I said. “It’s already buried. He left. We won. That’s the end of the story.”

The disciplined ones survive.

The empire: growing.

And we were just getting started.


Chapter 18: DREP 3.0

2011 felt different.

The distressed market was changing. Fewer courthouse auctions. More institutional buyers. Cap rates compressing. The easy money wasn’t gone—but it was harder to find.

“We’ve got six months,” I told the team. January war room. “Maybe less. After that, distressed real estate stops being distressed. It becomes regular real estate with regular returns. So DREP 3.0 is the final vintage. We maximize these six months. Then we pivot to asset management and optimization.”

“What’s the target?” Sophia asked.

“One hundred additional properties. Take us from one-forty-seven to two-forty-seven. Push total assets from two-eighty-five million to four-fifty million.”

Chloe whistled. “That’s aggressive.”

“That’s necessary. The window’s closing. We buy now or we miss it.”

“What about financing?” Vanessa asked.

“We’ve got thirty-five million in equity to deploy. Sophia, what can we lever?”

Sophia pulled up her spreadsheet. “I can secure a forty-million credit facility. Terms are good. Sixty-five percent LTV on acquisitions. Five-year term. Rate’s a bit higher than we’d like, but serviceable.”

“Do it.”

“Capital deployment plan?” Aria asked.

“Same markets. Bay Area for appreciation. Phoenix for cash flow. Vegas for volume. We rotate teams through each market. Rosa manages rehabs. Sabrina sources deals. Chloe tracks metrics. Aria handles legal. Sophia manages financing. Vanessa oversees operations.”

“And you?” Emily asked.

“I approve acquisitions and kill deals that don’t meet hurdles. Quality control.”

“What are the hurdles?” Chloe asked.

“Fifteen percent cash-on-cash minimum. Sixty-five percent LTV maximum. Markets we know. No experimental plays. No flips. Only buy-and-hold assets that’ll generate income for decades.”

“Conservative,” Sophia observed.

“By design. We’re not chasing returns anymore. We’re building a permanent portfolio. DREP 1.0 and 2.0 were aggressive. 3.0 is about locking in quality before the opportunity disappears.”



The machine scaled.

January: Fifteen properties acquired. $23M deployed.

February: Twelve properties. $19M deployed.

March: Ten properties. $17M deployed.

But March was when we started seeing the shift.

“Auction competition is up thirty percent,” Chloe reported. “More institutional bidders. Higher prices. Our win rate dropped from seventy-two percent to fifty-eight percent.”

“Are we still hitting hurdles on winning bids?”

“Barely. We’re at fifteen-point-two percent average cash-on-cash. Three properties came in at fourteen-point-eight. I flagged them yellow.”

“Let me see them.”

She pulled up the files. Three Vegas fourplexes. Technically below hurdle. But close.

“These still worth buying?” I asked Sabrina.

“Yes,” she said. “Location’s excellent. Rehab costs are conservative. If we execute well, we’ll hit fifteen-plus percent. The yellow flag is precautionary.”

“Rosa, you confident on rehabs?”

“Completely. I know these properties. I know the blocks. We’ll hit numbers.”

“Okay. Buy them. But this is the exception. Going forward, hurdle is hard. No yellows.”

“Understood.”



April brought another challenge.

“Material costs are rising,” Rosa said. “Drywall up eleven percent. Lumber up eighteen. Copper—don’t even ask.”

“How much is this affecting rehab budgets?”

“Adding about seven percent across the board. Properties we budgeted at eighty grand now cost eighty-six. Hundred-grand rehabs now one-oh-seven.”

“That’s material.”

“It is. And it’s going to get worse. Supply chains are tightening. Demand’s increasing. We’re competing with institutional buyers who don’t care about costs.”

“Options?”

“Three. One: increase budgets and accept lower returns. Two: negotiate harder with suppliers. Three: slow down acquisitions, focus on rehabbing what we have.”

“I like option two.”

“So do I. I’ve already started. Locked in pricing with three major suppliers for the next six months. Negotiated bulk discounts. Should save us four to five percent.”

“That’s excellent.”

“But it only works for six months. After that, we’re back to market rates.”

“Six months is enough. We’ll be done acquiring by then.”



The app studio business peaked in Q1.

“We’re at peak revenue,” Chloe said. “Mobile ads printing. Attribution tools fully monetized. Creator tools generating steady cash. But the margins are compressing.”

“Why?”

“Competition. Facebook and Google are both tightening their platforms. Making it harder to arbitrage. We can still make money, but the easy multiples are gone.”

“What are we generating monthly?”

“About eighty grand net. Down from one-twenty last year.”

“Still good numbers.”

“Still good. But the trajectory’s clear. This business will keep declining. We should think about an exit.”

“What about the roll-up strategy?” I asked. “We talked about acquiring smaller apps to build scale.”

“Already in motion,” Sophia said. “Over the past six months, we’ve rolled up four small utility apps and two kids’ educational games. Total acquisition cost: three-point-eight million. Combined, they’re generating another forty grand monthly. The roll-up thesis worked—we’ve got a more attractive portfolio now.”

“So we’ve got scale and diversification.”

“Exactly. Which makes us a better acquisition target. Buyers want portfolios, not single apps. We built exactly what they’re looking for.”

“Then let’s package the combined portfolio and sell. Keep the crown jewels—the attribution engine, one high-performer, and the creator relationships. Monetize the rest.”

Sophia nodded. “I’ll put out feelers. Buyers are hot for app roll-ups right now. With the acquisitions we’ve done, we could get twenty to twenty-five million for the bundle.”

“Do it.”



May was BTC accumulation month.

“Price is stable at six dollars,” Chloe said. “Buying window’s clean. How much do you want to deploy?”

“Another hundred grand. Take us to twenty-two thousand units.”

“That’s aggressive. You sure?”

“I’m sure. Bitcoin’s boring right now. Which means it’s cheap. We buy boring. Sell exciting.”

She made the trades. Quiet. Methodical. OTC so we didn’t move the market.

“Custody protocol?” Aria asked.

“Cold storage. Hardware wallets. Multi-sig. Backups in three locations. Documented in the estate plan.”

“You’re preparing for the long game.”

“Always.”



The app studio sold in June.

$22M. Buyer was a mobile ad network looking to expand their tooling.

We kept three assets: the attribution engine, one high-cash-flow utility app, and the creator network relationships.

Everything else: sold.

“Twenty-two million in proceeds,” Sophia said. “Where do you want to deploy?”

“Ten million into DREP 3.0. Finish the acquisition push. Five million into liquid reserves. Five million into AAPL and GOOG. Diversify.”

“Done.”



July was execution month.

The team hit full stride. Every system humming.

Sabrina sourced twenty-three properties. Rosa rehabbed eighteen. Chloe tracked 147 metrics across 200+ properties. Aria closed sixty-four legal documents. Sophia managed $73M in active financing.

And I approved, killed, or adjusted thirty-one deals.

“You’ve become the quality control gate,” Vanessa said. “Every deal flows through you.”

“That’s my job. Everyone finds opportunities. I decide which ones we take.”

“And your kill rate?”

“Thirty-eight percent. I’m rejecting more than a third of what the team proposes.”

“Is that good?”

“It’s necessary. Early on, we could buy almost anything. Now we need to be selective. The team’s job is to find deals. My job is to say no to the mediocre ones.”

“And they’re okay with that?”

“They’re professionals. They want to win. Saying no to bad deals helps us win.”



August brought the first refi wave.

“Thirty-two properties are eligible for cash-out refinancing,” Sophia said. “Original LTV was sixty to sixty-five percent. Current LTV is forty-five to fifty-five because of appreciation and debt paydown. We can pull out equity.”

“How much?”

“Eighteen million. We refi at seventy percent LTV. Pull out the difference. Recycle it into new deals.”

“Terms?”

“Good. Five-year fixed. Interest rates are low. Monthly debt service goes up, but cash flow stays positive on all properties.”

“Do it.”

The refis closed in September. $18.2M pulled out. Immediately redeployed into twelve new properties.

“We just recycled our equity,” Vanessa said. “Pulled money out, kept the assets, bought more assets with the money we pulled out.”

“That’s leverage done right.”

“And it’s why DREP works. We’re not just buying properties. We’re building a machine that generates capital to buy more properties.”

“Exactly.”



October was harvest prep.

“We’re at target,” I said. Friday war room. “Two hundred forty-seven properties. Four hundred fifty-two million in assets. One hundred thirty million in equity after refinancing costs. DREP 3.0 is complete.”

“What’s next?” Sophia asked.

“Optimization. We stop buying. Focus on operations. Raise occupancy from ninety-three to ninety-seven percent. Increase rents to market. Cut costs where possible. Then, in eighteen months, we start harvesting. Sell thirty to forty percent of the portfolio. Recycle proceeds into other opportunities.”

“And the rest?”

“Hold forever. Generate cash flow. Fund the family office. Support future investments. Become the foundation of generational wealth.”

Chloe updated the KPI wall.

DREP 3.0 Final Stats: - Properties: 247 - Total assets: $452M - Equity: $130M (net of refinancing costs) - Avg occupancy: 93.4% - Avg cash-on-cash: 15.8% - Markets: Bay Area (82), Phoenix (91), Vegas (74)

“We built an empire,” Vanessa said quietly.

“We built the foundation,” I corrected. “The empire comes next.”



That night, I walked the war room alone.

Stared at the KPI wall. The numbers glowing green.

Three years ago, I’d been executing panic-buy trades during the crash. Terrified. Exhilarated. Unsure if I was genius or idiot.

Now? $135M in real estate equity. Another $50M in tech holdings. $25M liquid. $150k in Bitcoin.

Net worth: $240M.

Not a billion yet. But closer every month. And more importantly: real.

Real properties generating real cash flow. Real systems with real teams. Real wealth that would last generations.

In my first life, I’d died with $6,400 in my checking account and $31,000 in debt.

In this life, I’d built something permanent.

“You okay?” Emily’s voice. She’d come in quietly.

“Yeah. Just thinking.”

“About what?”

“About how far we’ve come. About what’s next.”

She stood beside me. “What is next?”

“We optimize for eighteen months. Then we start the harvest. Sell a third of the portfolio. Recycle into new opportunities. Angel investments. Growth equity. Maybe some public market plays. And Bitcoin. Lots of Bitcoin.”

“You’re thinking long-term.”

“I’m always thinking long-term. That’s the only way this works.”

“And us? The family? Is that long-term too?”

“That’s forever.”

She smiled. Kissed my cheek. “Good answer. Now come to bed. Claire had a nightmare. She wants you.”

“I’m coming.”

I took one last look at the wall.

DREP 3.0: complete.

The crisis opportunity: captured.

The machine: built.

Everything else? That was just execution.

And I’d gotten very good at execution.


Chapter 19: Year-End Unity

December 31, 2011.

The KPI wall glowed green across every metric.

Final 2011 Numbers: - Liquid: $48M - RE equity: $130M - Tech holdings: $36M - FB secondaries: 2.4M shares (marked at ~$15/share) - AAPL, GOOG positions substantial - BTC: 28,000 units @ $4.80 = $134k - Angel investments (marked paper): $4M - Net worth: $280M

From $90M at the start of 2009 to $280M at the end of 2011.

The crisis window had closed. The opportunity had been captured. The machine was built.

And everyone who’d built it was here.



The penthouse suite. San Francisco. Private. Secure. Just us.

Emily had planned everything. The space. The food. The mood. She’d flown everyone in. Core harem plus Rosa, who’d been hesitant but came anyway.

“This is a celebration,” Emily had said. “We won. All of us. Together. And we’re going to mark it properly.”

Seven women. Me. Claire sleeping in the adjacent suite with a trusted nanny.

The mood was different from other parties. Not wild. Not frantic.

Reverent.

“Before we do anything else,” Emily said, “I want to say something. We started this crisis scared. Unsure if we’d survive. And we didn’t just survive. We dominated. We bought at the bottom. Built an empire. And we did it as a family. As partners. Every single person in this room contributed something irreplaceable.”

She raised her glass. “To us. To survival. To victory. To building something that’ll last generations.”

“To us,” everyone echoed.

We drank.

Then Emily looked at me. “Your turn. Say something.”

I stood. Looked around the room.

“Three years ago, I bought AAPL shares while the market was bleeding. Everyone thought I was insane. But I wasn’t betting on the market. I was betting on discipline. On systems. On having the courage to move when everyone else was paralyzed.”

I gestured at them. “But I couldn’t have done any of it alone. Vanessa built the legal fortress. Chloe built the analytics. Emily built the network. Aria built the protections. Sophia built the financing. Sabrina found the deals. Rosa made them real.”

“Each of you made this possible. Each of you took risk. Trusted me when there was no reason to. Executed when the outcome was uncertain. And now we’re here. Not just rich. Free. Free to build whatever comes next on our terms.”

“So thank you. For choosing this. For choosing me. For choosing us.”

Vanessa wiped her eyes. “Damn you. I wasn’t planning to cry tonight.”

“Too late,” Sophia said. Also crying.

Emily laughed through tears. “Okay. Enough speeches. It’s time to celebrate properly.”

She walked to me. Kissed me. Deep and grateful.

“Take us to bed, Michael. All of us. One more time. Mark the year. Mark the victory. Mark what we built together.”

“All of you?”

She looked at Rosa. “All of us. If she’s ready.”

Rosa stood. Nervous but present. “I’m ready. I’ve been watching you all for months. Learning. Understanding. And I want to be part of this. Not as a guest. As…something more. I don’t know what yet. But tonight, I want to be included.”

Sabrina took her hand. “You’re already included. You just didn’t know it yet.”



The bedroom was huge. California king bed. Soft lighting. Space for everyone.

“How do we do this?” Aria asked. “Seven women. One man. How does that even work?”

“Slowly,” Emily said. “Deliberately. He gives each of us a moment. A connection. Then we come together. Not as competition. As celebration.”

Vanessa nodded. “Emily’s right. This isn’t about him servicing us. It’s about us honoring each other. Honoring what we built.”

“So who goes first?” Chloe asked.

Emily smiled. “Ladies’ choice. Whoever feels called.”



Vanessa moved first.

She undressed slowly. Stockings peeled down toned legs. Pencil skirt unzipped and dropped. Blouse unbuttoned with deliberate patience. Bra unhooked, releasing those massive natural breasts. Still full, still heavy—still producing milk after years of extended pumping. She’d maintained her supply deliberately, long after any biological necessity. James was five now, but she’d never stopped. It had become part of who she was. Part of us.

Her breasts hung heavy, dark areolas and thick nipples already beading with milk.

“Come here,” she said to me.

I knelt in front of her. She cradled my head in her hands, fingers threading through my hair. Guided me to her swollen breast.

“Drink,” she said softly. “The way you did that first day. When all of this began.”

I latched on. Sealed my lips around her thick nipple and sucked. The milk came instantly—warm, sweet, coating my tongue in that familiar taste that meant home. I drank deep, swallowing mouthful after mouthful while she held me.

She gasped softly, her body responding. “Yes. Just like that.”

She held me like that. Maternal. Powerful. The others watching in reverent silence.

“This is how it started,” she whispered. “Milk and money. Nurturing and building. That’s what we are.” Her free hand stroked my hair while I suckled. “That’s what we’ll always be.”

She let me drink for a long moment, draining one breast, then switching me to the other. More milk flowed, and I drank it all, grounding myself in her body.

Then she gently pulled me away. A thin strand of milk connected my lips to her nipple.

“Next,” she said.



Chloe came forward. Glasses still on. That wicked smile I’d fallen for years ago.

“You know what I want,” she said.

“I do.”

She turned. Bent over the bed. That spectacular ass high in the air—thick, round, perfect. She reached back with both hands. Spread her cheeks, showing me her tight pink hole, already glistening with lube she’d applied earlier.

“I want it here,” she said. “In front of everyone. So they all know I’m yours. Completely. Every part of me. Every hole.”

I moved behind her. Ran my hand over her ass, squeezing each cheek. Perfect. Round. Trained. Mine.

I pressed the head of my cock against her relaxed asshole. She pushed back slightly, opening herself. I slid inside—slow, steady, feeling her stretch around me inch by inch.

“Fuck yes,” she gasped as I sank deep. “Your cock in my ass. In front of everyone. God yes.”

The others watched. Vanessa touching herself, fingers sliding between her thighs. Emily’s hand inside her panties. Sophia and Sabrina watching with naked hunger.

I fucked Chloe’s ass slowly. Deliberately. Long strokes, pulling out until just the head remained, then sliding back in to the hilt. Her trained muscles gripped me perfectly.

“Tell them,” I said. “Tell them what this means.”

“It means—oh God—it means I’m owned.” She gasped as I thrust deep. “Used. Loved. Every hole. Every part of me. My pussy, my ass, my mouth—I’m completely his.”

“And?”

“And I’m completely yours,” she said to the room. “All of you. This family. This empire. I’m yours. My ass is yours. I’m yours.”

I fucked her harder. The wet slap of my hips against her thick ass echoing through the room. She moaned, pushing back to meet each thrust.

“I’m going to cum in your ass,” I told her. “Fill you up while everyone watches.”

“Yes—do it—fill me—”

I buried myself balls-deep and came. Pulse after pulse, flooding her tight ass with hot cum. She shuddered beneath me, her own orgasm triggered by the feeling of my release inside her.

“I can feel it—so hot—filling my ass—”

I pulled out slowly. Cum leaked from her well-used hole. She collapsed forward, shaking.

Sabrina handed her a towel. Helped her clean up. Kissed her forehead tenderly.

“Beautiful,” Sabrina whispered.



Emily was next.

She lay on the bed. Petite. Perfect. Her soft postpartum body on display—wider hips, fuller thighs, small breasts with dark nipples. Still the exhibitionist after all these years.

“I don’t need anything fancy,” she said, spreading her thighs. “I just need you inside me. Looking at me. Seeing me. Reminding me I’m more than just a mom. I’m a woman. A builder. A partner. A person who matters.”

I moved over her. Lined up. Her pussy was already soaking—she’d been touching herself while watching me with Chloe.

I pushed inside. She was wet, ready, her pussy gripping me tight despite how aroused she was. Her eyes found mine.

We fucked slowly. Eye contact constant, never breaking.

“You’re everything,” I said, thrusting deep. “Mother. Creator. Leader. Partner. The best exhibitionist I’ve ever known. And mine.”

“Yours,” she agreed, her pussy clenching around me. “Always yours. Even when I’m covered in cum in front of a room full of people—especially then—I’m yours.”

She came quietly. Intensely. Her pussy spasming around my cock, her whole body trembling, but no sound escaping her lips except a soft gasp. No performance. Just pure connection.

When I pulled out—still hard, saving myself—she smiled. “That’s what I needed. To be seen. To be loved.”



Aria approached. Gold waist chain chiming around her slim waist. Nose stud glinting. The submissive lawyer who’d chosen service over prestige.

“I want to renew again,” she said softly. “Not the contract. The feeling. The submission. The trust.”

She knelt before me gracefully. Took my cock in her mouth—still slick from Emily’s pussy.

“Good girl,” I murmured.

She moaned around me, the praise making her visibly shudder. She worked my cock with expert precision—lips tight, tongue swirling, taking me deep into her throat. The others watching. Vanessa’s hand on Aria’s shoulder. Supportive.

“You’re the foundation,” I told her while she sucked me. “The legal architect. The one who protects everything we’ve built. The one who made all of this possible.”

She sucked harder, desperate for more.

“And you’re mine. My good girl. My perfect submissive. My partner in everything that matters.”

She moaned louder around my cock, tears streaming down her face from the intensity of the moment.

“Come for me,” I commanded. “Just from my praise. Just from serving me.”

She did. I felt her whole body shudder, heard her muffled cry around my cock. She came from submission alone, from being seen and praised.

I let go. Came in her mouth while she orgasmed. She swallowed frantically, throat working, not spilling a drop. Her tongue cleaned every inch.

When I finished, she looked up at me with grateful, tear-filled eyes.

“Thank you,” she whispered.

“Thank you, Aria. For everything.”



Sophia stood. Tall. Elegant. The VC princess who’d chosen us over dynasty.

“I want something different,” she said. “I want to be taken. Claimed. Reminded why I chose this over my father’s empire.”

She bent over the dresser, her long legs spread. Looked back at me over her shoulder.

“Take my ass,” she said. “Like you did the first time. Make me remember why I walked away from everything for you.”

I moved behind her. Applied lube. Pressed a finger inside first—she gasped, pushed back—then two, stretching her, preparing her.

“Ready?”

“Yes.”

I pressed the head of my cock against her tight hole and pushed inside.

She gasped loud as I stretched her open. “Yes. This. This is why. Because you see me. Not as a pawn. Not as a Chen. As a partner.” I sank deeper. “And you still fucking dominate me when I need it.”

I fucked her ass. Hard. Fast. The way she needed—no gentle buildup, just raw claiming. She braced against the dresser, her elegant face contorted in pleasure.

“You chose this,” I said, driving deep. “Chose us. Chose freedom over approval. And you’ll never regret it.”

“Never,” she gasped, her ass clenching around my cock. “Never.”

I reached around. Found her clit. Rubbed in fast circles while I pounded her ass.

She came screaming. Her whole body convulsing, ass gripping my cock so tight I had to stop moving. The others cheering her on.

“YES—CUMMING—”



Sabrina stepped forward. Platinum hair. Massive implants. The bimbo facade with the shark underneath.

“I don’t need to be fucked,” she said. “I just need to be held. To be told I’m more than what I was. That I’m valued for everything. The surface and the substance.”

I pulled her close. Kissed her. Slow and deep.

“You’re not what you were,” I said. “You’re who you became. The survivor. The deal finder. The mentor. The woman who showed Rosa it was safe to trust us. You’re everything, Sabrina. And you always will be.”

She cried against my shoulder. “I thought I’d be disposable forever.”

“You’re irreplaceable. You’re family. And you’re exactly where you belong.”

She kissed me. Grateful. Relieved.

“Thank you for seeing me.”

“Always.”



Rosa was last.

She stood nervously. “I don’t know what to do.”

Sabrina took her hand. “You’re part of this now. Fully. Not a guest. Not an occasional visitor. You’re here. With us. If you want to be.”

“I want to be. I just—I don’t know how.”

Emily stood on her other side. “Let us show you.”

They guided Rosa to the bed. Undressed her slowly. Reverently. Sabrina’s fingers on her zipper. Emily’s hands sliding the shirt off her shoulders. Kissing her skin as it was revealed—her neck, her shoulders, her collarbone.

“You’re beautiful,” Emily whispered.

“So strong,” Sabrina added.

When they removed her bra, those heavy natural Latina tits spilled free—large, soft, nipples dark and already hard. Then her jeans, her panties, revealing thick thighs and that legendary ass and a pussy trimmed but not bare.

I watched. This wasn’t about me. This was about Rosa being accepted. Welcomed. Initiated into something bigger than sex.

When she was naked, Sabrina kissed her first. Soft, then deeper. Then Emily kissed her, smaller body pressing against Rosa’s curves. Then Vanessa—the two mothers connecting over shared experience. Each woman giving Rosa a moment. A connection.

Finally, Rosa looked at me. “Your turn.”

I moved to her. Kissed her. Soft and careful. She tasted like the champagne and like all the women who’d kissed her.

“You don’t have to do anything,” I said. “You’re already here. Already part of this. But if you want more—”

“I want more. I want you. I want to be fully part of this family.”

I laid her down on the bed. The others circled. Supporting. Watching. Touching her, touching each other.

I positioned myself between her thick thighs. She was already wet—from the kisses, from watching, from finally letting herself want this. I pressed against her entrance.

“Ready?”

“Yes.”

I pushed inside her. Slow. Feeling her stretch around me. Her thick thighs wrapped around my waist. Her heavy breasts bounced gently with each thrust.

“You’re not alone anymore,” I said, moving inside her. “We’ve got you. All of us. You’re family now. You’re ours.”

She cried. Full, heavy sobs even as her pussy clenched around my cock. “I haven’t felt this in so long. Safe. Wanted. Seen. I’ve been alone for so many years.”

“You’re all of those things now. Safe. Wanted. Seen. Loved.”

The others touched her. Sabrina’s hand caressing her face, wiping tears. Emily’s fingers in her dark hair. Vanessa kissing her shoulder, her neck. Chloe holding her hand tight. Sophia and Aria whispering encouragement—“you’re beautiful,” “you’re home,” “we’ve got you.”

I fucked her slowly, reverently. This wasn’t about raw passion. This was about connection. About welcoming her fully into the family.

When Rosa came, it wasn’t just from my cock. It was from being surrounded. Held. Accepted. She came with a sob, her pussy clenching, tears streaming, her whole body shaking as six women held her and one man was inside her.

“I’m—I’m cumming—oh god—” she cried.

I pulled out. Still hard. Still close. But this moment needed something else.

“One more thing,” Emily said. She understood what the moment needed. “All of us. Together. The way we end things. The way we claim each other.”

The women knew. They’d done this before. But this time, Rosa was part of it.

All seven women knelt before me. Different bodies, different stories, one family. Vanessa in the center, her huge natural tits still dripping milk slightly. Emily beside her, petite and perfect. Chloe on the other side, glasses still on. Aria and Sophia beside them—the submissive and the princess. Sabrina on the edge, her massive implants gleaming.

Rosa hesitated. Then Sabrina guided her gently into the center of the lineup, kneeling beside the others.

“You’re one of us now,” Sabrina whispered. “Fully. Completely. Forever.”

Seven mouths open. Seven tongues out. Seven women waiting. Rosa’s included now.

I stroked my cock, looking at each of them in turn. The family we’d built. The empire we’d created. The trust that held it all together.

“We won,” I said. “All of us. Together. And this marks it.”

I came. Hard. Rope after rope painting across their waiting faces and mouths. Across Vanessa’s huge tits. Across Emily’s small perky ones. Across Chloe’s glasses and lips. Across Aria’s grateful tongue. Across Sophia’s elegant face. Across Sabrina’s massive implants.

And across Rosa. Finally, fully part of the circle. Cum landing on her lips, her chin, her heavy Latina tits.

“Yes—” she moaned as she felt it land on her.

They kissed each other. Shared my cum between their mouths. Licked it off each other’s faces and tits. Laughed. Cried. Held each other.

Rosa looked up at me. Cum on her lips and chin. Tears on her cheeks. A mixture of my seed and Sabrina’s kiss glistening on her mouth.

“I’m home,” she whispered.

“You are,” Sabrina said, pulling her close. “Finally.”



We lay together. All eight of us. Tangled. Connected.

“This is what we built,” Emily said quietly. “Not just an empire. A family. People who chose each other. Who support each other. Who build together.”

“And survive together,” Vanessa added.

“And win together,” Sophia said.

“And protect each other,” Aria said.

“And trust each other,” Chloe said.

“And accept each other,” Sabrina said.

“And love each other,” Rosa finished.

I looked at them. All of them. Each one brilliant. Capable. Irreplaceable.

“The crisis window is closed. We won.” I paused, letting that sink in. “But that was just the beginning. What comes next is bigger. Harder. And we’re going to do it together.”

“What comes next?” Emily asked.

“Everything. We optimize the portfolio. Harvest when the time’s right. Build the family office into something permanent. Angel invest in the next generation of builders. Stack Bitcoin for the next bull run. And maybe—maybe—cross a billion in net worth by 2014.”

“Billion with a B?” Chloe asked.

“Billion with a B.”

“Jesus.”

“But it’s not about the number,” I continued. “It’s about what the number represents. Freedom. Options. The ability to build whatever we want without asking permission. Generational wealth for our kids. Security for everyone in this room. That’s what we’re building. Not just money. Freedom.”

Vanessa kissed me. “Then let’s build it.”

“Together,” Emily said.

“Always together,” I agreed.



Later, after everyone had drifted to sleep, I stood at the window.

San Francisco glittering below. The empire we’d built sprawled across the city and beyond.

$280M. Seven women. One daughter. A team I trusted. Systems that worked. Discipline that paid off.

At twenty-six, I looked like a kid who’d gotten lucky. At forty-seven mentally, I knew luck had nothing to do with it.

In my first life, I’d died with nothing. Alone. Broke. Forgotten.

In this life, I’d built something that would last generations.

The crisis was over. We’d won.

And the next chapter was about to begin.

I returned to bed. Slipped between Vanessa and Emily. Rosa on the other side. The others sprawled around us.

Family. Empire. Freedom.

We’d captured the crisis.

Now we’d build the dynasty.

And nothing would stop us.



On my way back to bed, I’d glanced at the KPI wall one last time. Tapped the screen. The display scrolled forward.

A new ledger page. 2012. Empty. Waiting to be filled.

The next chapter was ready to be written.


Thank you for reading!

Hey, it’s Cole Cross. If you enjoyed this story, here are a few simple ways you can keep the energy going:

	Leave a rating or review
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	Explore more stories
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