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Prologue: Oracle Status

January 2012. San Francisco.

The war room looked different now. Bigger. More screens. The KPI wall ran floor to ceiling—three monitors wide, every metric that mattered rendered in real time.

I stood there with coffee cooling in my hand. Friday morning routine. Check the numbers. Understand the position. Make the next call.

Emily was on the floor with Claire, building something with blocks. My daughter—three years old now, dark curls everywhere—knocked over the tower and giggled. Emily rebuilt it patiently.

“Daddy working?” Claire asked.

“Daddy’s always working,” Emily said, but she smiled at me when she said it.

Chloe tapped keys at her station. Her dashboards pulsed with data—DREP performance, public equity positions, mobile analytics. Everything we’d built, visible at a glance.

Vanessa walked in with printouts. Paper, even in 2012. Some things you wanted physical.

“Net worth as of this morning,” she said. “Two hundred eighty-seven million.”

I let that number sit.

In my first life, I died at forty-one with seventeen thousand in checking and a maxed credit card.

“Facebook IPO is May,” Sophia’s voice came through the speakerphone. She was in the other building, three blocks away. “Aria’s structuring the hedge positions now.”

“And the halving?” I asked.

Chloe looked up. “November twenty-eighth. Block reward drops from fifty to twenty-five BTC.”

I’d been stacking Bitcoin quietly since 2009. CPU mining in the beginning. OTC buys when the price was pocket change. The stack sat in cold storage now—twenty-eight thousand units, give or take.

Most people still thought it was internet funny money.

I knew better.

“This year we go from crisis kings to something else,” I said. “Something permanent.”

Vanessa set down the papers. “You’re thinking about the island.”

I’d been scouting properties in the Caribbean. Private compounds. Places where you could run an empire from a beach.

“We earned it,” I said. “DREP’s performing. The equity positions are solid. We’ve got liquidity, real estate, paper, and crypto. The diversification is there.”

“Statement, not habit,” Chloe said automatically.

Our mantra. Every dollar spent on lifestyle got justified. This wouldn’t be different.

“It’s a statement,” I agreed. “I didn’t abandon the grind. I just stopped pretending suffering is the only way to win.”

Emily stood up, leaving Claire with her blocks. She walked over and slid her arms around my waist from behind.

“You’ve been looking at villa listings for three weeks,” she said against my back. “You’re not asking permission. You’re asking us to be excited about it.”

I turned in her arms. Looked down at her—petite, blonde curls framing her face, those bright green eyes that still made my breath catch.

“I want you excited,” I said. “All of you.”

“Then stop selling it,” Vanessa said. She smiled, the kind that made her look dangerous and beautiful at once. “We trust you. If you say it’s time, it’s time.”

Sophia’s voice came through the speaker again. “How big is this place?”

“Fifteen thousand square feet. Private beach. Helipad. Dock. Enough rooms for everyone.”

“Everyone meaning the harem,” Aria said drily. She must have walked into Sophia’s office. “Michael’s building a fortress.”

“Fortresses are defensive,” I said. “This is a command center.”

Chloe spun her chair. “Can we get fiber out there?”

“Satellite backup,” I said. “But yeah, we can run the whole operation from there if we need to.”

The women looked at each other. Some unspoken communication passed between them—the kind that happened when you’d been together this long, built this much together.

“When do we see it?” Emily asked.

“I’m flying down next week to close.”

“We’re coming with you,” Vanessa said. It wasn’t a question.

I looked at the KPI wall again. Public equities. Real estate. Digital assets. Private paper. Every number green.

In my first life, I missed every wave. Sat on the sidelines watching other people get rich while I coded in a cubicle and slowly killed myself with bad food and fear.

This life?

I rode every fucking wave.

And this year, two more were coming.

Facebook’s IPO would turn billions of dollars of paper into liquid wealth. Some of that money would flow to early believers—people like me who’d positioned right, hedged smart, and stayed patient.

The Bitcoin halving would cut new supply in half. Economics 101. When supply dropped and demand stayed constant, price went up. Most people didn’t understand mining dynamics. I did.

“Facebook and Bitcoin,” I said out loud. “Those are the plays this year. Everything else is just execution.”

“And building a tropical fortress,” Chloe added.

“That too.”

Claire ran over and grabbed my leg. “Daddy come play!”

I picked her up. She wrapped her arms around my neck and squeezed.

“One second, baby.”

I looked at each woman in turn. Emily. Chloe. Vanessa. Through the speakerphone—Sophia, Aria, Sabrina’s voice in the background asking about Vegas properties, Rosa laughing at something.

Seven women. One daughter. A quarter billion in net worth. And knowledge of exactly what was coming next.

The crisis years were over. We’d bought when everyone else panicked. We’d executed when others froze.

Now?

Now we built something that lasted.

“Get ready,” I said. “This year changes everything.”

Claire pulled on my ear. “Daddy! Blocks!”

I smiled.

“Yeah. Let’s build.”


Chapter 1: IPO Prep

The conference table was covered in paper.

Prospectuses. Hedge documentation. Tax projections. The kind of documentation that turned “we might be rich” into “here’s exactly how rich and here’s exactly what we owe.”

Aria pushed her glasses up and tapped a clause with her pen. “The lockup is standard—six months from IPO date. But we can hedge with collars and forward contracts if we structure them right.”

Sophia nodded, her sleek black hair catching the light. “The banks are offering pre-IPO monetization loans. We could borrow against the position without selling.”

“Which creates leverage we don’t need,” Vanessa said. She sat at the head of the table, reading glasses perched on her nose, looking every bit the CFO she’d become. “We’re not gambling. We’re positioning.”

I leaned back in my chair. “Walk me through it again. Simple version.”

Aria pulled up a spreadsheet on the screen. “You hold two-point-six million shares of Facebook through various entities. At the expected IPO price of thirty-eight dollars, that’s ninety-nine million in paper value.”

Ninety-nine million dollars.

Jesus.

“But there’s lockup,” I said.

“Correct. Six months where you can’t sell. During which the stock could go up—”

“Or down,” Sophia finished. “The tech IPO market in 2012 is shaky. LinkedIn did well. Groupon crashed. Zynga crashed. Nobody knows which way Facebook goes.”

“So we hedge,” I said.

“Partial hedges,” Aria corrected. “Zero-cost collars. You buy puts at, say, thirty-two dollars. Sell calls at forty-four. If the stock stays in that range, you’re protected on the downside, capped on the upside.”

“And if it goes above forty-four?”

“You miss some gains. But you’ve locked in value.” Aria’s dark eyes met mine. “This is textbook risk management, Michael. You don’t bet the empire on a single IPO holding through lockup.”

Chloe walked in with coffee for everyone. She’d been running numbers in the other room—her version of stress relief.

“Historical data says most tech IPOs lose value in the first six months,” she said, setting down cups. “Especially ones that price high. Facebook’s at a fifty-billion valuation. That’s a lot of expectation to live up to.”

“You think it drops?” Vanessa asked.

“I think it’s volatile,” Chloe said. “Which means hedging makes sense.”

I picked up my coffee. Thought about it.

In my first life, I watched the Facebook IPO from the sidelines. Saw it price at thirty-eight, stumble on day one, spend months underwater while investors panicked.

But I also saw it climb. Eventually. The long-term play was obvious—Facebook was going to dominate social media for years. Betting against it was stupid.

Betting on it without protection, though? That was a different kind of stupid.

“We hedge fifty percent of the position,” I said. “Leave the other half naked. If it drops, we’re protected. If it moons, we still catch half the upside.”

Sophia made a note. “I can structure that. Mix of collars and put options. We’ll spread it across counterparties so we don’t have concentration risk with any single bank.”

“Cost?”

“Net zero if we do it right. The call premium pays for the puts.”

“Do it.”

Aria pulled up another document. “There’s one more thing. Facebook’s offering a secondary sale window at IPO for early employees and investors. You could sell up to ten percent of your position into the IPO itself—liquid, no lockup, no need for hedges.”

“How much?”

“Ten million dollars, give or take.”

I considered. Ten million in cash, immediate. The rest hedged and held.

“Take it,” I said. “But quietly. I don’t want press about me selling.”

“You’re not the only one taking secondary liquidity,” Sophia said. “The allocation’s been oversubscribed. Everyone wants out.”

“Everyone thinks it’s going to crash,” Chloe said.

“Which is why we’re only selling a slice,” Vanessa said. She smiled that dangerous smile again. “When everyone’s panicking, that’s usually the wrong move.”

Emily walked in with Claire on her hip. My daughter was eating a banana and getting half of it on Emily’s shirt.

“Is Daddy done with boring money talk?” Emily asked.

“Never,” Chloe said.

“Almost,” I said. I stood up and took Claire from Emily. She immediately grabbed my nose.

“We’re structuring the Facebook hedges,” I told Emily. “Making sure that when the IPO happens, we’re protected.”

Emily’s green eyes flicked to the screens, the spreadsheets, the legal documents. She wasn’t stupid—she understood exactly what ninety-nine million dollars meant.

“How much are we selling at IPO?” she asked.

“Ten million,” Sophia said. “Secondary window. The rest stays locked for six months, half hedged.”

Emily nodded slowly. “So we’re about to have ten million in cash, and another ninety million tied up in stock that might go up or down.”

“Might go up,” I corrected. “Long term, it will. Short term, it’s anyone’s guess.”

“But you hedged.”

“Half of it.”

“Good.” She kissed Claire’s head. “I don’t care about the numbers as long as you’re not being stupid with them.”

“Statement, not habit,” I said.

“Exactly.”

Aria started packing up her papers. “I’ll have the hedge documentation ready by next week. We execute as soon as we know the IPO date is locked.”

“And the island?” Sophia asked. “Are we still buying that, or are we waiting until after the IPO settles?”

“Still buying,” I said. “I’m flying down this week to close. Cash purchase. We’re not financing.”

Vanessa raised an eyebrow. “How much cash?”

“Twelve million.”

The room went quiet for a second.

“Statement, not habit,” Chloe said again, but softer this time.

“It’s a statement,” I agreed. “We’ve been grinding for four years. DREP printed seventy million in equity. The Bitcoin stack is worth eighteen million at current prices. We’ve got angel positions in Airbnb, Uber, Stripe. Facebook’s about to pay us ninety-nine million, ten of it immediately.”

I looked at each of them.

“We earned a fucking fortress.”

Vanessa stood up. Walked over to me. Put one hand on my chest and looked up at me with those warm hazel eyes that could strip me bare or build me up depending on her mood.

“Then let’s go buy one,” she said.

Claire grabbed Vanessa’s hair. “Aunt Ness!”

“Hey, baby,” Vanessa said, extracting her hair gently. “You excited to go to the beach?”

“Beach!”

“Yeah,” I said. “Beach.”

Sophia closed her laptop. “I’ll get the hedge structures finalized this week. Aria will handle the legal docs. Chloe—can you build a dashboard for tracking the IPO position in real time?”

“Already building it,” Chloe said.

“Emily—you’re coming to the island with us, right?”

Emily nodded. “Somebody has to make sure Michael doesn’t just buy the first compound he sees.”

“I’m not that impulsive,” I said.

“You bought a six-million-dollar property in Phoenix in forty minutes.”

“That was DREP.”

“You bought it because the contractor had nice tits.”

“That was Rosa. And she’s a great contractor.”

“She’s a great contractor with nice tits.”

I didn’t have a good comeback for that.

Chloe laughed. “Emily’s got you there.”

“Focus,” Vanessa said, but she was smiling. “The point is, we’ve got a plan. Hedge the Facebook position. Take some secondary liquidity. Buy the island. Keep building.”

“And the halving?” I asked, looking at Chloe.

“Still November,” she said. “I’ve got models running on post-halving price projections, but it’s all speculative. The thing about Bitcoin is, it’s never done this before. First halving. No historical data.”

“Except basic economics,” I said. “Supply drops. If demand stays constant, price goes up.”

“If demand stays constant,” Chloe agreed. “Big if.”

“I’ll take that bet.”

I set Claire down. She ran back to Emily and grabbed her hand.

“I want snacks.”

“After Daddy’s done,” Emily said.

“I’m done,” I said. I looked at the women around the table—Aria already back on her laptop, fingers flying; Sophia reviewing hedge structures; Vanessa making notes on tax implications; Chloe’s screens cycling through data.

This was the team that bought at the bottom of the crisis. That built DREP from courthouse steps and turned distressed real estate into a hundred-million-dollar equity position. That stacked Bitcoin when it was a joke and Facebook when it was a dorm-room project.

And now we were going to capture two more waves in the same year.

IPO in May.

Halving in November.

By December, the numbers would look very different.

“Let’s get it done,” I said.

Claire tugged Emily toward the door. “Snacks now!”

“Yes, baby. Snacks now.”

I watched them go. Thought about the first life. The heart attack at forty-one. The cubicle. The divorce. The slow death by a thousand regrets.

This life?

No regrets.

Only captures.

“Meeting adjourned,” I said. “Aria, Sophia—send me the final hedge docs by Wednesday. Chloe—dashboard by Friday. Vanessa—can you handle the island closing documents?”

“Already on it,” Vanessa said.

I looked at the KPI wall one more time. The numbers glowing green.

Not bad for a dead man walking.

Not bad at all.


Chapter 2: May Day

May 18, 2012.

Facebook went public at thirty-eight dollars per share.

I watched from the war room as NASDAQ fumbled the opening. Technical glitches. Delayed confirmations. The kind of clusterfuck that made retail investors panic and institutional traders sharpen their knives.

By noon, the stock was underwater.

By close, it barely held thirty-eight.

Chloe’s dashboard showed our position in real time. The secondary sale we’d taken at IPO—ten million in proceeds—had cleared overnight. That money was already in the account, real and liquid.

The rest sat in lockup. Ninety million in paper value at the IPO price. Half of it hedged with collars. The other half naked.

“We’re protected,” Sophia said through the video call. She was in the SF office with Aria, both of them watching the same numbers. “Even if this drops to thirty-two, we’re covered on the hedged portion.”

“And if it goes up?” Emily asked. She was sitting on the couch with Claire, the two of them watching me work.

“We’re capped at forty-four on the hedges,” I said. “But the naked half catches everything above that.”

“So we win either way.”

“We don’t lose,” I corrected. “There’s a difference.”

Vanessa walked in with a bottle of wine. Good stuff—a Bordeaux we’d been saving for something that mattered.

“You’re celebrating?” Chloe asked.

“We just turned paper into permanence,” Vanessa said. She set down two glasses. “That deserves a drink.”

I looked at the screens again. Facebook trading sideways. The financial media already writing obituaries. “Biggest tech flop since Pets.com.” “Zuckerberg’s ego trip.” “The social media bubble just popped.”

Idiots.

All of them.

Facebook had a billion users and printing money from ads. The IPO stumble was noise. In six months, a year, five years—the people who held would be fine.

We’d be better than fine.

Because we’d hedged smart and taken profits early.

“Pour,” I said.

Vanessa opened the bottle. The cork came out with a soft pop. She poured two glasses and handed one to me.

“To crisis kings,” she said.

“To permanent wealth,” I countered.

We drank.

The wine was perfect. Rich. Complex. The kind of thing I never would have tasted in my first life.

Emily put Claire down for a nap in the other room and came back. She curled up next to Chloe on the couch, both of them watching the screens like it was a football game.

“How much did we make today?” Emily asked.

“Ten million in secondary proceeds, already cleared,” Chloe said. “The hedges are in place on forty-five million of the lockup position. The other forty-five is riding naked.”

“So even if the stock drops to zero—”

“We’ve locked in value on the hedged portion. Worst case, we keep about thirty-five million of the ninety.”

“Best case?”

“Stock goes to a hundred in the next six months. We’re looking at a hundred and eighty million total position value.”

Emily whistled. “That’s a pretty good coin flip.”

“It’s not a coin flip,” I said. “We positioned. That’s different.”

Vanessa refilled my glass. “You keep saying that.”

“Because it’s true.”

She smiled. Set down the bottle. Walked around behind my chair and put her hands on my shoulders.

“You executed perfectly,” she said. Her breath was warm against my ear. “The secondary sale. The hedges. The timing. You didn’t panic when everyone else did.”

Her hands slid down my chest.

“And now,” she said, voice dropping lower, “you’re going to celebrate.”

I felt my cock stir.

Chloe glanced over, saw Vanessa’s hands on me, and grinned. “We can give you two some privacy.”

“Stay,” Vanessa said. It wasn’t a request.

Emily’s eyes went bright. That mischievous green that meant she was about to enjoy whatever happened next.

Vanessa walked around to face me. Thirty-nine years old and still the most beautiful woman I’d ever seen. Chestnut hair falling past her shoulders. That hourglass body barely contained in a silk blouse that showed the swell of her massive breasts. Pencil skirt hugging her hips.

She’d been nursing Claire for three years. Extended breastfeeding. Her tits were heavy, full, always ready to let down.

And I fucking loved it.

She straddled my lap right there in the office chair. Her skirt rode up, showing the tops of her stockings.

“You made us rich again today,” she said, grinding against the bulge in my pants. “Ten million in the bank. Ninety million locked up. And you’re sitting here calm as ice.”

I grabbed her hips. “I’m not calm.”

“Prove it.”

I pulled her down and kissed her hard. She moaned into my mouth, pressing those heavy tits against my chest. I could feel her nipples hard through the silk.

My cock was rock-hard now, trapped between us.

“Fuck,” I breathed.

She pulled back and started unbuttoning her blouse. Slowly. Each button revealing more of that creamy skin. The black lace bra struggling to contain her breasts.

Emily and Chloe were watching now. No pretense of looking at the screens.

Vanessa shrugged off her blouse. Reached behind and unclasped her bra.

Her tits spilled free.

Huge. Natural. The kind of curves that defined the word MILF. Dark nipples already glistening with milk.

“You want to celebrate?” she asked, cupping her breasts, thumbs brushing her nipples.

A drop of milk beaded on the left one.

“Yes,” I said roughly.

She brought her breast to my mouth.

“Then drink.”

I latched on. Sucked. Tasted that sweet, warm milk flooding my tongue. Vanessa gasped, her fingers threading through my hair, holding me to her.

“Fuck, yes,” she breathed. “Take it. Take everything.”

I sucked harder. Her milk flowed freely now, warm and rich. My cock throbbed against her through my pants.

She ground down on me, moaning.

“You made us fucking wealthy today,” she panted. “That Facebook position—ninety-nine million dollars. You earned that. You knew when to get in. When to hedge. When to take profits.”

I switched to her other breast. Sucked hard. She cried out, back arching.

More milk. So much milk.

“You’re so fucking smart,” she gasped. “Every move. Every position. You don’t miss.”

I released her nipple with a wet pop. “Get on the desk.”

She slid off my lap. Turned. Bent over the desk, ass high, looking back at me over her shoulder.

I stood up. Pushed her skirt up over her hips. She wasn’t wearing panties.

Her pussy was already wet. Glistening.

“You got this wet just talking about money?” I asked.

“Money and power,” she said. “You executed a ninety-nine-million-dollar position perfectly. You hedged like a professional. You locked in ten million in cash. You’re about to be worth half a billion.”

She pushed her ass back against me.

“And I fucking love it.”

I unzipped. Freed my cock. Pressed the head against her entrance.

“Michael,” she breathed.

I slammed into her in one stroke.

She screamed.

Emily and Chloe were definitely not watching the screens anymore.

I gripped Vanessa’s hips and fucked her hard. The desk rattled. Papers scattered. Vanessa braced herself and took every thrust, moaning.

“Yes—fuck—yes—”

Milk dripped from her swinging tits onto the desk. I leaned over her, reached around, caught a stream with my hand.

“You’re leaking,” I growled in her ear.

“Your fault,” she gasped. “You got me—fuck—you got me too turned on—”

I fucked her harder. Her pussy clenched around me, hot and tight and perfect.

“You want to know the best part?” I said.

“What—oh god—”

“This is just the beginning. Facebook’s the warm-up. Bitcoin halving in November. That’s when we go from wealthy to stupid rich.”

She came.

Hard.

Her pussy spasmed around my cock, milking me. She screamed into her arm to muffle it—Claire was still napping in the other room.

I didn’t stop. Kept fucking her through the orgasm. She was shaking, gasping, trying to hold herself up.

“Michael—too much—I can’t—”

“You can,” I said. “You’re going to come again.”

“I can’t—yes—fuck—yes I can—”

I felt my own orgasm building. That tight heat in my spine.

“Where do you want it?” I asked.

“Inside,” she gasped. “Fill me up. Claim me. Mark your fucking COO—”

I came.

Deep inside her. Pulse after pulse. She moaned as she felt it, her pussy clenching around me again.

We stayed locked together for a long moment. Both of us breathing hard. Sweat cooling on our skin.

I pulled out slowly. Watched my cum leak out of her and drip onto the floor.

“That’s going to stain,” Chloe said from the couch.

“Worth it,” Vanessa said. She straightened up, milk still dripping from her nipples. “Totally worth it.”

Emily tossed her a towel. “You two are animals.”

“We’re celebrating,” Vanessa said, dabbing at herself.

“By fucking on company property?”

“His company. His property. His COO.”

I tucked myself back in. Zipped up. Looked at the screens.

Facebook was trading at thirty-seven fifty.

Down fifty cents from IPO.

Everyone on CNBC was losing their minds.

I smiled.

“We just locked in ten million,” I said. “We’re hedged on another forty-five million. The rest will ride. In six months, when lockup expires, Facebook will be higher. Or we’ll be protected if it’s not.”

I looked at Vanessa. Still half-naked, milk drying on her perfect tits.

“That’s how you execute.”

She pulled her bra back on. Started buttoning her blouse.

“That’s how you celebrate,” she corrected.

Emily stood up and stretched. “Are we ordering dinner, or are you two going to fuck on every piece of furniture in the office?”

“Dinner,” I said. “We’ve got a flight to the Caribbean tomorrow morning. Need to be rested.”

“The island closing,” Chloe said. “Right.”

“Twelve million in cash,” I said. “Plus another two for renovations and setup. We’re building a fortress.”

Vanessa finished buttoning her blouse. Smoothed her skirt down. Looked at me with those warm hazel eyes that had seen me through crisis and chaos and building an empire.

“You really think this is the beginning?” she asked.

I nodded.

“Facebook was the first liquidity event. Big, but manageable. The Bitcoin halving is the second. That’s when supply mechanics kick in.”

I pulled up Chloe’s projection model.

“If I’m right—if basic economics works the way it should—Bitcoin’s going to run. Maybe not immediately. Maybe not until 2013. But it’s going to run.”

“How high?” Emily asked.

“Five hundred. A thousand. Maybe more.”

They looked at each other.

“And we’ve got twenty-eight thousand units,” Chloe said slowly.

“Give or take.”

She pulled up a calculator. Multiplied. Stared at the number.

“If Bitcoin hits a thousand dollars, that’s twenty-eight million.”

“Twenty-eight million from internet money we mined with a computer in the back room,” Emily said. “That’s insane.”

“That’s positioning,” I said again.

Vanessa walked over and kissed me. Soft. Sweet. The kind of kiss that meant she trusted me completely.

“Then let’s go build a fortress,” she said.

I pulled her close. Felt her warmth against me. Smelled her perfume mixed with sweat and milk.

“Yeah,” I said. “Let’s build.”


Chapter 3: Island Scouting

The seaplane touched down on turquoise water.

I’d seen a lot of beautiful places in this second life. Palo Alto in autumn. San Francisco rooftops at sunset. Vegas at night when the lights turned the desert electric.

This was different.

The Caribbean had a weight to it. Warmth. Color. The kind of place that made you understand why people talked about paradise.

The pilot cut the engine and let us drift toward the dock.

“Welcome to Turks and Caicos, Mr. Carter,” he said.

Emily had her face pressed against the window. Claire was doing the same, both of them watching the water turn from deep blue to shallow crystal as we approached the island.

“It’s so clear,” Emily breathed.

“You can see the bottom,” Claire said. “Fishies!”

Vanessa was reading the property portfolio on her tablet. Always working. Even here.

“The compound is on the north shore of Providenciales,” she said. “Private access. Fifteen thousand square feet main structure. Guest houses. Pool. Beach. Helipad. Dock facilities.”

“How private?” I asked.

“The property is twenty acres. Nearest neighbor is half a mile. The seller is a hedge fund manager who’s liquidating after a bad year.”

“How bad?”

“Bad enough to sell at a forty percent discount.”

I smiled. “My favorite kind of seller.”

The pilot tied us off at the dock. I climbed out first, then helped Emily and Claire down. Vanessa followed, somehow managing to look elegant even stepping off a seaplane in heels.

A woman was waiting for us on the dock. Early thirties. Professional. White linen dress that practically glowed against her golden-brown skin.

“Mr. Carter?” She extended her hand. “I’m Isla Fontaine. I manage luxury properties in the area. I’ll be showing you the compound today.”

Her accent was subtle. French-Caribbean. The kind of voice that made “luxury properties” sound like an invitation instead of a sales pitch.

I shook her hand. “Michael. This is Vanessa, Emily, and Claire.”

“A pleasure.” Isla crouched down to Claire’s eye level. “Hello, beautiful. Do you like the beach?”

Claire nodded shyly.

“Good. This property has the most beautiful beach on the island.”

She straightened and gestured toward a Range Rover parked near the dock. “Shall we?”

The drive was short. Ten minutes along a private road that wound through palm trees and tropical gardens. Everything maintained. Perfect.

“The previous owner employed a full-time grounds crew,” Isla said. “Four gardeners, two maintenance staff. The property requires significant upkeep in this climate.”

“Are they available for hire?” Vanessa asked.

“Most of them, yes. The head gardener is local—been here twenty years. He knows every plant on the property.”

We crested a small hill and the compound came into view.

Fifteen thousand square feet of modern architecture. All glass and white stone and clean lines. Built into the hillside so every room had an ocean view.

“Jesus,” Emily breathed.

The infinity pool wrapped around the main structure. Water spilling over the edge so it looked like it merged with the ocean beyond. The beach below was pure white sand. No seaweed. No rocks. Just powder-soft sand and clear water.

“The main house has six bedrooms, eight bathrooms, and a commercial-grade kitchen,” Isla said as we pulled up. “The master suite occupies the entire top floor. The lower level has a gym, theater, and wine cellar. There are two guest houses on the property—three bedrooms each.”

“Office space?” I asked.

“The seller used the eastern wing as his office. Full network infrastructure. Satellite backup. Everything you’d need to run a business remotely.”

Perfect.

We got out of the Range Rover. The heat hit immediately—wet, tropical, the kind that made your clothes stick to your skin. But the breeze off the ocean kept it bearable.

Isla led us through the front entrance. The doors were ten feet tall. Solid wood. They swung open to reveal a great room with floor-to-ceiling windows facing the ocean.

“Fuck,” I said.

Emily laughed. “Language. Claire’s right here.”

“She knows that word already,” Vanessa said.

“She shouldn’t.”

“Too late.”

Claire was already running toward the windows. “Ocean! Ocean!”

Isla smiled. “The great room is forty feet by sixty feet. Entertaining space for up to two hundred guests. The kitchen is through here—”

She showed us through. Commercial-grade appliances. Two dishwashers. A walk-in refrigerator that could stock a restaurant.

“Statement, not habit,” Emily murmured.

“Statement,” I agreed.

The master suite was ridiculous. A thousand square feet. King bed facing the windows. Walk-in closet bigger than my first apartment. Bathroom with a soaking tub carved from a single piece of marble.

“The tub overlooks the ocean,” Isla said. “Most guests find it quite relaxing.”

Vanessa ran her hand along the marble. “This had to cost six figures.”

“The seller spared no expense on finishes.”

I walked to the windows. Looked out at the infinity pool, the beach, the endless blue beyond.

In my first life, I died in a cubicle.

In this one?

I was standing in a fortress.

“What’s the eastern wing look like?” I asked.

Isla led us through a hallway. Opened a door.

The office was perfect.

Thirty feet by forty feet. One wall of windows. The other walls set up for screens and equipment. Network drops every six feet. A dedicated server room with climate control.

“The seller traded from here,” Isla said. “He had six screens running market data twenty-four hours a day.”

I could see it. Chloe’s dashboards on one wall. Video conference setup on another. War room transplanted to paradise.

“What’s the network speed?” Vanessa asked.

“Fiber to the island. One gigabit down, one hundred megabits up. With satellite backup that triggers automatically if the fiber drops.”

“Security?”

“The property is fenced. Gated entrance. There’s a security office near the main gate with space for two guards. The seller employed local security through a bonded service.”

I looked at Vanessa. She was making notes on her tablet.

“Power?” she asked.

“Grid plus backup generators. Solar panels on the guest house roofs provide supplemental power for the pool systems.”

“Water?”

“Desalination plant on-site. The property is fully self-sufficient for up to two weeks without external services.”

Emily was walking around the office. Running her hand along the walls. Looking out at the view.

“You could run everything from here,” she said.

“That’s the idea.”

“Daily video calls with SF and Vegas. Deal desk on Wednesdays. Finance close on Fridays. The whole operation.”

“While living on a beach.”

She turned and looked at me. Those bright green eyes seeing right through me like always.

“You’re not asking permission anymore, are you?”

“I’m asking if it works.”

“It works.” She walked over and put her arms around my waist. “It’s crazy. But it works.”

Claire ran in. “Daddy! Pool!”

“We’ll swim later, baby.”

“Now!”

Isla smiled. “There’s a changing cabana by the pool. I can show you—”

“Let’s see the rest of the property first,” Vanessa said. “The guest houses, the grounds, the dock facilities.”

“Of course.”

We spent the next hour touring everything. The guest houses were smaller versions of the main structure—modern, clean, ocean views. The grounds were immaculate. Tropical flowers. Palm trees. Walking paths that wound down to the beach.

The dock had space for a yacht. The helipad could handle anything up to a six-passenger helicopter.

“The property includes a small utility building near the helipad,” Isla said. “Storage for maintenance equipment, emergency supplies, things like that.”

“What about staff quarters?” Vanessa asked.

“The seller’s staff lived off-property. But there’s enough space in the utility building to convert two rooms for on-site staff if needed.”

“Security should be on-site,” I said.

“Absolutely,” Isla agreed. “For a property of this size and value, twenty-four-hour on-site security is recommended.”

We walked back up to the main house. Claire was getting tired—heat and excitement wearing her down. Emily carried her.

Isla led us to the pool. The water was crystal clear. Temperature-controlled.

“The pool system is heated and can also be chilled,” Isla said. “The temperature is set by the property management system.”

“Property management system?” I asked.

“The entire compound is networked. Lighting, climate control, security cameras, pool systems—everything runs through a central computer. You can control it from your phone.”

I looked at Vanessa.

“Chloe would have a field day with that,” Vanessa said.

“Yeah.”

We sat on the pool deck. Isla brought us cold drinks—fresh coconut water, ice cold.

“What’s the asking price?” I asked.

“Eighteen million.”

“And the seller’s situation?”

Isla hesitated. Professional discretion warring with the need to close.

“The seller is highly motivated,” she said carefully. “The property has been on the market for six months with no offers. He’s willing to negotiate.”

“How much?”

“I can present any reasonable offer.”

I looked at Vanessa. She ran numbers on her tablet.

“Cash close, thirty days, as-is?” she asked.

“That would be very attractive to the seller.”

“Twelve million,” I said.

Isla’s eyebrows went up. “That’s a significant discount.”

“It’s also cash, fast, and certain. No financing contingency. No inspection drama. I wire twelve million into escrow and we close in thirty days.”

She considered. Pulled out her phone.

“May I call the seller?”

“Please.”

She walked away, phone to her ear.

Emily leaned against me. “Twelve million. For this.”

“We earned it.”

“I know. It’s just—” She shook her head. “In my old life, I’d be working three jobs to afford rent on a studio apartment. Here I’m sitting by a pool that costs more than most houses.”

“Statement, not habit,” I said.

“I know.”

“We’re not gambling. We’re not spending everything. The net worth is two hundred eighty million. Twelve million for the compound, another two for setup and staff. That’s fourteen million total. Five percent of net worth for a place where we can run the entire operation while living on a beach.”

“I’m not arguing,” she said. “I’m just—sometimes it hits me. How different this is.”

I kissed the top of her head.

“Different is good.”

Isla came back. She was smiling.

“The seller will accept twelve million for the property, but he’d like to include the furnishings. Everything stays except personal items and artwork.”

“Done,” I said.

“Excellent. I’ll draft the purchase agreement tonight. You’ll need to wire a deposit—typically ten percent.”

“I’ll wire two million tomorrow,” Vanessa said. “That should demonstrate seriousness.”

“More than adequate.” Isla pulled out her tablet and started making notes. “And for closing—you’ll want local representation. I can recommend several attorneys who specialize in international real estate.”

“Aria can handle it,” I said. “She’s our legal counsel. She’ll coordinate with local attorneys.”

“Perfect.”

Claire stirred in Emily’s arms. Blinked sleepy eyes at the pool.

“Swim now?”

“Not today, baby,” Emily said. “But soon. This is going to be our house.”

“Our house?”

“Our house.”

Claire’s eyes got big. “The big house?”

“The biggest house.”

She smiled and closed her eyes again.

I looked out at the ocean. The infinity pool. The compound rising from the hillside like something out of a magazine.

Crisis kings didn’t live like this.

Billionaires did.

And we were almost there.

“Let’s close it,” I said.

Isla smiled. “Welcome to the island, Mr. Carter.”


Chapter 4: Arrival

The furniture truck left just after sunset.

Thirty days. That’s how long it took to close on the compound, ship our essential belongings, and hire the core staff. Isla had handled most of it—coordinating contractors, vetting security companies, organizing the transition.

She was good. Scary good.

Now we were standing in our compound—ours—watching the last of the movers drive away.

Chloe was already setting up the war room. Three laptops open, cables running everywhere, muttering about network topology.

Vanessa was walking through the main house with a checklist. Making sure everything we’d ordered had arrived. Marking what still needed work.

Claire was passed out in her new bedroom—exhausted from a day of running around the property, discovering every corner.

Emily stood on the pool deck, looking out at the ocean.

I walked up behind her. Slid my arms around her waist.

“You okay?” I asked.

She leaned back against me. “Yeah. Just—taking it in.”

The moon was up. Full. Reflecting off the calm water. The beach glowed pale white in the darkness.

“This is real,” she said softly. “We really did this.”

“We really did.”

She turned in my arms. Looked up at me with those green eyes that had seen me through everything. College. Crisis. Empire.

“I want to go down to the beach,” she said.

“Now?”

“Now.”

Something in her voice made my cock twitch.

“Lead the way,” I said.

She took my hand and pulled me toward the stairs that led down to the beach. We kicked off our shoes at the bottom. The sand was still warm from the day’s sun.

Emily walked to the waterline. Where the surf met the sand. Let the foam wash over her toes.

“We’re alone,” she said.

“Vanessa’s inside. Chloe’s in the war room.”

“I mean here.” She gestured at the beach. “Private. No neighbors. No cameras. No risk.”

I understood.

Emily’s kink had always been exhibition. The thrill of being seen. Of performing. Of pushing boundaries.

But here?

Nobody to see except the ocean.

“You miss the audience,” I said.

She laughed. “A little. But—” She turned to face me. “This is different. This is ours. Our beach. Our house. Our fortress.”

She reached down and pulled her sundress over her head in one smooth motion.

She was naked underneath.

Petite body glowing in the moonlight. Small perky tits with hard nipples. Flat stomach. That tight little ass that still drove me crazy after all these years.

“Emily—”

“I want to christen it,” she said. She walked backward into the surf. Water swirling around her calves. “Our beach. Our life. Our second chance.”

I pulled my shirt over my head. Dropped it on the sand.

“You sure about this?” I asked, unbuttoning my shorts.

“Positive.”

I stepped into the water. It was warm. Blood-warm. The surf gentle.

Emily came to me. Wrapped her arms around my neck. Kissed me hard.

I grabbed her ass. Lifted her. She wrapped her legs around my waist, grinding against my cock.

“I love you,” she breathed against my mouth.

“I love you too.”

“Fuck me on our beach.”

I carried her back to the sand. Laid her down just above the waterline. The surf washed up around us, foam swirling around our bodies.

She spread her legs for me.

“Show me this is real,” she said.

I kissed down her body. Stopped at her tits. Sucked one nipple hard into my mouth.

She gasped. Arched into me.

“Yes—”

I bit gently. She moaned.

Moved to the other one. Gave it the same treatment. Her hands in my hair, holding me to her.

“Michael—please—”

I kissed down her flat stomach. Over her hips. Spread her thighs wider.

Her pussy was already wet. Glistening in the moonlight.

“You got this turned on just being on the beach?” I asked.

“I got this turned on being on our beach,” she corrected.

I leaned down and licked her from bottom to top. She cried out.

“Fuck—yes—”

I worked her clit with my tongue. Slow circles. Then faster. She grabbed my hair, grinding against my face.

“Don’t stop—god—don’t stop—”

I slid two fingers inside her. Curled them. Found that spot.

She came hard.

Hips bucking. Thighs squeezing my head. A long, loud moan that echoed across the empty beach.

I kept licking through her orgasm. Drawing it out. Making her shake.

When she finally went limp, I pulled back.

“That’s one,” I said.

“One?” she panted.

“I’m not done with you.”

I positioned myself between her legs. Pressed the head of my cock against her entrance.

“Look at me,” I said.

She opened her eyes. Bright green. Dilated with lust.

“This is our beach,” I said. “Our compound. Our life.”

“Yes—”

I pushed inside. Slow. Letting her feel every inch.

She moaned.

“We built this,” I said. “Crisis to kings to billionaires. And you’ve been here the whole time.”

“Michael—”

“My exhibitionist,” I said. I started moving. Long, slow strokes. “My performer. My good girl who likes to be seen.”

“Yes—god—yes—”

I fucked her harder. The surf washed around us. Sand in our skin. Salt on our lips.

“Nobody watching tonight,” I said. “Just the ocean. Just us.”

“I don’t care—” she gasped. “Don’t need—an audience—just need you—”

I leaned down and kissed her. Swallowed her moans. She wrapped her legs around me, pulling me deeper.

“Harder—” she begged.

I gave it to her. Hard, fast strokes. My cock pounding into her tight little pussy. She was clenching around me, close already.

“You’re going to come again,” I said.

“Yes—”

“On our beach.”

“Yes—fuck—yes—”

I reached between us. Found her clit. Rubbed circles.

She screamed.

Her pussy spasmed around my cock. Milking me. I kept fucking her through it. Didn’t stop.

“Too much—” she gasped. “I can’t—”

“You can,” I said. “One more.”

“Michael—”

“One more, baby. Give me three.”

I flipped her over. Pulled her ass up. Drove back into her from behind.

She buried her face in her arms and moaned.

This angle always got her. Deep. Hitting spots that made her lose her mind.

“Oh fuck—oh fuck—oh fuck—”

I grabbed her hips and fucked her hard. My balls slapping against her clit with every thrust. The wet sounds of our bodies mixing with the surf.

“This what you wanted?” I asked. “Christening our beach?”

“Yes—god—yes—”

“You’re going to come one more time. And then I’m going to fill you up. Mark you. Claim my exhibitionist on our private beach.”

“Do it—” she panted. “Please—Michael—please—”

I reached around and found her clit again. Rubbed.

She came apart.

Her whole body shaking. Pussy clenching so tight it almost hurt. A high, keening cry that echoed across the water.

And that pushed me over.

I buried myself deep and came. Pulse after pulse. Filling her up. Marking her.

Mine.

Ours.

This beach. This compound. This life.

All of it.

I stayed inside her until my cock stopped pulsing. Then pulled out slowly. Watched my cum drip out of her onto the sand.

“Fuck,” I breathed.

Emily collapsed onto her side. Breathing hard. Covered in sand and salt and sweat.

“That—” she panted. “That was—”

“Yeah.”

I lay down next to her. Pulled her against me. We stayed like that for a while. Letting the surf wash over our legs. Staring up at the stars.

“I was terrified,” she said quietly.

“Of what?”

“That this wouldn’t be real. That I’d wake up and it would all be gone. The money. The empire. You.”

I kissed her head. “Not a dream.”

“I know. But sometimes—” She turned to look at me. “In my first life, I was nobody. Working shit jobs. Dating shit guys. Watching other people live the life I wanted.”

“And now?”

“Now I’m fucking a billionaire on a private beach in the Caribbean.”

I laughed. “Almost billionaire.”

“Close enough.”

She kissed me. Soft. Sweet.

“Thank you,” she said.

“For what?”

“For seeing me. For wanting me. For—” She gestured at the compound rising behind us. “For building all this and bringing me with you.”

“You’re not along for the ride,” I said. “You’re part of the engine.”

“I know. But still. Thank you.”

I stood up. Pulled her to her feet.

“Come on. Let’s get cleaned up before Vanessa sends out a search party.”

Emily grabbed her sundress. Didn’t put it on. Just carried it as we walked back toward the compound, both of us naked and sandy and satisfied.

Halfway up the stairs, she stopped.

Looked back at the beach. The surf. The moonlight.

“This is what we built,” she said.

“Yeah.”

“I want to remember this moment. Right now. Standing here with you. Before everything gets bigger and crazier and more complicated.”

“It’s already big and crazy and complicated.”

“I know. But this—” She gestured at everything. “This is the peak. The moment when we arrived. When we stopped running and started living.”

I pulled her close.

“We’re going to have a lot of moments like this,” I said.

“Promise?”

“Promise.”

She kissed me one more time. Then we climbed the rest of the stairs.

Vanessa was standing on the pool deck with her arms crossed, smirking.

“Have a nice swim?” she asked.

“The water’s great,” Emily said without missing a beat.

“I can tell. You’ve got sand in your hair.”

“And other places.”

Vanessa laughed. “Go shower. Chloe got the war room network running. She wants to show you the dashboards.”

“Give us twenty minutes,” I said.

“Take thirty. You both look like you need it.”

Emily and I headed inside. Up to the master suite. Into that ridiculous marble bathroom with the ocean view.

We showered together. Washing off the sand and salt and sex. The water hot and perfect.

“You know what the crazy part is?” Emily said as I soaped her back.

“What?”

“This is just the beginning. Facebook’s going to climb out of its IPO hole. Bitcoin’s going to halve and run. The net worth is going to double. Maybe triple.”

“That’s the plan.”

“And we get to do it from here.”

“That’s the point.”

She turned in my arms. Water streaming over both of us.

“I love our life,” she said.

“Me too.”

“Don’t ever let me forget that.”

“I won’t.”

We finished showering. Got dressed. Headed down to the war room.

Chloe had transformed it already. Three walls of screens. The KPI wall up and running. Fiber optic cables running to a server rack that hummed quietly in the corner.

“Welcome to island operations,” she said without looking up from her keyboard.

Vanessa was sitting at the conference table with her laptop. Running through spreadsheets.

“Net worth as of tonight,” she said. “Two hundred ninety-three million. Up thirteen million from the Facebook secondary sale and hedge positioning.”

“And we own a twelve-million-dollar compound,” I added.

“Which is an asset, not an expense,” Vanessa corrected. “So net worth is actually two hundred eighty-seven million liquid plus fourteen million in real estate after renovations.”

“Close enough to three hundred,” Chloe said.

“Close enough.”

I looked at the screens. The dashboards. The numbers glowing green.

“This is real,” I said.

“That’s what I told you,” Emily said.

“I know. But—” I shook my head. “Sometimes it still hits me.”

Vanessa stood up. Walked over. Put her hand on my chest.

“You earned every dollar,” she said. “Every position. Every win. You saw what was coming and you executed.”

“We executed,” I corrected.

“Fair.” She smiled. “But you led. And now we’re here.”

She gestured at the war room. The compound. The ocean beyond the windows.

“Living in paradise and running an empire,” she said. “Not a bad way to spend a second chance.”

“Not bad at all,” I agreed.

Claire’s voice echoed from upstairs. “Daddy?”

“She’s awake,” Emily said. “I’ll go get her.”

She headed upstairs. I heard her talking to Claire in that soft, patient voice. Heard my daughter giggle.

I looked at Chloe and Vanessa.

“We’re going to hit a billion,” I said. “This year or next. The Bitcoin halving is going to drive the price up. Facebook’s going to recover. Our paper positions will mark up.”

“And then?” Chloe asked.

“Then we figure out what a billionaire does with a second chance.”

Vanessa smiled. “Whatever we want.”

Yeah.

Whatever we wanted.

And right now?

I wanted to sit in my war room, in my compound, on my island, and watch the numbers turn green.

Not a bad problem to have.


Chapter 5: War Room

Chloe had been working for three days straight.

Not literally—she slept, ate, took breaks to swim with Claire. But every spare hour went into building the war room systems.

Now it was done.

I walked in and stopped.

The transformation was complete. The eastern wing had become mission control. Three walls covered in screens—nine monitors total, arranged in a grid. The fourth wall was windows overlooking the ocean.

Each monitor showed a different dashboard. DREP performance. Public equity positions. Bitcoin price and stack size. Mobile ad metrics. Auction calendars. Cash position. Net worth calculation updating in real time.

In the center of it all—Chloe’s command station. Three laptops, six external monitors, enough computing power to run a small data center.

She spun her chair when I walked in. Black-framed glasses. Dark hair pulled back. That gorgeous thicc body hidden under an oversized t-shirt that said “I Void Warranties.”

“What do you think?” she asked.

“I think you’re insane.”

“That’s not an answer.”

“It’s perfect,” I said. “This is exactly what we need.”

She grinned. Proud. She should be.

“Let me show you.” She stood up and walked to the main display. Touched the screen and it woke up.

“This is the master dashboard,” she said. “Net worth calculation pulls from every source in real time. Public equities update with market pricing during trading hours. Real estate equity uses our internal models. Bitcoin pulls from exchange APIs. Private paper uses the most recent funding rounds.”

The number glowed at the top of the screen.

Net Worth: $294,387,492

“Two hundred ninety-four million,” I said.

“And change. Facebook’s up to forty-two dollars now. Your hedges locked in value on half the position, but the naked half is catching the upside.”

“And the Bitcoin stack?”

She pulled up another screen. “Twenty-eight thousand three hundred and sixteen units. Current price eleven dollars and change. That’s about three hundred twenty thousand dollars.”

“Which will be a lot more after the halving.”

“If your thesis is right.”

“It’s right.”

She smiled. “I believe you.”

She walked me through the other dashboards. DREP portfolio—property level detail, rent rolls, cash flow projections. Mobile ad business—metrics updating from the apps still printing money. Auction calendars with automated alerts.

“This wall,” she said, pointing to the display closest to her station, “is live feeds from SF and Vegas. I can pull up video conference with Aria, Sophia, Sabrina, Rosa—whoever. One click.”

“What about security?”

“Cameras covering the whole property. Motion sensors on the fence line. Automated alerts to the security office if anything trips. All of it feeds here.”

“Can you access this remotely?”

“From anywhere. Laptop, tablet, phone. As long as you’ve got network access, you can see everything.”

I looked at the setup. The power she’d built into this room.

“You can run the whole operation from here,” I said.

“That’s the idea. You don’t need to be in SF anymore. Or Vegas. You can be here, watching everything, and step in whenever needed.”

I walked around the room. Touched the screens. Looked at the data flowing past.

“You built this in three days,” I said.

“I had help. Isla coordinated the contractors. The network install took two days. The rest was me configuring software.”

“Isla’s good.”

“She’s incredible. Speaks four languages. Knows every contractor on the island. Handles problems before you know they exist.”

“We should keep her,” I said.

“As what? Property manager?”

“Whatever she wants to be.”

Chloe nodded. “She’s been watching us, you know.”

“Watching?”

“Observing. The dynamic. The women coming and going. She’s smart enough to figure out what’s happening.”

“And?”

“And she hasn’t said anything. Just does her job. But I see her looking sometimes.”

“At who?”

“At all of us. At you.”

I turned to look at Chloe. She was leaning against her desk, arms crossed, that mischievous smile playing at her lips.

“You think Isla wants in?” I asked.

“I think Isla is professional enough not to ask. But curious enough to wonder.”

“We’ll see.”

“Yeah.” Chloe pushed off the desk and walked over to me. “But right now, I want to celebrate.”

“Celebrate what?”

“I just built you a command center that lets you run a three-hundred-million-dollar empire from a Caribbean island. That deserves some recognition.”

She reached up and pulled her glasses off. Set them carefully on the desk.

“What kind of recognition?” I asked.

“The kind where you bend me over that dashboard and fuck my ass while the numbers scroll past.”

My cock went hard instantly.

“Chloe—”

“I’ve been thinking about it for three days,” she said. She turned and grabbed the hem of her t-shirt. Pulled it off over her head.

She wasn’t wearing a bra.

Her tits bounced free. Full, heavy, perfect. Not as big as Vanessa’s but more than generous. And below—those wide hips, that thick ass that I never got tired of.

“Thinking about what?” I asked, my voice rough.

She turned to face the main display. Bent forward. Braced her hands on the desk. Looked back at me over her shoulder.

“Thinking about you inside me while I watch our net worth update in real time,” she said. “Anal. My lane. Right here in the war room I built for you.”

I walked up behind her. Ran my hands over her ass. She’d worn yoga pants today—thin, stretched tight over her curves.

“You want to christen the war room?” I asked.

“I want to get fucked in the room where we run the empire,” she corrected. “There’s a difference.”

I hooked my fingers in her waistband. Pulled the yoga pants down. She wasn’t wearing panties either.

Her ass was spectacular. Round. Full. Thick in all the right ways. I’d fucked it more times than I could count, and it never got old.

She reached over to her laptop bag. Pulled out a bottle of lube.

“You came prepared,” I said.

“I’ve been planning this.” She handed me the bottle. “Do it properly. Take your time. I want to feel every inch.”

I poured lube onto my fingers. Rubbed it over her asshole. She moaned.

“Cold—”

“It’ll warm up.”

I pressed one finger inside. Slow. Let her adjust.

“Fuck yes,” she breathed.

I worked the finger in and out. Added a second. She pushed back against me.

“More—”

“Patience.”

“I’ve been patient for three days.”

I added a third finger. Scissored them. Stretched her.

She was panting now. Gripping the edge of the desk. Watching the screens with half-lidded eyes.

“Ready?” I asked.

“Yes—god—yes—”

I pulled my fingers out. Unzipped. Freed my cock. Poured lube over it.

Pressed the head against her asshole.

“Look at the screen,” I said. “Watch our net worth.”

“I’m watching—”

I pushed inside. Slow. Steady pressure.

She gasped.

“Breathe,” I said.

She breathed. I kept pushing. Her ass was so fucking tight. Hot. Gripping me.

“Michael—fuck—”

I bottomed out. Held still. Let her adjust.

“You okay?” I asked.

“Better than okay. Move.”

I pulled back. Pushed in again. Found a rhythm.

She moaned and braced harder against the desk.

“Yes—just like that—”

I fucked her ass slowly at first. Long strokes. Letting her feel all of it.

“The dashboard,” I said. “What’s it showing?”

She looked at the screen. Focused through the pleasure.

“Net worth—two ninety-four million—public equities—sixty-three million—Facebook position—fuck—ninety-nine million—”

I thrust harder.

“Keep reading.”

“Real estate equity—one forty-two million—Bitcoin stack—oh god—three twenty thousand—”

“You built this,” I said. “This whole system. So I can sit here and watch our empire grow.”

“Yes—”

“You’re so fucking smart. My analytics queen. My dashboard goddess.”

She moaned. “Don’t stop—”

“I won’t.”

I reached around and found her clit. Rubbed circles.

She cried out.

“Too much—”

“You can take it.”

I fucked her harder now. My hips slapping against that perfect ass. Her tight hole gripping my cock with every stroke.

“The auction calendar,” I said. “What’s coming up?”

She tried to focus on the screen. “Vegas—three properties—Thursday—Clark County—fuck—I can’t think—”

“Yes you can. You always can. Even with my cock in your ass.”

“Phoenix—two—two REO listings—Saturday—Michael—please—”

“Please what?”

“Let me come—”

“Not yet.”

I rubbed her clit faster. She was shaking now. Her legs trembling. Trying so hard to hold on.

“Bay Area—four—oh god—four courthouse steps—next week—Michael—please—”

“You want to come?”

“Yes—please—”

“Come for me. Right here. In your war room. With my cock in your ass and our empire on the screens.”

She came.

Hard.

Her ass clenched around my cock so tight I saw stars. She screamed into her arm. Her whole body shaking.

I kept fucking her through it. Didn’t stop.

“Too sensitive—” she gasped.

“One more.”

“I can’t—”

“You can.”

I pulled out. Turned her around. Bent her over backward over the desk. Her head hanging off the edge, looking up at the screens upside down.

Pushed back into her ass from this angle.

She moaned. “Oh fuck—that’s deep—”

“Look at the net worth,” I said. “Upside down.”

She looked. The numbers glowing. $294,387,492.

“We’re so fucking rich,” she breathed.

“And getting richer.” I thrust harder. “Facebook’s going to climb. Bitcoin’s going to moon. DREP keeps printing. And you built the system that tracks all of it.”

“Yes—fuck—yes—”

I rubbed her clit again. She was close. I could tell.

“Come again,” I said. “Show me.”

She came apart.

Her ass spasming around my cock. Milking me. And that pushed me over the edge.

I came deep in her ass. Pulse after pulse. Filling her.

Mine.

My analytics queen.

My war room goddess.

I stayed buried inside her until I finished. Then pulled out slowly.

She lay there on the desk. Breathing hard. Staring up at the screens.

“That—” she panted. “That was—”

“Yeah.”

I helped her sit up. She wobbled a little. I held her steady.

“You okay?”

“Better than okay.” She looked at the screens. At her war room. “This is mine now.”

“What?”

“I christened it. With your cock in my ass. This room is mine.”

I laughed. “Fair enough.”

She cleaned up with tissues from her desk. Pulled her yoga pants back on. Her t-shirt.

Put her glasses back on.

Instantly professional again. Like nothing had happened.

“We should test the video conference system,” she said. “Make sure Aria and Sophia can connect from SF.”

“Now?”

“Why not?”

I shook my head. Amazed.

“You just came twice and you want to run a tech test.”

“I multitask.”

She sat down at her station and started typing. A moment later, Aria’s face appeared on one of the screens.

“Michael? Chloe? Can you hear me?”

“Loud and clear,” Chloe said. “How’s the video quality?”

“Perfect. The resolution is excellent.”

Sophia’s face appeared on another screen. “Same here. This is better than our SF conference room.”

“Because I built it better,” Chloe said.

“How’s the island?” Aria asked.

“Perfect,” I said. “The compound is ready. The war room is operational. We’re running the whole operation from here now.”

“Any issues?”

“None. Isla’s been handling everything.”

“The property manager?” Sophia asked. “She’s that good?”

“She’s incredible,” Chloe said. “We should keep her.”

“As what?”

“We’ll figure it out.”

We spent the next hour testing systems. Video calls to Vegas. Conference bridge to the whole team. Screen sharing. Remote access to the dashboards.

Everything worked perfectly.

By the time we finished, the sun was setting. Orange and pink light streaming through the windows.

Chloe leaned back in her chair. Stretched.

“This is what winning looks like,” she said.

“What?”

“Running an empire from paradise. With the woman who built the system getting her ass fucked on the dashboard.”

I laughed. “When you put it that way.”

“I’m right, though.”

“Yeah. You’re right.”

Emily appeared in the doorway. “Dinner’s ready. Vanessa made reservations at that restaurant Isla recommended.”

“We’re going out?” I asked.

“Apparently it’s the best on the island. And we’re celebrating.”

“Celebrating what?”

“Everything.” She smiled. “Come on. Get cleaned up. Claire’s already asking why Daddy’s taking so long.”

We headed upstairs. The master suite was glowing with sunset light. I showered quickly. Changed into something that wouldn’t embarrass Claire.

When I came downstairs, the women were waiting. Emily in a sundress. Vanessa in something elegant and simple that made her look like money. Chloe still in her t-shirt and yoga pants because she didn’t do fancy.

Claire ran over and grabbed my hand. “Daddy! Food!”

“Yeah, baby. Let’s go eat.”

We piled into the Range Rover. Isla had left it for us—keys on the counter with a note about the restaurant and the reservation time.

The restaurant was on the other side of the island. Open-air. Right on the beach. Tables set up in the sand with tiki torches lighting everything.

“Mr. Carter?” The hostess smiled. “Your table is ready.”

She led us to a table right at the waterline. Surf washing up near our feet. The sky turning purple and gold.

We ordered. Drank wine. Watched Claire play in the sand under the table.

“To the war room,” Vanessa said, raising her glass.

“To Chloe,” I corrected. “For building it.”

“To empire,” Chloe said. “And the women who run it.”

We drank.

The food came. Fresh fish. Local vegetables. Everything perfect.

“This is real,” Emily said. For the second time in three days.

“Very real,” Vanessa agreed.

Claire looked up at me. “Daddy happy?”

I picked her up. Sat her on my lap.

“Yeah, baby,” I said. “Daddy’s very happy.”

She smiled and went back to her dinner.

I looked at the women around the table. My empire. My family. My second chance.

Not bad.

Not bad at all. Isla had been on staff for three weeks.

In that time, she’d coordinated two contractor repairs, restocked the entire kitchen with supplies that actually worked in the Caribbean climate, and reorganized the staff schedule so nobody was overworked.

She was invisible most of the time. Present when you needed her. Gone when you didn’t.

Professional.

I was in the war room on a video call with Sophia and Aria, going through DREP harvest timing, when the weather alert pinged.

Tropical Storm Laura had strengthened overnight. Now it was Tropical Storm Laura with a projected path that curved uncomfortably close to Turks and Caicos.

“We might need to move the Thursday site visit,” Sophia said on the screen. “If you’re dealing with weather—”

“Let me check,” I said.

I pulled up the weather service. Satellite imagery. Laura was small but intensifying. Track projections showed a wide cone of uncertainty.

Maybe it would pass north. Maybe not.

“Hold on,” I said to the screen. “I need to—”

Isla appeared in the doorway.

“Mr. Carter, I’m sorry to interrupt. Have you seen the storm track?”

“Just looking at it now.”

“We need to initiate hurricane protocol. The window to prepare is about six hours before conditions deteriorate.”

I looked at the models again. “It might miss us.”

“It might.” Isla stepped into the room, tablet in hand. “But if it doesn’t, we need to be ready. I recommend we proceed as if direct impact is likely.”

She wasn’t panicking. Wasn’t dramatic. Just calm, competent assessment.

“What’s the protocol?” I asked.

She pulled up her checklist on the tablet. “First, we secure all outdoor furniture and equipment. Pool furniture goes into storage. The dock equipment gets tied down and covered. Guest house shutters get closed.”

“Shutters?”

“The property has hurricane shutters on all guest house windows. They’re rated for category three winds. The main house has impact glass, so those don’t need shutters.”

“Okay.”

“Second, we bring all staff on-site for the duration. Everyone stays here until the storm passes. Safer than having people try to get home once conditions deteriorate.”

“How many staff?”

“Six. Two security, one chef, one housekeeper, two groundskeepers. I’ve already called them. They’ll be here within two hours.”

She made a note on her tablet.

“Third, we top off the generator fuel tanks and test the automatic transfer. If we lose grid power, the generators need to kick on immediately.”

“The solar panels—”

“Will be fine. They’re rated for category four winds. But we won’t depend on them during the storm.”

“Water?”

“The desalination plant has a forty-eight-hour reserve in storage tanks. We’ll be fine.”

She went through the rest of the checklist. Food supplies. Medical kit. Communications backup. Securing the helipad. Moving the Range Rover into the garage.

“How long will all this take?” I asked.

“Four hours if we move efficiently. Which means we start now.”

I looked at Sophia and Aria on the screen. They’d been listening quietly.

“You heard that,” I said. “I need to deal with this. Can we postpone until tomorrow?”

“Absolutely,” Aria said. “Stay safe.”

“Keep us updated,” Sophia added.

I ended the call. Looked at Isla.

“You’ve done this before,” I said.

“Many times. The Caribbean gets four or five threats per season. Most miss. But you prepare for all of them.”

“What do you need from me?”

“Permission to direct staff and use property resources. And someone to help wrangle the outdoor equipment. The furniture is heavy.”

“I’ll help. Where do we start?”

“Pool deck.”

The next four hours were controlled chaos.

Isla moved through the property like a general. Calm commands. Clear priorities. Everyone knew exactly what to do.

The groundskeepers secured the dock and moved tools into the utility building. The chef prepped meals that would last through power outages. Security tested the fence sensors and camera backup power.

Vanessa appeared halfway through and immediately fell in line. “What do you need?”

“Can you inventory the medical supplies?” Isla asked. “Make sure we have everything on this list.”

“On it.”

Emily took Claire inside and kept her distracted while we worked.

Chloe was in the war room, watching weather models update in real time. “The track shifted north,” she called out. “Confidence is higher that we’ll see tropical storm conditions, not hurricane force.”

“Still preparing for hurricane,” Isla called back. “Hope for the best, prepare for the worst.”

By hour three, the compound looked different. Pool furniture stacked in storage. Shutters closed on the guest houses. Dock equipment secured. Generator fuel topped off.

Isla walked the property with a checklist, marking items complete. When she finished, she gathered everyone in the main house kitchen.

“Storm arrives in about three hours,” she said. “Peak winds tonight between midnight and three AM. Everyone stays inside after sunset. No exceptions. If the power goes out, the generators will auto-transfer. If you see any flooding or damage, report to me or Mr. Carter immediately.”

She looked around the room. “Questions?”

Nobody had questions.

“Good. Dinner is at six. Chef prepared food that doesn’t require power to reheat. We ride this out together and assess damage in the morning.”

The staff dispersed. Isla made one more circuit of the property, checking everything twice.

I watched her work.

She was good. More than good. This wasn’t property management—this was crisis leadership.

When she came back inside, I pulled her aside.

“Where’d you learn this?” I asked.

“Learn what?”

“Hurricane protocol. Crisis management. The way you just organized twelve people to secure a compound in four hours.”

She smiled slightly. “I manage luxury properties for a living, Mr. Carter. Half my job is logistics. The other half is anticipating problems before they happen.”

“You’re understating.”

“I’m being accurate.”

“You’ve done this before. Multiple times.”

“Every season. Some clients panic. Some ignore the danger. I make sure the property and people are safe regardless.”

“And if I offered you a permanent position here? Not just property management. Something more.”

She studied me for a moment. Those amber-brown eyes seeing more than I was saying.

“More like what?”

“Operations coordinator. You’d handle logistics for the compound and coordinate with our teams in SF and Vegas. Full-time position. Competitive salary. Housing here on-property if you want it.”

“Why?”

“Because in three weeks you’ve made this place run like a machine. And in four hours you just proved you can handle crisis better than most executives I know.”

She considered. “I’d need to think about it.”

“Take your time. Offer stands after the storm passes.”

“Mr. Carter—”

“Michael. Just Michael.”

“Michael.” She smiled. “I appreciate the offer. Let me see how tonight goes first.”

The storm arrived on schedule.

Wind picked up around nine PM. Rain started at ten. By midnight, it was howling.

I watched from the war room. The cameras showed palm trees bending nearly horizontal. Rain coming down in sheets. The pool rippling with wind.

Chloe’s weather models updated every hour. “Peak winds now. Sustained fifty miles per hour. Gusts to sixty-five.”

“That’s tropical storm force,” I said.

“Right on the edge of hurricane. But the structure should handle it fine.”

The power flickered once. Twice.

Then it went out.

Five seconds later, the generators kicked on. Lights came back up.

“Automatic transfer works,” Chloe said. “We’re running on generator now.”

Isla appeared in the doorway. “Everyone okay in here?”

“Fine,” I said. “How’s the rest of the house?”

“Good. No leaks. No damage so far. I’m doing rounds every thirty minutes.”

“You should rest.”

“I will. After the storm.”

She disappeared again.

Emily came in with Claire. “She’s scared of the wind.”

“Come here, baby,” I said. Claire climbed into my lap.

“Loud,” she said.

“I know. But we’re safe. The house is strong.”

“How strong?”

“Very strong. Isla made sure of it.”

Vanessa brought coffee. We sat in the war room and watched the storm rage outside.

By three AM, the worst had passed. Wind dropped. Rain lightened. The cameras showed damage—palm fronds everywhere, one fence section down—but the compound was intact.

Isla did one final check. “We made it through. No structural damage. Power should restore by midmorning. We’ll assess exterior damage at first light.”

“Get some sleep,” I said.

“You too.”

She left. Emily took Claire back to bed. Chloe shut down her laptops.

Vanessa and I sat in the quiet war room, listening to the wind die down.

“Isla’s good,” Vanessa said.

“Very good.”

“You’re going to offer her the job.”

“Already did. She wants to think about it.”

Vanessa smiled. “She’s been watching us, you know.”

“Chloe said the same thing.”

“She’s smart. She’s figured out the dynamic.”

“And?”

“And I think she’s curious. But professional enough not to ask.”

“What do you think?”

“I think we need someone like her. Someone who can manage the compound, coordinate operations, handle crisis without flinching.”

She leaned against me.

“I also think she’s beautiful and capable and exactly the kind of woman who’d fit in this life.”

“Vanessa—”

“I’m not pushing. I’m observing. But if she’s interested? After she’s proven herself? We could do worse.”

I nodded.

“One crisis at a time.”

“The storm is over.”

“The storm is over. Now we see what morning looks like.”

Morning came with brilliant sunshine. The kind that made you forget the night’s violence.

Isla was already walking the property when I came downstairs. Clipboard in hand. Making notes.

I joined her.

“Damage assessment?” I asked.

“Minimal. One fence section needs repair. About two dozen palm fronds down. The dock has some loose boards. All cosmetic. The structure is fine.”

“Thanks to your protocol.”

“Thanks to preparation.” She made a final note. “The contractors can have this fixed in two days.”

“You want the operations job?”

She looked up from her clipboard. Smiled.

“Yes. But I have questions first.”

“Ask.”

“You said coordinate with teams in SF and Vegas. What exactly does that mean?”

“It means you’re the hub. You handle compound logistics, staff management, and coordinate with our executives in other locations. You’d be working directly with me, Vanessa, and Chloe most days.”

“And the rest of the women I’ve seen coming and going?”

There it was.

“That’s complicated,” I said.

“I assume so. But I don’t judge complicated. I manage luxury properties for wealthy clients. I’ve seen every arrangement imaginable.”

“And this one?”

She met my eyes. “This one is none of my business unless you want it to be.”

“Fair enough.”

“But if I’m operations coordinator, I need to understand the structure. So I don’t step on toes or make assumptions.”

“Understood. We’ll brief you properly once you’re official.”

“Then I accept.”

We shook hands.

“Welcome to the team, Isla.”

“Thank you, Michael.”

She went back to her damage assessment. I watched her work.

Professional. Capable. Unflappable.

Yeah.

She’d fit right in.


Chapter 6: Isla

Three days after the storm.

Isla had settled into the operations role like she’d been doing it for years. Morning briefings with the staff. Coordinating contractor repairs. Managing the supply chain for a compound that was basically a small resort.

She was also watching.

I caught her looking sometimes. At Emily and Chloe laughing together by the pool. At Vanessa giving me instructions for the day in that tone that made it clear who ran operations. At the way the women moved around each other with a familiarity that wasn’t just friendship.

She was figuring it out.

Smart women always did.

It was late evening. The sun had just set. I was in the war room reviewing DREP harvest numbers when Emily appeared in the doorway.

“Isla wants to talk to us,” she said.

“About what?”

“She didn’t say. But she asked to speak with you, me, and Vanessa together.”

“Where?”

“Pool deck. She said it’s personal, not business.”

I saved my work and followed Emily outside.

Isla was standing by the infinity pool. White linen dress catching the breeze. Her dark hair was down tonight—usually she wore it pulled back, professional. But tonight it fell in soft waves past her shoulders.

Vanessa was already there, sitting at one of the lounge chairs.

“You wanted to talk?” I asked.

Isla took a breath. She looked nervous. Not much—just enough that I could tell this wasn’t easy.

“I’ve been here a month now,” she said. “Working for you. Living on the property. Observing.”

“Observing what?” Vanessa asked. Not hostile. Just direct.

“Your dynamic.” Isla met her eyes. “The women who come and go. The way you interact with Michael. With each other.”

“And what do you think you’ve observed?” Emily asked.

“An unconventional family structure.” Isla’s voice was steady. “One where Michael is the center, and the women around him have chosen to build something together.”

Nobody spoke for a moment.

“You’re not wrong,” I said finally.

Isla nodded. “I didn’t think I was. I’ve managed properties for wealthy clients before. I’ve seen many arrangements. This one is—” She paused. “Different. But not in a bad way.”

“Why bring it up?” Vanessa asked.

“Because I want to understand the terms.” Isla looked at each of us. “If I’m working this closely with all of you, living here, coordinating operations—I need to know where the boundaries are.”

“Professional boundaries?” I asked.

“All boundaries.”

Emily stood up. Walked over to Isla.

“You’re asking if there’s room for you,” Emily said. It wasn’t a question.

Isla’s composure cracked slightly. “I—yes. If I’m honest. But I also understand if that’s presumptuous. You don’t know me well enough to—”

“We know you handled a hurricane crisis without breaking a sweat,” Vanessa said. “We know you’ve kept this compound running perfectly for a month. We know you’re smart enough to figure out what’s happening here and professional enough to ask instead of assume.”

“That’s not the same as knowing if I’d fit,” Isla said.

Emily touched Isla’s arm. “Tell us what you want. Specifically.”

Isla took another breath.

“I want to be part of this,” she said. “Not just as operations coordinator. I want—” She gestured at the compound. “I want to belong here. To understand the structure. To participate if you’ll have me.”

“Participate how?” I asked.

Isla turned to face me. Those amber-brown eyes steady now.

“However you need me,” she said. “I’ve worked in hospitality for fifteen years. Service is what I do. I’m very good at it.”

The word hung in the air.

Service.

“This isn’t about hospitality,” I said.

“I know. But the principle is the same. I provide excellent service. I anticipate needs. I make things run smoothly.” She stepped closer. “And I’m asking if you’ll let me do that here. For all of you.”

Vanessa stood up. Walked over to stand next to Emily.

“You understand what you’re asking,” Vanessa said.

“I think so.”

“This isn’t casual. It’s not a fling. If you join us, you’re family. You’re part of the structure. That comes with expectations and responsibilities.”

“I understand.”

“And boundaries,” Emily added. “Safewords. Aftercare. Clear communication. This only works if everyone is explicit about what they want and don’t want.”

“I understand that too.”

Vanessa looked at me. Raised an eyebrow.

I knew what she was asking. Do we want this? Do we want Isla?

I thought about it.

Isla had proven herself. Competent. Unflappable. Beautiful. Graceful. And now she was standing here asking to join the most intimate part of our lives with complete honesty.

“Emily?” I asked.

“I like her,” Emily said. “She’s smart. She’s capable. She handles Claire well. And—” She smiled. “She’s gorgeous.”

“Vanessa?”

“I agree. But we need to be clear about terms first. This isn’t a job. It’s a relationship. She needs to understand that.”

I looked at Isla.

“You heard them,” I said. “This isn’t employment. It’s not transactional. If you’re in, you’re in.”

“I want to be in,” Isla said.

“Then we negotiate terms,” Vanessa said. “Sit down.”

We sat around the pool. The water glowing with underwater lights. The moon rising over the ocean.

Vanessa pulled out her phone and opened a note file.

“First—boundaries. What are you comfortable with? What are hard limits?”

Isla considered. “I’m comfortable with service. With submission. With being told what to do in intimate contexts.”

“Degradation?” Emily asked.

“Some. Within reason. I don’t want to be humiliated. But being called a good girl or told to serve—that’s fine.”

“Pain?”

“Light. Spanking is fine. Choking I’d need to work up to. No hitting in the face.”

“Group scenarios?” I asked.

“I’m open. As long as expectations are clear.”

“Safeword?” Vanessa said.

“Yellow for slow down. Red for stop immediately.”

“Aftercare preferences?”

“I need reassurance after intense scenes. Being held. Being told I did well.”

Vanessa made notes. “Medical screening?”

“I was tested two months ago. Clean. I can provide documentation.”

“We’ll all get screened as a group,” Vanessa said. “Standard protocol when anyone joins. Birth control?”

“IUD. Five years remaining.”

“Good.”

They went through more details. Logistics. Schedules. How Isla would integrate with the other women. How we’d handle her presence around Claire.

“Claire already knows me as operations staff,” Isla said. “I don’t think that needs to change from her perspective.”

“Agreed,” Emily said. “She’s too young to understand the rest anyway.”

Finally, Vanessa closed her notes.

“Last thing,” she said. “This is consensual. Isla, you can stop at any time. You can leave if this doesn’t work. There’s no penalty. Your operations job is separate—we’re not tying your employment to this.”

“I understand.”

“Good.” Vanessa looked at me. “Your turn.”

I stood up. Walked over to Isla.

“You’re sure about this?” I asked.

She stood to face me. “Yes.”

“Then let’s start now. See how it feels.”

Her breath caught. “Now?”

“Unless you want to wait.”

“No. I—” She swallowed. “I don’t want to wait.”

I reached out and touched her face. She leaned into it.

“You’re beautiful,” I said.

“Thank you.”

“Take off your dress.”

She reached for the hem. Pulled it over her head in one smooth motion.

She wasn’t wearing anything underneath.

Her body was fucking perfect. Golden-brown skin glowing in the pool lights. Full breasts—C-cups, firm and natural. Long legs. That French-Caribbean elegance that made every movement look like art.

“Fuck,” Emily breathed.

“On your knees,” I said.

Isla knelt. Hands on her thighs. Looking up at me.

“You said service is what you do,” I said.

“Yes.”

“Show me.”

She reached up and unbuckled my belt. Unzipped my pants. Freed my cock.

Already hard.

She wrapped one hand around the shaft. Looked up at me for permission.

“Go ahead,” I said.

She leaned in and licked the head. Just once. Testing.

“Good girl,” I said.

She took me in her mouth.

Holy fuck.

She was good at this. Really good. Taking me deep, using her tongue, keeping her eyes on mine the whole time.

“That’s it,” I said. “Show me what you can do.”

She hummed around my cock. The vibration made me groan.

Emily and Vanessa were watching. I could feel their eyes on us.

“Deeper,” I said.

Isla took me deeper. All the way. Her nose pressed against my pelvis. She held it, throat working, then pulled back.

“Fuck,” I breathed. “You’ve done this before.”

She pulled off my cock. “I’ve had practice.”

“Keep going.”

She sucked me harder now. Faster. Her hand working the base while her mouth took care of the rest.

I felt my orgasm building. That heat in my spine.

“I’m close,” I said.

She didn’t stop. Kept sucking. Looked up at me with those amber-brown eyes that said come in my mouth.

I came.

Hard.

She swallowed everything. Didn’t spill a drop. When I was finished, she pulled off and licked her lips.

“Good girl,” I said.

She smiled. “Thank you.”

I helped her stand. Pulled her against me.

“We’re not done,” I said.

“I didn’t think we were.”

I looked at Emily and Vanessa. “Thoughts?”

“She’s good,” Emily said. “But I want to see more.”

“Agreed,” Vanessa said. She stood up and walked over. Looked Isla up and down. “On the lounge chair. On your back.”

Isla moved to the lounge chair. Lay back. Spread her legs without being told.

Her pussy was already wet. Glistening.

“Emily,” Vanessa said. “Why don’t you test her?”

Emily grinned. “Gladly.”

She knelt between Isla’s legs. Leaned in and licked.

Isla gasped.

“Sensitive,” Emily said. “Good.”

She worked Isla’s clit with her tongue. Slow circles. Then faster. Isla was moaning now, hips moving.

“Emily’s very good at this,” I said to Isla. “You’re in good hands.”

“I can tell—oh god—”

Emily slid two fingers inside. Curled them. Isla cried out.

“She’s close,” Emily said. “Should I let her come?”

“Not yet,” Vanessa said. She walked over and cupped Isla’s breast. Pinched the nipple.

Isla moaned louder.

“You’re here to serve,” Vanessa said. “That means you come when we say. Understood?”

“Yes—”

“Yes what?”

“Yes ma’am.”

Vanessa smiled. “Good girl.”

Emily kept working Isla’s pussy. Licking. Fingering. Bringing her right to the edge and backing off.

Isla was shaking. Desperate.

“Please—” she gasped.

“Please what?” I asked.

“Please let me come—”

“Why should we?”

“Because I—I’ll serve you well—I’ll do anything—please—”

“Anything?” Vanessa asked.

“Yes—anything—”

“Emily, let her come.”

Emily doubled down. Sucking Isla’s clit while curling her fingers.

Isla came apart.

Her whole body arching. Crying out. Her pussy clenching around Emily’s fingers.

Emily didn’t stop. Kept going. Drew it out. Made Isla shake and sob with pleasure.

When she finally pulled back, Isla was panting. Covered in sweat.

“Good?” Emily asked.

“So good,” Isla breathed.

I walked over. My cock was hard again already.

“Ready for more?” I asked.

She looked up at me. “Yes.”

“Then spread your legs.”

She did.

I positioned myself. Pressed the head of my cock against her entrance.

“You’re mine now,” I said. “Part of this family. Part of this structure. Understood?”

“Yes—”

“Say it.”

“I’m yours. I’m part of this.”

I pushed inside.

She was so fucking tight. Hot. Perfect.

“Oh god—” she moaned.

I started moving. Long, slow strokes. Letting her feel all of me.

“This is what service looks like,” I said. “You give yourself. Completely. And we take care of you.”

“Yes—”

“You’re a good girl, Isla. You proved yourself. Now you’re being rewarded.”

“Thank you—fuck—thank you—”

I fucked her harder. The lounge chair creaking. Vanessa and Emily watching.

“She fits,” Emily said.

“Yeah,” Vanessa agreed. “She does.”

I could feel Isla getting close again. Her pussy clenching. Her breathing getting ragged.

“You want to come again?” I asked.

“Yes—please—”

“Then come. Come on my cock. Show me you belong here.”

She came.

Hard.

Screaming. Her pussy milking my cock. And that pushed me over.

I buried myself deep and came. Filled her. Marked her.

Mine.

Ours.

When I pulled out, Vanessa handed Isla a towel.

“Welcome to the family,” Vanessa said.

Isla was still catching her breath. “That’s—that’s the welcome?”

“That’s the welcome.”

Emily sat down next to her. “You okay?”

“Better than okay.” Isla looked at us. “I made the right choice.”

“Yeah,” I said. “You did.”

We helped her up. She cleaned up. Put her dress back on.

“What happens now?” she asked.

“Now you go to bed,” Vanessa said. “Tomorrow we introduce you to the rest of the women. Get you integrated properly.”

“The rest?”

“There are seven of us,” Emily said. “You make eight. You’ll meet everyone eventually.”

Isla nodded slowly. “Eight women.”

“And one man who somehow ended up with the best second chance in history,” I said.

She smiled. “I can see that.”

Vanessa walked her to the staff quarters—we’d moved her into a private suite in the main house the day she accepted the operations job.

Emily and I stayed by the pool.

“She’s going to be good,” Emily said.

“Yeah.”

“Different from the others. More service-oriented. Less competitive.”

“That’s probably good for balance.”

“Probably.”

We sat there watching the water ripple.

“This is insane, you know,” Emily said.

“What?”

“Eight women. A Caribbean fortress. Three hundred million in net worth. Running an empire from paradise.”

“You want to stop?”

“Fuck no.” She laughed. “I just—sometimes I step back and look at what we built and I can barely believe it.”

“It’s real.”

“I know. That’s the crazy part.”

I pulled her against me. Kissed the top of her head.

“This is just the beginning,” I said.

“What comes next?”

“Bitcoin halving in November. That’s when things get interesting.”

“More interesting than eight women and a tropical fortress?”

“Much more.”

She laughed again. “Then I can’t wait.”

Yeah.

Neither could I.


Chapter 7: SF Holds the Line

The DREP harvest strategy was simple.

We’d bought at the bottom of the crisis. Courthouse steps, REO properties, foreclosures at sixty-five cents on the dollar. Now the market was recovering. Cap rates compressing. Properties we’d bought for nothing were worth multiples.

Time to sell.

But not all at once. That would flood the market and kill our own pricing.

Instead—strategic sales. Highest-performing assets first. Properties in markets that had recovered fastest. Leave the slower markets for later.

Aria and Sophia were running point in SF. Coordinating with Sabrina in Vegas. Identifying the harvest targets.

I was in the war room watching Chloe’s dashboards update when the secure message came through.

Sophia: Closed on the Palo Alto fourplex. $4.2M.

Aria: Oakland triplex closed. $1.9M.

Sophia: Both over asking. Buyers competing.

I typed back: Multiple bids?

Sophia: Five on Palo Alto. Three on Oakland. Market’s hot.

I looked at Chloe. She pulled up the property tracker.

“That’s six-point-one million in two days,” she said. “We’re into those properties for three-point-eight combined. Gross profit two-point-three.”

“And we’ve got another twenty-three properties queued for harvest,” I said.

“If they all perform like this, we’re looking at fifty-plus million in realized gains.”

“Which recycles into liquid.”

“Exactly.”

My phone buzzed. Encrypted video call incoming. Sophia.

I accepted. Her face filled the screen. That sleek black hair. Those sharp features. But she looked excited.

“We need to celebrate,” she said.

“For six million in closings?”

“For executing perfectly. These were complex deals. Title issues on the Oakland property. Zoning questions on Palo Alto. Aria papered through all of it. I negotiated the buyers into bidding wars. It was fucking surgical.”

“Where’s Aria?”

“Right here.” Aria’s face appeared on screen next to Sophia. Her dark eyes bright behind those sexy black-framed glasses. “We’re in the new Palo Alto building. The one we just closed.”

“Empty?”

“Completely. Buyers don’t take possession for thirty days.”

I saw where this was going.

“You want to send me a video,” I said.

Sophia grinned. “We want to send you a celebration.”

“Right now?”

“Why not? You’re sitting in a war room on a Caribbean island. We’re standing in a multimillion-dollar property we just sold. Seems like the perfect time.”

I looked at Chloe. She was smirking.

“Go ahead,” Chloe said. “I’ll step out.”

“Stay,” I said. “They won’t mind.”

“We definitely won’t mind,” Aria said.

Chloe laughed. “Then I’m watching.”

“Give us two minutes to set up,” Sophia said. “Don’t go anywhere.”

The screen went black.

I waited.

Chloe pulled up a chair next to me. “This is going to be good.”

“Probably.”

“Definitely. Aria and Sophia celebrating together? They’re going to put on a show.”

The screen came back on.

The camera was set up on a tripod. Wide shot of an empty living room. Hardwood floors. Floor-to-ceiling windows showing the Palo Alto skyline.

Sophia and Aria stood in the center frame. Both wearing business attire. Sophia in a pencil skirt and silk blouse. Aria in a sharp blazer and dress pants.

“You set up a tripod?” I asked.

“We came prepared,” Sophia said. “This building just made us six-point-one million in two days. That deserves proper documentation.”

“Plus we missed you,” Aria added. “It’s been three weeks since you left for the island.”

“Video calls aren’t the same,” Sophia said. She started unbuttoning her blouse. “We want you to see what you’re missing.”

Aria shrugged off her blazer. Started on her shirt buttons.

Chloe leaned forward. “Oh, they’re serious.”

“They’re always serious,” I said.

Sophia’s blouse hit the floor. She was wearing a black lace bra that barely contained her perky tits. She turned, showing off. Then reached back and unclasped it.

Her tits bounced free. Small, perfect, with hard nipples.

“Fuck,” I breathed. My cock was already getting hard.

Aria’s shirt came off next. Her bra was simpler—nude, practical. But when she took it off, her breasts were beautiful. Fuller than Sophia’s. Those dusky caramel curves I’d missed.

“You two are cruel,” I said.

“We’re celebrating,” Sophia said. She unzipped her skirt. Let it fall. She was wearing a black lace thong that matched the bra.

Aria dropped her pants. Sensible panties. She pulled them off too.

Both women naked now. Standing in the empty living room.

“This room,” Sophia said, gesturing around, “just made us four-point-two million dollars. We negotiated five buyers into a bidding war. Closed in fourteen days. No contingencies.”

“And the legal work,” Aria added, “was perfect. Clean title. Clear zoning. The buyers had nothing to object to.”

“So now we’re going to fuck on the floor where we executed,” Sophia said.

“And you’re going to watch,” Aria finished.

They kissed.

Slow at first. Then deeper. Tongues visible. Aria’s hands sliding down to grab Sophia’s ass.

“Holy shit,” Chloe said next to me.

I was fully hard now. Trapped in my shorts.

Sophia pushed Aria down to the floor. Straddled her face.

“Lick me,” Sophia said.

Aria’s tongue went to work. I could see it from the camera angle. Sophia moaned.

“That’s it—fuck—yes—”

Sophia ground down on Aria’s face. Her hips moving. Tits bouncing.

“I wish you were here,” Sophia gasped, looking at the camera. “I wish your cock was in my mouth while Aria eats my pussy.”

“Soon,” I said. My voice rough.

“Not soon enough.”

She came. Fast. Hard. Crying out. Her body shaking.

When she climbed off Aria’s face, Aria was grinning. “My turn.”

They switched positions. Sophia between Aria’s legs. Licking.

Aria’s head fell back. “Oh fuck—Michael—I’ve been thinking about you for weeks—”

“What have you been thinking?” I asked.

“About your cock—about you fucking me—about coming on your cock while reading contract clauses—”

Sophia worked her faster. Aria was moaning now. Loud.

“I want you inside me—fuck—I want you to fill me while I recite property law—”

She came.

Screaming my name.

Sophia didn’t stop. Kept licking. Drew it out. Made Aria sob with pleasure.

When she finally pulled back, both women were panting.

“We miss you,” Sophia said to the camera.

“We’re flying down next week,” Aria added. “We need the real thing. Video isn’t enough.”

“Come down,” I said. “We’ll celebrate properly.”

“Bring condoms,” Sophia said. “Because we’re going to fuck you senseless.”

“Deal.”

They blew kisses at the camera. Then the feed ended.

I sat there. Cock hard as a rock. Chloe next to me staring at the blank screen.

“That was—” Chloe started.

“Yeah.”

“They’re coming here next week?”

“Sounds like it.”

“Good. Because that video was hot, but I want to watch the real thing.”

I laughed. Adjusted myself. “You’re insatiable.”

“I’m competitive. Aria and Sophia just put on a show. I want my turn.”

“Later.”

“Promise?”

“Promise.”

I looked at the dashboards. The DREP tracker showing six-point-one million in closed sales. Another twenty-three properties queued.

“They’re executing perfectly,” I said.

“They always do. Aria’s legal work is flawless. Sophia’s negotiation skills are scary good. They’re printing money in SF while we run the island.”

“That’s how you build an empire.”

“By having brilliant women run operations while you watch from paradise?”

“Exactly.”

Chloe laughed. “Not a bad system.”

“Not bad at all.”

My phone buzzed. Text from Vanessa.

Vanessa: You got a video from SF?

Me: How did you know?

Vanessa: Emily told me. She’s in the other room watching you watch it on the security feed.

I looked up at the camera in the corner of the war room.

Fuck.

Me: You’re all perverts.

Vanessa: You’re the one with eight women. Don’t pretend to be surprised.

Fair point.

Me: They’re flying down next week.

Vanessa: Good. I want to meet Isla properly. And we need to discuss the DREP harvest strategy in person.

Me: Business or pleasure?

Vanessa: Both. Always both.

I put the phone down. Looked at the screens.

Net worth: $302,847,219.

Facebook climbing out of its IPO hole. DREP harvest executing. Bitcoin stack growing. The machine humming.

“This is working,” I said.

“What?” Chloe asked.

“Running everything from here. The island. The war room. Video calls and dashboards. It’s actually working.”

“You sound surprised.”

“I am, a little. I thought we’d lose something by not being in SF every day. But we’re not. We’re executing faster.”

“Because you’re not distracted,” Chloe said. “In SF, there were always a hundred small things pulling your attention. Here? You focus on the big moves. Let Aria and Sophia handle the rest.”

“And they’re crushing it.”

“They’re crushing it.”

I stood up. Stretched. Looked out at the ocean through the war room windows.

“Next week’s going to be interesting,” I said.

“When they fly down?”

“Yeah. Full team reunion. Aria and Sophia from SF. Probably Sabrina from Vegas. All of us on the island together.”

“Group celebration?”

“Probably.”

Chloe smiled. “I’ll prepare the lube.”

I laughed. “Always thinking ahead.”

“That’s why you keep me around.”

“One of the reasons.”

She stood up and kissed me. Quick. Sweet.

“Go take care of that,” she said, gesturing at my obvious erection. “Emily’s waiting for you upstairs. She saw the video too and got ideas.”

“Of course she did.”

“You created this,” Chloe said. “A harem of women who compete for your attention and get turned on by watching each other perform. Don’t act surprised when it works exactly as designed.”

“I’m not complaining.”

“Good. Because I want my turn after Emily’s done with you.”

I headed upstairs.

Emily was in the master suite. Naked. Lying on the bed with one hand between her legs.

“You started without me,” I said.

“I got impatient. That video was hot.”

“You were watching from the security feed.”

“Chloe showed me how. I wanted to see your face when Sophia and Aria stripped.”

“And?”

“And you looked like you wanted to fuck them through the screen.”

“I did.”

“Good.” She spread her legs wider. “Now fuck me instead.”

I stripped. Climbed onto the bed.

“You’re already wet,” I said.

“I’ve been wet since Sophia’s tits came out.”

I laughed. Pushed inside her in one stroke.

She gasped. “Yes—fuck—that’s what I needed—”

I fucked her hard. Fast. Taking out three weeks of missing the SF team on Emily’s tight little pussy.

She came twice before I finished. The second time milking my cock so hard I saw stars.

When we were done, we lay there catching our breath.

“I love our life,” Emily said.

“Me too.”

“Eight women. A fortress. An empire. Video calls that turn into porn.”

“Not porn. Celebration.”

“Same thing.”

“Fair.”

She rolled onto her side. Looked at me with those green eyes.

“Next week’s going to be fun,” she said.

“When everyone’s here?”

“Yeah. Full team. Full celebration. Isla’s first time meeting everyone.”

“She’ll be fine.”

“I know. But still—nine women on an island with you. That’s a lot of energy.”

“I can handle it.”

“I know you can. That’s what makes it fun.”

She kissed me. Soft. Then climbed out of bed.

“Where are you going?” I asked.

“To tell Chloe she’s up next. You promised her a turn.”

“I did.”

“Better keep that promise. She’s been working on the dashboards for days. She deserves a reward.”

“I’ll be down in ten minutes.”

“Make it five. She’s impatient.”

Emily left. I lay there staring at the ceiling.

Eight women.

Three hundred million in net worth.

A fortress in paradise.

And the Bitcoin halving coming in November.

Not bad for a dead man walking.

Not bad at all.


Chapter 8: Halving Night

November 28, 2012.

Block 210,000.

The first Bitcoin halving.

I’d been waiting for this date for three years. Since I started stacking in 2009. Since I understood what it meant when mining rewards dropped from fifty BTC per block to twenty-five.

Supply cut in half.

If demand stayed constant—or grew—the price had nowhere to go but up.

Economics 101.

The war room was full. Chloe at her station, monitoring the blockchain in real time. Vanessa reviewing tax implications of eventual sales. Emily with Claire, explaining in three-year-old terms why Daddy was excited about “computer money.”

Aria and Sophia had flown in from SF yesterday. Sabrina arrived this morning from Vegas. Rosa couldn’t make it—rehab schedule too tight—but she’d sent a congratulatory text.

Isla was coordinating everything. Food. Drinks. Making sure the celebration didn’t turn into chaos.

Nadia stood near the entrance, watchful even during celebration. She’d been on staff barely three weeks, but she’d already insisted on maintaining security presence during any gathering. “Parties are when people let their guard down,” she’d told me. “That’s exactly when you need someone watching.”

“Ten blocks to go,” Chloe announced.

I looked at the screen. Block 209,990. The number climbing.

“What’s the current price?” Sophia asked.

“Twelve dollars and thirty cents,” Chloe said. “Up from eleven last week.”

“So our twenty-eight thousand stack is worth—”

“Three hundred forty-six thousand dollars.”

Emily whistled. “That’s a lot for computer money.”

“It’s going to be a lot more,” I said.

“How much more?”

“If the halving works the way it should? Five hundred. A thousand. Maybe higher.”

They looked at each other.

“Michael’s halving thesis,” Vanessa said. “Supply shock drives price. We’ve been hearing about it for three years.”

“And if you’re right?” Aria asked.

“If I’m right, that stack becomes twenty-eight million dollars.”

Silence.

“That’s insane,” Sabrina said.

“That’s positioning,” I corrected. “We mined when nobody cared. Bought when it was cheap. Held through the noise. Now we capture the payoff.”

“Block 209,995,” Chloe said.

The room tensed.

Five blocks to go.

I pulled up a chair next to Chloe. Watched the blockchain tick upward.

209,996.

Claire tugged on Emily’s shirt. “What’s happening?”

“Daddy’s computer money is getting more special,” Emily said.

“Why?”

“Because—” She looked at me. “Help?”

“Because there’s going to be less of it,” I said. “And when there’s less of something people want, it becomes more valuable.”

“Like candy?”

“Exactly like candy.”

She nodded, satisfied, and went back to her toys.

209,997.

“Three blocks,” Chloe said.

Aria had her laptop open. “I’m tracking the mining pools. They’re all seeing it. The whole network knows what’s about to happen.”

“Do they know what it means?” Sophia asked.

“Most don’t,” I said. “They see the reward drop and think it’s bad for miners. They don’t understand the supply side.”

“But you do.”

“I do.”

209,998.

“Two blocks.”

Everyone was gathered around the screens now. Even Isla, standing at the back, watching.

209,999.

“One block.”

Chloe’s fingers hovered over her keyboard. Ready.

The blockchain ticked over.

Block 210,000.

Mined by SlushPool.

Reward: 25 BTC.

Half the previous reward.

The room exploded.

Everyone cheering. Hugging. Sabrina opened champagne and sprayed it everywhere. Claire shrieked with laughter.

“We did it!” Emily said.

“The halving happened,” I corrected. “Now we wait to see if the price responds.”

“It will,” Chloe said. She was grinning, staring at her screens. “The supply just got cut in half. The market’s going to figure that out.”

“How long?” Vanessa asked.

“No idea. Could be days. Could be months. But it’ll happen.”

I stood up. Looked around the room at these women who’d built this with me.

“This is the second wave,” I said. “Facebook was the first. This is the second. And when it hits, we’re going to capture it.”

“To the halving,” Sophia said, raising her glass.

“To supply shock,” Chloe added.

“To getting stupid rich from internet money,” Emily finished.

We drank.

The party moved outside. The pool deck. The beach. Music playing. More champagne.

Isla appeared next to me as I stood by the infinity pool.

“Congratulations,” she said.

“For what? The price hasn’t moved yet.”

“For being right. Everyone in that room trusts your thesis. That’s not luck. That’s earned.”

“Thanks.”

“Also—” She smiled. “Vanessa asked me to tell you that when you’re ready, the women would like to properly celebrate.”

“Properly celebrate how?”

“I believe her exact words were ‘king worship ceremony.’”

I laughed. “Of course they did.”

“They’re waiting inside. Master suite. Whenever you’re ready.”

“You’re included in this, you know.”

“I hoped so.”

I followed her inside. Up the stairs. The master suite was transformed.

Candles everywhere. Soft lighting. And in the center of the room—a chair that definitely wasn’t there this morning.

Not a chair.

A throne.

Carved wood. High back. Cushioned seat. The kind of thing you’d see in a palace.

“Where the fuck did that come from?” I asked.

Vanessa stepped out of the shadows. She’d changed into a black silk robe. Her hair down. Looking like sex personified.

“I had it commissioned,” she said. “Custom made. Delivered yesterday.”

“You commissioned a throne.”

“For tonight. The halving. You called the play three years ago. You stacked when nobody believed. You held through the doubt. Tonight, you get crowned.”

“That’s ridiculous.”

“That’s the fantasy.” She walked over and kissed me. “Let us worship you. You’ve earned it.”

The other women emerged. Emily in a white silk robe. Chloe in nothing but those black-framed glasses. Sophia in red lingerie. Aria in gold. Sabrina in pink. Isla in white.

“Sit,” Vanessa said, gesturing to the throne.

I sat.

They formed a half-circle around me.

“The halving happened,” Emily said. “Block 210,000. The supply just got cut in half.”

“And our king,” Sophia added, “called it three years ago.”

“Told us to stack,” Chloe said. “Told us to hold.”

“Told us to wait for this exact moment,” Aria finished.

Vanessa stepped forward. “So tonight, we celebrate. All of us. Together.”

“And you,” Emily said, looking at me with those green eyes, “get to watch while we serve you. While you explain exactly why we’re all about to get rich.”

“Wait—what?”

“You heard her,” Chloe grinned. “You don’t just get worshipped. You get to be the nerdiest king in history. Explain the halving. While we blow you.”

Sophia laughed. “Consider it your TED talk. With benefits.”

Vanessa’s robe hit the floor.

She was naked underneath. Those massive tits. That hourglass body. At thirty-nine, she looked better than women half her age.

She knelt between my legs. Started unbuckling my belt.

“Teach us, Professor,” she said with a smirk.

The others moved closer. Emily helped Vanessa with my pants. Chloe and Sophia stripped off what they were wearing. Aria and Sabrina flanked the throne.

Isla stood at the back, watching. Nervous but excited.

Vanessa freed my cock. Already hard.

“God, I love your cock,” she breathed. Then she took me in her mouth.

I groaned.

Emily leaned in from the side. “Come on. Tell us about the supply shock.”

“You’re serious,” I managed.

“Dead serious.” She kissed my neck. “Explain it like we’re five. And horny.”

Vanessa pulled off my cock long enough to say, “Start talking, or I stop sucking.”

“Fine. Jesus.” I tried to focus while her tongue swirled around my head. “Before today—fuck—before today, miners got fifty Bitcoin per block.”

“Mm-hmm,” Vanessa hummed around my cock.

“Now they get twenty-five. Supply—god, right there—supply just got cut in half.”

“So there’s less new Bitcoin,” Chloe said, settling next to me. “And demand stays the same.”

“Or grows,” I managed. “If demand stays constant and supply drops—”

“Price goes up,” Sophia finished. “Basic economics.”

“Very basic,” Emily giggled. “Almost as basic as this.” She gestured at seven naked women surrounding me.

They laughed. All of them. The absurdity of the moment hitting.

“Who’s next?” Vanessa asked, pulling off.

“Me,” Chloe said. She took Vanessa’s place. Wrapped her lips around my shaft.

Fuck.

Different technique than Vanessa. Faster. More aggressive.

“Keep going,” Emily said. “What happens when supply drops?”

“Scarcity—shit, Chloe—scarcity drives value.”

“You’re such a fucking nerd,” Sabrina laughed. “Most guys would be speechless right now.”

“Most guys didn’t—fuck—didn’t spend three years waiting for block 210,000.”

Sophia moved to my other side. “So the block reward just dropped from fifty to twenty-five.”

“Exactly.”

“And in four more years?”

“Drops again. Twenty-five to twelve-point-five.”

“And after that?”

“Six-point-two-five. Then three-point-one-two-five. All the way down to—Christ, Chloe—”

Chloe pulled off. “To what?”

“To practically nothing. Twenty-one million total. That’s all there will ever be.”

“Finite supply,” Aria said, kneeling next to Chloe. “Like gold.”

“Better than gold. You can’t mine more Bitcoin by digging harder.”

Aria took over from Chloe. Her technique was slow, deliberate, worshipful. She looked up at me while she sucked, those dark eyes intense.

“What’s the price target?” she asked between strokes.

“A thousand. Maybe more.”

“From twelve dollars?” Emily’s eyes went wide.

“If the thesis holds.”

“You’re telling me,” Sabrina said slowly, “that while we suck you off, you’re doing math in your head?”

“Supply and demand curves, yeah.”

She burst out laughing. “I can’t decide if that’s hot or deeply weird.”

“Both,” Chloe said. “Definitely both.”

Sabrina was next. She deep-throated me immediately, nose pressing against my pelvis. Held it. Pulled off and gasped.

“Fuck, I missed this cock,” she said. “Tell me more about the halvening.”

“Halving,” I corrected. “Not halvening.”

“Whatever, nerd.” She grinned and went back down.

“Your turn,” Emily said to Isla.

Isla hesitated. Then knelt and took me in my mouth.

She was good. Really good. But also nervous. Trying to prove herself.

“Relax,” I said. “You’re doing great.”

She smiled around my cock. Got more confident.

“Quiz time,” Sophia announced. “Michael—what’s the current block reward?”

“Twenty—fuck—twenty-five.”

“And before today?”

“Fifty.”

“And what does scarcity plus demand equal?”

“Higher—god, Isla—higher prices.”

“Good boy,” Sophia purred. “See, ladies? Our king can multitask.”

They rotated. Each woman taking turns. While someone sucked, the others touched me. Kissed me. Asked me questions about Bitcoin economics.

“Hash rate?” Aria asked.

“Climbing—around fifteen terahash.”

“Mining difficulty?”

“Adjusts every—shit—every 2016 blocks.”

“You called the halving,” Aria said.

“You knew supply would matter,” Sophia added.

“You held when everyone doubted,” Vanessa said.

“And now you’re going to be proven right,” Emily finished. “Our nerdy, brilliant king.”

Chloe took over again. She was getting aggressive now. Sloppy. Making wet sounds.

“Last question,” she said, pulling off briefly. “What’s twenty-eight thousand Bitcoin times a thousand dollars?”

“Twenty-eight million,” I groaned.

“And that’s why we worship you.” She went back down.

I felt my orgasm building.

“I’m close,” I warned.

Immediately they all knelt in front of the throne. Faces upturned. Waiting.

“Come on us,” Vanessa said. “Mark your women.”

I stood up. Stroked my cock.

They were all watching. Seven beautiful faces looking up at me with lust and worship and amusement.

“Any last economic insights?” Emily teased.

“Supply—” I gasped, stroking faster. “Supply is about to get very—fuck—very concentrated.”

They laughed.

I came.

The first pulse hit Vanessa’s face. The second caught Emily and Chloe. I kept stroking, painting all of them. Sophia. Aria. Sabrina. Isla.

When I finished, they were all marked. Cum dripping down their faces. Their tits. And they were laughing.

“Good girls,” I breathed.

“Good nerd,” Emily shot back.

They looked at each other. Dissolved into giggles. Started cleaning each other off with their tongues.

I collapsed back onto the throne.

“That was—” I started.

“That was the weirdest economics lecture I’ve ever attended,” Sophia said.

“That was worship,” Vanessa corrected. “The Bitcoin halving ritual. With educational content.”

“You’re all insane.”

“We’re celebratory nerds,” Chloe said. “There’s a difference.”

Emily stood up. Straddled my lap. Positioned herself over my cock.

“Round two,” she said.

“Emily—”

“You’ve got seven women here. We’re not done yet.”

She sank down onto my cock. Moaned.

“Fuck yes.”

The others watched. Touched themselves. Waited their turns.

“You know what the crazy part is?” Emily gasped as she rode me.

“What?”

“We’re celebrating supply dropping. We’re literally partying because there’s going to be less Bitcoin.”

“Because less supply means higher prices,” Chloe said from the side. She was fingering herself, watching Emily ride me.

“Economics,” Sophia added. “It’s all economics.”

“And sex,” Aria said. “Lots of sex.”

“Sex and economics,” Sabrina corrected. “The two best things.”

Emily came. Hard. Crying out. Her pussy clenching around my cock.

She climbed off. Chloe took her place immediately.

“My turn.”

The night turned into a rotation. Each woman taking a turn. Some twice. Vanessa riding me slowly while the others watched. Sophia fast and aggressive. Aria reciting supply curves while I was inside her. Sabrina praising me between moans. Isla still nervous but eager.

By the time we were done, the moon was high. Everyone was exhausted. Satisfied.

We lay in a pile on the massive bed. Bodies tangled together.

“So that’s the halving celebration,” Emily said sleepily.

“That’s the halving celebration,” Vanessa agreed.

“I like it.”

“Me too.”

I looked up at the ceiling. Felt seven warm bodies pressed against me.

“You know what’s funny?” I said.

“What?” Chloe mumbled.

“The price hasn’t even moved yet. We celebrated the halving. But the real party is when Bitcoin hits five hundred. A thousand. When the stack turns into real money.”

“This wasn’t real enough for you?” Emily asked.

“This was perfect. I’m just saying—we’re going to do this again when the price runs.”

“Deal,” Vanessa said. “But next time, I want a bigger throne.”

Everyone laughed.

We fell asleep like that. A pile of satisfied bodies. The halving complete. The supply cut in half.

And the countdown to the price run beginning.

Not a bad night.

Not bad at all. Nadia Vance had been on staff for six weeks.

She’d arrived in early November—ex-military, twenty-eight, private security specialist who’d worked protection details for executives, diplomats, and one very paranoid tech billionaire.

Isla had recommended her. “Best in the Caribbean. Trained. Professional. Expensive but worth it.”

From day one, Nadia had been all business. Tactical pants and a fitted polo. Dark hair pulled back tight. Steel-gray eyes that scanned everything—the compound, the approaches, the sight lines—before she even said hello.

In those six weeks, she’d overhauled our entire security infrastructure. New cameras. Motion sensors. Upgraded locks. Better protocols. The two local guards we’d started with were now four, all trained by her personally.

But she wasn’t satisfied.

“I want to run a full drill,” she’d told me three days ago. “Test everyone’s response to a breach scenario.”

Now it was Saturday, mid-December. Time to see if all her work had paid off.

That morning, she gathered us in the war room for a briefing. Me, Vanessa, Chloe, Isla. Nadia set up a laptop and pulled up photos.

“Before we run the drill tonight, let me remind you of what we’ve fixed,” she said. “Your compound had three critical vulnerabilities when I arrived.”

“Go ahead.”

She pulled up a photo of the beach approach. “First—beach access. It’s beautiful. It’s also completely exposed. Anyone with a boat can land on your beach at night. You’d never know until they were inside the perimeter.”

“And those were?” Vanessa asked.

“Motion sensors along the beach. IR cameras. Pressure plates buried in the sand at key access points. Patrol schedule covering the beach every two hours after dark.” Nadia pulled up photos showing the installed equipment. “All done.”

She pulled up the next photo. The utility building.

“Second—emergency supplies were centralized here. Single point of failure. Generator fuel. Water reserves. Medical supplies. All in one place with a residential-grade lock.”

“Fixed,” Chloe said. “Commercial locks. Redundant supplies in the guest house. Door sensors alerting on off-hours access.”

Nadia nodded. “Correct.”

She pulled up the third photo. The fence line on the north side.

“Third—perimeter blind spot. Trees blocking camera angles.”

“Additional camera installed,” I said. “Tree line cleared back ten feet.”

Nadia closed the laptop. “You’ve been paying attention. Good. But equipment is only half the solution. Tonight we test the people.”

“The local guys are ready?” Vanessa asked.

“They’ve been training with me for six weeks. They’re better. But better isn’t the same as proven.” Nadia met my eyes. “Tonight, we find out if they can perform under pressure.”

“What’s the scenario?” I asked.

“Beach intrusion. Two contractors playing intruders. They’ll attempt to breach the compound. Your security team needs to detect and respond.”

“And if they don’t?”

“Then we know what to fix.”

Vanessa raised an eyebrow. “You’re going to fake-attack the compound?”

“I’m going to expose gaps before someone real does it.”

“Claire’s upstairs,” Emily said. She’d been listening from the doorway. “Don’t scare her.”

“I’ve briefed everyone except the security staff. They need to react naturally. But Claire will be fine. The alarm will sound, you’ll take her to the safe room. She’ll think it’s a game.”

Emily didn’t look convinced, but she nodded.

“Drill starts at 2200 hours,” Nadia said. “Be ready.”

That night came.

At 10 PM, I was in the war room with Chloe. Emily and Claire were upstairs. Vanessa was reading in the living room.

The alarm sounded.

Immediately, Chloe’s screens lit up. Camera feeds. Motion sensors. A flashing indicator on the beach approach.

“Contact,” Chloe said. “Two figures. Beach side.”

“That’s the drill,” I said.

We watched on the cameras. Two figures in dark clothing moving up from the beach. They hit the new motion sensors Nadia had installed.

The security office responded. Lights came on. The two local guards moved to intercept.

Nadia’s voice came over the radio. “Breach attempt, north beach. Responding.”

I heard footsteps upstairs. Emily moving fast. She’d grab Claire and head to the safe room we’d designated.

On the cameras, the two “intruders” reached the fence. One started cutting through with bolt cutters.

The local guards arrived. Shouted challenges.

The intruders raised their hands.

Nadia appeared on camera. She was timing something on her watch.

The radio crackled. “Drill complete. Intruders detained. Time to response: four minutes thirty seconds.”

Chloe pulled up her dashboard. “Sensors worked perfectly. Alarms triggered. Response was clean.”

Nadia’s voice came again. “All clear. Drill concluded. Debrief in ten minutes.”

We gathered in the war room. Emily came down with Claire—she’d gotten her into the safe room in under two minutes. Vanessa had locked the main entrances and armed the panic buttons.

Nadia walked in with her two contractors. Both were grinning.

“Good response,” Nadia said. “Sensors worked. Alarms clear. Security staff responded correctly.”

“But?” I asked.

“But four and a half minutes is too long. A real threat would already be inside by then.”

“What’s the target?”

“Two minutes from alarm to perimeter contact. Three minutes to full response.”

“How do we get there?”

“Training. The local guys are good, but they’re not fast. I’ll drill them twice a week. We’ll cut that time in half.”

She pulled up notes on her tablet.

“Second issue—your safe room is good. But it’s got one entrance and no secondary exit. If someone blocked that door, you’d be trapped.”

“Solutions?”

“Add a secondary exit. Hidden panel that leads to the utility building. Give you an escape route if the main entrance is compromised.”

Vanessa made notes. “What else?”

“Emily’s response was perfect. Claire was secured fast. But she needs a protocol for if Michael’s not here. Who does she call? What’s the extraction plan?”

“We’ll work on that,” Emily said.

Nadia nodded. “Overall, you’re in good shape. The new sensors work. The staff responded. But we’ve got room to improve.”

She looked at me.

“This is my job now,” she said. “I’m going to run drills quarterly. Test different scenarios. Keep everyone sharp.”

“That’s exactly what I want.”

“Good.” She closed her tablet. “One more thing.”

“What?”

“I’ve been watching. How you operate. The women coming and going. The dynamic.”

Everyone went quiet.

“I don’t judge,” Nadia said quickly. “I’ve worked for wealthy clients before. I’ve seen every arrangement. But I need to know—is Claire safe? Is everyone here by choice?”

“Yes,” Vanessa said immediately. “To both.”

“Everyone’s here consensually,” I added. “Everyone can leave whenever they want. And Claire is safe. Always.”

Nadia studied us for a moment. Then nodded.

“Okay. Then we don’t have a problem. I protect this compound and everyone in it. Whatever your personal arrangements are, that’s none of my business as long as everyone’s safe.”

“Thank you,” Emily said quietly.

“But if that ever changes—if anyone is here under duress—you tell me immediately.”

“It won’t change,” Vanessa said. “But we appreciate you asking.”

Nadia stood. “I’ll have updated training schedules by Monday. Expect drills every quarter. And Michael—start thinking about extraction protocols if something real happens.”

“I will.”

She left. The room exhaled.

“She’s intense,” Emily said.

“She’s exactly what we need,” Vanessa corrected. “Professional. Competent. Doesn’t care about our personal life as long as everyone’s safe.”

“She’s observant,” Chloe added. “She’s figured out the dynamic. She’s just professional enough not to make it weird.”

I looked at Isla. “Good recommendation.”

“I told you she was the best,” Isla said.

“You were right.”

We dispersed. Emily took Claire back to bed. Vanessa went to review security costs. Chloe back to her dashboards.

I stayed in the war room. Watched the security cameras cycle through views of the compound.

Nadia was doing a final walk. Checking the perimeter. Making notes.

She moved with precision. Military bearing. Every step purposeful.

Professional.

But also—I’d seen her lingering sometimes. Watching the women interact. Watching me.

The same way Isla had watched before she asked to join.

I shut down the war room and headed upstairs.

The hallway was dark. Emily was already asleep in our room.

I reached for the bedroom door.

And stopped.

Nadia was there. At the end of the hallway. Just standing. Half in shadow.

She wasn’t moving. Just watching me. The tension in her shoulders visible even in the dim light.

“Nadia?”

She didn’t respond immediately. Her hands were at her sides. Clenched.

“I was doing a final sweep,” she said finally. Her voice was tight. Controlled. “Making sure everything was secure.”

“And is it?”

A long pause.

“Yes.” She took a breath. “Everything’s secure.”

But she didn’t move. Still standing there. Still watching.

I could feel it. The pull. The question she wasn’t asking. The wall she was fighting to keep up.

“Goodnight, Michael,” she said finally. The words came out rough. Forced.

“Goodnight, Nadia.”

She turned and walked away. Her footsteps precise. Measured.

But halfway down the hall, she paused. Looked back.

Our eyes met for one long moment.

Then she kept walking. Disappeared around the corner.

I stood in the hallway. Heart beating faster than it should have been.

Interesting.

Very interesting.

I slipped into bed next to Emily.

“The drill went well,” she murmured.

“It did.”

“Nadia’s good.”

“Very good.”

“She was watching you. In the hallway.”

I turned. Emily had one eye open. A small smile on her face.

“You saw that?”

“I hear everything.” She closed her eye again. “She lingered at the door for thirty seconds before you came out of the war room. Like she was working up the nerve.”

“To do what?”

“You know what.” Emily snuggled closer. “She’s curious. Like Isla was.”

“Maybe.”

“Definitely. Give it time. She’ll ask.”

“And if she does?”

“Then we’ll talk about it. All of us.” She yawned. “That’s how this works.”

I pulled her close. Felt her warmth against me.

The compound was secure. The team was trained. Nadia was running protection like a professional.

And something else was building. Slowly. Carefully.

We’d figure it out.

One conversation at a time.


Chapter 9: Nadia

Three weeks after the security drill.

Nadia had transformed the compound’s defenses. The security staff ran drills twice a week. Response times dropped to under three minutes. The safe room had a hidden exit now. Every vulnerability she’d identified was fixed.

She was everywhere. Walking the perimeter at odd hours. Testing sensors. Running scenarios in her head.

Professional.

Controlled.

But I caught her looking sometimes.

Not at the compound. At me. At the women.

The same way Isla had looked before she asked to join.

It was late December. Almost midnight. I was in the gym—couldn’t sleep, decided to burn off energy.

The door opened.

Nadia walked in. Tactical pants. Tank top. Hair pulled back. Sweat on her skin—she’d been running the perimeter.

“Michael,” she said. Surprised to see me.

“Couldn’t sleep,” I said.

“Same.”

She walked to the weight rack. Started setting up for deadlifts. Strong, efficient movements.

I watched her work. She was built like an athlete. Not bulky. Functional muscle. The kind of body that came from real physical work, not just gym time.

We worked in silence for a while. The only sounds our breathing and weights hitting the rack.

Finally, she stopped. Stood there looking at me.

“Can I ask you something?” she said.

“Go ahead.”

“The women here. Emily. Vanessa. Chloe. Aria and Sophia when they visit. Sabrina. Isla. How does it work?”

“What do you mean?”

“I mean—” She grabbed a towel. Wiped her face. “I’ve been here two months. I see the dynamic. I’m not stupid. Eight women. One man. Some kind of arrangement.”

“You want to know the rules.”

“I want to know if there’s room for one more.”

The gym went quiet.

I set down my weights. Looked at her.

“You’re asking to join.”

“I’m asking what it would take.” She met my eyes. “I’ve been watching. The way the women move around you. The way they look at each other. It’s not jealousy. It’s—” She searched for the word. “Family.”

“It is family.”

“And I’ve been alone for a long time.”

She said it simply. No drama. Just fact.

“I protect people for a living,” she said. “I keep them safe. But nobody protects me. Nobody asks if I’m okay. I’m just—” She gestured at herself. “The security professional. The ex-military woman who doesn’t need anything.”

“But you do need something.”

“I need to not be alone.”

I walked over to her. Stood close enough to see the fine scars on her arms. Old training injuries.

“This isn’t casual,” I said. “You understand that.”

“I watched Isla negotiate entry. I know it’s serious.”

“And you still want in?”

“I need in.” Her voice cracked slightly. “I can’t keep doing this. Being alone. Being the one who protects everyone while nobody—”

I kissed her.

Hard.

She froze for a second. Then kissed back. Her hands came up to my chest. Not pushing away. Grabbing. Pulling me closer.

When I pulled back, she was breathing hard.

“I need you to break me,” she said.

“What?”

“I’ve been in control for ten years. Military. Then private security. Always in command. Always responsible. I need—” She looked away. “I need to not be in control. Just for a little while.”

“Nadia—”

“I’m not asking for soft. I’m asking for rough. I need you to take it from me. Because I can’t give it up any other way.”

I understood.

She’d built walls. Armor. The only way through was to break it down.

“Safe word,” I said.

“Red for stop. Yellow for slow down.”

“Aftercare.”

“I’ll need it. After. But during—don’t be gentle.”

“You’re sure.”

“I’m sure.”

I grabbed her hair. Pulled her head back. Exposed her throat. That tanned column of muscle and vulnerability.

She gasped. Her eyes went wide with surprise and need.

“This what you want?” I asked, voice low.

“Yes—”

“Say it clearer. Tell me exactly what you need.”

“I want you to break me,” she said, the words tumbling out. “I want to stop being in control. For ten years I’ve been the one in charge. The one responsible. I need someone else to take over. I need to not be in control.”

I walked her backward to the weight bench. Pushed her down onto it. She landed on her back, looking up at me with those steel-gray eyes that were finally showing something other than professional detachment.

“Arms above your head,” I commanded.

She obeyed immediately. The soldier in her responding to authority.

I pulled off her sweat-damp tank top. She was wearing a compression sports bra underneath—functional, military-grade. I yanked it up over her head, freeing what she’d hidden beneath.

Her tits were fucking perfect. Not huge like Vanessa’s. Not small like Emily’s. Full C-cups—maybe a D—that had been compressed under all that tactical gear. Firm with years of physical training, topped with hard pink nipples. The body of an athlete who could bench press her own weight.

“You’ve been hiding these,” I said.

“Part of the job. Men don’t take you seriously if they’re staring at your chest.”

“I’m taking you very seriously.” I cupped both breasts. Squeezed hard. “And I’m definitely staring.”

She moaned—a sound she’d probably never let herself make before. Her back arched into my hands.

“How long have you been thinking about this?” I asked, pinching her nipples.

“Since the security drill,” she gasped. “Watching you handle the situation. The way everyone followed your lead. The way the women looked at you. I wanted—” She closed her eyes. “I wanted to follow too. I wanted to be one of them. One of yours.”

I grabbed her tits rougher. Kneaded the firm flesh. Twisted her nipples until she cried out.

“The protector wants to be broken,” I said. “The security professional wants to surrender.”

“Yes—fuck—yes—”

“You’ve been in control for ten years. Military. Private security. Always responsible. Always the one everyone depends on.”

“Yes—”

“Not tonight. Tonight I’m in charge. Tonight you’re mine.”

“Please—” Her voice cracked. “Yes. Please.”

I reached down and unbuttoned her tactical pants. Yanked them down over her hips, down her muscular thighs. She wasn’t wearing underwear.

Her pussy was already glistening wet. Pink and swollen, framed by a neat strip of dark hair. The pussy of a woman who’d been denying herself for too long.

“You got this wet just talking about it?” I asked.

“I’ve been wet for weeks,” she gasped. “Watching you. Watching the women submit to you. Watching how happy they looked afterward. I wanted it. I needed it. But I was too scared to ask.”

I slid two fingers inside her. She was tight—incredibly tight—like she hadn’t let anyone in there in years. And hot. And so fucking wet my fingers disappeared with a slick sound.

“Jesus, Nadia. You’re drenched.”

She whimpered. Her hips pushed against my hand, seeking more.

“Beg me,” I said, curling my fingers inside her.

“Please—”

“Beg clearer. Tell me what you need.”

“Please fuck me—please take control—I need to not be in charge—I need someone to break through all my walls—please—”

I pulled my fingers out slowly. They were coated in her arousal. I sucked them clean while she watched, her eyes going dark with lust.

“You taste good,” I said. “Like a woman who’s been waiting too long.”

She whimpered again. Her legs spread wider. Offering herself.

I unbuckled my shorts. Pushed them down. Freed my cock—already rock-hard, straining.

Nadia’s eyes went wide. “You’re—that’s—”

“Too much?”

“No.” She shook her head. “Perfect. I want all of it. I need to feel all of it.”

I positioned myself between her thighs. Pressed the thick head of my cock against her wet entrance. Rubbed it through her folds, coating myself in her arousal.

“This is what you asked for,” I said. “Rough. No mercy. You don’t get to be in control.”

“Yes—please—”

I slammed into her in one hard stroke. Buried myself to the hilt in that tight, wet heat.

She screamed. Her back arched off the weight bench. Her hands grabbed the bar above her head.

“Too much?” I asked, not moving.

“No—more—god—give me more—”

I pulled out and slammed back in. Again. Again. Building a brutal rhythm that made the weight bench rattle against the gym floor.

Her tits bounced with every thrust. Her moans filled the gym—raw, uninhibited sounds she’d probably never let herself make before. Her fingers scrabbled at my back, nails digging in.

“You’re mine now,” I growled, driving into her harder. “The security professional. The protector. The woman who’s been alone for ten years. You’re mine.”

“Yes—yours—I’m yours—”

“Say it louder.”

“I’m yours—fuck—I belong to you—”

I wrapped my hand around her throat. Not squeezing. Just holding. Letting her feel my control.

Her eyes went wide. Then rolled back. She moaned louder.

“You protect everyone,” I said. “But I protect you. Right here. Right now. I’ve got you.”

Tears filled her eyes. “Nobody protects me—nobody ever—”

“I do. I’m taking you apart. Breaking through all those walls. And then I’m going to hold you until you’re whole again. Until you know you’re not alone anymore.”

She came.

Hard.

Her pussy clenched around my cock like a vice, rhythmic spasms milking my shaft. Tears streamed down her face. A sob escaped her throat—release and relief and years of isolation finally breaking.

I kept fucking her through it. Didn’t slow down. Didn’t stop.

“Too sensitive—” she gasped when the orgasm faded.

“One more.”

“I can’t—”

“You can. You’re strong enough. You’re mine now, and I say you can. Give me one more.”

I reached between our bodies. Found her swollen clit. Rubbed tight circles while I pounded into her.

She came again.

This time she screamed. Raw. Primal. The sound of someone who’d been holding on too tight for too long finally letting go. Her whole body convulsed. Her pussy gripped my cock so hard it almost hurt. More tears streaming down her face.

I felt my own orgasm building. That tightening at the base of my spine.

“Where?” I asked, my voice rough.

“Inside—” she sobbed. “Fill me—claim me—mark me—show me I’m yours—”

I buried myself deep and came. Pulse after pulse of hot cum flooding her pussy. Marking her. Claiming her.

Mine.

When I finished, I pulled out slowly. Watched my cum leak out of her well-fucked pussy, dripping down to pool on the weight bench.

She was shaking. Crying. Still lying there, legs spread, thoroughly broken.

I picked her up. Carried her.

“Where—” she started.

“Shower. Then bed. Then we talk.”

I carried her to the master suite. Emily was asleep—I’d wake her later to explain. For now, Nadia needed this.

I set her down in the shower. Turned on the water. Warm. Let it wash over both of us.

She was still crying. Quietly.

“Come here,” I said.

She collapsed against me. I held her while she sobbed into my chest.

“It’s okay,” I said. “You’re safe. I’ve got you.”

“I didn’t know—” she gasped between sobs. “I didn’t know how much I needed—”

“I know.”

“I’ve been alone for so long—”

“You’re not alone anymore.”

She clung to me. We stayed like that until the water started to cool.

I dried her off. Found one of my t-shirts and put it on her. It was huge on her frame.

Then I carried her to bed.

Emily stirred when I laid Nadia down.

“Michael?” Emily blinked sleepily. Saw Nadia. “Oh.”

“I’ll explain later,” I said quietly. “She needs to sleep.”

Emily understood immediately. Slid over and wrapped her arms around Nadia from the other side.

“You’re safe,” Emily whispered to her. “We’ve got you.”

Nadia sobbed harder.

I climbed in behind her. Wrapped my arms around both of them.

“Sleep,” I said. “We’ll talk in the morning.”

Nadia’s breathing eventually slowed. The sobs stopped. She fell asleep between us.

Emily looked at me over Nadia’s head.

“She needed to break,” I whispered.

“I know. I saw her watching. I knew it was coming.”

“Are you okay with this?”

“With adding another woman who needs what we give? Yeah. I’m okay with it.”

“She’s different from the others.”

“She’s broken in a different way,” Emily corrected. “But we’re all broken. That’s why we’re here.”

I kissed Emily’s head.

“Go back to sleep,” I said.

“You too.”

I lay there holding Nadia. Feeling her breath steady against me.

The protector finally protected.

The security professional finally secure.

She’d fit in just fine.


Chapter 10: Rising Tension

May 2013.

Bitcoin was climbing.

Slowly at first. Twelve dollars after the halving. Then thirteen. Fifteen. By mid-January it was at eighteen.

The market was starting to notice.

“Supply shock is working,” Chloe said in the war room. She had her price charts up. “Block reward halved. New supply dropped. Price is responding.”

“Faster than I expected,” I said.

“Faster than anyone expected. Look at the search volume.” She pulled up Google Trends. Bitcoin search traffic was spiking.

“New money coming in,” Vanessa said. She was reviewing our position. “Twenty-eight thousand units at eighteen dollars. That’s just over five hundred thousand now.”

“It’s going higher,” I said.

“How high?”

“A hundred. Maybe more.”

They looked at each other.

“If Bitcoin hits a hundred,” Chloe said slowly, “our stack is worth two-point-eight million.”

“And if it hits a thousand—”

“Twenty-eight million.”

“From internet money,” Emily said. She was on the couch with Claire, half-listening. “Still blows my mind.”

“It’s working exactly like the thesis said it would,” I told her. “Supply cut. Demand steady. Price up.”

Nadia appeared in the doorway. Two weeks since that night in the gym. She’d integrated seamlessly—professional during the day, part of the family at night. The walls she’d built were still there, but they had doors now.

“Michael, there’s something you should see,” she said.

“What?”

“Security footage. From last night.”

She pulled up the feed on one of the monitors. Nighttime. Infrared. A boat approaching the beach.

“Someone did a slow pass,” Nadia said. “Didn’t land. Just—looked.”

“Could be tourists,” Vanessa said.

“Could be. But they circled twice. That’s not tourist behavior.”

I watched the footage. The boat stayed maybe a hundred yards offshore. Definitely looking at the compound.

“When was this?”

“Three AM. No lights on the boat. They killed the engine and drifted.”

“You think they were casing us?”

“I think someone’s interested in this property. And not in a good way.”

Isla walked in with her tablet. “I had two inquiries this week from locals asking about the compound. Who owns it. How many people live here. Whether we hire staff from the island.”

“You get inquiries all the time,” I said.

“Not like these. These were pointed. Specific. The kind of questions you ask when you’re planning something.” She hesitated. “And there’s something else.”

“What?”

“Marcus. One of the kitchen staff. He’s been acting strange the past few days. Avoiding eye contact. Leaving the room when I walk in. Yesterday I found him outside the security office at two in the morning. Said he couldn’t sleep.”

Nadia’s expression hardened. “Has he had access to the compound layouts?”

“He’s been here six months. He knows where everything is.”

“I’ll have a conversation with him,” Nadia said. “Quietly. See what’s going on.”

Isla and Nadia exchanged a look. Something unspoken passing between them.

“You think someone’s targeting us,” Vanessa said.

“I think someone knows you’re here and knows you’re wealthy,” Nadia said. “That makes you a target.”

“For what? Kidnapping?”

“Kidnapping. Home invasion. Extortion. Take your pick.”

I looked at the footage again. The boat drifting. Watching.

“What do we do?” Emily asked quietly. She had Claire on her lap now. Holding her tighter.

“We increase security,” Nadia said. “I’ll add a night boat patrol. Put someone on the beach after dark. Vary the timing so we’re not predictable.”

“And if they try something?” I asked.

“Then we’re ready. That’s what the drills are for.”

Isla made notes on her tablet. “I’ll be more careful about information. Anyone asks about the compound, I redirect.”

“Good.” I looked at Nadia. “You really think this is serious?”

“I think when you’re visible and wealthy in a place like this, you can’t be too careful.”

She was right.

We’d gotten comfortable. Six months on the island. No problems. Paradise.

But paradise had predators.

“Start putting together a plan,” I said. “Something comprehensive. I want to see options.”

Nadia nodded. “Full upgrade—more cameras, night patrols, additional personnel. I can have a proposal by tomorrow.”

I hesitated. The rational part of my brain said do it now. Don’t wait. But another part—the part that had gotten comfortable here, that didn’t want to turn paradise into a compound—pushed back.

“Let’s see what we’re dealing with first,” I said. “Could just be locals getting curious. I don’t want to overreact and turn this place into a prison over one boat.”

Nadia’s jaw tightened slightly. “Michael—”

“Get me the plan. We’ll review it. But let’s not panic yet.”

She didn’t argue. Just nodded once. Professional.

But I could see she disagreed. And somewhere in the back of my mind, I knew she was probably right.

I just wasn’t ready to admit it.

Over the next two weeks, the compound changed.

More cameras. Motion sensors extended further down the beach. A patrol boat that Nadia hired to circle the property at random times after dark.

The security staff went from two to four. All trained by Nadia personally.

“Feels like we’re at war,” Emily said one night.

“We’re not at war,” I said. “We’re being careful.”

“It’s the same thing.”

“It’s not. War is fighting. This is preventing a fight.”

“By building a fortress.”

“We already had a fortress. Now we’re just making sure nobody can get inside.”

She looked out at the compound. The new cameras visible from the pool deck. The patrol boat passing in the distance.

“I miss when it felt safe,” she said.

“It is safe. That’s why we’re doing this.”

“It feels like a prison.”

“It’s not a prison. You can leave anytime.”

“I know. But—” She sighed. “Claire’s three. She should be able to play on the beach without me worrying someone’s watching.”

“She can. That’s what the security is for.”

“I know. I just—” She shook her head. “Never mind. I’m being paranoid.”

“You’re being a mother. That’s different.”

She leaned against me. “Promise me we’re safe.”

“We’re safe. Nadia’s the best. She won’t let anything happen.”

“Promise.”

“I promise.”

But I was lying.

Not about Nadia—she was excellent. But about safety.

You’re never truly safe when you’re visible and wealthy. There’s always someone watching. Always someone planning.

The best you can do is be ready.

And hope it’s enough.



Two more weeks passed.

Bitcoin hit twenty-five dollars. Our stack was worth seven hundred thousand.

The DREP harvest continued. Sophia and Aria closed another eight properties. Twelve million in proceeds.

Net worth crossed three hundred twenty million.

Everything was working.

Except the feeling.

That prickle on the back of my neck. The sense that something was wrong.

Nadia felt it too.

“They’re still watching,” she said one morning. “Different boats. Different times. But always watching.”

“You’re sure?”

“I’m sure. Whoever’s interested in this place, they’re being patient. Learning the patterns.”

“What do we do?”

“We stay alert. Run more drills. Make sure everyone knows the protocols.”

“Should we leave? Go back to SF for a while?”

She considered. “That might make it worse. If they see you leave, they might hit while you’re gone. Go after Isla or the staff.”

“So we stay.”

“We stay. And we’re ready.”

I called Vanessa into the war room. Chloe and Emily too.

“Nadia thinks someone’s planning something,” I said.

“Planning what?” Emily asked.

“She doesn’t know. But the surveillance is persistent. We need to be prepared for the worst.”

“Which is?” Chloe asked.

“Kidnapping. Home invasion. Something targeted.”

Vanessa was already making notes. “We need an extraction plan. If something happens, where do we go? How do we get Claire out?”

“Nadia’s working on it.”

“And the staff?”

“Isla coordinates their evacuation. Everyone has a protocol.”

Emily looked pale. “This is real. You really think someone’s coming for us.”

“I think someone’s thinking about it,” I said. “Whether they actually try? We’ll see.”

“And if they do?”

“Then we’re ready.”

She didn’t look convinced.

That night, I couldn’t sleep. Went down to the war room. Pulled up the security feeds.

Nadia was there. Watching the same feeds.

“Can’t sleep either?” she asked.

“No.”

We watched in silence. The cameras cycling through views. The beach empty. The patrol boat making its rounds.

“You’re good at this,” I said.

“At what?”

“Keeping people safe. It’s not just training. You have instincts.”

“Years of practice.”

“No. It’s more than that. You see threats before they materialize.”

She smiled slightly. “That’s the job.”

“I’m glad you’re here.”

“Me too.”

We watched the feeds until dawn. Nothing unusual. No boats. No movement.

But the feeling didn’t go away.

Something was coming.

I just didn’t know when.


Chapter 11: Pre-Storm Unity

June 2013.

The tension had been building for weeks. The surveillance. The sense of being watched. Nadia’s increasing vigilance.

Tonight, we needed to let it go.

The island team was all here. Emily and Vanessa. Chloe. Isla and Nadia.

The SF team—Aria, Sophia—was stuck in California dealing with the DREP harvest prep. Sabrina was in Vegas managing final rehabs. Rosa was coordinating contractor crews.

Just the five of us. The island core.

And the feeling that something was coming.

“We should do something,” Emily said at dinner. “All of us. Together.”

“What kind of something?” Vanessa asked.

“Something that reminds us why we’re here. What we’ve built. Who we are to each other.”

She didn’t have to spell it out.

After dinner, after Claire was asleep with a trusted nanny watching her, we gathered in the master suite.

The room was huge. King bed barely filling the space. Floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking the ocean. Moonlight streaming in.

Five women standing in a circle. Looking at me.

“Whatever happens,” Vanessa said quietly, “we’re together. That’s what this is about.”

“All of us,” Emily added. “The island core.”

“United,” Chloe said.

I looked at each of them.

Emily—petite, blonde, the exhibitionist who’d been with me since college. Green eyes bright with trust.

Vanessa—the MILF COO, thirty-nine and still the most beautiful woman I’d ever seen. Wisdom and warmth and dangerous intelligence.

Chloe—thick curves, black-framed glasses, the analytics goddess who’d built systems that ran our empire. Loyal beyond measure.

Isla—French-Caribbean grace, operations coordinator turned willing servant, free-use negotiated with care.

Nadia—ex-military protector who’d broken in my arms, steel exterior hiding deep need to surrender.

My women.

My island family.

“Come here,” I said.

They moved as one. Surrounded me. Hands touching my chest, my arms, my face. Ten hands exploring. Claiming. Welcoming me into their circle.

“We love you,” Emily said.

“We trust you,” Vanessa added.

“We’re yours,” they said together.

I kissed Emily first. Slow. Deep. Her lips parted, tongue sliding against mine, that familiar taste I’d known since college. She melted into it, whimpering softly.

Then Vanessa. Her kiss was demanding. Taking as much as giving. She bit my lower lip, tugged, released with a satisfied smile.

Chloe. Sweet and eager. Those full lips soft against mine, her tongue tentative at first, then bolder.

Isla. Graceful. Controlled surrender. She kissed like she did everything else—with elegant precision that somehow felt effortless.

Nadia. Rough at first, then soft. The wall cracking. I felt her tremble against me, years of isolation breaking down with that single kiss.

“Bed,” Vanessa said. She was taking charge. The COO organizing the operation.

They moved to the massive bed. Started stripping. Robes and dresses falling away in a cascade of silk and cotton.

Five naked women. Every body different. Every curve and line unique.

Emily’s petite frame with those perky tits—small but perfectly shaped, pink nipples already hard. Vanessa’s voluptuous hourglass and massive breasts, heavy and full, dark nipples glistening with a hint of milk. Chloe’s thick ass and wide hips, that body built for fucking, her pussy already visibly wet. Isla’s golden-brown elegance, dusky nipples standing proud on firm C-cups. Nadia’s athletic build hiding full breasts, her body taut with military discipline but softening as she relaxed into the moment.

“You’re staring,” Emily said.

“Can you blame me?”

“No.” She spread her legs slightly, letting me see how wet she was. “Not at all.”

Vanessa gestured to the center of the bed. “Your spot.”

I stripped, my cock already rock-hard, jutting out thick and demanding. They watched as I climbed on and lay back.

They arranged themselves around me. A constellation of feminine perfection.

“We take turns,” Vanessa said. “Everyone gets time. Emily—you’re first.”

Emily straddled me immediately. Reached down and wrapped her small hand around my cock, angling it toward her entrance. She was soaking wet—I could feel her slickness against the head.

She sank down onto me with a long, drawn-out moan.

“Fuck yes,” she breathed. “God, I needed this cock.”

Her tight little pussy gripped me like a fist. Wet heat engulfing inch after inch until I was buried to the hilt.

The others watched. Touched themselves. Vanessa had two fingers sliding through her wet folds. Chloe was squeezing her own tits. Isla and Nadia were pressed together, hands exploring each other’s bodies.

Emily rode me slowly. Making it last. Her small tits bouncing with each roll of her hips. Blonde curls cascading over her shoulders.

“I love you,” she said, eyes locked on mine.

“I love you too.”

“I love your cock inside me,” she panted. “Love how you fill me up. How you make me feel complete.”

She leaned forward, changing the angle, grinding her clit against my pelvis. Her moans grew sharper, more urgent.

“I’m gonna come,” she gasped. “Already—fuck—right there—”

She came hard. Crying out. Her pussy clenching around my shaft in rhythmic spasms, milking me. I felt her wetness flood around my cock, coating my balls.

She collapsed forward, breathing hard, then rolled off with a satisfied sigh.

Chloe replaced her immediately. Facing away. That spectacular thick ass right in my face as she sank down onto my cock.

“God, I needed this,” Chloe moaned. “Three days without your cock felt like forever.”

I grabbed her wide hips. Helped her ride. She was tight. Hot. Her pussy somehow different from Emily’s—deeper, gripping me along the entire length.

“Look at that ass,” Vanessa murmured appreciatively. She reached out and smacked it. Chloe yelped, then moaned louder.

“Again,” Chloe begged. “Spank me while he fucks me.”

Vanessa obliged. The sound of palm meeting flesh echoed through the room. Red handprints blooming on Chloe’s creamy ass cheeks.

Chloe came fast. Always did when I was inside her. Her whole body shuddered, that magnificent ass bouncing as she rode out her orgasm.

“Fuck fuck fuck—” she chanted, pussy clenching, thighs trembling.

Vanessa was next. She positioned herself facing me. Those huge natural tits swaying as she moved. Sank down slowly, taking me inch by agonizing inch.

“Look at me,” she said.

I looked. Those hazel eyes holding mine. So much wisdom in them. So much love.

“Whatever happens,” she said, beginning to move. “We survive together.”

“Yes.”

“Promise me.” She rose up until just my tip was inside her, then dropped down hard.

“I promise.”

She rode me with expertise born of years of intimacy. Rolling her hips. Squeezing her pussy muscles around my shaft. Those massive tits bouncing hypnotically.

A drop of milk beaded on her left nipple. Then another.

“Your milk,” I groaned. “Give it to me.”

She leaned forward. I captured her nipple in my mouth and sucked. Sweet, warm milk flooded my tongue. She moaned, her pussy clenching harder.

“Yes,” she breathed. “Drink from me while I ride you. Take everything I have to give.”

She rode me faster, milk streaming now, and came with a shuddering gasp. I felt her pussy flood wet around me, her walls spasming.

She kissed me hard—I tasted milk on her lips—then moved aside.

Isla took her place. Elegant even while fucking. She moved like a dancer, rolling her hips in figure-eights as she rode me. That golden-brown skin glowing in the moonlight. Her dark nipples hard as pebbles.

“So deep,” she whispered in French-accented English. “You fill me so completely.”

“You’re beautiful,” I told her, running my hands up her sides. “Perfect.”

“I want to serve you well,” she breathed. “Tell me I’m serving you well.”

“You’re serving me perfectly. Good girl.”

The words triggered something in her. Her controlled breathing shattered. She rode me faster, harder, chasing her pleasure.

“Good girl,” I repeated. “Such a good girl. Come for me.”

She came with a cry. Pure release. That elegant composure dissolving into raw pleasure. Her pussy gripped my cock in waves, milking me.

“I needed that,” she breathed, climbing off. “Thank you.”

Nadia was last. She was nervous. Still new to this. Still learning to let down her walls.

“I don’t know if I can—with everyone watching—”

“You can,” I said. “They’re your sisters now.”

She nodded. Straddled me. Her athletic thighs tight against my hips. She reached down and guided my cock to her entrance.

Sank down.

“Oh—fuck—”

I held her hips. Steady. Grounding her.

“You’re safe,” I said. “We’ve got you.”

The other women moved closer. Emily’s hand on Nadia’s back. Vanessa stroking her hair. Isla kissing her shoulder. Chloe whispering encouragement.

“You’re one of us,” Emily whispered.

“Part of the family,” Vanessa added. “Let go. We’ve got you.”

Nadia began to move. Tentatively at first. Then with growing confidence. Her pussy was tight—military discipline apparently extended to kegels—and hot as fire.

“You feel so good inside me,” she confessed. Tears forming in her eyes. “I’ve been alone for so long. Never let anyone—”

“Now you’re not alone,” I said. “You have us. All of us. Forever.”

She rode me harder. Chasing it. The walls finally crumbling.

“I’m yours,” she gasped. “Yours. Tell me I’m yours.”

“You’re mine. You’re ours. Come for us, Nadia. Let go.”

Nadia’s eyes filled with tears. “I’ve never—nobody’s ever—”

“Now you have,” I said. “Now you do.”

She came sobbing. Not from sadness—from relief. From release. From finally belonging. Her pussy clenched around my cock in deep, rippling waves. She collapsed against my chest, crying and shaking.

The other women surrounded her. Holding her. Welcoming her.

When she climbed off, still trembling, they rearranged. Emily and Vanessa on either side of me. Chloe at my feet. Isla and Nadia filling the spaces.

“Now all of us,” Vanessa said. “One unity.”

“What?”

“All of us. Together. One body. One family.”

They moved as a coordinated unit. Vanessa straddled me again, sinking down onto my cock. Emily moved to my face, lowering her dripping pussy to my mouth. Chloe positioned behind Vanessa, reaching around to cup those huge tits and pinch the milk-wet nipples. Isla knelt beside us, her fingers finding Emily’s clit while Emily rode my face. Nadia moved to Chloe, kissing her, their tongues tangling while hands explored.

It was chaos. Beautiful chaos.

Bodies tangling. Moans echoing. The scent of sex filling the room—sweat and arousal and that musky sweetness of multiple women.

I ate Emily’s pussy while Vanessa rode me. Felt Chloe’s hands brushing my chest as she worked Vanessa’s tits. Heard Nadia and Isla moaning together somewhere above me.

Emily ground down on my face, fucking my tongue, her juices flooding my mouth.

“Right there—fuck—I’m coming again—”

She came on my tongue. I drank her down, kept licking, felt her thighs shake on either side of my head.

Vanessa was close too. I could feel it in the way her pussy gripped me.

“Everyone together,” she gasped. “All of us. At once.”

I thrust up into her hard. She cried out. Chloe pinched her nipples. Milk sprayed. Isla’s fingers worked Emily faster. Nadia was moaning into Chloe’s mouth.

The room erupted.

Vanessa came first, her pussy clamping down on my cock so hard I saw stars. Emily came again on my face, flooding my mouth. I heard Chloe cry out, then Isla, then Nadia.

Five women. Coming together. For me. With me.

Finally, I couldn’t hold back anymore.

“I’m close,” I warned.

“On us,” Vanessa said. She pulled off and they all knelt on the bed. Faces turned up. Mouths open. Eyes hungry.

Five women. My island family. Waiting.

I stood. Wrapped my hand around my cock. Stroked once, twice—

I came.

The first pulse hit Vanessa’s face. Thick white cum splashing across her cheeks, dripping down to her massive tits. The second hit Emily—her mouth, her chin, those small perky tits. I kept stroking, kept coming. Chloe caught it on her tongue, swallowing eagerly. Isla received it across her golden-brown cheeks. Nadia last, cum landing on her lips, dripping down to her full breasts.

When I finished, they were painted with me. Covered in my cum. Marked.

Mine.

Ours.

They looked at each other. Smiled with cum-glazed lips. Then started cleaning each other with tongues and fingers. Emily licked Vanessa’s tits clean. Chloe kissed Isla, sharing my cum between them. Nadia just watched, overwhelmed, until Emily pulled her close and kissed the cum from her face too.

I collapsed back onto the bed.

“That was—” I started.

“Unity,” Vanessa finished. “All of us. Together.”

“Whatever comes next,” Emily added.

“We face it as one,” Chloe said.

They cleaned up. Returned to bed. We lay in a pile. Bodies tangled together.

“I’m scared,” Nadia said quietly.

“Of what?” I asked.

“Of losing this. I just found it. I just found all of you. And something’s coming. I can feel it.”

“We’ll be okay,” I said.

“You don’t know that.”

“I know we’re prepared. I know we’re together. That’s enough.”

She didn’t look convinced.

None of us were.

The feeling was too strong now. The sense of something wrong. Something approaching.

But tonight?

Tonight we had each other.

Five women. One man. One island family.

United.

Whatever came next, we’d face it together.

I pulled them all closer. Felt their warmth. Their trust.

“Sleep,” I said. “We’re safe tonight.”

They slept.

I stayed awake. Watching the moonlight move across their faces. Memorizing this moment.

Because deep down, I knew.

The storm was coming.

Soon.


Chapter 12: Taken

Three fifteen in the morning.

I woke to the sound of glass breaking.

Not the villa glass—something outside, near the staff quarters. My hand was already reaching for my phone when I heard Vanessa’s sharp intake of breath beside me.

“Michael.”

Her voice was cold. Controlled. The tone she used when shit was about to go sideways.

I was on my feet before the footsteps started. Heavy boots. Multiple sets. Moving fast through the compound.

“Chloe,” I hissed toward the guest suite. “Emily—”

The door burst open.

Four men. Tactical gear. Balaclavas. Weapons I didn’t want to identify in the dim light.

The lead one spoke in accented English. “Nobody moves. Nobody dies.”

Claire.

The thought hit like ice water. She was in Emily’s room, two doors down.

“Easy.” I raised my hands. Kept my voice level. “Whatever you want—”

“Shut up.” He gestured to his team. “Get them all. The woman with the kid too.”

Vanessa was already moving toward her robe. One of the men blocked her, shoved her back toward the bed. She didn’t resist. Just met my eyes with that same cold calculation.

Buy time. Figure it out. Survive.

They zip-tied our wrists in front. Professional work. Not too tight—they wanted us mobile, not injured. That told me something.

This was about money. Not revenge. Not violence for its own sake.

Money I could work with.

Emily appeared in the hallway with Claire clutched to her chest. Two more men flanking her. Emily’s face was white but her eyes were steady. She’d positioned herself between the guns and our daughter.

“Mommy?” Claire’s voice was small. Confused. Not scared yet.

“It’s okay, baby.” Emily’s voice didn’t shake. “It’s just a game. Remember the safe room game Nadia taught us?”

Smart. Keep her calm. Make it familiar.

“Where’s Chloe?” I asked.

One of the men laughed. “The little nerd? Already bagged. Tried to reach for her laptop. Cute.”

My jaw tightened. If they’d hurt her—

“She’s fine,” the leader said. He seemed to read my expression. “We’re not animals. Everyone cooperates, everyone goes home. You make trouble, people get hurt. Understand?”

I nodded.

They marched us outside. The night air was warm, heavy with salt and something else—smoke. I could see flames near the staff building. A distraction. Smart.

Nadia’s quarters were over there.

The realization hit me like a fist. If she’d been inside when they lit that fire—

No. Focus. One problem at a time.

They had a boat waiting at the dock. Fast-looking. Twin outboards. The kind that could outrun the coast guard if needed.

“In.” The leader gestured with his weapon.

I helped Emily step down into the boat first, Claire still pressed against her chest. Vanessa followed, moving carefully in her bare feet. Then Chloe, her face bruised on one side where someone had clearly hit her.

My hands flexed against the zip ties.

“Easy, big man.” The leader smiled behind his mask. “She got mouthy. We reminded her to be polite. That’s all.”

I said nothing. Just filed it away. Chloe’s cheek was swelling. Someone’s fist had done that.

Remember the face. Remember the voice.

They loaded us all in. Six men total—four in the boat with us, two staying behind. Cleanup crew probably. Remove evidence. Make sure the fire looked like an accident.

The engines roared to life.

We pulled away from the dock. My villa—my fucking fortress—receded into the darkness behind us. All that security. All those precautions. And they’d waltzed right through.

No. Not waltzed. This was planned. Inside knowledge.

Someone had talked.

“Where are you taking us?” Vanessa asked. Her voice was steady. Curious, almost. Like she was asking about the weather.

“Somewhere safe.” The leader settled into the bow. “You’ll find out soon enough. For now, everyone stays quiet.”

I looked at my women. Emily cradling Claire. Vanessa sitting perfectly straight despite the zip ties. Chloe with her jaw set, blood on her lip from where she’d bit it.

They were terrified. But they were holding together.

I caught Chloe’s eye. Mouthed two words: Trust me.

She gave the smallest nod.

The boat cut through black water. Twenty minutes. Maybe thirty. Hard to tell without a watch. We were heading northeast—I could track the stars even from a moving boat.

Another island. Smaller. Private dock with no lights except what our boat’s running lights showed.

They hauled us out. Marched us up a concrete path to a squat concrete building. Former military bunker maybe. Or a drug runner’s safe house.

Inside was sparse. Concrete walls. A few cots. One window with bars.

“Sit.” The leader pointed to the floor.

We sat.

He pulled out a satellite phone. Looked at me. “Here’s how this works. You’re going to call your people in San Francisco. Tell them to move fifty million dollars to an account we provide. When the money clears, you go home. Simple.”

Fifty million.

Not impossible. Aria and Sophia could access the accounts. But it would take time. Wire transfers. Verifications. Even with emergency protocols, we were looking at hours minimum.

“I’ll need to talk to my lawyer,” I said. “My finance person. They’ll need instructions—”

“You’ll do what we tell you.” He leaned close. “Or I start making your family uncomfortable. Understand?”

I understood.

He was betting I cared more about them than the money. He was right about that. But he was also giving me time. Time to think. Time for Chloe to work.

Because Chloe was already working. I could see it in her eyes. That distant focus. She was mapping the room. The equipment. Looking for weaknesses.

My genius girl.

“I’ll cooperate,” I said. “Just keep them safe.”

“Smart.” He tossed me the sat phone. “Make the call.”

I dialed Aria’s number. Hoped to god she’d answer an unknown international number at four in the morning.

She picked up on the second ring.

“Aria Patel.”

Her voice. Steady. Professional. Beautiful.

“It’s me,” I said. “We have a situation.”

I heard her breath catch. Then: “I’m listening.”

“I need you to prepare a wire transfer. Fifty million. I’ll give you the details.” I kept my voice calm. Businesslike. Like this was just another deal.

Behind me, the leader smiled.

He thought he’d won.

He had no idea who he was dealing with.

Vanessa caught my eye. Gave the smallest nod.

Emily shifted Claire to her other hip. Whispered something in her ear.

Chloe’s gaze had locked onto something in the corner. A router. Blinking lights.

My family. My empire. My second chance.

These fuckers had just made the biggest mistake of their lives.

I finished giving Aria the instructions. Hung up. Looked at the leader.

“It’ll take six hours minimum,” I said. “Banking protocols. Verifications. You know how it is.”

He nodded. “Six hours. You get one bathroom break. One meal. And if anyone tries anything stupid, your daughter learns what fear really means.”

Claire whimpered against Emily’s chest.

My vision went red at the edges.

Vanessa’s hand found mine. Squeezed once. A message: Not yet. Wait.

She was right.

Timing mattered. Opportunity mattered. Rage was useless without leverage.

So I waited.

And I watched Chloe’s eyes track that router.

Six hours.

We could work with six hours.


Chapter 13: Hack

Hour two.

They’d moved us to separate corners. Emily with Claire on one cot. Vanessa on another. Me against the wall. Chloe by the window.

Smart positioning on their part. Harder for us to coordinate. Easier to watch.

The leader—I’d started calling him Alpha in my head—sat by the door with the sat phone. Two of his men patrolled outside. Two more watched us from the interior.

Bathroom breaks had been humiliating. Escorted. Zip ties cut and immediately replaced. But I’d used the time to map the building.

Concrete bunker. Single story. One main room, two side rooms—one bathroom, one that looked like storage. Bars on every window. Steel door with external lock.

Not great odds for a physical breakout.

But Chloe wasn’t planning a physical breakout.

I watched her. She’d been still for the last thirty minutes. Not sleeping—her eyes were open, tracking the room. But her body was relaxed. Waiting for something.

Then I saw it.

One of the guards pulled out his phone. Checked something. Put it away.

Chloe’s eyes had followed the motion. Locked onto the device. Traced where he’d shoved it back into his pocket.

She shifted slightly. Caught my gaze. Tapped her cheek twice with her bound hands.

The bruise. She was drawing attention to the bruise.

I frowned. Didn’t understand.

She did it again. Then mouthed something: Router. Phone. Same network.

Jesus. She’d been mapping their tech infrastructure.

The router in the corner wasn’t just their internet. It was their security network. Cameras. Locks. And every one of these assholes had brought their personal phones into the same local network.

Idiots.

Professional enough to plan the grab. Dumb enough to use consumer-grade tech for their operations.

Chloe caught my attention again. This time she mouthed: Need access. Ten minutes.

I glanced at Alpha. He was focused on his sat phone, checking something. His men were tired—I could see it in their posture. Two AM raid meant they’d been up as long as we had. Maybe longer.

I turned to the guard nearest Chloe. Young. Jumpy. The one who’d hit her.

“She needs the bathroom,” I said.

He looked at Chloe. “She went an hour ago.”

“She’s on her period.” I kept my voice flat. “Unless you want to deal with that mess, let her go.”

He grimaced. Glanced at Alpha.

Alpha shrugged. “Take her. Watch her.”

The guard hauled Chloe to her feet. Led her toward the bathroom. I watched them disappear through the door.

Vanessa caught my eye. Raised an eyebrow.

I gave the smallest nod.

Whatever Chloe was doing, we needed to give her time.

“Water,” I said to Alpha. “My daughter needs water.”

He studied me for a long moment. Then gestured to one of his men. “Give the kid some water.”

The guard pulled out a bottle. Handed it to Emily. Claire drank greedily, some of it spilling down her chin.

Five minutes passed.

Then eight.

Alpha frowned. “What’s taking so long?”

The bathroom door opened. The jumpy guard came out first, looking annoyed. Chloe followed, head down. Zip ties back in place.

“She was washing blood off her face,” the guard muttered. “Made a whole thing of it.”

Alpha waved them back. “Sit down.”

Chloe returned to her spot by the window. Didn’t look at me. Just stared at her bound hands.

But I saw it.

The smallest smile.

She’d done it. Whatever “it” was.

Another hour crawled by. Alpha checked his sat phone. Stood up. Stepped outside to make a call.

The moment the door closed, Chloe’s eyes snapped to mine.

She mouthed three words: I’m in. Signal.

I frowned. Signal?

She nodded toward the window. Then made a gesture with her hands—fingers spreading. Then pointed at herself. At the router.

She’d gotten into their network through the bathroom. How? The guard’s phone? Had she—

Jesus. She’d lifted it. Cloned something. Got credentials. All in ten minutes in a bathroom while bleeding from a split lip.

My girl was a fucking surgeon.

But she needed a signal out. The concrete walls were probably blocking cell reception. And that router was local only—no way they’d risk an external connection that could be traced.

Unless.

I looked at the sat phone Alpha had left on the chair.

Satellite. By definition, external. And if Chloe could access their local network, she could potentially route through anything connected to it.

Including that phone.

But I’d need Alpha to plug it in. Or connect it to something. Or—

The door opened. Alpha walked back in. He looked tired. Irritated.

“Your lawyer’s dragging her feet,” he said. “Banking protocols my ass. She’s stalling.”

“Six hours,” I reminded him. “You said six hours. It’s been two.”

“She’s testing me.” He picked up the sat phone. Stared at it. “Maybe I need to send her proof you’re motivated.”

My blood went cold. “What kind of proof?”

“Audio of your daughter crying. Maybe a finger from your girlfriend.” He smiled. “What do you think moves faster—paperwork or fear?”

Emily’s arms tightened around Claire.

Vanessa’s face went very still.

“Don’t,” I said quietly.

“Then tell your lawyer to move her ass.” He gestured to one of his men. “Get me my laptop. I want to send our friends in San Francisco some video encouragement.”

Laptop.

I looked at Chloe.

She’d gone very still. Staring at the guard who’d left to retrieve the laptop.

When he came back, he was carrying a beat-up Lenovo. Old model. Probably air-gapped from everything important.

But he had to boot it up.

And the moment he did, Chloe’s eyes lit up.

Because everything in this room was on the same network. The router. The phones. And now the laptop.

Alpha took the computer. Set it on his lap. Started typing.

Chloe’s lips moved silently. Counting. Tracking.

Then she closed her eyes.

For thirty seconds, nothing happened.

Then the lights went out.

Total darkness. Emergency lighting kicked in a moment later—dim red bulbs, barely enough to see.

“What the fuck?” Alpha was on his feet. “Check the breakers!”

Two guards ran outside.

In the chaos, Chloe moved.

She rolled to the wall. Hands still bound. Pressed her fingers against the concrete. Feeling for something.

I understood.

She’d killed the lights. And in the confusion, she was mapping the room. Finding exits. Weaknesses.

The lights came back on.

Alpha spun toward the router. Saw it was rebooting. “Son of a bitch. Power surge.”

His men were checking their phones. The laptop had gone dark too. Rebooting.

And in that moment—ten seconds, maybe fifteen—Chloe had sent her signal.

I didn’t know how. Didn’t know where. But I saw the look on her face when the systems came back online.

Satisfaction. Pure and cold.

She’d gotten word out.

Alpha didn’t notice. He was too busy cursing at his laptop. Trying to restart whatever video he’d been planning.

But I knew.

And Vanessa knew. I could see it in her eyes.

Emily shifted Claire to her other hip. Whispered something. Preparation. Ready position.

My family. My empire. My second chance.

These fuckers had no idea.

Chloe caught my gaze one more time.

She held up two fingers.

Then pointed at the door.

Two hours. That’s how long we had until whoever she’d signaled would arrive.

I nodded once.

Vanessa caught my eye. She gave a small nod back. Then mouthed two words.

On my signal.

She was ready. We all were.

Alpha was still yelling at his men about the power surge. About checking the generator. About making sure it didn’t happen again.

He never looked at Chloe.

Never saw her smile.

Never noticed Vanessa positioning herself closer to the door.

Biggest mistake of his life.


Chapter 14: Break

Hour four.

The sun was coming up. I could see light through the barred window. Not direct—we were facing east, into jungle. But the sky was going from black to gray.

Alpha had given up on the video. Too much technical trouble. Instead he’d settled for another phone call to Aria, this one with Claire crying in the background.

Emily had pinched her—just enough to make her wail. A tiny betrayal that tore me apart to watch. But it sold the threat. Aria’s voice had gone tight on the other end of the line.

“Four hours,” Alpha said after he hung up. “Four more hours and we’re golden. Then everyone goes home.”

His men were relaxing. Tired. Bored. They’d been professional during the grab but now they were getting sloppy.

One sat near the door, half-asleep.

Another was outside having a smoke.

The jumpy one who’d hit Chloe was pacing. Nervous energy. Probably wired on something.

Not great odds. But better than they’d been two hours ago.

I caught Vanessa’s eye. She gave the smallest nod toward the bathroom.

Right. The bathroom was our angle. Only room with a door. Only place they couldn’t watch us all at once.

But we needed a reason to cluster there.

“Claire needs to pee,” Emily said suddenly. “She’s been holding it.”

Alpha waved dismissively. “Take her. One guard.”

“I should go with them,” Vanessa said. “She’s scared. Having another woman there will help.”

Alpha studied her. Calculating. Then shrugged. “Fine. But you all go together. My guy watches from the door.”

Perfect.

They cut Emily’s zip ties. Left Vanessa’s on. The jumpy guard led them toward the bathroom.

I watched Alpha. He was distracted. Checking his phone again. Waiting for something.

The confirmation that the money had moved probably.

Chloe shifted near the window. Caught my attention. Tapped her wrist twice.

Twenty minutes. That’s how long until Nadia arrived. Assuming everything had worked. Assuming the signal had gotten through.

Big assumptions.

But Chloe’s face was calm. Sure.

I had to trust her.

From the bathroom, I heard voices. Emily talking to Claire. The guard responding to something. Then—

A crash. Something breaking.

The guard shouted.

Alpha was on his feet. “What the fuck?”

Another crash. Then Vanessa’s voice, sharp and commanding: “Get the doctor! Something’s wrong with her!”

Emily was screaming. “Claire! Baby, stay with me!”

Alpha ran for the bathroom. Two of his men followed.

Chloe looked at me. Held up three fingers.

Three seconds.

Then the lights went out again.

But this time they stayed out.

Emergency lighting kicked in. Red glow. Barely enough to see.

And in that red darkness, Chloe moved.

She was up. Zip ties somehow cut—how the fuck had she hidden a blade?—running for the window.

Not the door. The window.

She grabbed the bars. Pulled. They came free in her hands.

Pre-cut. She’d loosened them during the bathroom break. Or signaled someone outside to do it.

My brilliant fucking girl.

“Go!” I shouted.

She went through headfirst. Disappeared into the jungle beyond.

Alpha spun back toward me. “You son of a—”

I was already moving.

Hands still bound but I’d been testing the zip ties for hours. Worked them loose just enough. I yanked hard. Plastic cut into my wrists but then—snap.

Free.

Alpha reached for his weapon.

I hit him before he could clear it. Full tackle. We went down hard onto concrete. His head cracked against the floor. Satisfying thud.

He groaned. Tried to roll. I drove my knee into his stomach. Once. Twice.

His men were coming back from the bathroom. I could hear boots on concrete.

Had to move.

I grabbed Alpha’s gun. Didn’t know how to use it properly but I knew which end went where. Pointed it at the doorway.

The first guard came through fast.

I squeezed the trigger.

The recoil nearly broke my wrist. The shot went wide. Hit the doorframe.

But it was loud enough to make them dive for cover.

“Michael!” Vanessa’s voice from the bathroom. “We’re clear!”

I backed toward the bathroom. Kept the gun trained on the doorway. Another guard tried to peek around the corner.

I fired again. Closer this time. He jerked back.

Inside the bathroom, Emily had Claire pressed against the wall. Safe. Vanessa was standing over something—the jumpy guard, unconscious on the floor. Blood on his temple.

She’d taken him down with his own weapon.

“Window,” Vanessa said. She gestured to the small bathroom window. Also barred. But the bars were bent outward. Someone had forced them.

Nadia.

She’d been here. Cut Chloe’s escape route. Bent these bars. Left while they were distracted by the bathroom ruse.

“Out,” I ordered. “Emily first.”

Emily boosted Claire through the window. Vanessa followed. Then Emily herself. I went last, still holding Alpha’s gun.

Outside was jungle. Thick. Hot. I could hear shouts from inside the bunker. They’d be coming after us fast.

But Chloe was there. And Nadia. Both of them in tactical gear I recognized from our villa security.

“This way.” Nadia’s voice was clipped. Military efficient. “Stay close. Stay quiet.”

She led us into the trees. Path wasn’t marked but she moved like she knew where she was going. GPS or prior recon. Probably both.

Behind us, gunfire. They were shooting blind into the jungle.

“Down!” Nadia hissed.

We dropped. Bullets snapped through leaves above us.

Claire whimpered. Emily covered her mouth gently. “Shh, baby. It’s okay. It’s okay.”

The gunfire stopped. Voices shouting in Spanish. Coordinating.

“They’ll spread out,” Nadia whispered. “Try to flank us. We need to move before they get organized.”

“Where?” I asked.

“Beach. Half a mile northeast. Coast guard boat waiting.”

Coast guard. Official channels. Chloe’s signal had reached the right people.

We moved. Fast as we could while staying quiet. Claire rode on my shoulders now. Emily and Vanessa stayed close. Chloe and Nadia took point and rear guard.

Fifteen minutes of brutal hiking. Vines. Rocks. Mud. My bare feet were bleeding but I didn’t care.

Then I heard it.

Surf.

We broke through the tree line onto a small beach. White sand. Blue water. Beautiful.

And a coast guard cutter sitting fifty yards offshore.

“There!” Nadia pointed.

An inflatable dinghy was coming in. Two uniformed officers.

Behind us, more shouting. Closer now. They’d found our trail.

“Run!” I grabbed Emily’s hand. We splashed into the surf.

The officers pulled us into the boat. Quick. Professional. One of them was already on the radio calling it in.

I collapsed into the bottom of the dinghy. Emily next to me. Claire in her arms. Vanessa and Chloe pressed close.

Nadia was last aboard. Gun still in hand. Scanning the tree line.

A figure emerged from the jungle. One of Alpha’s men. He raised his weapon.

Nadia fired first. Three shots. Controlled. He went down.

Then we were moving. The dinghy’s motor roared. We bounced over the waves toward the cutter.

Safe. We were safe.

I looked at my women. Emily crying silently, clutching Claire. Vanessa breathing hard, blood on her knuckles from where she’d taken down the guard. Chloe staring at her hands, shaking now that the adrenaline was fading.

Nadia stood at the bow. Stone-faced. Weapon ready. Protecting us.

“Everyone okay?” I managed.

Emily nodded. “We’re okay. We’re okay.”

Vanessa met my eyes. “They’re going to pay for this.”

“No.” I shook my head. “They’re going to prison. Let the authorities handle it.”

“Fuck that.” Chloe’s voice was quiet. Fierce. “I got their phones. Their network. Their entire operation. When I’m done digging, I’ll bury them.”

I should have told her to let it go. To move on. To heal.

Instead I just nodded.

Because she was right.

These fuckers had touched my family.

And Chloe would make sure they never touched anyone again.

The cutter’s crew pulled us aboard. Blankets. Water. Medical checks.

Claire was already asleep in Emily’s arms. Exhausted. Safe.

One of the officers approached me. “Señor Carter. We’ll need statements. But that can wait. For now, you’re safe. Your villa is secure. We have officers there now.”

“Thank you.” I shook his hand. “Thank you.”

He nodded. Moved away to coordinate with his team.

I looked back at the island. The jungle where we’d been held. Alpha and his men were still in there somewhere. But coast guard reinforcements were already moving in. Helicopters overhead.

This was over.

We’d survived.

I pulled Emily close. Kissed the top of Claire’s head. Reached for Vanessa and Chloe. Drew them all in.

My family. My empire. My second chance.

No one would ever threaten them again.


Chapter 15: Aftermath

We were back at the villa by noon.

Coast guard had escorted us the whole way. Officers swept the compound. Found the two men Alpha had left behind. Arrested them on the dock before they could disappear.

The fire damage to the staff quarters was minimal. Cosmetic. Nadia had contained it before evacuating.

She’d saved everything.

I found her standing by the pool, staring at the water. Still in tactical gear. Rifle slung across her back.

“Thank you,” I said.

She turned. Her face was gray. Exhausted. “I should have seen it coming. Should have vetted the staff better. Marcus—” She shook her head. “He was the inside man. Authorities confirmed it this morning. He’d been feeding them information for weeks. Schedules. Routines. Security gaps.”

“You couldn’t have known.”

“I should have.” Her voice was bitter. “The nervous behavior. The late-night wandering. I flagged him. I was going to dig deeper. But I waited too long.”

“You got us out alive. That’s what matters.”

“Barely.” She looked at her hands. “I was off-site when they came. If I’d been here—”

“Then you’d have been taken too. And we’d all be dead.” I put my hand on her shoulder. “You did everything right.”

She nodded. Didn’t look convinced. But she’d process it later. Right now she was still in mission mode.

“Perimeter’s secure,” she said. “I’ve got three more contractors coming in tomorrow. Upgrading everything. Cameras. Sensors. Response protocols. This won’t happen again.”

“I know.”

She looked at me. Something in her eyes. Relief. Exhaustion. And underneath—vulnerability. The protector who’d almost failed.

“Get some rest,” I said gently. “We’re safe now.”

She nodded. Walked away. Still carrying her rifle.

I turned back toward the villa.

Claire was asleep in Emily’s room. Isla was sitting outside the door like a guard. She’d been off-site too—visiting family on another island. She looked devastated that she’d missed the whole thing.

“Monsieur Carter.” She stood when she saw me. “I’m so sorry. If I had been here—”

“Not your fault.” I squeezed her hand. “Thank you for watching Claire.”

She nodded. Sat back down. Settled in for a long watch.

I found Chloe in the war room. She’d commandeered three laptops and a tablet. All of them running data streams I couldn’t follow.

“Got them,” she said without looking up. “Names. Addresses. Bank accounts. The whole network. Alpha’s real name is Carlos Menendez. Venezuelan national. Wanted in four countries for kidnapping and extortion.”

“Let the authorities handle it.”

“I am.” She finally looked at me. Her left eye was swollen almost shut from where the jumpy guard had hit her. “I’m handing them a case so clean they can’t fuck it up. Menendez and his crew are done.”

I nodded. Watched her work for another minute. Then: “Take a break. Shower. Eat something.”

“Soon.”

“Now, Chloe.”

She stopped typing. Looked at me with that one good eye. “I need to finish this.”

“You need to decompress. Before the adrenaline crash hits.”

She opened her mouth to argue. Then closed it. Nodded. “Okay. Okay.”

I helped her to her feet. She swayed. I caught her.

“Easy.”

“I’m fine.” But her voice was shaking.

“You’re not. None of us are. And that’s okay.”

I walked her to her room. Made sure she had water. Clean clothes. Left her to shower.

Then I found Vanessa.

She was in our bedroom. Sitting on the edge of the bed. Staring at her hands.

Blood still on her knuckles. She’d hit that guard hard enough to split skin.

“Hey.” I knelt in front of her. “You okay?”

“They threatened my family.” Her voice was flat. Cold. “They made Claire cry.”

“I know.”

“If I ever see that man again, I’ll kill him.”

“You won’t have to. Chloe’s making sure he goes away forever.”

Vanessa nodded. Then her mask cracked. Tears spilled down her cheeks. “I was scared, Michael. Really scared.”

I pulled her close. Let her cry against my shoulder. This woman who’d commanded a crisis. Who’d taken down a armed guard with her bare hands. Who’d led us through the darkest hours.

She’d held it together. And now she was allowed to break.

“We’re safe,” I murmured. “We’re home. We’re together.”

She clung to me. I held her until the shaking stopped.

When she finally pulled back, her eyes were red but clear. “Where’s Emily?”

“With Claire.”

“She should be here too.”

I understood. We needed each other. All of us. To process. To reconnect. To remember we were alive.

I went to Emily’s room. Knocked softly.

“Come in.”

She was sitting in the chair by Claire’s crib. Our daughter was sprawled out, deep asleep. Safe.

“How is she?” I asked.

“Fine. Doesn’t remember most of it. Thinks it was a game.” Emily’s voice was thick. “She asked me if we won.”

“We did.”

“Did we?” Emily looked at me. Her eyes were haunted. “Because it feels like we barely survived.”

I sat next to her. Took her hand. “We did survive. That’s the win.”

She leaned against me. We watched Claire sleep together. Her tiny chest rising and falling. Perfect. Whole.

After a while, Emily whispered, “I need you.”

“I’m right here.”

“No. I mean I need you. Us. All of us.” She looked up at me. “I need to remember what we’re fighting for.”

I understood.

We’d faced death. Come through the other side. And now we needed to feel alive again.

I kissed her forehead. “Come on.”

We walked to the master bedroom together. Vanessa was still sitting on the bed. She looked up when we entered. Saw Emily’s face. Nodded.

“Is Chloe—”

“I’ll get her,” I said.

I found Chloe in her room, wrapped in a towel. Hair still wet from the shower. She looked small. Fragile. The bruise on her face was darker now. Purple and black.

“Hey,” I said softly.

She turned. Saw my expression. “Oh.”

“We need you.”

She nodded. Dropped the towel. Didn’t bother with clothes. Just walked past me toward the master bedroom.

When I got there, all three of them were on the bed. Emily. Vanessa. Chloe. Sitting close. Touching. Drawing strength from each other.

They looked at me.

“Lock the door,” Vanessa said.

I did.

Then I joined them on the bed.

No words. No preamble. Just contact. Skin on skin. Reassurance that we were real. Alive. Together.

I kissed Emily first. Slow. Deep. Tasting her. Feeling her breathe against me. She tasted like salt and tears and survival. Her tongue found mine, desperate and grateful.

Then Vanessa. Her mouth was hungry. Desperate. She bit my lip hard enough to draw blood. Needed to feel something sharp. Something real. Something that proved we were still alive.

Chloe was last. I was gentle at first because of the bruise. But she grabbed my face with both hands. Pulled me closer. “I’m not broken,” she whispered fiercely. “Don’t treat me like I am. I saved us. I’m strong. Now fuck me like it.”

So I didn’t hold back.

I kissed her like I’d kissed the others. Full strength. Full need. Full claiming.

She moaned against my mouth.

Hands were everywhere. Emily was already pulling at my shirt, yanking it over my head. Vanessa had my belt undone, my pants sliding down. Chloe was pressed against my side, her bare tits warm against my ribs, her hand wrapping around my hardening cock.

No games. No teasing. Just raw need. Just survival. Just life.

I pulled back long enough to strip completely. Then I was on the bed between them. Three women. Mine. Safe. Alive.

“How do you want this?” I asked.

“Together,” Emily said immediately. “All of us. No one left out. I need to feel connected. I need to feel us.”

I nodded.

I started with Vanessa because she needed it most. Laid her back against the pillows. Spread her thighs. Found her already wet—soaking, actually. Fear and adrenaline had wound her tight, and now it was all releasing. Her pussy glistened in the lamplight, swollen and ready.

“Please,” she whispered. “I need to feel you inside me. Need to know this is real.”

I pushed inside her slowly. Her pussy wrapped around my cock like wet velvet, gripping me, pulling me deeper. Watched her face. The way her eyes went wide. The way her mouth opened in a silent gasp. The way tears formed in the corners of her eyes.

“Fuck,” she breathed. “Yes. God, yes. More. Give me more.”

I gave her more. Deep, hard strokes that pushed her into the mattress. The kind that forced her to feel everything. To be present. To be alive.

“You’re here,” I said, thrusting deep. “We’re safe. We survived.”

“We survived,” she repeated like a prayer. “Oh god—don’t stop—”

Emily was at my side, kissing my shoulder, my neck, my ear. Whispering encouragement. “That’s it. Fuck her. Give her what she needs.”

Chloe moved down between Vanessa’s thighs. Her tongue found Vanessa’s clit, circling it while I fucked her. The combination—my cock inside her, Chloe’s mouth on her clit—made Vanessa cry out.

“I’m going to—oh fuck—already—”

Vanessa came fast. Hard. Her pussy clenching around my cock like a fist, rhythmic spasms milking my shaft. She cried out—not quiet, not restrained. Raw. Primal. She grabbed my shoulders and held on while the orgasm tore through her, her whole body shaking.

When she finally relaxed, I pulled out slowly. My cock glistened with her arousal.

Turned to Emily.

“Your turn, baby.”

Emily was already on her hands and knees. That perfect tight ass in the air. Looking back at me with those bright green eyes. “Like this. Hard. Make me forget what happened. Fuck it out of me.”

I positioned behind her. Looked at her pretty little pussy, pink and wet and waiting. Gripped her narrow hips. Thrust in deep without warning.

She gasped. Arched her back. “Yes. God, yes. That’s what I need.”

I fucked her like she’d asked for. No mercy. No gentleness. Just force and friction and the slap of my hips against her ass.

“Harder,” she begged. “Please. Make me feel it.”

I gave her harder. My balls slapping against her clit with each stroke. The wet sounds of her pussy filling the room.

Chloe slid underneath Emily, facing up. Captured one of Emily’s small nipples in her mouth. Sucked hard. Making her moan even louder.

Vanessa had recovered enough to slide her hand between Emily’s legs. Found her swollen clit. Rubbed it in tight circles in time with my thrusts.

“Oh fuck,” Emily panted. “Oh god—I’m gonna—already—”

Emily lasted maybe two minutes before she came. Screaming into the mattress. Her whole body shaking. Her tight little pussy flooding wet around my cock, clenching in waves. I felt her juices running down my balls.

“Thank you,” she sobbed. “Thank you thank you—”

I pulled out before I finished. Still rock-hard. Still needing.

Chloe looked up at me from beneath Emily. Her face bruised but her eyes bright. “My turn?”

“Your turn. Your lane.”

Emily rolled aside. Chloe rolled onto her stomach. That spectacular thick ass on full display. She reached back and spread her cheeks with both hands, revealing her tight pink asshole.

“Here. Please. I need you here.”

I grabbed the lube from the nightstand. Squeezed it onto my fingers, then onto my cock. Pressed one finger against her tight little ring.

“Relax, baby. Breathe.”

She relaxed. Breathed. Let me slip one finger inside her, then two. Her ass was so tight, so hot.

“I’m ready,” she whispered. “Please. I’ve been thinking about this for hours. While they had us. I kept thinking about getting home. Getting you inside me. Here.”

I pressed the head of my cock against her asshole. Pushed slowly.

She gasped as the head popped through.

“That’s it,” I murmured. “Taking me so well.”

Inch by inch. Slow. Careful. Her ass gripping my cock like a tight fist. Until I was buried to the hilt and she was moaning into the pillow.

“Move,” she begged. “Fuck me. Make me feel it. Make me feel alive.”

I did.

Long, deep strokes. Pulling almost all the way out until just the head remained inside her. Then pushing back in, filling her completely. Claiming her. Owning her.

Emily and Vanessa watched, pressed together, touching each other. Vanessa had two fingers inside Emily, working her slowly. Both of them turned on by the sight of Chloe taking my cock in her ass.

“So good,” Chloe moaned. “So fucking good. God, I love your cock in my ass. Don’t stop. Please don’t stop.”

I didn’t stop. I fucked her ass with increasing urgency. That incredible tightness gripping me. That magnificent thick ass rippling with each thrust. Her moans getting louder and louder.

Her hand slipped between her legs. Fingers finding her clit. Working it frantically in circles.

“I’m gonna come,” she gasped. “From my ass—fuck—I’m gonna come—”

She came with a wail, her whole body going rigid. Her ass clenched around my cock so tight I saw stars. Rhythmic spasms milked me as she shuddered through her release.

And that pushed me over the edge. I couldn’t hold back anymore.

I pulled out fast. Moved to where all three of them were arranging themselves. Kneeling in front of me. Faces upturned. Mouths open. Waiting.

“Together,” Vanessa said. “All of us. Mark us. Remind us we’re yours.”

I wrapped my hand around my slick cock. Stroked once. Twice. Looked at my three women—bruised Chloe, tear-streaked Emily, wild-eyed Vanessa—all of them alive, all of them safe, all of them waiting for me.

I came.

Hot, thick spurts of cum across their faces. Vanessa caught the first rope on her cheek and lips. Emily opened her mouth and caught the second on her tongue. Chloe received the third across her forehead, dripping down over her glasses. I kept stroking, kept coming—more than usual, weeks of stress releasing—painting their tits, their chins, their waiting mouths.

Marking them. Claiming them. Reminding them they were mine. That we’d survived. That we were alive.

They licked each other clean immediately. Vanessa kissed Emily, sharing my cum between their tongues. Chloe licked a streak of it from Vanessa’s breast. Emily sucked Chloe’s cum-covered nipple. They tasted me and each other, connecting, bonding, healing.

When it was done, we collapsed together. A tangle of limbs and sweat and satisfaction.

No one spoke for a long time.

Finally, Emily whispered, “We’re alive.”

“We’re alive,” Vanessa agreed.

Chloe just nodded against my chest.

I held them. All three. My core. My family. The women who’d survived with me.

“No one will ever threaten us again,” I said quietly.

“Promise?” Emily asked.

“Promise.”

Outside, the sun was setting. Painting the villa in gold and orange. Beautiful. Peaceful.

We’d survived the darkness.

And we’d come back to the light.

Together.


Chapter 16: BTC Thousand

November 2013.

Bitcoin hit one thousand dollars.

I watched the price tick up on Chloe’s dashboard. Four digits. A fucking milestone.

From mining blocks in a back room in 2009 to this. Four years. One thousand percent returns. More.

And we’d sold into strength the whole way up.

“Final tally?” I asked.

Chloe pulled up the spreadsheet. “Total realized gains from BTC sales this year: thirty-seven point two million. Still holding twelve thousand units for the long term. Current value: twelve million.”

Vanessa leaned over her shoulder. “Tax position?”

“Aria structured it clean. Spread across multiple entities. Some long-term, some short. Estimated tax liability: eleven million. Net proceeds: twenty-six million cash, twelve million still held.”

I nodded. Not bad for internet money that most people still thought was a joke.

“When do Aria and Sophia land?” Emily asked.

I checked my phone. “Two hours. They’re flying direct from SFO.”

“Good.” Emily smiled. “You’ve been twitchy all week.”

“I have not.”

“You absolutely have.” Vanessa kissed my cheek. “You miss them. It’s sweet.”

I did miss them. It had been three months since the kidnapping. Three months of security upgrades and legal follow-up and therapy for Claire and rebuilding trust.

Aria and Sophia had held down the San Francisco operations the entire time. Deal flow. Legal structures. Finance coordination. They’d been perfect.

But I hadn’t touched them in three months. Hadn’t tasted them. Hadn’t heard them moan my name.

Video calls weren’t the same.

“I’m going to meet them at the helipad,” I said.

“We’ll get everything ready here.” Vanessa gestured to the villa. “Champagne. Food. The usual celebration.”

“Make it special. They’ve earned it.”

“Always do.”

I headed out to the helipad. Stood in the Caribbean sun and watched the sky.

Right on time, I heard the rotors. The helicopter came in low over the water. Sleek. Fast. Expensive.

It touched down gently. The door opened.

Aria stepped out first.

Jesus Christ.

She was wearing a white linen dress that clung to every curve. Her waist-length black hair was loose, whipping in the rotor wash. Gold waist chain visible. Nose stud catching the light.

She looked like a goddess.

Sophia followed. Tall. Elegant. Designer jeans that cupped her perfect ass. Silk camisole. Sunglasses. Every inch the VC princess.

They saw me. Both of them smiled.

I walked toward them as the helicopter powered down.

“Hey, stranger,” Sophia said.

I pulled her in. Kissed her hard. Tasted her gasp of surprise. When I pulled back, she was flushed.

“Miss me?” I asked.

“Maybe a little.”

I turned to Aria. She was watching us with those dark eyes. Hungry.

“Your turn,” I said.

She came into my arms. Kissed me like she was starving. Her body pressed against mine. I could feel her heartbeat. Fast. Excited.

When we broke apart, she whispered, “I’ve been thinking about this for weeks.”

“Show me.”

She looked at Sophia. Some silent communication passed between them. Then Sophia nodded.

“Everyone else is at the villa?” Aria asked.

“Yeah. Getting ready for the celebration.”

“Good.” Aria took my hand. “Because we need twenty minutes alone with you first.”

My cock was already hard. “The guest house.”

We had a small structure near the helipad. Originally built for overflow guests. Private. Soundproofed. Perfect for exactly what was about to happen.

I led them inside. Locked the door. Turned to face them.

They were already undressing. No hesitation. No coyness.

Aria’s white linen dress hit the floor. Underneath she was completely bare. No bra. No panties. Just golden-brown caramel skin glowing in the afternoon light, those perfect full tits with dusky nipples already hard, that tight dancer’s body with the gold waist chain still catching the light at her narrow waist.

Sophia stripped out of her jeans and silk camisole with practiced efficiency. Underneath—black silk lingerie. Lace trim. The kind that cost more than most people’s monthly rent. Her long legs seemed to go on forever. Her small, firm tits sat perfectly in the demi-cup bra.

“You planned this,” I said, my cock already swelling in my pants.

“We’ve been planning this since we boarded the plane in San Francisco.” Sophia walked toward me, hips swaying. “We held down your empire for three months, Michael. Managed twenty-three million in deal flow. Closed fourteen transactions. Restructured two corporate entities. We earned you.”

She wasn’t wrong.

I grabbed her waist and pulled her against me. Kissed her neck. Felt her shiver as my lips found her pulse point. She smelled like expensive perfume and arousal.

Aria pressed against my back. Her bare tits warm against my shoulder blades. Her hands slid around to my belt. Unbuckled it with practiced fingers. Unzipped my pants.

“We missed you,” she whispered in my ear, her breath hot. “Every night. Every video call where we could see you but couldn’t touch you. Couldn’t taste you.”

My pants hit the floor. Then my shirt.

Aria’s slender hand wrapped around my hardening cock. Stroked once. Twice. “God, I missed this cock. Missed how it feels in my hand. My mouth. Inside me.”

Sophia dropped to her knees in front of me. Looked up with those dark, hungry eyes. “My turn first.”

She wrapped her glossy lips around my cock and took me in her mouth. All the way. Inch by inch until her nose pressed against my pelvis. I felt her throat flex around me. Felt her swallow, the muscles working the head of my cock.

“Fuck,” I groaned. “Jesus, Sophia.”

Aria was kissing my neck. My shoulder. Whispering dirty things against my skin. “She practiced. All month. Used a toy the same size as you. Every night. Wanted to make sure she could take you all the way down her throat.”

Sophia pulled back slowly, cheeks hollowed with suction. Gasped for air. A thick strand of saliva connected her swollen lips to my glistening cock. “Did it work?”

“Perfectly.”

She smiled with those glossy lips. Dove back down. This time adding her hand, stroking the base while her mouth worked the top half. Bobbing. Sucking. Perfect rhythm.

Aria moved around to join her. Both of them on their knees now. Two gorgeous women, an MBA and a JD, taking turns on my cock. One mouth, then the other. Sophia deep-throating while Aria licked my balls. Then switching. Aria’s tongue swirling around the head while Sophia sucked one of my balls into her warm mouth.

I watched them work. These two brilliant women who ran half my empire. Now worshipping my cock together like it was the only thing in the world that mattered.

“Bed,” I managed. “Now. Before I come down your throats.”

They stood reluctantly, giving my cock matching goodbye kisses. Moved to the small bed in the corner. Arranged themselves side by side, looking up at me with identical expressions of need.

“How do you want us?” Aria asked, her voice husky.

“Aria first. I want to fuck you while Sophia sits on your face.”

They moved quickly. Coordinated. Sophia swung a long leg over Aria’s head and lowered her pussy—bare now, the lingerie discarded—onto Aria’s waiting mouth. Aria’s tongue found her immediately. Sophia moaned.

I positioned between Aria’s spread thighs. Looked down at her pussy—caramel-colored lips glistening with arousal, that gold waist chain resting against her flat stomach.

“You’ve been wet since you got off the helicopter, haven’t you?”

She nodded, unable to speak with her mouth full of Sophia’s pussy.

“Since before that,” Sophia answered for her. “She was dripping on the plane. Soaked through her panties. That’s why she wasn’t wearing any when we landed.”

I pressed the head of my cock against Aria’s entrance. Teased her, rubbing through her wet folds. She whimpered against Sophia’s pussy.

Then I pushed inside. One hard thrust. Buried myself to the hilt in her tight, wet heat.

Aria’s back arched off the bed. Her muffled moan vibrated against Sophia’s clit, making Sophia gasp and grind down harder.

I fucked Aria hard. Deep. Making up for three months of distance. Three months of video calls where I could only watch them touch themselves. Three months of dirty texts and phone sex that was never quite enough.

Her pussy gripped me like a glove—tight, wet, clenching around my cock with each thrust.

“Thirty-seven million—realized gains—” Aria gasped between strokes, that contract kink surfacing even now. Her voice muffled by Sophia’s pussy. “DREP harvest—fifty-three million—closing this quarter—projected IRR of—ah—twenty-eight percent—”

She was reciting deal terms while I fucked her. It shouldn’t have been hot. It was incredibly hot.

“Keep talking,” I growled, thrusting harder.

“Bitcoin position—up four hundred percent from—oh god—from cost basis—public equities—ah—at five-eighty—”

Sophia was riding Aria’s face now. Grinding down. Chasing her own pleasure. Her small, firm tits bounced with every movement. Dark nipples hard as pebbles.

I reached up while I fucked Aria. Captured one of Sophia’s tits. Squeezed. Twisted her nipple between my fingers.

She gasped. “Fuck. Yes. Harder.”

I gave her harder. Pinched the nipple until she whimpered. All while pounding into Aria’s clenching pussy.

“You going to come for me?” I asked Aria. “Come while you recite our portfolio positions?”

She nodded frantically, her tongue still working Sophia’s clit.

“Then come. Show Sophia how good it feels to finally have my cock inside you again.”

Aria came with a muffled scream into Sophia’s pussy. Her whole body went rigid. Her pussy clamped down on my cock, spasming, milking me. Her gold waist chain jingled as she shook.

I kept fucking her through it. Prolonging the orgasm. Making it last. Every thrust drawing another aftershock from her trembling body.

When she finally came down, gasping, I pulled out slowly. My cock glistened with her arousal.

I tapped Sophia’s hip. “Your turn, gorgeous.”

Sophia climbed off Aria’s face—Aria’s chin was slick with her juices—and turned around. Got on all fours. That perfect tight ass elevated, her long legs spread, her wet pussy on full display.

“Like this?” she asked over her shoulder, her voice breathy. “Or do you want my ass?”

“Your pussy first. Then your ass.”

She grinned. “Promise?”

“Promise.”

I moved behind her. Gripped those perfect hips—narrow, elegant, designed for this exact purpose. That tight little ass I’d been dreaming about for three months.

I pushed inside her in one smooth stroke.

She was tighter than Aria. Different. And incredibly wet—she’d been dripping while Aria ate her out. The taste of another woman always got Sophia worked up.

“God, I missed this,” she moaned, pushing back against me. “Missed your cock. Missed feeling you fill me up. Three months of nothing but my fingers and toys.”

I fucked her in long, steady strokes. Deep enough to make her gasp each time I bottomed out. Fast enough to make her small tits swing beneath her.

“Tell me about the deals,” I said, slapping her ass. “What did you close while I was gone?”

“Ah—Series B in a fintech—” she gasped. “Eight million at—oh fuck—thirty-two million pre—”

“Keep going.”

“Secondary in Airbnb—three point two million at—god—at updated marks—”

Aria had recovered. She slid underneath Sophia, face up. Captured one of those swinging tits in her mouth. Sucked hard on the nipple. Her other hand slipped between Sophia’s legs, finding her clit, rubbing tight circles.

“That’s it,” I encouraged, watching Aria work. “Make her come. She earned it.”

The combination was too much. Aria’s mouth on her tits, Aria’s fingers on her clit, my cock filling her pussy with every thrust.

Sophia lasted maybe three minutes before she came. Hard. Her pussy clenching around me in waves. Her whole body shaking. A long, low moan escaping her throat.

But I wasn’t done with her.

I pulled out. Grabbed the lube from the nightstand—they’d planned this well. Squeezed some onto my fingers, then onto my still-hard cock.

“Aria, stay on your back. Sophia, on top of her.”

They moved into position. Sophia lowered herself onto Aria, their breasts pressing together, their lips meeting in a deep kiss.

Sophia’s ass was now perfectly accessible. That tight little hole I’d been promised.

I pressed my slick cock against her asshole. “Relax for me.”

She breathed out. Relaxed her muscles. I felt her open for me.

I pushed slowly. The head of my cock popped past her tight ring.

“Oh god,” she gasped against Aria’s mouth.

Inch by inch. Slow. Careful. Her ass gripped me so tight it was almost painful. Until I was buried to the hilt, my balls resting against her dripping pussy.

“Move,” she whispered. “Please. Fuck my ass.”

I moved.

Aria was underneath her. Kissing her. Stroking her hair. Whispering encouragement. “That’s it. Take his cock. You look so beautiful like this. Your ass stretched around him.”

I fucked Sophia’s ass with long, deep strokes. Not too fast. Building the pressure. Making her feel every inch of my cock sliding in and out.

“So tight,” I groaned. “Such a perfect ass.”

“It’s yours,” she gasped. “Whenever you want it. However you want it.”

Aria reached between them, found Sophia’s clit again. Rubbed it while I fucked her ass.

Sophia came again. This time from anal. The orgasm hit her hard—her whole body convulsing, her ass clenching rhythmically around my cock, milking me. Aria held her through it, kissing her, praising her.

And that pushed me over.

I pulled out fast. Moved around to where both their faces were waiting. They’d arranged themselves side by side, mouths open, tongues extended. Eager. Waiting.

“Together,” Sophia whispered. “Cover us.”

I wrapped my hand around my slick cock. Stroked once. Twice. Looked at my two San Francisco angels—brilliant, beautiful, mine.

I came.

Hot, thick ropes of cum spurting across their faces. Aria caught the first shot on her tongue. Sophia the second on her cheek. I kept stroking, kept coming—thick white cum painting their lips, their chins, dripping down to their tits. Into their open mouths.

They shared it between kisses immediately. Tongues tangling, passing my cum back and forth. Tasting me. Swallowing. Then licking each other’s faces clean, each other’s tits clean, until every drop was gone.

When it was done, we collapsed onto the bed. Three bodies. Tangled. Satisfied.

“That was better than video calls,” Aria said.

Sophia laughed. “Understatement.”

I held them both. Breathed them in. “You did good. Holding everything together while I was here.”

“We did more than good.” Sophia sat up. Reached for her phone. Pulled up something. “While you were playing king of the island, we closed three more deals. Added two more unicorn bets. And restructured the DREP harvest to save an extra four million in taxes.”

“Show off.”

“You taught us well.” She kissed me. “Now we get to celebrate properly.”

“The others are waiting,” Aria reminded us. “We should clean up.”

We did. Quick shower in the guest house bathroom. Fresh clothes from the bags they’d brought.

By the time we walked up to the main villa, we looked presentable. Professional even.

But we all knew what had just happened.

And we all knew the rest of the night was just beginning.

The villa was transformed. Lights everywhere. Music playing. Champagne already flowing.

Emily saw us first. “About time. We were starting to think you got lost.”

“Just catching up,” Sophia said innocently.

Vanessa smirked. “I’m sure you were.”

Chloe had the dashboard pulled up on the big screen. Bitcoin price displayed in huge numbers: $1,043.

“Speech!” Emily called. “Michael, speech!”

I looked around at my family. Emily. Chloe. Vanessa. Aria. Sophia. Sabrina had flown in yesterday. Rosa was here too—rare for her to leave Vegas. Isla and Nadia stood at the edges, part of the group now.

Nine women. My harem. My empire. My life.

“We started with nothing,” I said. “A second chance. A few domains. Some strategic bets. Now we’re here. Bitcoin at a thousand dollars. Thirty-seven million in realized gains this year alone. Total net worth approaching seven hundred million.”

Cheers. Applause.

“But the money isn’t the point. The point is this.” I gestured to all of them. “You. All of you. We built this together. Every deal. Every risk. Every late night and early morning. This is our empire. Our family. Our second chance.”

Emily raised her glass. “To second chances.”

“To second chances!” everyone echoed.

We drank. Champagne. Victory. Life.

The celebration went late into the night. Food. Music. Laughter. Dancing.

And eventually, inevitably, it turned into something else.

Clothes came off. Bodies intertwined. The bedroom became a temple.

I made love to each of them. Slowly. Deliberately. Savoring.

Vanessa with her huge tits and milk that still flowed. Emily with her petite body and exhibition energy. Chloe with her spectacular ass and anal mastery. Aria with her contract and praise kink. Sophia with her power and hunger. Sabrina with her service and gratitude. Rosa with her rough edges and soft center. Isla with her island grace. Nadia with her surrender.

Nine women. Nine different flavors. Nine different kinds of perfection.

And when dawn finally came, we lay together in an exhausted pile. Spent. Satisfied. Complete.

The dashboard on the wall still showed Bitcoin’s price.

But that wasn’t what mattered.

What mattered was this. Us. Together.

We’d survived. We’d thrived. We’d built something permanent.

And we were just getting started.


Chapter 17: Harvest Begins

January 2014.

The DREP harvest was rolling.

Sophia had structured it perfectly. Refi half the portfolio. Sell the other half. Compressed cap rates meant properties we’d bought for sixty cents on the dollar were now selling at ninety.

Pure profit. Recycled back to liquid.

The first major cash infusion hit in early January. Fifty-three million. Wire transfer from the sale of eight Bay Area properties.

I watched the numbers tick up on Chloe’s dashboard.

“Balance update,” she said. “Liquid cash now at seventy-two million. Up from forty-eight million last quarter.”

“RE equity position?” I asked.

“Down to two hundred million from two-eighty. But that’s intentional. We’re harvesting the mature vintages. DREP 1.0 is almost fully liquidated.”

Perfect. The crisis-era properties had appreciated exactly as planned. Now we were cashing out before the market got crowded.

“What’s left in Vegas?” Vanessa asked.

Chloe pulled up the map. Red dots for sold properties. Blue for still held. “Forty-seven units across six buildings. Sabrina and Rosa are managing the final rehabs before sale.”

I nodded. Vegas had been our best market. Deepest crash. Highest appreciation. Rosa’s crews had turned foreclosure wrecks into cash machines.

“When’s the next batch close?” I asked.

“March. Another thirty million projected.”



February bled into March. More properties closed. More millions recycled.

The app studio was peaking too. Roll-up strategy had worked. Small utilities. Kids games. Low maintenance, high cashflow.

Sophia had found a buyer. Tech conglomerate looking to expand their mobile portfolio. Offered twenty-two million for seventy percent of the studio.

I kept the crown jewels. The attribution engine. The viral mechanics. The stuff that mattered.

But twenty-two million cash? I took it.

“Kingmaker,” Chloe said when the deal closed. “That’s what they’re calling you now. The guy who picks winners.”

“I just bet on good teams.”

“You created good teams.” She pulled up a chart. “Airbnb just raised at a one-point-three billion valuation. Our stake: conservatively marked at twelve million. Uber’s at three-point-seven billion. Our stake: eighteen million. Stripe’s at one-point-eight billion. Our stake: eight million.”

I did the math. Thirty-eight million in paper value from early angel bets. Plus the twenty-two million from the app sale. Plus the DREP harvest.

We were approaching billionaire status. Not there yet. But close.

“Update the KPI wall,” I said.

She did. New numbers populated the screen:

	Public equities: $580M (FB, GOOG, AAPL, AMZN, NFLX)
	Real estate equity: $240M (post-harvest, down from $300M)
	Liquid: $95M (up from $72M)
	BTC: $4M (post-2013 crash, down from $12M)
	Private paper: $60M (Airbnb, Uber, Stripe, others)


Total: $979M.

Twenty-one million shy of a billion.

“March harvest will do it,” Vanessa said. She was standing behind me, reading over my shoulder. “Thirty million from Vegas plus the Stripe bridge round. You’ll cross ten figures by April.”



That night, I couldn’t sleep.

The numbers were close. So close. And my mind wouldn’t stop running projections.

I walked out onto the villa balcony. Caribbean breeze. Stars overhead. The ocean a black mirror reflecting moonlight.

My phone buzzed. Unknown number. Vegas area code.

I checked the time. 11:47 PM.

I answered. “Carter.”

“Hey, boss.” Rosa’s voice. Rough. Knowing. A hint of amusement underneath.

“Rosa. It’s almost midnight. Everything okay?”

“Everything’s perfect. Just finished my final walkthrough on the last DREP 1.0 property. The fourplex on Charleston.”

I remembered it. One of the first ones we’d bought. January 2009. Courthouse steps. Twenty-eight thousand dollars. Now worth probably ninety.

“At midnight?”

“Couldn’t sleep either. Figured I’d do one last inspection before we list it tomorrow.” I heard her boots on concrete. Echoing in the empty building. “New drywall’s up. Electrical’s redone. Plumbing’s perfect. This place looks nothing like it did five years ago.”

“You did good work.”

“We did good work.” A pause. “Remember Unit 3B?”

I did. First time I’d fucked Rosa. Right after we’d closed the deal. Empty unit. Drywall dust everywhere. Her bent over a sawhorse.

“I remember.”

“I’m standing in it right now.” Her voice dropped lower. Intimate. “Middle of the night. Nobody here but me and the ghosts. Looking at that same spot. Where you had me. Where I finally let go.”

My cock stirred.

“Rosa—”

“You know what I’m thinking about?” She didn’t wait for an answer. “How you felt inside me. How rough your hands were on my hips. How you didn’t treat me like I was fragile.”

I glanced back into the dark villa. Everyone asleep. I leaned against the balcony railing. Privacy.

“Keep going,” I said quietly.

“Mm. I knew you’d want to hear this.” I heard her shift. Fabric rustling. “If you were here right now, you know what I’d do?”

“Tell me.”

“I’d push you against this wall. The new drywall. Fresh paint. Moonlight coming through the windows. And I’d drop to my knees right here on the concrete.”

Jesus.

“I’d unzip you. Pull out that cock I’ve been dreaming about for months. And I’d suck you until you forgot every number on your dashboard.”

My cock was fully hard now. Pressing against my shorts.

“Then what?” I asked.

“Then I’d bend over this sawhorse. Just like last time. Jeans around my ankles. Ass in the air. And you’d fuck me so hard the whole empty building would hear my moans echoing.”

I could picture it. Rosa’s legendary ass. Those thick thighs. That commanding voice turning into moans. All alone in a dark building at midnight.

“You miss me,” I said.

“I miss you. I miss your hands. Your cock. The way you look at me like I’m the only woman in the room.” She laughed. Soft. Genuine. “Sabrina says I get twitchy when you’re gone too long. She’s right.”

“When’s the harvest party?” I asked.

“March. After we close the last batch. Vanessa’s coordinating.” A pause. “You’ll be there?”

“I’ll be there.”

“Good. Because when you arrive, I’m collecting.” Her voice was pure heat. “You owe me for five months of long-distance. And I plan to extract every fucking second of it.”

“Is that a threat?”

“That’s a promise.”

She hung up.

I stood on the balcony. Caribbean breeze. Stars overhead. My cock still hard against my shorts.

Rosa. Tough, practical Rosa. Who’d taken weeks to trust me. Who’d only let herself be vulnerable after months of proving I saw her as an equal.

And now she was teasing me from a half-renovated fourplex in Vegas. Alone. At midnight.

I smiled.

March couldn’t come fast enough.



Billionaire.

The word felt strange. Heavy. In my first life, I’d died with seventy-three thousand dollars to my name. Overweight. Divorced. Alone.

Now?

Now I had an empire. A family. A second chance that had paid off beyond my wildest fucking dreams.

“Call Sabrina,” I said. “Tell her we’re flying to Vegas for the harvest party. All of us. This deserves to be celebrated properly.”

Vanessa smiled. “Rosa’s going to be very happy to hear that.”

“Rosa’s going to be very busy,” I corrected.

Because I owed her. Five months of distance. Five months of phone calls and texts and promises.

And when I landed in Vegas, I planned to pay that debt in full.

With interest.


Chapter 18: App Sale

January 2014.

The buyer was called DigiMedia Corp.

Never heard of them. But Sophia had. She’d tracked them for months. Watching their acquisition pattern. Waiting for the right moment.

“They’re rolling up mobile studios,” she explained during the pitch prep. “Building a portfolio play for an eventual IPO. They need our attribution engine. And they’re willing to overpay.”

“How much overpay?”

“Twenty-two million for seventy percent. Implies a thirty-one million valuation for the whole studio.”

I whistled. We’d built the studio for less than five million. Rolled up small apps. Optimized cashflow. Nothing revolutionary.

But the attribution engine—that was gold. Real-time tracking of user acquisition costs. Which ads worked. Which didn’t. We’d built it for our own apps. Turned out everyone wanted it.

“What do we keep?” I asked.

“Thirty percent equity. The attribution engine stays in a separate entity—licensed to the studio, but we own it outright. And you stay on as advisor for two years. No operational duties. Just strategic calls quarterly.”

“Stock or cash?”

“Cash. All twenty-two million. I made sure of that.”

Smart. Stock in a pre-IPO rollup was lottery tickets. Cash was cash.

“What’s Chloe think?” I asked.

“She built the tech. It’s her call.”

I found Chloe in the war room. She was running through the code audit DigiMedia’s team had requested. Making sure nothing was broken before they paid.

“Thoughts?” I asked.

She looked up. “The code’s solid. The due diligence is tedious but clean. They’ll close.”

“I mean about selling. You built this.”

“I built it because we needed it. Now someone else needs it more.” She shrugged. “Twenty-two million buys us optionality. I’d rather have dry powder than apps I have to maintain.”

That was Chloe. Practical. No emotional attachment to code.

“Alright. Let’s close it.”



The deal took six weeks. Legal review. Technical audit. Financial verification. Aria handled every page of contracts. Sophia managed the buyer relationship.

By mid-March, we had twenty-two million in the bank.

DigiMedia took over operations. Kept our team. Paid retention bonuses. The whole thing was smooth. Professional.

And it freed us up to focus on what mattered: the DREP harvest and the unicorn bets.

Airbnb had just closed their Series C. One-point-three billion valuation. We’d put in five hundred thousand back in 2010. Now our stake was worth twelve million on paper.

Uber was raising their Series C. Three-point-seven billion valuation. Our million-dollar bet was now worth eighteen million.

Stripe was doing a bridge round. One-point-eight billion valuation. Eight hundred thousand in was now worth eight million.

None of it was liquid. All paper. But paper that was appreciating fast.

“When do we sell?” I asked Sophia.

We were on a video call. Her in San Francisco. Me on the island.

“Not yet. Uber and Airbnb are going to ten billion-plus. Stripe will get there too. We hold until we at least 3x from here.”

“What if they crash?”

“They won’t. The fundamentals are there. Revenue’s growing. User bases are exploding. This isn’t speculation—it’s inevitability.”

I trusted her. She’d been right about everything so far.

“Alright. We hold.”

“But.” She leaned forward on the screen. “We should diversify into later-stage rounds. I’m seeing Series B and C opportunities that are lower risk than seed. Still huge upside. Just less binary.”

“Send me the deck.”

She did. I spent the next week reviewing opportunities. Late-stage SaaS. Fintech. Enterprise software. Boring businesses with real revenue.

We deployed ten million across five deals. Not splashy. Not sexy. But solid.

The kingmaker approach. Show up with capital and strategic value. Get allocation in oversubscribed rounds. Let the entrepreneurs build while we collected returns.



By the end of March, the revised KPI wall looked like this:

	Public equities: $580M
	Real estate equity: $210M (post-Vegas harvest)
	Liquid: $98M (app sale + DREP proceeds)
	BTC: $4M (holding steady)
	Private paper: $83M (revised marks on latest rounds)


Total: $975M.

Nine figures still. But closing in on ten.

Almost there.

I stared at the number for a long time.

Vanessa found me in the war room at two AM. I was just sitting there. Watching the KPI wall glow in the dark.

“Can’t sleep?” she asked.

“We’re twenty-five million away from a billion.”

She smiled. Came up behind me. Wrapped her arms around my shoulders. “We’ll get there.”

“In my first life, I died with seventy-three thousand dollars.”

“In your first life, you didn’t have a second chance.”

I turned to look at her. “Was it luck? Or skill?”

“Both. But mostly discipline.” She kissed my temple. “You had knowledge. Everyone with your knowledge would have bought Bitcoin and Facebook. But how many would have built DREP? How many would have done the angel bets? The attribution engine? The structures to protect it all?”

“Aria and Sophia did the structures.”

“Because you hired them. Trusted them. Gave them equity and autonomy.” She squeezed my shoulders. “This isn’t just luck, Michael. You built this. All of it.”

I wanted to believe her.

Most days I did.

But late at night, staring at a net worth inches from a billion, the impostor syndrome crept in.

What if I fucked it up? What if the next bet failed? What if I’d just gotten lucky on timing and the luck was about to run out?

“Come to bed,” Vanessa murmured. “The numbers will still be there in the morning.”

She was right.

I stood. Let her lead me back to the bedroom. Emily was already asleep, sprawled across the middle of the bed. Chloe was curled on her side, breathing softly.

I slid in next to them. Felt their warmth. Their presence.

This was the real wealth. Not the approaching billion. Not the properties or the equity or the paper marks.

This. Them. Us.

The empire was just a way to protect it.

I closed my eyes. Felt sleep pulling me under.

Tomorrow we’d fly to Vegas. Celebrate the harvest. Reconnect with Rosa and Sabrina. Mark how close we were to ten figures.

But tonight?

Tonight I just held my family and tried to believe I deserved them.


Chapter 19: Mt. Gox

February 2014.

The news broke in the middle of the night.

Mt. Gox had suspended all Bitcoin withdrawals. Technical difficulties, they said. Temporary, they promised.

I knew better.

I’d been watching them for months. The delays. The excuses. The signs of insolvency creeping in at the edges.

So I’d pulled our holdings in late 2013. Moved everything to cold storage. Paper wallets. USB drives in multiple secure locations.

Zero exposure to Mt. Gox.

But watching it collapse still hit me harder than it should have.

Seven hundred thousand Bitcoin. Gone. Stolen or mismanaged or both. Doesn’t matter. The result was the same.

The largest exchange in the world just proved that the emperor had no clothes.

And everyone who’d trusted them was fucked.

“You okay?” Chloe asked.

We were in the war room. Watching the news spread. Reddit melting down. Twitter on fire. The Bitcoin price cratering from eight hundred to four hundred in hours.

“I’m fine. We weren’t holding there.”

“Then why do you look like someone died?”

Because someone had. Not literally. But figuratively.

The promise of cryptocurrency—decentralization, trustlessness, self-sovereignty—had just been murdered by the same shit that killed traditional finance.

Greed. Incompetence. Centralization.

“I just… I thought we were past this,” I said.

“Past what?”

“Past needing to trust intermediaries. That was the whole point. Be your own bank. Mt. Gox just proved we’re not there yet.”

Chloe nodded. “Infrastructure problem. The tech works. The ecosystem doesn’t.”

She was right. But it didn’t make me feel better.

I walked out of the war room. Down to the beach. Dawn was breaking. Pink and orange across the water.

I stood at the edge. Waves lapping at my feet. Thinking.

In my first life, I’d been paralyzed by fear. Too scared to take risks. Too cautious to move fast. And I’d died poor and alone because of it.

In this life, I’d swung the other way. Aggressive bets. Leveraged knowledge. Move fast and break things.

And it had worked. Spectacularly.

But now? Now I was a billionaire living on a private island with nine women and a daughter who depended on me.

Was I too confident? Had the success made me soft? Arrogant?

The kidnapping had been a warning. These fuckers had walked right into my fortress and taken my family because I’d gotten comfortable.

And now Mt. Gox was reminding me that even the smartest bets could blow up if you trusted the wrong people.

“You’re spiraling.”

Vanessa’s voice behind me. I didn’t turn around.

“I’m thinking.”

“You’re doubting.” She came to stand next to me. Barefoot in the sand. White linen dress catching the breeze. “I can see it in your posture.”

“Maybe I should doubt. Maybe I’ve been lucky, not good.”

“Or maybe you’ve been both.”

I looked at her. “What’s the difference?”

“Luck is hitting a winning bet. Good is building systems that survive when the bets lose.” She gestured back at the villa. “You pulled out of Mt. Gox. You diversified across multiple cold storage locations. You never put all your eggs in one basket. That’s not luck. That’s discipline.”

“I got kidnapped because I got comfortable.”

“You survived because you built a team capable of adapting.” She took my hand. “Michael, listen to me. You’re allowed to have doubts. You’re allowed to second-guess yourself. That’s healthy. But don’t let the doubt paralyze you like it did in your first life.”

“What if I swing too far the other way? What if confidence becomes arrogance?”

“Then I’ll tell you. Chloe will tell you. All of us will.” She squeezed my hand. “That’s why you have us. To keep you balanced. To call bullshit when you need it. To remind you that you’re good AND lucky, and the difference is you built systems to survive when the luck runs out.”

I breathed. Let her words sink in.

She was right. I knew she was right.

In my first life, I’d been the guy who never moved. Too scared to bet. Too cautious to risk.

In this life, I’d been the guy who moved fast. Took calculated risks. Built an empire.

The key was staying in the middle. Confident enough to act. Humble enough to adapt.

“Mt. Gox is going to kill consumer trust in crypto for years,” I said.

“Probably.”

“So what’s the play?”

She smiled. “You already know. You’re just testing me.”

I did know.

“Infrastructure. Custody solutions. Compliance. The boring shit that makes crypto safe for institutions.”

“Exactly.”

I pulled out my phone. Sent a text to Aria: Research custody/compliance startups in crypto space. Looking to deploy 5-10M. Priority on teams with financial services background.

Her reply came back in seconds: Already on it. Sending deck by EOD.

I smiled. Of course she was already on it.

“Better?” Vanessa asked.

“Better.”

We stood on the beach for a while longer. Watching the sun rise. Feeling the warmth spread across the water.

The doubt was still there. Probably always would be. That voice in the back of my head asking if I deserved this. If I’d really earned it. If the luck was about to run out.

But Vanessa was right. The difference between my first life and this one wasn’t just knowledge.

It was discipline. Systems. People I trusted to tell me the truth.

And as long as I had that, I could handle the doubt.



By the end of the week, Aria had sent me profiles on three custody startups. Smart teams. Boring businesses. Exactly what the space needed.

We deployed six million across two of them. Small stakes. Strategic value-add. Introductions to banks and regulators.

The press ate it up. “Bitcoin Billionaire Backs Custody Solutions After Mt. Gox Collapse.”

I hated the headline. But it was accurate.

And if boring compliance infrastructure was what crypto needed to survive, then I’d fund it.

Because the doubt had taught me something important: luck runs out. Systems survive.

And I was building something meant to last.


Chapter 20: DREP Party

March 2014. The island.

The final DREP harvest had closed. Eighty million total recycled to liquid this quarter. Thirty-one properties sold across three states. The last of the crisis-era vintages liquidated at peak valuation.

We’d bought at the bottom. Sold at the top. Exactly as planned.

The villa compound was ready. Isla had coordinated everything—private dinner setup on the main terrace. View of the ocean. Private. Secure.

The whole harem was here. Emily with Claire. Vanessa. Chloe. Aria. Sophia flew in from SF. Even Rosa and Sabrina made the trip from Vegas—first time they’d both been on the island together.

But this party wasn’t about the masses. This was about two people specifically.

Sabrina and Rosa.

The Vegas warriors who’d made DREP work.

I found them on the balcony before everyone else arrived. Sabrina in a tight gold dress that showed off every surgically enhanced curve. Rosa in dark jeans and a simple black top that couldn’t hide her legendary ass.

They were talking quietly. Drinking champagne. Watching the sunset over the ocean.

“Got a minute?” I asked.

They turned. Sabrina smiled. Rosa raised an eyebrow.

“For you? Always,” Sabrina said.

I led them inside. To the master bedroom. Closed the door.

“This celebration is for you two,” I said. “Everyone else is support cast. Tonight is about what you built.”

Rosa crossed her arms. “We didn’t build it alone.”

“No. But you did the work. Every courthouse step. Every contractor negotiation. Every auction where you outbid the hedge funds and the vultures.” I looked at Sabrina. “You found the deals. Walked moldy fourplexes in heels no sane person would wear. Turned your reputation from disposable showgirl into the shark everyone respects.”

Sabrina’s eyes went bright. Emotional.

I turned to Rosa. “And you turned wrecks into cash machines. Managed crews who didn’t want to take orders from a woman. Proved every single one of them wrong. Your name is on Vegas job sites now. That’s legacy.”

Rosa’s jaw tightened. Fighting emotion.

“So before everyone gets here, before the toasts and the champagne and the spectacle—I wanted to tell you both. This is your victory. And I’m grateful.”

Sabrina moved first. Crossed the space between us. Kissed me hard. Desperate.

When she pulled back, she whispered, “I’ve been waiting months for this.”

Rosa hadn’t moved. Still standing by the door. Arms crossed. But her eyes were dark. Hungry.

“You coming?” I asked her.

She didn’t answer immediately. Just watched me. Calculating.

Then she walked forward. Slow. Deliberate. Hips swaying in those jeans that should have been illegal.

She stopped in front of me. Looked up. “You owe me five months.”

“I remember.”

“And I told you I was collecting.”

“I remember that too.”

She grabbed my collar. Pulled me down to her level. “Then pay up.”

I kissed her. Hard. Possessive. The way she needed.

She melted against me. That tough exterior cracking. Vulnerability underneath.

When we broke apart, Sabrina was watching. Touching herself through her dress. Already turned on.

“How do you want this?” I asked them both.

“Together,” Sabrina said immediately. “I want to share you. With her.”

Rosa hesitated. Then nodded. “Together.”

I led them to the bed. King-sized. Luxurious. Perfect.

“Strip,” I ordered. “Both of you. Now.”

Sabrina’s gold dress hit the floor immediately. No hesitation. No modesty. Underneath—nothing. No bra. No panties. Just those massive fake tits standing impossibly perfect, that tiny waist she’d sculpted through years of gym dedication, those wide hips, and those glossy, plump lips that looked permanently wet and ready for cock.

She was a fantasy made flesh. A wet dream walking. And she knew exactly what she was, owned it completely.

Rosa was slower. More deliberate. She pulled off her black top, revealing the sturdy sports bra beneath. Unhooked it with steady hands. Her heavy natural breasts swung free—massive DD-cups, soft and real, with thick dark nipples that were already hard.

Then the jeans. She pushed them down over her wide hips. Over that legendary ass—the ass that men wrote songs about, that construction crews whispered about, that looked like it had been designed by a god who specialized in Latina curves. I watched the denim peel away from flesh that had been built by decades of physical labor—thick thighs, powerful legs, and a pussy covered with a neat strip of dark hair.

When she was finally naked, she stood there. Hands at her sides. Chin lifted. Letting me look. Challenging me to appreciate everything she was.

“You’re stunning,” I said. “Both of you. Completely different. Both perfect.”

Rosa blushed. Actually blushed—red spreading across her caramel cheeks. This tough contractor who commanded job sites and intimidated men twice her size, who had once threatened a supplier with a nail gun, was blushing at a compliment.

“Get on the bed,” I ordered. “Both of you.”

They climbed on. Lay back against the silk pillows. Side by side. Sabrina’s massive fake tits pointing at the ceiling. Rosa’s heavy naturals settling to the sides. Two completely different bodies. Both waiting for me.

I stripped. Pulled my shirt over my head. Kicked off my pants. My cock was already rock-hard—had been since Sabrina kissed me.

Their eyes locked onto it. Sabrina licked her glossy lips. Rosa’s thighs pressed together slightly.

I joined them on the bed. Started with Sabrina because the need was radiating off her in waves. Cupped those huge fake tits—firm, round, gravity-defying. Squeezed hard. Felt the implants beneath, the perfect shape she’d chosen for herself.

“You know what I love about these?” I asked, thumbing her nipples.

“What?” Her voice was breathy.

“That you chose them. That you designed the body you wanted and then built it. No apologies. No shame. Just ownership.” I leaned down and sucked one stiff nipple into my mouth. “You built yourself into a fantasy, and you own every inch of it.”

She gasped. Arched her back, pressing more of that perfect tit into my mouth. “Yes. God, yes. I built myself for this. For you.”

I moved my hand down her flat stomach. Over her bare mound—she was waxed completely smooth. Found her pussy already soaking wet, her arousal coating her inner thighs.

“This wet already?” I murmured against her breast.

“I’ve been wet since I saw the helicopter coming in.”

I slid two fingers inside her. Her pussy gripped them immediately—hot, tight, slick.

She moaned. Loud. Shameless. Her enhanced body writhing on the sheets.

I worked her with my fingers. In and out. Curling against her G-spot. My thumb finding her swollen clit and circling it in tight, precise movements. Watching her face. The way her glossy lips parted. The way her false lashes fluttered. The way her eyes rolled back.

“You going to come for me?” I asked. “Show Rosa what a grateful slut looks like?”

“Yes. Fuck, yes. Please. I’ll come so hard for you.”

I added a third finger. Stretched her. Found that spot inside that made her whole body go tight.

She came hard. Her pussy clenching around my fingers like a fist, rhythmic spasms milking them. Her whole body shaking. Her massive tits bouncing as she convulsed. Tears streaming down her perfectly made-up face, mascara starting to run.

“Thank you,” she sobbed. “Thank you thank you thank you. God, I needed that. Five months without your hands on me—”

I pulled my fingers out slowly. They glistened with her cum. I offered them to Rosa.

She took them into her mouth without hesitation. Sucked them clean. Tasted Sabrina on my fingers.

“Your turn,” I said to Rosa.

She spread her thick thighs. Revealed her pussy—pink and wet, framed by dark hair, swollen with arousal. “I want your mouth first. I’ve been dreaming about your tongue for months.”

I settled between her powerful legs. Looked up at her along the landscape of her body—that thick stomach, those massive real tits spreading toward her armpits, her fierce dark eyes looking down at me.

“Tell me what you need, Rosa.”

“Everything. All of it. Don’t hold back. Don’t treat me like I’m fragile. I’m not. I build fucking houses.”

I didn’t hold back.

I buried my face in her pussy like I was starving for it. Tongue flat and wide against her clit, then pointed and probing. Licking through her folds. Sucking her clit into my mouth. Sliding two fingers inside her—she was tight, tighter than I expected, and soaking wet.

She moaned in Spanish. Grabbed my hair with both hands. Pulled me harder against her. Her thick thighs clamped around my head, those powerful muscles flexing.

“Si—asi—no pare—” she chanted. Then in English: “Don’t you fucking stop. Make me come on your face. I’ve been waiting months for this.”

I worked her harder. Three fingers now, curling inside her. Tongue flicking her clit fast, then slow, then fast again. Working that tough, proud woman until she was incoherent, mixing languages, her hips grinding against my mouth.

She came with a shout that probably carried to the main house. Her thighs clamped so hard I couldn’t breathe. Her pussy flooding wet against my tongue, her cum filling my mouth. I drank it down. Kept licking her through the aftershocks until she pushed my head away.

“Too much—too sensitive—” she gasped.

I pulled back. Looked at both of them. Sabrina flushed and cum-drunk. Rosa panting, her chest heaving, those massive natural tits rising and falling.

“I need to be inside you,” I said. “Both of you. Now.”

Sabrina moved first. Rolled over. Got on all fours. That enhanced body on perfect display. Ass high. Looking back at me over her shoulder with smeared makeup and swollen lips.

“Me first. Please. I need your cock inside me.”

I positioned behind her. Grabbed her hips—that narrow waist, those wide hips she’d built through years of squats and diet. Looked down at her wet pussy waiting for me.

Pushed inside in one hard thrust.

She gasped. Then moaned—loud, shameless, the sound of a woman who’d been waiting too long. “Yes. God yes. Fuck me. Use me. I’m yours.”

I did. Long, hard strokes that made her massive tits swing beneath her. Watching my cock disappear into her tight pink pussy. Feeling her clench around me. Hearing her beg for more—“Harder, please, harder.”

Rosa moved to her side. Captured Sabrina’s face and kissed her deeply. Whispered something against her lips I couldn’t hear.

Sabrina’s moans got louder.

I fucked her for five minutes. Hard. Fast. The wet sound of our bodies filling the room. Making up for months of distance. Her enhanced body was designed for this—designed to be fucked, to be admired, to be used.

Then I pulled out. My cock glistening with her arousal.

Moved to Rosa.

She was already on her back. Legs spread wide. That legendary ass cushioning her against the mattress. That thick Latina body—all curves and power—ready and waiting.

I positioned myself. Pressed the head of my cock against her entrance.

“Look at me,” she demanded.

I looked. Met those fierce dark eyes.

“Don’t you dare hold back,” she said. “I’m not a delicate fucking flower. I run construction crews. I’ve knocked out men bigger than you. Fuck me like you mean it.”

So I did.

I pushed inside her in one hard thrust. Her pussy gripped me like a tight, wet fist. She gasped, then growled—actually growled.

“That’s it. Now move.”

I fucked her the way she needed. Rough. Real. No gentle bullshit. Just raw, primal connection. My hands gripping her thick hips hard enough to leave bruises. Her powerful legs wrapped around my waist, pulling me deeper with every thrust.

“Harder—fuck—harder—”

I gave her harder. Pounding into her. The slap of flesh on flesh. Her massive tits bouncing with each impact. Her pussy clenching around me like she was trying to milk the cum right out of me.

She came the first time just from the angle—my cock hitting something deep inside her that made her whole body arch off the bed.

“Mierda—” she gasped. “Coming—”

I didn’t stop. Kept fucking her through it. Reached between us and found her swollen clit. Rubbed it while I pounded into her.

She came again. Harder. Her pussy spasming around my cock, flooding wet, soaking the sheets beneath us. Her nails dragging down my back hard enough to draw blood.

By the time I pulled out, both of them were wrecked. Sweaty. Satisfied. Glowing with fucked-out pleasure.

“Together,” Sabrina whispered. “Finish on us together. Mark us both.”

They arranged themselves. Side by side. Sabrina with her massive fake tits thrust forward. Rosa with her heavy naturals settling to the sides. Both faces upturned. Mouths open. Waiting.

I knelt over them. Wrapped my hand around my slick cock—coated with their combined arousal. Stroked once. Twice. Three times.

Looked at my Vegas warriors. The bombshell and the boss. The fantasy and the fighter. Both of them mine.

I came.

Hot, thick spurts of cum arcing across their faces. Sabrina caught the first rope across her glossy lips and chin. Rosa the second on her cheek. I kept stroking, kept coming—more cum than should have been possible—painting their tits, their necks, their open mouths.

They licked each other clean immediately. Rosa’s tongue dragging across Sabrina’s enhanced tits. Sabrina kissing the cum from Rosa’s cheeks. Sharing my load between their mouths. Swallowing. Moaning.

They tasted me and each other until every drop was gone.

When it was done, we collapsed into a pile. Three bodies. Tangled. Exhausted.

Rosa spoke first. Her voice was soft. Vulnerable. “I don’t let people in. You know that.”

“I know.”

“But you… you saw me. Not just the body. Not just the work. You saw all of it. And you didn’t flinch.”

I kissed her temple. “You earned every bit of respect you have. And more.”

Sabrina was crying. Quietly. Tears running down her cheeks.

“What’s wrong?” I asked.

“Nothing’s wrong. Everything’s right.” She wiped her eyes. Smudged her makeup. “Five years ago I was a disposable showgirl. Men used me and threw me away. Now I’m here. With you. With her. With equity in an empire. And I just… I can’t believe this is real.”

“It’s real,” I promised.

“How do you know?”

“Because you built it. Every auction. Every deal. Every time someone underestimated you and you proved them wrong. This isn’t luck. This is you.”

She buried her face in my chest. Sobbed. Release. Relief. Joy.

Rosa held her. Stroked her hair. Whispered comfort.

And I held them both. These two warriors. These survivors. These brilliant, tough, beautiful women who’d taken broken properties and turned them into gold.

They’d earned this. All of it.

And watching them finally let themselves be soft? Finally accept that they were valued for everything they were?

That was worth more than any number on a ledger.

A knock on the door. Vanessa’s voice. “Everyone’s here. Are you three joining us?”

I looked at Rosa and Sabrina. They nodded.

“Give us ten minutes,” I called back.

We cleaned up. Dressed. Sabrina fixed her makeup. Rosa pulled her hair back into its usual ponytail.

By the time we walked out into the main room, they looked composed. Professional. Strong.

But I knew the truth. I’d seen them break. I’d seen them surrender. I’d seen them whole.

And that was a gift I’d never take for granted.

The party went late. Champagne. Toasts. Laughter. Music.

But the real celebration had already happened.

In that bedroom. With those two women. Honoring what they’d built.

Everything else was just spectacle.


Chapter 21: Billionaire Stack

December 2014.

The final numbers came in on the twentieth.

Chloe updated the KPI wall in the villa war room. I watched the digits populate. One by one.

Public equities: $700M.

Real estate equity: $330M.

Liquid: $130M.

BTC: $3M.

Private paper: $85M.

Total: $1.25B.

Twelve figures counting the cents. But the number that mattered was the first one.

One.

Billion.

I stood there. Staring. Trying to make it feel real.

In my first life, I’d died with seventy-three thousand dollars. Fat. Divorced. Alone in a cubicle at three AM.

In this life?

This life I’d crossed a billion with a harem of nine women and a daughter who called me Daddy and an empire that would outlive me.

“It’s real,” Vanessa said softly. She was standing behind me. Always knew when I needed her.

“Is it?”

“Look around.”

I did.

Emily was on the floor with Claire. Building blocks. Laughing. Our daughter was six now. Healthy. Happy. Safe.

Chloe was at her station. Three monitors running analytics. Her spectacular ass in yoga pants. That bruise from the kidnapping long healed.

Aria sat at the conference table. Reviewing legal documents. Gold waist chain visible. Nose stud catching the light.

Sophia was on a call. Talking clean numbers in that steady voice. Designer jeans cupping that perfect ass.

Sabrina and Rosa were on the balcony. Champagne already open. Celebrating early.

Isla moved through the room. Graceful. Efficient. White linen dress practically transparent in the afternoon sun. Nipples visible.

Nadia stood by the door. Always on duty. Always watching. But relaxed now. Part of the family.

And Vanessa. My MILF queen. My COO. The woman who’d held everything together when it threatened to fall apart.

“This is real,” I said.

“This is real,” she agreed.

I walked to the center of the room. Everyone looked up.

“Meeting’s over,” I said. “Close your laptops. Put down your phones. Tonight we celebrate properly.”

Emily grinned. “How properly?”

“Very.”



Dinner first. Isla had prepared a feast. Fresh fish. Island vegetables. Wine from a bottle that cost more than my first car.

We ate slowly. Talked. Laughed. Claire fell asleep in Emily’s lap halfway through dessert.

Isla took her. Put her to bed in the nursery. Closed the door gently.

When she came back, the energy in the room had shifted.

Everyone knew what came next.

We moved to the master bedroom. The largest space. The one with the custom bed that could fit ten people comfortably.

I stood at the center. Looked at each of them. My empire. My family. My life.

“Tonight isn’t about celebration,” I said quietly. “It’s about gratitude. For what we’ve built. For what we survived. For what comes next.”

They nodded. Understanding.

This wasn’t going to be frantic. Wasn’t going to be a spectacle. This was going to be reverent.

A ritual.

“Vanessa first,” I said.

She came to me. Slowly. Her huge natural tits swaying hypnotically under her silk robe. She let the fabric fall. Naked underneath. Forty years old and still the most beautiful woman I’d ever seen.

I cupped her breasts. Felt their incredible weight—heavy, warm, full of milk even now. Leaned down and sucked a nipple into my mouth. Sweet, warm milk flooded my tongue immediately.

She cradled my head, fingers threading through my hair. “Thank you for seeing me. All of me. Not just the COO. Not just the body. Everything.”

I released her nipple with a wet pop. Met her hazel eyes. “Thank you for building with me. For being my partner in every way.”

I laid her back on the silk sheets. Positioned myself between her thighs. Found her already wet—slick and ready, her pussy glistening in the candlelight.

“I love you,” I said, pressing inside her slowly.

“I love you,” she breathed as I sank deeper. “So much.”

We made love slowly. Her on her back. Me above her. Deep, steady strokes that let us both feel everything. Eye contact the whole time. Connection more than performance. Her huge tits swaying with each thrust, milk beading on her nipples.

Her pussy gripped me perfectly. Familiar after all these years but somehow still electric. She squeezed her inner muscles around my shaft, drawing me deeper.

“Right there,” she whispered. “God, right there.”

She came quietly. A soft gasp. Fingers tightening on my shoulders. Her pussy rippling around my cock in gentle waves. Tears forming in the corners of her eyes.

I pulled out before I finished. This wasn’t about me yet. Tonight was about them. All of them.

“Emily.”

She bounced over. Petite. Perky. Blonde curls wild around her face. That exhibition energy barely contained, even in this intimate moment.

But tonight she was soft. Present. No performance. Just Emily.

I laid her on the bed beside Vanessa. Spread her slender legs. Looked at her—that tight little body, those small perfect tits with their pink nipples, that blonde pussy already glistening wet.

“So beautiful,” I murmured. Then I lowered my mouth to her.

I went down on her slowly. Tasting. Worshipping. Running my tongue through her wet folds, circling her clit, dipping inside to drink her arousal.

She whispered my name. Over and over. “Michael. Michael. Michael.” Like a prayer. Like a mantra.

I sucked her clit gently. Slid two fingers inside her. Curled them against that spot that always made her shake.

When she came, it was with tears in her eyes. Joy. Relief. Gratitude. Her thighs clamped around my head, her pussy flooding my mouth with her release.

“I love you so much,” she sobbed. “Thank you for choosing me. For keeping me.”

“Chloe.”

She approached cautiously. That nerdy insecurity never quite gone despite everything she’d accomplished. Black-framed glasses still on. But her body was confident. Thick curves. Wide hips. That spectacular ass in full display as she turned.

I turned her around. Bent her over the edge of the bed. Spread those magnificent cheeks. Found her tight little asshole already glistening—she’d prepped herself. My anal queen.

“Please,” she whispered into the pillow. “My lane. Claim me.”

Slow entry. Gentle. Inch by inch into that incredible tightness. Her ass gripped my cock like a velvet fist.

She moaned into the pillow. “I’m yours. Always yours. My body. My brain. My everything.”

“Always mine,” I agreed, bottoming out inside her.

I fucked her ass with long, deliberate strokes. Savoring every inch. The way her asshole gripped and released. The way her thick ass jiggled with each thrust. The way she pushed back to meet me.

“So deep,” she gasped. “God, I love having you in my ass. Love being your anal slut.”

She came with her hand between her legs, working her clit frantically. Her whole body shaking. Her ass clenching rhythmically around my cock, milking me. I had to pull out to avoid finishing too soon.

“Aria.”

She moved like a dancer. Graceful. Controlled. That dusky caramel skin glowing in the dim candlelight. Gold waist chain catching the light. Nose stud sparkling.

She knelt in front of me. Looked up with those dark eyes. Recited a contract clause. “Party A agrees to surrender all control to Party B for the duration of this encounter, with the understanding that Party B will provide appropriate aftercare and emotional support post-session.”

I smiled. Stroked her cheek. “Accepted.”

She took my cock in her mouth. Worshipped it. No urgency. Just devotion. Her tongue swirling around the head. Her lips sliding down the shaft. Deep and slow and reverent.

“Such a good girl,” I murmured.

She moaned around my cock, the vibration making me throb.

When I was close, I pulled her up. Kissed her—tasted myself on her tongue. Positioned her on her back on the silk sheets.

Entered her slowly. Her pussy was tight, wet, hot. Welcoming. I watched her face as I filled her. The way her lips parted. The way her eyes rolled back. The way her gold waist chain jingled softly with each thrust.

“Good girl,” I murmured as I bottomed out.

She came instantly. That phrase was her trigger. Her kryptonite. Her deepest need. Her pussy clamped down on my cock, her back arched, and she cried out—wordless pleasure, pure and raw.

“Sophia.”

Tall. Elegant. Asian perfection. Six feet of long legs and lean curves. That perfect tight ass. Small, firm tits with dark nipples.

She straddled me as I lay back. Took control. Sank down onto my cock with a satisfied sigh. Rode me while talking numbers—her kink, her trigger.

“Public equities up eight percent this quarter,” she breathed, rolling her hips. “Real estate stable at three-thirty. Private marks expanding.” Her pussy gripped me tight as she bounced. “Liquid at one-thirty. We crossed—ah—we crossed ten figures.”

I grabbed her hips. Guided the rhythm. Watched her small tits bounce. Watched her composure crack as the pleasure built.

“Net worth—” she gasped. “One-point-two-five—billion—oh god—”

She came with a gasp. Breaking character completely. Just Sophia. Just mine. Her pussy clenching around me in waves as she shuddered.

“Sabrina.”

Vegas bombshell. Massive fake tits—round and perfect and gravity-defying. Glossy, plump lips. Long lashes. Bimbo fantasy with a shark’s brain underneath.

She knelt between my legs. Pressed those impossible tits together around my cock. They were slick with oil—she’d prepared.

She fucked me with her tits. Slow, deliberate strokes. My cock sliding through that warm, oiled cleavage. Her tongue darting out to lick the head each time it emerged.

“Thank you for seeing past the performance,” she whispered. “For knowing I’m smart. For making me real. For giving me equity in an empire.”

Her tits were incredible. Warm. Soft despite the implants. Perfect.

I came on them. Thick spurts of cum coating those massive breasts. She smiled and rubbed it into her skin like lotion. Like she was claiming me as much as I was claiming her.

“Rosa.”

Thick Latina curves. That legendary ass—the one men wrote songs about. Heavy natural DD-cup breasts. Powerful body built by decades of construction work.

She didn’t wait for permission. Pushed me onto my back. Straddled me. Grabbed my still-hard cock and impaled herself with a growl.

“This is mine,” she said, riding me hard. That massive ass bouncing. Those powerful thighs clenching. Her heavy tits swinging. “This cock. This man. Mine.”

“Yours,” I agreed, grabbing her hips, helping her ride.

She fucked me like she did everything else—with fierce determination. Her pussy gripped me tight. Her ass slapped against my thighs with each downstroke.

She came with a shout. Spanish curses mixing with my name. Claimed me as much as I’d claimed her. Her pussy milking my cock as she shuddered through her release.

“Isla.”

French-Caribbean elegance personified. Golden-brown skin glowing in the candlelight. Dark braids falling past her shoulders. Full breasts with dusky nipples already hard.

She whispered in French as she approached. Words I didn’t understand but felt anyway. Devotion. Service. Surrender. Love.

I positioned her on all fours. Took her from behind. Slow. Deliberate. Her braids wrapped around my fist, pulling her head back gently.

“Good girl,” I murmured as I sank into her wet pussy. “Such good service.”

She moaned in three languages. English. French. Creole. A symphony of pleasure as I fucked her deep.

“Je suis a vous,” she gasped. “I am yours. Toujours. Forever.”

She came with her whole body shaking. Free-use fantasy made consensual reality. Her pussy clenching around me as she cried out in French.

“Nadia.”

Military protector. Tactical competence. Hidden curves under all that armor.

Tonight she was vulnerable. Naked. Steel-gray eyes soft with trust. Athletic body on full display—those full C-cups she usually bound down, the strong thighs, the scars from a decade of service.

“Break me,” she whispered. “Like you did the first time. Please.”

I took her roughly. The way she needed. Pushed her onto her back. Spread her legs wide. Drove into her hard.

She gasped. Arched. Grabbed my shoulders.

“Harder,” she begged. “Don’t be gentle. I need—”

I fucked her the way she craved. Hair pulled. Hips bruised from the grip. Commands barked. “Come for me. Now. Let go.”

She came screaming. Years of control shattering. Her pussy clenching so tight it almost hurt.

Then I held her after. Soft. Protected. Kissed her forehead. Stroked her hair.

She cried. Relief. Release. The protector finally protected. Finally safe enough to break.

When it was done, all nine of them were on the bed. Surrounding me. Touching. Connected. A tangle of limbs and curves and satisfied flesh.

I looked at each one. Made eye contact. Let them see me see them.

Vanessa with her hazel wisdom and milk-heavy breasts. Emily with her green eyes and petite perfection. Chloe with her glasses and magnificent curves. Aria with her caramel skin and gold chain. Sophia with her elegant height and sharp mind. Sabrina with her glossy lips and cum-glazed tits. Rosa with her fierce strength and powerful body. Isla with her Caribbean grace and dark braids. Nadia with her steel eyes finally soft.

No words. None needed.

Then Vanessa spoke. Quiet. Reverent. “What does a billionaire do with a second chance?”

I didn’t answer immediately. Just breathed. Felt their presence. Their warmth. Nine heartbeats surrounding mine.

“Build something that lasts,” I finally said. “Protect what matters. Leave a legacy.”

They nodded. Understanding.

I moved to the center. They arranged themselves around me. Faces upturned. Mouths open. Waiting. Nine women. My empire. My family. My life.

I wrapped my hand around my cock. Stroked. Slow. Deliberate. Watching them.

They watched back. Hungry. Reverent. Ready.

I came.

Long, powerful spurts. Across their mouths. Their waiting tongues. Their beautiful faces. Vanessa caught the first rope on her tongue. Emily the second on her lips. I kept stroking, kept coming—more than should have been possible—painting Chloe’s glasses, Aria’s cheeks, Sophia’s chin. Sabrina opened wide and caught it in her mouth. Rosa took it on her tits. Isla on her golden-brown skin. Nadia last, cum dripping down her face as she smiled through tears.

They shared it between kisses. Tasted me. Each other. Us. Vanessa kissed Emily, my cum passing between their tongues. Chloe licked Aria’s cheek clean. Rosa and Sabrina shared a long, wet kiss. Isla and Nadia found each other.

Nine women. One man. One billion dollars. One second chance.

Complete.

When it was done, no one cheered. No one celebrated.

We just breathed together.

The KPI wall glowed in the war room next door. Ten figures. Proof we’d crossed into history.

But here? In this bed? With these women?

The numbers didn’t matter.

This mattered. This was real. This was what the second chance had been for.

“What comes next?” Emily asked.

I looked at her. Smiled. “Whatever we want.”

Claire’s voice from the nursery. “Daddy? I’m hungry.”

Emily laughed. Stood. “I’ll get her breakfast.”

Just like that. The reverent moment broken. Back to reality. Back to life.

But that was fine.

Because this was life. The empire. The family. The billion dollars. The daughter asking for breakfast.

All of it. Together. Real.

“Come on,” Vanessa said. “Let’s feed our girl.”

We got dressed. Walked to the kitchen. Made breakfast. Claire chattering about her dreams.

Outside, the Caribbean sun was rising. Another day. Another chance.

And I was going to take it.


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
Even a few words, or just tapping a star rating, makes a big difference. Reviews help other readers discover the book, and ratings are completely anonymous. Both are deeply appreciated.

	Follow on Amazon
By following Cole Cross on Amazon, you’ll get notified whenever a new book is published. No emails, no spam, just a quiet alert for the next release.

	Explore more stories
If you’re curious what else might be waiting, more books from Cole Cross are just a search away. Kindle Unlimited reader? Every page you read helps support more wild ideas becoming real stories.



Thanks again for spending your time in this world. It means more than you know.

Cole Cross
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