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AUTHOR’S NOTE:



Only four days from the first part going up, and now I’ve got this one ready to send down the pipeline. I’m getting back to my old speed, finally. It’ll be a fight to get part three out as soon as I want, but I’m not going to let the quality suffer. Revising the schedule on the office wall doesn’t break my heart that much. Baby steps.

With this heatwave going on, though, I’ll force myself to stay inside and work. When the temperature is in the mid-nineties, and so is the humidity, you’re gonna have a bad time out there.


HAREM HEX 2

Cases settled back into the normal tempo. A few rich kids fighting charges that’d send anyone else to juvenile hall, the standard injury-case bullshit, and all else you’d expect. It didn’t take long to start hating my job again.

Right before my alarm went off, Mika wrapped herself around me. “Hey, you know what you’re about to hear.”

I slapped at the clock ahead of time. “I appreciate what you’re doing, but that last couple of minutes is the only thing I have going for me.”

“Then quit.” Mika had gotten to know me a little too well.

“I want to, but what happens if I trip and fall on my face?”

She hugged even more, tying a knot around me. “I’d have to fix TV dinners before you get home.” And not the Starving-Dude ones that actually fill you up, after you fork the brownie out the tray and stir the powdered taters. It’d have to be those $1.25 squirts of shit.

The girl was nuts, in the best way possible. I wanted to give in and let her keep teasing at the front of my boxers.

“But Mikey, do you really think I care about that?” Her legs had me trapped in all that warmth and silk. “I’m not leaving, even if you end up pumping gas for a living.”

I liked seeing her in my previous day’s shirt when I got home. But it wouldn’t do much for me if my name was embroidered over the left breast. “Jobs come and go, but careers take time.”

“Well, if Harper’s supposed to inherit the practice, do you think she likes you enough to let you be the other senior partner?”

Those moments of snoozing weren’t coming. “I don’t know her that well. Besides, the girl’s not even out of law school yet.”

“Kinda bold to assume she’ll get the title before she even graduates.”

I’d given up my chance to help dad run his non-profit. Sure, I think he did good work, but advocating for nature preserves wasn’t my passion. “That’s kinda how it works. You build something, and it’s only natural that you want your kids to take it over.”

Mika kept stroking away. “So get to building your own legacy. Who knows? Maybe one of our kids will take the helm someday.”

Which wasn’t what happened in this family, ever. But one could hope.


At the tail-end of my second Friday back, I heard a knock on my office door.

“Come in.” Even if I was busy getting my shit together for the next week.

Gary Brooks walked in like he owned the place, because he did. For all his heft, at least the guy had his suits tailored right. That cuts a good fifty pounds compared to wearing something off the rack. “Party at my house tomorrow night, about six. You gonna make it?”

I didn’t want to, but them’s the bones when you work in a law office. “Sure, but is it alright if I bring a guest?”

He set right in on me. “Harper just got home for the summer. You two should get to know each other.” Then Gary corrected that skeezy tone. “As future coworkers, of course.”


Sure, buddy…
 He’d been trying to hook me up with his only kid ever since I started working for him, back when she was a sophomore in college. Not that Harper wasn’t the spitting image of her trophy-wife of a mother, and decades younger.

“I’ve tried getting her to help with bookkeeping, but she’s never made it in. It’s a shame, isn’t it?”

Feigning the best smile I could, I nodded slowly. “Sure is, but law school’s stressful enough. Harper could probably use the break if she’ll have to study for the bar exam this year.” Because hell, I’d only gotten my JD a little less than five years prior.

Gary shifted his copious weight on the door again. “About this guest. Who is she?”


Fuck, here it comes.
 “That girl who’s delivered lunch after I came back. She’ll throw a fit if I don’t bring her.”

“Michelle, or whatever her name is...”

“Mika.” I decided to save my ass instead of being honest. “She’s renting one of my spare bedrooms for a song, so I guess she’s trying to stay on my good side.”

I mean, going along with his plan to hook me up with his daughter was a silver-fucking platter. Put right in front of me, with silk gloves.

Brooks gave one last hint of side-eye. “Sure, go ahead and bring her.”

The second he waddled out, I was ready to grab that flask of bourbon in the top drawer of my desk. Like all attorneys have, whether they admit it or not.

I leaned into my chair. Well, this is a goddamned mess.


Harper was an absolute stunner of a girl, and not the kind you’d expect to go to law school. If anything, she wouldn’t look out of place in a centerfold. And it was all natural, right 
down to the platinum blonde and tits that could drop the IQ of every straight man for miles.

But I didn’t ever see myself going along with this. Just like any other job interview, you have to bullshit and tell the future bosses that you want to make a career of the place.

Even if you’ve got your own plans.


Despite the relatively easy week, I knew I looked beat-down when I stumbled into the house.

Smelling whatever Mika was fixing, I hung my keys up and started working my tie loose.

By some miracle, I snuck all the way to the living room before she caught me. “I didn’t hear you come in!”


How are you always so happy?
 But Mika’s attitude fit her. Not that I’d want to be around someone as jaded as myself, combined with her energy level. Someone like that would burn down a grocery store because the cashier didn’t smile enough.

“So, any news? I was kinda thinking. tomorrow, we could pack a lunch and have a day outside somewhere.”

I didn’t want to put a hand up, but I did. “Work shindig, tomorrow night at six. I know you’re looking for an excuse to wear that cocktail dress I bought you.”

Her eyes lit up. “Maybe now I can meet everyone. I don’t know why you always hide me away in your office when I show up.”


There’s a reason for that.
 “Sure. Why not introduce you to everyone at once?”

Mika pushed up the sleeves of the usual white button-up. “I can’t wait, but you don’t look very excited.”

“You should already know why. Does Harper Brooks ring any bells?”

Yeah, she knew. “It’s not like we have to act like a couple.”

But it was already gonna be hard enough to play things off. Nobody
 making my kind of money just rents a room to a girl who looks like Mika. “It’s kinda fucked, but we’ll see how it plays out.”

“No.” Mika clasped her spatula with both hands and looked up at me. “I know you think well of her. We can make this work.”

“Woah...” I shook my head, politely as I could. “That’d only make shit worse. Back off the throttle.”

As if that was about to stop her. “You need four other women. Why couldn’t she be the first one?”

If I didn’t mind pissing off one of Asheville’s most ‘respected’ attorneys, that would have been all well and fine. Not to mention, Gary was my boss. “You know why it’s dangerous.” Like playing with matches in a dynamite bunker.

Mika was about to chuck something else at me, but the smell caught her. “Shit! Chicken’s burning!”

She ran off, leaving me with the TV and remote.

I didn’t like the idea of having one wife, much less five. At least not until I had my goals underway.

The only man I knew who’d been through this kind of shit was just a phone call way.

But holy shit, I was tired of crawling to Dad for answers.


Dad was already losing patience with me. “Mikey, you know what has to happen.”

Not that I had to like it. “Of all people, I think you’d have issues with using the girl to further my own shit.”

But he was ready. “Which one? Mika just wants to help your goals along, and Harper sounds like just the ticket. If you three find a way to make it work for everyone, what’s the problem?”

I was ready to hang up and cancel the whole arrangement. Dragging Mika in front of my Brooks, finally, felt like it could only be a mistake. “I know I’m asking more than Gary at this point, but what about what Harper wants?”

“You’ll never know until you talk to her.” My dad took a deep breath, like he was about to let the floodgates of truth yawn open. “Your Aunt Alexandra, for instance.” His personal secretary, and the absolute ball-buster of Leave Room for Nature.

“Do you realize how many ways a legal career can branch out? Not everyone wants to go into environmental law like I do.”

“More want to than actually make a career of it. I’d say the odds are in your favor.” As if he knew what Harper wanted. Shit, even I didn’t know what she was aiming at, and I’d spent hundreds of hours around the girl.

Pacing around my car in the garage, I could tell my point wasn’t winning. “That’s a big assumption. What’s to say Harper doesn’t want to be a total scumbag like her father?”

“Well, if she does, why would you care about what she wants?”

I didn’t have an answer. Leaving her in the dust would be the only option, if that’s the life she aspired to.

“See? If people stand in your way, why bother with them longer than necessary?”


Because the world works like that, you dense motherfucker.
 “On your salary, can I ask you for money when it comes time to start my own practice?”

“Brooks will cut you off as soon as he knows you won’t go along with his plans. So why do you think you’d get more out of kissing his ass?”

“He cuts me a check every week, for one thing.”

“That daughter of his...” He kinda snorted. “Would you fuck her anyway?”

From the man who told me to respect all women as more than just a hole to enjoy. “That’s rich, coming from you.”

The voice in the background was all too familiar. “Is it Mikey?”

No…

“Yeah, sure. Why don’t you tell him what’s going on?”

I paused long enough for it to hurt. “Hi, Mom.”

“Your father’s told me all about Mika!”

Stop, for the love of God.

“So has she been taking care of you? I wanted to fly to Asheville, myself, but your daddy wouldn’t hear anything of it.”

“She’s been great to me. You don’t have anything to worry about.” I wanted to cuss my dad, but his biggest advocate was on the other end of the call.

Not that it stopped my mother from making it even worse. “He’s told you how this works, right?”

“Yes, Mom. We always meet our wives after surgery.”

I hoped like hell she’d put a wrench in the gears. But you know that’d be too easy. “Well, the next time you come home, I can’t wait to meet her.”

The speaker rattled like she was handing Dad’s phone back to him.

You’ve gotta be shitting me…

But he was back. “See? Your mother already knows about Mika.”

I went ahead and pulled out another cigarette.

The flick of my lighter clued him in. “You still smoking?”

“Why wouldn’t I at this point?”

“That shit’s gonna kill you, sooner or later.”

I leaned against the door to the backyard until it shut. “As if this mess won’t. Whatever secrets you’re still holding back, go ahead and tell me everything.”

The answer came too quickly. “If Mika thinks Harper is a good fit, trust her. That’s all I’ve got.”

“You’re not helping. I ask you for career advice, and all you offer is ‘trust this girl you barely even know.’”

“Has she steered you wrong?”

“I can’t say Mika’s steered me right, either.” Looking over my shoulder, I was relieved not to see her. “Do you have anything useful, or just another ‘wait and see’ kind of platitude?”

I heard a Zippo light up on his end, probably for a cigar or bowl of weed. Not that he’d ever let me call him on it. “Then you’d better start figuring out who you can trust, and fast.”


Fucking hypocrite.
 “Bye, Dad.”

I didn’t give him the time to respond.


Gary’s place was more of a castle than a home. But when you’re in the snootiest neighborhood on the southwest end of Asheville, you don’t live in a hovel. Before I even pulled into the driveway, Mika was already running her mouth.

“It’s kinda ridiculous. All that room, for one family?”

I’d been there before the surgery. “You already know the place as well as I do. What’s with that surprised look?”

She pulled at the hem of her fanciest dress. That coral pink getup with sequins I’d blown more than I’d like to admit on. “I still think it’s pointless. But I also think our house is too big.”

Four bedrooms is a little much for a single guy who doesn’t plan to stay there or have a family before he moves. But I did get one hell of a bargain. “I knew I could sell the house for a lot more than I paid for it. When the time comes to move and start my own practice, I’ll be glad I went through all the trouble.”

Mika topped her lipstick off one more time. Flipping the visor up, she looked over while I parked. “Should I pretend I don’t know who these people are?”

“Please.” It almost made me blush, but I had to set the most important rule down. “And you’re just a friend renting a room, alright?”

“Someone doesn’t want Harper to know about me.”

Before we got out, I corrected her. “Gary, actually.”


I’d gone through the usual bullshit. Handshakes, pretending to care about whatever all these attorneys bragged about, and holding back from downing as much alcohol as I really wanted. These weren’t the rare good-guy lawyers who actually give a shit about people.

Finally, I ran into someone I didn’t hate. Iris, the secretary for Brewer, Harwood, & Lowe, looked hot as ever.

She was tired of it as I was, so it didn’t take long to get her to follow Mika and myself to the outskirts of the crowd.

Iris was already digging, though. “Michael, don’t tell me you’re standing Gary up, bringing a new girlfriend here.”

Mika already had the drill down. “Oh, I’m just his roommate.”

“Blondes like myself and Harper aren’t your thing, huh?”

“She already told you, it’s not like that.”

But in a sleek, black dress like  cut so low, when Iris talked, you had to fight not to stare at her tits. Which meant my attention was undivided as she sank her claws in. “How much are you charging her?”

I stammered, trying to think of a price. “Four-hundred.”

Her eyebrows shot up as that evil grin took over. “I knew it!”

Grabbing both her and Mika by an elbow, I dragged them a little further away. “It’s complicated. Now will you kindly
 shut the fuck up?” That price I listed was way too cheap.

Iris tugged at my sleeve. “Don’t look now, but here comes Little Miss Debutante.”

The usual bunch turned their heads along with me. Everyone knew Harper Brooks was hot-to-trot, and Gary wasn’t shy about trying to push her off on some other attorney. Unfortunately, he’d rested those hopes on me as his unofficial, unwilling son-in-law.

Mika pulled at my other arm. “She is
 pretty.”

I pushed my lips close to her ear. “Don’t you get any ideas.”

But Mika whispered right back. “Iris is more your type? You do like the shorter girls, don’t you?”

Harper drifted through the crowd. The closer she got, the more I realized she wasn’t dressed in the barely-there kind of outfit every other girl under thirty was advertising their goods in. And she didn’t look too happy to be there.

I tried making small-talk with Mika and Iris, but they weren’t having it. Finally, Mika broke 
the dam. “Here she comes. Keep your shoulders up and act confident.”

“Will you hush?”

But Harper looked far less miserable when I turned around. “It’s been what, six months, Michael?”

“Yeah, that Christmas party at the office. How’s law school going?”

She rolled her eyes. “Forward, I guess.”

Even with that flesh-colored dress hiding everything but her head, hands, and below the knees, those tits caught my attention even harder than Iris’ had. “Just keep studying those cases and look up what side your professors fall on. After that, your third year is cake.”

But she stepped closer. “Can you follow me?”


Not good.
 My arm jerked as she took me by the hand. Thankfully, Mika hadn’t grabbed my other. I turned around and told her, “Behave...
”

Some of the gaggle kinda gave me a nod, like they knew what Gary wanted. As all the potential suitors stared venom at me.

Finally, Harper pulled me into a gazebo, far enough away that nobody would hear us.

I sat down on one of the benches, hoping she wasn’t about to ask if I’d mentor her, or something worse.

“So you’ve figured out that my dad wants us to be thing, right?”

“I assume that’s why he even had this party.” At this point, I figured she wouldn’t blab to the old man. “You’re a sweet girl and all, but I don’t think either of us are interested.”

Her shoulders relaxed as a giant breath came out. “Thank fuck
 you just said that.”

It took the weight of the world off my ass too. “You haven’t flunked out on-purpose. What kind of law would you rather practice?”

“Public defender, or hell, anything that doesn’t make the world an even worse place.”

Daddy’s fortune from representing bullshit injuries and rich scumbags had started to weigh on someone. “If I tell you that I don’t want to be a part of this firm in five years, as it is now, will you keep your mouth shut to Gary about it?”

Harper scooted a little closer to me. “Someone in that office has a sense of morality. I’m glad to hear it.”

And as if I sent a flare up, promising her a way to make things even more complicated, Mika came trotting over.

I nudged Harper in the arm. “No offense, but I’m not too keen on dating you, either.”

“None taken.” Before Mika got close enough to hear, Li’l Ms. Brooks leaned my way. “So, how serious is it with her?”

Before I could answer, Mika got too close. Then her arms wrapped around my neck. “You two behaving yourselves?”

I looked at the crowd next to the pool. Too many eyes were on us.

Harper acted like she noticed them too. “Let’s go inside. I’ve got a few things I want to ask you, Michael.”

It was too easy to treat law students like children in my profession. Even if they were the same age as most people going into their first marriage and attempt at having kids. “If they’re in the same vein as what we’ve been talking about, I’ll be happy to.”

Not that Mika stayed behind. I knew where this was going, as much as you probably do right now.


Leading us to what I assumed was her room on the second story, Harper pulled at the door. “So you understand what Daddy wants from us.”

“To be fair, I’ve always though he was a dildo.”

Harper smirked. “Dildos make people happy and relieve stress. He doesn’t.”

Well now…

She turned the handle and then rolled her sleeves up. “Don’t turn the light on. Someone outside will see it.”

Despite the blonde and those blue-ribbon tits, Harper wasn’t the moron you’d think she was. Of course, you wouldn’t assume a girl who looked like her would have any business going to law school, either.

I let Mika go in first, but the room forced me to shudder. Like she hadn’t changed a thing since leaving for college, I felt like I was risking a couple years in jail by stepping in.

Harper twisted the lock. “Yeah, my parents put every everything exactly
 back in place, every time I head back to school.”

That was creepy in its own right, and I didn’t mind letting it show. “I’m sorry. The more I learn about Gary, the less I like the man.” And I’d hated my boss since the first interview.

“He treats me like I’m nothing without him. Would you believe I didn’t even want to go to law school?”

I gave Mika one of those nods. “My dad expected me to go far, even if it wasn’t down his own path. I get it, but I’m sure you’re facing something different.”

“At least you don’t have your parents setting up an arranged marriage.”


Oh, sweetie…
 If she only knew. “Fair point.”

“Actually,” Mika dove right into fucking things up as she sat on the corner of the Pepto-Bismol-pink bed, “Mikey’s already promised to someone.” Looking like a fat kid staring down a cake.


Will you shut up?
 But I couldn’t say it.

Harper flipped the table, metaphorically speaking. “If you could rule the world for one day, what would you do?”

“Mandate that all green candy be lime-flavored, and make sour apple an automatic execution. Second, I’d demand political campaigns have equal public funding, with no private donations. Third, I’d make sure janitors, fast-food workers, and anyone else who actually 
does something beneficial are paid more than lawyers.”

“Not what I was expecting, but it’s a good start.” Harper took a few steps closer. “I’ve been following what Daddy calls your ‘charity case.’”

“He thinks I’m an idiot, I know.”

“Well,” Harper almost backed me against her whitewashed desk, “I think it proves that you’re at least a decent person. Out of all the men my father would approve of, you’re the only one who isn’t a total psychopath.”

Just hearing Mika’s voice from the bed forced me to wince. “Then you’re in luck. I’m supposed to help Mikey find his other four ‘wives.’”

Harper never took her eyes off me. “If you’re into that kind of thing, nevermind.” As all the warmth in her look froze.

But that wasn’t the end of it for Mika. Almost leaping off the bed, she almost knocked Harper down trying to get between us. “It’s not like that at all.”

I could tell we were about to get kicked out. “You’re not helping right now.”

Pushing one hand up, Mika rested her fingers against Harper’s forehead. “See? It’s something that could work for all three of us.”

Now I knew we were on the verge of being asked, politely but firmly, to leave.

Seconds of paralyzing silence ticked away.

Then Harper’s shoulders relaxed. As Mika backed off, that look from before flooded in. “I see her point. With Daddy and Harris out of the way, the two of us could make this law firm a force for good.”


Oh God, what’s she done?
 I wrapped my hands around Mika’s bare shoulders. “Do I even wanna know what you just put in her head?”

She turned around, all smiles. “You two have the same goals, and nobody else could help the other achieve them better. She’s our first.”

“Brooks is really
 gonna hate me now.”

But Harper already had her own ideas. “Not if we play it up right. Above all else, he just has to think we’ve fallen madly in love.”

I still thought it was batshit crazy. “I don’t know how I could juggle two of you, much less five at some point.”

Mika jabbed me in the arm. “Do you need to call your father again?”

That stung. “Fuck no!”

Harper grinned a little too hard. “It’s daddy issues all-around, huh?”

I didn’t know what did to her, but it probably had something to do with how she’d won me over. Hell, I didn’t even know the girl outside of being a voice in my head. But now I was fucking her at least twice a day.

Mika dug the knife in, even further. “Well, what are you two waiting for?”

“What are you talking about?” But with Mika, it was a rhetorical question. “I can’t just decide something like this on the spot.”

Harper’s mind had been made up, though. As Mika started unzipping the back of that modest dress, it pulled down just enough to show the cleavage Harper didn’t usually bother hiding.

With an ability to make people go along with whatever, no matter how crazy… Mika would make for one hell of an arbitrator.

Like it was instinct, Harper put both her thighs around my right, making sure to brush herself against my junk. “I don’t care if we call it Brooks & Owens, Owens & Brooks, or Owens & Owens. She’s not wrong.”

Marriages of convenience were kind of a given among Asheville’s legal elite, or in any other major city. But that didn’t mean I was alright with it. “Unless it’s what both
 of us want, why would we do it?”

Harper let my personal lunatic keep sliding that ensemble down. After a hard tug, those puppies were almost spilling out of the basket. Or at least the buff-colored bra that matched her dress. “You want to be part of a firm that makes the world a better place, and I do too. In five years, Harris & Brooks won’t have the same name, or even the same goal.”

I was about to choke on my tongue, pushing my ass harder against her desk. “This is crazy. Can we talk about this first?”

As if it wasn’t bad enough already, Mika laid down the law. “It doesn’t matter who you’re married to, on-paper. Our
 child will carry on the hex.”

That could be a good thing, since none of the Owens boys wanted to follow in their father’s footsteps.

Harper understood it just as well. “See? Our kids could could carry on the work, while the one you have with Mika can set off on his own thing.”


‘The one you have with Mika. His.’
 “How do you know I’ll have only one with 
her, and that it’ll be a son?”

Her shoulders bumped up. “I just do.”

Which only got Mika to pull the dress harder down Harper’s waist. “She’s not wrong, again.”

Only sons who went on to do great things of their own had been the family trend, ever since my great-great-grandfather. The odds didn’t make it a bulletproof argument, but it was pretty damned convenient.

Harper began wiggling herself, letting Mika slide the rest of her outfit down with ease. By the time she stepped out, wearing nothing but the lacy and ribboned underwear, I was awestruck.


How did a man as ugly on the inside as Brooks make someone who looks like this
? Proportions fit for those videos that make you clear your browser history, and at the prime age of twenty-four… Harper was something to fucking look at.

My newest ‘wife’ forced herself even harder against me. “Besides, I know you’re using some of your vacation days to work on that case, next week. If we act like we’re an item, and Daddy sees me going along to help, think about how much it would sell the lie.”

I didn’t fight the hands running down my arms. When a girl like Harper strips down, especially if it’s the fault of the one you’re already banging, you’d be insane to question your luck.

Clapping her hands together, Mika stood back from Harper and started toward the bed again. “You two have fun.”

I shot looks between her and Harper. But neither of them looked like it was a joke.

Then Harper wrapped her arms around me. “You heard her.”

Spinning around, I wasn’t processing it fast enough.

With an ass pushing against my crotch, the whale-tail of Harper’s panties bobbed to each side until I was hard as could be.


This is fucked.
 Even if I liked the sudden change of my fortune. Reaching back for my wallet, at least I kept a condom on hand for those unexpected surprises.

As if she knew, Harper reached behind herself and planted my hands on her ass. “You don’t need it. I’m already on something.”

Feeling the split down her ass push against me, I didn’t have any arguments left. My boss’s prize of a daughter wanted it, and the girl who’d all but fallen in my lap wanted to cheer 
from the sidelines. Trying to weasel my way out felt like it’d be dumber than a second coat of primer.

Slipping the middle of Harper’s panties aside, I already felt her soaking through the front of my pants. Which was gonna real
 fun to pass off after we rejoined the crowd.

“Quit screwing around, Mikey. You already know that it’s too late to turn back.”

Before I could whip my head around and tell Mika to shut up, Harper pushed the ends of those sharp heels against my back.

She was prone on that desk, and all but begging me to do what her father wanted.

I kinda got mad at myself. Quit wussing out and let it happen, asshole.
 Because after all that studying during my undergrad and law school years, I had bushels of wild oats saved up.

Mika piped one more time. “I can’t get jealous about whatever develops between you two. That’s the one rule I have to live by.”

I was sold. Ripping my fly open and batting my cock against an ass you could bounce quarters off of, not
 going in would be a crime against nature.

Harper eased herself back, trapping me between her rear and those curled legs.

The little glare of sunlight reflecting off that wet cunt told me I wouldn’t even need a spit-job. Pressing my head toward the ultimate goal, I didn’t even have to push forward.

Her ass slid my way. Feeling the kind of pussy you recommend to your drinking buddies take half my shaft in, I planted one hand down the middle of Harper’s back.

Locked in, even the way she gasped made her seem even hotter. If that was even possible.

I pushed down until she was crushed against the top of the desk. Drawing back, maybe a fraction of an inch, I crushed all the way through.

The desk hit the wall, maybe denting some of the plaster in. But I didn’t care. She wanted it, I couldn’t help myself anymore, and Mika kept spouting how it was to sit back and imagine what I’d do to her later.

Perhaps I’d lost my mind after all. But it didn’t matter. Before having Mika drop into my lap, I assumed I’d get all up in Harper, at some point.

But like this? The whole situation fogged through my head. They want it. I want it.
 As if destiny had a mind of its own.

Slipping through, this time with nothing holding her back, I knew letting Harper go would 
be nothing short of a sin.

Throwing all her force at me, this second ‘wife’ didn’t mind playing backup fiddle to Mika. So long the girl got what she wanted out of me.

Both points on her heels dug in. My chest couldn’t fall back without drawing blood. But that didn’t stop my hips from ripping forward.

Harper yelped like it started to hurt.

My hands closed around the apex of her curves. She wasn’t touch the floor, and that poor nook in her room took the brunt of it.

Chips of paint and gypsum hit the carpet. And I already knew Brooks wouldn’t get mad.

Like she was still in my head, Mika shouted from the other side of the room. “You’d better make me more jealous than this.”

I had to grip the center of Harper’s panties, holding the waistband as much as that strip going right down the middle. But I wasn’t a total monster. “How does it feel?”

A stabbing pain dug into my ribs. “Did I tell you to stop?”

Looking down, her neck was already bent at a dangerous angle.

But Harper never took her eyes off mine. “If you stop, I’ll never forgive you.”

That swelled my dick even harder. Like I’d come any second.

Her face pushed against the wall. “Just like that!”

That desk didn’t have another atom of space to bump forward. Lining myself up, another whoosh made her neck pop.

Harper took me in, fusing our bodies together like her cunt was trying to swallow me whole. She was beyond pain, letting me know that I was her new favorite person.

Some ember of rage sparked up within me. Even if nothing about her was delicate, it was now my job to break the girl.

She put both hands against the wall as I kept slamming through. Even under her chest, those tits bounced with each crash.

Then something nibbled at the back of my mind. Like I’d gotten too violent.

Settling deep inside her, I felt those legs curl even tighter. Right up until it felt like those heels would pierce my skin.

It finally dawned on me that I could pull out and save some of the fun for later. Wet as Harper was, the chill almost
 got my dick to shrink.

Turning around, I saw Mika drinking it all in. Batting her lashes and pink across her face and shoulders, someone had been enjoying the show.

Knowing my live-in maniac, she wasn’t wearing any of those panties I’d bought her. I stomped over, leaving Harper a jumbled up mess.

Mika didn’t even try to stop me as I grabbed her hair and forced her off the bed. Taking her place, I got on my knees at the corner of the mattress.

She dropped too, hugging around my ass. Before it could register in my head, Mika already had the entire length of my dick in her mouth.

I suddenly knew what being worshiped felt like. Cupping my fingers under her jaw, there was no point in guiding her forward. The girl was totally into it, ducking and weaving her head as she tasted what our new friend had to offer.

Her tongue almost welded itself to me. Letting out tiny whimpers like she couldn’t get enough, Mika paused for one deep breath.

Feeling the back of her throat tense against the head, it was total euphoria.

Barely noticing Harper get her brains back, I didn’t pay her much attention until she marched closer. The kind of jealousy that hurts like hell burned in her eyes.

I already knew what I wanted. Tapping Mika’s cheek, I only told her one word. “Up.”

Like we didn’t have to speak to know what the other wanted, Mika took my place on the bed, sitting her ass down just like before.

Pulling at the bottom hem of her dress, it didn’t take much to have her bare up to the belly button. One leg rested on my left shoulder as her right went between my thighs.

That tight slight had already turned red. Batting my shaft over her clit, that was all it took to get Mika twitching in place.

She grabbed the covers with one hand and started toying herself with the other.

My only regret was not seeing Harper’s face as I plunged in. Dripping, hot, and wrapping around my shaft, Mika’s pussy didn’t understand how to disappoint. Like it was formed specifically to get me off.

One hard jab popped her mouth open. “Harder!”

I wasn’t about to argue with her.

But then I felt something. Like this had been Mika’s game all along.

Her cunt snapped around me like a Chinese finger trap. She barely got her head up to 
look at me. That’s it. Make her beg for it.


It was Mika’s voice again, back in my head like she’d never left. Popping through again, I knew she’d hear me. You’re evil. You know that?


And you’re lucky. She’s about to fucking cry over there.

Maybe it was real, or just for show. But Mika took the hammering like she wanted Harper to know what she was missing out on. “I’m about to fucking come!”

Her fingers twerked harder over that bean. By the time Mika arched her back into mid-air, I was running toward the finish-line like my life depended on it.

But then I heard the outburst behind me. That kind of sobbing, snotty, gasping-for-breath sort of crying.

Mika pushed me away, stopping the whole train. “She’s not gonna be the whiny, clingy type, is she?”

Even through all the heat of the moment, all I could do was tell her the truth. “You did it to her.”

Rolling her eyes as I pulled out, Mika backed herself off my waist. “Alright, fine. Give her what she wants. But you owe me, later.”

Free license to break the new toy filled my head. I pointed at the empty space next to Mika. “It’s on you. Lie down, get on your knees, or whatever.”

Harper got right to it, wiping those tears away. Her stomach hit the mattress, driving the point home about how she liked it.

I folded over, kinda tempted to put it in her ass instead. But Mika was already sitting on the other end of Harper, pushing those fingers against my temples. “Save that for when you really need to teach her something.”

My shoulders dropped even lower. It hardly took anything to slip back in her pussy. Like the girl had put herself in the exact position I needed.

Driving my way through again, Harper lifted both feet until the leather straps of her heels caught my sides. The whole shape of her under me dragged something new out.

Taking her shoulders and letting my fingers drift in front of her neck, I knew she was offering everything to me. Not just the firm, but herself as well.

Her thighs spread as I crashed forward. I hadn’t fucked a twenty-four year old since my own time in law school, and this isn’t to slight the more experienced girls around my age. But you could tell Harper had always been picky about who she gave it all up for.

Harper wiggled just enough to make that next slam feel too good. As her voice ramped up, the veins in my arms felt like they were about to rupture.

Giving her one of those catastrophic thrusts, Harper was almost swimming in the bliss of it all. Shoes dug into my waist again.

It hurt like the bite of Hell’s own dogs, but that wasn’t about to stop me.

Feeling the points of each spike dig a little further, I dropped my waist until they lost their grip. Pushing hair away from Haper’s ear, I whispered, “You really think that’s what you want?”

She turned her head, just enough. “Do it...”

I was ready to. But when she was that desperate for it?

Taking a step back, I felt her cunt slip off of me.

Harper whipped herself over, fighting to keep it all inside herself. “More!”

Now Mika let herself back in. Gripping Harper’s wrists, she forced the girl back on her stomach before handing the reins over. “Do it, Mikey.”

I grabbed the front of Harper’s thighs as I stood up. With her hips all the way off the bed, she tried wiggling herself around.

But Mika forced both arms together and sat her ass on Harper’s neck. “You either show her how things are supposed to work, now, or you get to sleep on the couch.”

Fingers graced the bridge between my eyes. That little bit of resistance faded out.

“Don’t you fucking stop!” Harper kept bowing herself into me, like she knew when I was about to slam all the way in.

As if I was about to anyway.

Harper’s cunt wrapped around, like she was demanding
 I pile myself all the way in.

Then Mika eased closer, making it even worse. “It has to happen, Mikey.”

Lips pressed around mine as I tried jerking myself loose. Between Harper and Mika, I goddamned stuck, all up inside the newest addition to my personal harem.

But that didn’t stop Harper. Backing her ass into me, her voice cracked through the room. “Right there! Come, please!”

My arms felt like they were about to burst through my skin.

Another pop of blood pressure shot through. Seeing those veins for the first time since 
my early-twenties, the way every muscle tensed as I grabbed with all I had made it hurt even more.

Harper’s walls slipped one last time. “Come in me!”

Some kind of ape yell forced its way out of my throat. Then I got weak all over. Blasting each load in, each one dragged another hour of sleep out of me.

Come the next morning, of course.

She wasn’t tired enough. Rushing her walls over my dick, Harper wriggled herself until the overload almost blacked me out.

Then Mika found a way to make it even worse. “Ooh, he creamed you good.”

Struggling for every breath, I pulled out before those two could kill me in the best way possible..

Then Harper leaned up, wrapping her hands all over Mika. “Will he make it?”

Pulling the top of that dress back over her tits, Mika slapped Harper upside the ass. “Maybe.”

I looked at both of them, feeling like a dried-up turd on a bad stretch of road.

Chippers always, Mika slid off Harper. “Come on, let’s show you two off!”

Part of me wanted to agree with it, but the other was drained like someone tried getting a blood transfusion from a turnip.

Mika and Harper got up, that cum sneaking a peek at me from between my boss’s daughter’s legs.

Then I felt Mika’s finger’s on my scalp. “If you show up like this, they’ll all know what happened.”

As Harper trotted out of her closet, with an iron in one hand, and a board in the other. “I don’t know how to use these, so maybe you should clean yourself up first.”

Nails dug into my head. “Fine.” Mika pressed that burning cunt against my spine before she ducked her face next to my ear. “When we get home, I’m taking every bit of this out on you.”

Everything went black for a couple of minutes. But holy shit, Lady Fate liked my moves, I guess.


The following Monday came too soon.

After Harper played up the new thing going on, Brooks acted awfully sweet on me, though.

I knocked on his office door right after I saw the day’s final client leave.

“You don’t have to knock, Owens. Get your ass in here!”

My asshole puckered hard enough to snap a roofing timber. But I opened the door anyway.

Brooks had a fifth of Scotch in one hand, lining up a glass with the other. “So you and Harper...”


Oh shit!
 Everyone had acted like they didn’t see a thing. But I knew word would get around.

“Sit down. I’ve got a few things to make clear.”

My salary depended on it, so I wasn’t about to tell Brooks to ‘go fuck himself’ quite yet. “Sure. But it’s not what you think.”

“Bullshit!” He poured that first glass until I was about to spill over. “My baby-girl, and the guy I always knew she’d fall for… I know what happened upstairs this weekend.”

The creepy look in his eyes told me that I didn’t need to get ready to bolt out the door. But I had to say something. “She’s a nice girl, so we’re taking things slow until she graduates.”

One hell of a case of ‘I don’t fucking believe you’ shot across his desk. “From what I heard, I’ll have a grandchild to spoil before too long. But if you break her heart, it’s your ass.”

I kept my face straight as I could. This is bad.


“And now you want her to go with you for that charity case.” Brooks kept looking fat and bloated as a two-week-dead corpse, hauled right out of the ditch. “It might do her some good, watching you lose your ass like that.”

Well fuck you and die, too.
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Someone’s mercenary as fuck.
 “Just keep doing your job, and we’ll get along fine. I enjoyed living by myself.”

Her eyes never left mine, but I knew River was calculating something between those ears. She quit pressing down on the meat and chucked the spoon in the sink without looking. “So you don’t
 plan on being the creepy boss who takes advantage of this?”

I dumped everything back in the pan before stepping over to the fridge. Pulling the gallon of milk out, I watched her sit down again. “The truth is, I can’t stand other people for more than an hour, tops. No offense.”

River had a sucker-punch hidden, though. “All the basics are in my room.” Then her eyebrows sunk. “But what’s with all the BDSM toys in the bottom drawer?”

I turned around, shooting a drip of milk to the floor. “We’ve already talked about this.”

“Cuffs, rope, a goddamned whip… Don’t tell me you didn’t plan it yourself.”

My jaw fell a little. “I didn’t. In fact, Jaradale never told me he’d stock the guest bedrooms with anything until I found out on my own, tonight.”

She didn’t believe me, apparently. “Sure thing, boss.”

I turned back to the food, my face redder than the cap of the whole milk. GeneFactor’s Head of Behavioral Research, Michael Jaradale. That motherfucker...


*
*
*

“Carter, there’s no point in both of you hating each other. Let it happen.”

My arms tensed until I felt the blood cut off from my hands. “Are you daft? Let me go, now!”

She was already moving on to River, sitting close enough to lean into her wannabe-boss’s ear. “It alright, he wants you to.”

The chains rattled against the headboard. One last try made it hurt. I’m gonna kill both of ‘em.


River didn’t seem to mind, pushing her cunt against me hard enough to leave my shaft even wetter.

My left arm jerked, forcing the right closer to the wall. “I swear, when I get loose—”

Faith shot her gaze at me. “You’ll what? Don’t think I won’t like it.”

Two fingers glanced my dick as soaked fabric gave way to hot skin. It’s not like I could call it a dry hump, given how River was wet as her namesake.

I tried keeping Faith occupied, but she was already reaching over for something else. The way she looked away worried me more than anything else so far.

The end of my prick roasted as a dripping entrance ate the first inch.


Wake up, wake up, wake up!
 I shook my head, desperate to get away. But this wasn’t another dream.

Ending my three-year dry streak, River sunk until I was halfway inside her.

The hold on my wrists was too much to fight, but I hadn’t lost use of my mouth. “You’d better fucking be on something.”

River opened her mouth like she was about answer.

Strrrnkt!

Then I heard something tear. Next thing I knew, Faith had River’s mouth sealed with a piece of duct tape.

“I guess she’d better know when to pull you out, huh?”


*

*

*


Leaning close enough to keep Faith from hearing it, I whispered, “Don’t think I like you because of this. Not one bit.”

River didn’t seem to care, pulling her legs harder until she had me locked in.

My waist bucked, rolled, and ripped to each side. She’d done good enough to earn what I’d been welling up.

Standing up a little, the blonde I was taking it all out on rose with me. I let her slam back to the mattress, letting the chain of her cuffs rattle.

River kept squeezing my arm hard enough to shoot pins and needles all over my hand. Even through the tape, I caught the single word. “Deeper!”

I loved it. There aren’t many issues a proper, rough hate fucking can’t work out between mortal enemies.

Faith closed her hands over mine and licked at the top of my collar-bone before cooing, 
“Do it. She’s about to split in half.”

The first rumble pulsed from deep inside that pussy. Taking me in, it snapped tight behind my tip.

What scraps I had left kept me thrusting, maybe an inch or two each way. The pressure at the very end built up until the skin on my tip felt like it was ready to crack. But a tiny spot of pre-cum bought me a little more room to play with.

I took hold of one of River’s breasts. Hot enough to light the bed on fire, her skin filled in the pale outline of my handprint before I completely let go.
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