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AUTHOR’S NOTE:



My push to get stories out as fast as I want is going great. Cutting back on the yard/garden work and my youngest finally understanding that it’s important Dad gets his work done has made a world of difference. So don’t expect a slowdown. The minute I finish revising this part, I’m blocking off hours to get started on the next.

And for once, I’m sticking to my outline. So far, anyway. It’s rare my plans for a series last through part three. But I’m happy about that change. Now my writing time is more about typing words, and less staring at a blinking cursor, trying to figure out what happens next.


HAREM HEX 3

After spending too long arguing with the moron at the front desk, I slammed the door of my hotel room.

But Hell no. Mika and Harper weren’t about to give me a few minutes of peace.

“You had him all to yourself last night! What the fuck?”

Harper’s voice kept echoing through the tiny room. Mall-art on the walls and everything.

My luggage kept bumping on that shitty wheel. “I just drove for five hours in a rental car that I won’t even get comped for. Can you two please
 drop it until my head stops pounding?”

Why Mika didn’t use that crazy power to get Harper to play along with her, I didn’t know.

But my little, brunette princess of ironic torture wasn’t about to back down. “She started it.”

The vein I’d been watching on my left temple for a couple of years pulsed. “I don’t care. All I want is a few minutes of quiet. Because fuck
 knows I haven’t had one since we left Asheville!” Or since that stunt in Harper’s room, if you’d have asked me privately.

Mika pouted and bunched her arms up. Seeing the way her tits lifted, I knew she was compensating.

Not that Harper was an angel, and my boss’s brat had to land her own dig. “You get him every night. Come August, I’ll see Mikey three or four times in the next year!”

If they weren’t pissing me off so much, I’d have given in to that letter to a titty-mag impulse nagging at the fringe of my mind. “Both of you… Shut up for five goddamned minutes.”

Not that it mattered if they did or not. I was already fumbling for a cigarette and my lighter. At least in the heart of West Virginia, nobody would give me a crosswise look when I stepped out for one.


Even from the second floor walkway, I could tell that the roach motel didn’t give me anything more than a cinderblock wall to lean against. But this was the highest-rated place for dozens of miles when it came to Rigdonville.

I really didn’t care, though. Even if a pack of smokes cost more here, for some reason.

That first hit seared my chest, just like it should. After several hours, holy
 shit did I need that one. Mika hated the smell, and so did Harper. Plus, you smoke in a rental car, they’ll eat your ass alive in fees.

When I heard footsteps behind me, I knew who it was. Mika dropped her jaw as I turned around. “You agreed to bring her! Fix this!”

“Not my fault. You’re the one who made it happen to begin with.” I grabbed the hand rail, tarnished and rough from decades of use. “Besides, I thought the one rule you have to follow is that you can’t get jealous about this.”

I stomped down every stair, needing every puff. But she didn’t follow me anymore.

Pushing my shoulders against the wall, I started laughing to myself.


I could really play this up all night.
 You know, to let Mika and Harper work that jealousy out on each other. It’s not like I wouldn’t get anything out of it.

But no. Fuck-buddies who finally came around to each other always had the best sex. The more of that cigarette I inhaled, the more I knew the drama was bound to take years off my clock. Or it’d give me the best night of my life.

But giving a damn was too far past me. Right off the highway, I saw the usual big-box stores and gas stations. Then a block over, old brick buildings that probably still had tons of asbestos between them. The whole town looked like it needed a pressure washing.

What the hell am I even doing, bringing Harper here?

Deep down, I knew why, but it still felt hopeless. Going up against Silverstar Coal and its pack of methed-up sharks was an outright suicide mission. Even if the local health authorities agreed with myself and my pro-bono clients, down to the letter. They knew who funded them, you see.

Letting the nicotine work its magic, all that chaos in my head settled down.


Or bringing both of them here?
 The rational side of my brain screamed that I should have come alone. But something wouldn’t shut the hell up about dragging Mika along.

Either way, I had three-quarters of a cigarette left. I didn’t let myself have many of them these days. Flicking ass off the cherry, I leaned against the sooty wall again.

But I wasn’t about to get as much peace as I wanted.

Someone rounded the corner. Out of the far side of my eye, I didn’t recognize who it was. Especially when they staggered like that.

Breath that stank like an ashtray, even worse than my own, took over the stench of highway and mowed grass. “Got any sense?”

I knew that game. Pulling loose change out, I gave whoever it was all the coins in my pocket.

“Take it and go. No offense, but I really
 fucking need this cigarette.”

“Owens!”

That rang a bell. “Excuse me?”

“Michael Owens! Yeah, it’s you!”

When someone says your name like that, you can’t ignore them. “That’s me. What’s the issue?”

The haggard guy next to me had tears in his eyes as he almost dropped to both knees. “We’d didn’t think you’d actually show up, brother…”

I tried jogging my memory, but most of the town was my client by that point. “You one of the plaintiffs”?

He gave me more respect than any lawyer deserved. “You know it! Do you know how many people bailed on us so far?”

Now I felt bad. It’s one thing to pan-handle, but it’s another to get fucked over like everyone in Rigdonville had.

“You smoke, brother?”

He didn’t even answer, outside of grabbing that other cigarette from between my fingers.

“So now that I’m here, what’s the word?”

“Silverstar’s got the cops going apeshit on people, just for bumper stickers.” Whoever the guy was, he kept looking around. “If you want a little friendly advice I didn’t wish I had to give… Watch your ass, what you say, and who you say it to.”

“That because of the locals, or the—” But his ass was gone.


Not the best sign ever.
 I mean, I knew these people were terrified to even say anything. But when the local bums up and scoot when they know you’re good for some charity… It’s bad.


I tried looking around. Private investigators loved watching from at least a hundred yards away. But I didn’t see anything.

At that point, finishing my cigarette felt like the best option. Whatever Harper and Mika had worked themselves into, fight or fuck, it was probably best I didn’t know.

Deep in banjo country like this, it didn’t take much to get hauled in. Especially if the local assholes with a badge, a gun, and a corporate sponsor hate your guts.

But since I was here and had my brains back, the work needed to start. Scrolling through my contact list, I settled on Dr. Kendra Last’s number. Out of all the local healthcare workers, her patients had the worst of it. The fact that she’s a pediatrician reminded me of why I was doing this at all.

When the whole town qualifies as a Superfund site, you can probably guess the effects. Luckily, my great-grandfather moved his family the hell out before all this happened.

But there was a good chance that bum was one of my distant cousins.

My job needed doing, more than ever. Holding the phone up to my ear, I paced around until it rang enough to give up.

Right before I hit the button to stop trying, Dr. Last’s voice crackled through the speaker. “Yes, this is Kendra Last.”

“Michael Owens. I guess you know why I’m calling.”

“So you actually made it up here.” I heard a keyboard in the background. “Are you somewhere private?”

The parking lot of Rigdonville’s premier hovel wasn’t exactly out of the public eye. “Not currently. Is there some place we can meet?”

“7393 Quail Creek Road.” She kept going as I fumbled for the notepad and pen in my slacks. “I live far enough out of town that we don’t have to worry about being overheard.”

“So you’re cooperating.” I scrawled the address down, blowing smoke out the side of my mouth. “I’m glad to hear it.”

“If you’re based inside Rigdonville, I’d suggest canceling the room. Even non-profits and government agents doing water tests here usually end up spending a night in jail.”

“Noted.” Getting a refund for all three nights was gonna be fun, after all those round with the front desk clerk. “You have any other places in mind? This is the nicest room I could find, and I think it’d be more sanitary to sleep in the dumpster out back.”

“I have rooms. Just make sure that nobody knows you’re staying with me.”

“I’ll my intern and my secretary know, if you can handle that many guests.”

“Well, aren’t you the legal hotshot? Bringing staff along like that.” Dr. Last sounded more confident and full of herself than a rural pediatrician should have.

It was already closing in on four in the afternoon. “What time do you want us there, and how long’s the drive from the middle of town?”

The typing stopped. “If you leave now, you’ll show up about the same time I will. Just watch for logging trucks, because they fly around those blind curves.”

“Will do. I’ll see you soon.”

The call ended, so I punched the address in. Forty-five minutes, but only sixteen miles away?
 The woman truly did live out in the sticks, where you’d be lucky if every road you needed was paved.

Smelling a lot worse, I climbed the outdoor staircase and kept walking until I was in front of our room. Judging from the dents on the door, room 217 had seen some shit that’d made the local paper.

I turned the handle with my elbow and kicked at the bottom. Without even seeing what Harper and Mika were up to, I said, “Don’t unpack your shit, we’re crashing somewhere else.”

What I didn’t expect was the full makeout session taking place on one of the beds. Still clothed, but I would have stood there and watched.

On top, Harper looked at me first. “Good, this place is disgusting.” Not that cracked drywall, mystery stains all over the carpet, and the vague aroma of condoms and mildew was stopping her.

“Apparently it’s not safe here. One of the doctors I’ve been in contact with is letting sleep at her house.”

That twinkle in Mika’s eye glared right at me. I already knew what she was thinking.

“Don’t you dare
 start with me right now...”


We still had daylight left after a quick grocery run. But I was still thankful as hell that I hadn’t driven my own car. Potholes like these had to have ruptured disks in peoples’ backs.

The last house we’d driven by had 5914 on the mailbox. I felt bad for the local postal workers, having to rattle their down these roads, just about every day.

Watching the forest close in, the pavement turned to gravel that looked like it had
 been paved, once upon a time in the 1980’s.

The most dangerous part was having Harper in the passenger’s seat. Every bump had me glancing over, watching her tits do their thing.

But then I saw the only manmade structure I’d witnessed in over a mile. And the only mailbox encased in bricks I’d driven by since entering West Virginia. With 7393 clearly marked in steel letters, I knew we’d finally hit the place.

Not that Dr. Last’s driveway was any more solid. But at least it was maintained gravel.

On top of the ridge and driving on flat ground, it turned to concrete as her house came into view.

Mika sounded like she was in awe from the backseat. “I can see why she lives out here. The view is amazing.”

“Until it snows.” Which would look pleasant, but going down that mountain and sliding all over the place would make anyone nervous. “I guess that explains the gravel on the way up.”

Even Harper seemed to like the place. “It’s small, but nice.” But to her, ‘small’ would have been a mansion to anyone else.

“There’s no way this house is under five thousand square feet. Most people live in somewhere between one and two.” Or around here, less than a single thousand, no matter the size of the family.

The scrub turned into manicured lawn. With stripes and everything.

It wasn’t until I pulled up in the loop next to the front entry that the size of Dr. Last’s place sunk in. Turning the ignition off, I looked out my open window and whistled. “She didn’t make this kinda of money working the local clinic.”

Mika hugged around my seat and neck. “Do you know anyone who lives in a normal house?”

Looking at Harper, she was already rolling her eyes. “It beats that rat hole of a room.”

I wasn’t about to disagree. But the fact that our ‘host’ had that much cash to throw 
around put nerves on end. “Don’t say anything you don’t have to. I’m not sure if we can trust her or not.”


Dr. Last opened the front door after I rang a few times. Still in her lab coat and her chestnut hair drawn back into a ponytail, she didn’t exactly fit the sound of her voice. “It’s nice to finally meet you, Mr. Owens.”

But this damn house… Decorated like the most expensive ski lodge, open timbers and stone masonry had that boutique driftwood furniture between every support. “Nice place.”

“It was my father’s, until I inherited it and started working the Rigdonville clinic.”

So at least I knew she came from old money. That eased my pulse a little. “Why work here, of all places?”

She reached behind her head and pulled the band out of her hair, letting it fall with a quick shake. “You could call me a trust-fund baby, if that’s the term you like.” As soon as the coat dropped off her shoulders, I got a look at how stunning she actually was. Even in black scrubs.

“At least you want you want to do some good in the world. That’s rare, nowadays.”

Like I’d already offended her, Dr. Last gave me one hell of a fuzzy-eye. “It’s shouldn’t be that surprising.”

I didn’t know what part of it pissed her off, but I knew it was time to hold back. “My father runs a non-profit, so I get the pressure.” But then I felt my way to sneak into her head. “Not many people can afford to put helping others over making money. And among those who can, too few actually do it.”

She had this resigned look, as if she’d heard that speech before. “So why are you doing this? From the way your helpers are acting, you’re not exactly fighting the good fight for a living.”

The way she said it made me look back. And sure enough, Mika and Harper were whispering something between themselves. As they blushed like fools.

“You two want to share that secret with the rest of the class?” As much as I’d always let Mika do her thing, I couldn’t afford to burn this witness. Pointing at Harper, who’d spoken last, I raised my voice. “Out with it!”

It caught her off-guard. Not that Mika didn’t know exactly how to handle that kind of thing, coming from me. “We were just thinking, maybe you should act like this is all a discovery trip. You know, to get the cops to back off and ease up the locals a bit.”

But they were still pink as hell in their cheeks.

Dr. Last started in before I could. “It wouldn’t hurt. Every other attorney got way too 
aggressive. That’s when the Sheriff's deputies beat the piss out of them.”


Shit. It’s a damn-good thing we bailed on that room.
 “Brave of them.”

“It’s West Virginia, Mr. Owens. The coal industry owns this state, even if it keeps shedding jobs. The state police wouldn’t even bother opening a case.”

Before getting balls-deep in this case, I would have asked why everyone would put up with that. But the thing you understand about places with declining industries is, they don’t want a path forward. If it’s not a promise to make things like they used to be, they’ll hate you.

“So they still believe the coal jobs will come back.”

Dr. Last nodded. “Pretty much. Get one half of the town riled up about some new factory or warehouse, assuming the previous employer of the county doesn’t get sued, and their pupils turn into dollar signs.”

Not many of those dollar signs, though. At best, a few hundred would get jobs that fast-food workers would laugh at, just about anywhere else. “They’re kinda doing this to themselves.”

“Their children never asked for this, though. I think that’s why you’re here.”

Last struck a nerve there. “If my family hadn’t left, I’d probably be one of those kids with flippers for arms.” I pointed at Mika and Harper. “I’m usually not this kind of asshole, but hauling the luggage in is on you two. Get to it.”


Sitting across from Dr. Last, I’d heard enough of those sad cases already. Children with missing and malformed limbs, rampant miscarriages, and nary a hint of health insurance between them. Even for the few remaining employees of the coal company, just because of the cost.

I braced my arms against the chair. “And let me guess, nobody can get close enough to the runoff sites to analyze a sample.”

“Nailed it!”

I hated it already. “Don’t think I’m tromping through the woods.”

But Dr. Last had a card she’d kept next her chest. “Believe it or not, there’s a Boy Scout troop backpacking through the area now. Would you believe I convinced the troop leader to let one of the scientists act as a chaperone?”

Using kids like that rubbed me the worst way possible. But it was kinda brilliant. Deputies raiding a camp of scouts would push up all the wrong eyebrows. “That’s smart, but I’m sure the other will ask for their own independent testing.”

“There’s a bunch of girl scouts doing the same thing next weekend. And after that, when hunting season begins, one of my patient’s has a father who doesn’t mind bringing a sample out.”

Last was the kind sneaky you had to look out for. “So long as the labs are accredited, that’ll go a long way.” But they weren’t cheap. “Who’s paying for all this?”

“Who do you think?” Kendra pushed a few locks of hair out of her eyes. “This town not needing me anymore is kinda my goal.”

Not that it didn’t mean the company hadn’t got hold of her. “So explain why every other attorney left you in the dust.”

A few clicks of her mouse on the other side of that desk got a printer going. The lights dimmed for a second, and then I saw the first sheet roll out.

She plucked the first sheet out of the tray and handed it over. “It took some connections and a few bribes, but here are the arrest warrants for every
 legal counsel the people here asked to show up.”

Domestic violence is one hell of a charge. Especially when a guy’s alone in a motel room. “That wouldn’t look good on my record. Thanks for the warning.”

But Dr. Last almost leaned across the front of her desk at me. “So what about those two? You keeping it professional, or holding a salary over their heads?”

I was insulted, but not in the way you’d imagine. “The blonde intern is exactly that, because her father thinks she needs some case experience before graduating. Even if I work at his firm.”

“And that shorter brunette?”

If I told her the honest truth, there’s no way she’d believe it. “Another student, renting a downstairs room from me. Her head’s in the right place, though.”

“So you three only need two rooms. Gotcha.” Dr. Last grinned, if only from one side of her mouth. “You’re all the same, after all.”

Not that it was by my own choice. “I realize that I’m a guest in your house, but what the hell are you trying to say?”

The ‘good’ doctor gave me another dose of side-eye. “Don’t tell me you haven’t fucked both of them. I know how this works.”

The entirety of my face heated up. “Fine. The brunette’s my fiance, but don’t go thinking I want anything to do with my boss’s daughter.”

“Bullshit. That look tells me everything I need to know.”

I wanted to scream, “Will you mind your own fucking business?’ But she did own the place. “Harper’s father is riding our asses to hook up. And for Mika… It’s complicated.”

Dr. Last bunched her shoulders up again. “It’s not my place to judge. Take as many or as few rooms as you need. I’m just here to help my patients. I hope you are too.”


With as many rooms as that place had, I knew Dr. Last wouldn’t notice if opened up a window. All those frogs and crickets had their own songs, and it wasn’t like a single bedroom would drop the rest of the place a single degree.

Harper and Mika had turned in early, so all I had left was a quick check on the news. But was the same shit, for a different day.

I scooted my way under the covers. Resting my head on the pillow, the noise outside threatened to lull me off to sleep. As if my family had come from the area or something.

On the razor’s edge of drifting off, I felt legs push against me.

“It’ll be fine, Daddy. Just don’t let Mom know.”

Which sounded like too many videos I’d jerked myself off to. But then I felt the size of the tits pushing on my back. That’s fucked.


Used to Mika crawling just about up inside my ass, the way each hand dug into my arms kept shocking me awake.

“If that’s what you need to win the case, I’ll do it...”

My eyes shot open. I was thankful Gary and Harper weren’t doing that
, but it opened a whole other can of worms.

She went quiet.

But then I felt another bunch of scratches tear down my arms. “Mr. Rothfeld, my father said this was just an internship...”

Judge Booker Rothfeld, to be exact. Because nobody else had that family name in Asheville’s legal circles. And he was the prime motherfucker, on top of the heap. Getting his favor would earn you some bookoo-bucks.

I couldn’t believe Gary had used his daughter like that. For the first couple of seconds, anyway.

The forest sounds kept rattling through my ears, but all they did was calm myself down. I rolled over and grabbed each of Harper’s wrists.

Pushing my lips next to her ear, I whispered, “All that’s over now.”

She fought back for a moment, still not opening her eyes in the moonlight.

“Easy...” She cuddled tight as I thought of what to say next. “It’s over now.”

Arms and legs trapped me from behind. “You finally made him stop, Daddy...”


Jesus Christ…
 My boss would have had an uphill climb to prove he was even 
worse than I already thought of him. Trading his own fucking daughter to win cases?


Harper never was the kind to act like anything bothered her. But now I knew why she kept everything bottled up inside.

I gave her a few seconds. Feeling her relax when I never flipped over, that most was the most heartbreaking part of it. As if she expected me to roll around and take advantage.

Her face nestled close to my ear after another minute.

On the verge of drifting off, I felt another set of hands close over my chest. “You heard it, too?”

I didn’t dare move enough to wake Harper up. But I had let Mika know. “Yeah, I did.”

“I’ve acted like she’s stealing you from me for a reason.” Mika draped a leg over Harper, brushing a foot under my knee. “Sorry, but this is what she needs to get over it.”

Part of me got it. Harper had always acted like she wasn’t latched onto me. But I always knew she had after that first time we met.

She wasn’t looking for a husband or a legal partner. The poor thing just needed a way out.


I woke up the next morning. Harper never did let go of me.

Through the noise of robins and everything else screaming their lungs out, I tried rubbing my eyes and getting another hour in.

But the door knocked a few times.

I glanced over, seeing Dr. Last stroll up to my side of the bed. “It’s Friday, so I have to go into the office. I just thought I’d let you know.”

My eyes wouldn’t shut enough to let me pretend that I wasn’t staring at her chest. “Any leads on what I should look into? I’ve only got a few days here.”

She laid a slip of paper in front of my nose. “Here’s the password for my laptop and the clinic’s server. Dig in and print out what you need. Just don’t tell anyone that I gave you those patient records.”

It still hurt to pretend she wasn’t wearing anything other than that sheer nightgown. Which barely covered her ass. “Thanks, Doc.”

“Now tell me I didn’t call what’s going on between you three. I dare you.”

It was more complicated than that, but I didn’t have anything believable to shoot back with. “Still not safe to hit up town?”

“Whether it is or not, I’ll be able to tell you when I get back home. Just make a list of the records you print out, and I’ll help fill in the gaps later.”

Maybe she was an angel, after all. But in the meantime, I wanted to feel those two clamped against me. “Thanks, Doc.”

“Just keep in mind, one of you has to wash those sheets before you leave.”

I didn’t have the energy to argue with her. “Look at the brunette back there. This blonde couldn’t explain how to clean a window.”

Or how normal people lived.


I’d spent the whole morning and most of the afternoon printing reams of evidence. Liver and kidney damage, cardiac arrhythmia, and more cancer cases than a city hundreds of times larger Rigdonville should have. Thankfully, Last had one of those laser printers that never run out of toner. Because where was I gonna buy a refill cartridge around here?

Harper came and went out of the borrowed office. Switching between her own laptop and cell phone to track down some of the more severe cases, she was actually helpful.

Meanwhile, I only tasked Mika with staying out of trouble. At least she made a decent lunch with the pretty limited options Rigdonville’s one grocery store had to offer. It was bad enough I was running Last’s printer into premature failure.

The sun finally drifted far enough to the west to shine through the window. Looking down at the bottom corner of the screen, five had snuck on me. Usually, I’m counting down the minutes and hours until I can leave work like the building’s on fire.

But this was personal, in a way you probably wouldn’t understand. It was just that I wanted to start my own firm dealing with this sort of case. Distant as it was, I had a connection to this place.

I printed one more record. As Harper stapled the pages and filed it in the box, I scooted the chair back. “That’s enough for one day. Two or three more hours of this before we leave, and everything we need should be in the bag.”

“Should we even count how many patient privacy laws we’ve violated today?”

At least she knew that much. “All of them, basically. But the other side won’t play fair either. Doing so on our end would just get us curb-stomped.”

“The judge won’t like that.”

Letting the ace up my sleeve drop a little, it was time to give Harper a hint of that real-life experience she was after. “We play just as dirty, but we don’t get caught. That’s the only realistic way to win this case.”

“Do you pull underhanded stunts like this for my father’s firm?”

I knew what she was getting at. “I’m an attorney. That’s kinda what I get paid to do.”

“Growing up, Daddy always explained that lawyers are treated unfairly. As if the lying, silver-tongued huckster was just a stereotype.” She put the last file in its place and closed the box. “But it’s true, even for the good guys.”

“Yeah, it’s exactly that insane. But there two types of crazy.” I stood up and walked over to the window looking out on the hills and hollers. “There’s the psychopathic, dangerous kind. 
And then there’s the kind that makes you devoted to something for reasons other than your own gain. Every person who’s done even a little bit of good for the world was at least a tiny bit nuts.”

She rested her chin on my shoulder. “So what’s your cause? I can tell it isn’t money, even if you do some rotten things to get it.”

I didn’t even have an answer to that. “Right now, I’m not sure. But I do know what I’m not willing to devote myself to.”

Her arms slipped in front of my waist. “So what about you? You’re only twenty-four, but even at that age, you kinda have an idea by then.”

“Now that I think about it, I don’t know for certain, either.” Harper slid her fingers dangerously close to highest clasped button of my shirt. “But I do know exactly what I don’t want to live for, just like you.”

“That’s all you can ask of yourself. I have the same debate in my head, every time I’m not being bothered with something else. Eventually, I’ll figure it out like my own father did.”

Even her tits pressed against me. “Maybe I’m speaking out of line, but I think you’re looking for a cause to devote yourself to.”

As far as those went, fighting for people wronged by companies who see them as absolute trash was as good as any other. “Most people go to law school to make the world more just, but the vast majority end up doing the opposite.”

“Yeah.” Harper moved her face away and rested her forehead against the back of my neck. “Believe it or not, Daddy wanted to represent veterans and help them out after he graduated. I can’t say he’s done much of that, though.”

“He’s one himself. I get it, even if I can’t say the same.”

“So where did he lose his way?”

“Money does things to people. Even amoral shits like him won’t do the wrong thing just for the hell of it. Something has to tip them over that edge.” I didn’t mind how much she was pushing herself against me, but after what she’d said in her sleep, I kinda hated myself for letting things get this far between us. “You know what he’s willing to do for money.”

Harper paused for a second. “Yeah, I do.”

It wasn’t my place to dig into that past. If she wanted to open up to me about it, when she actually knew what she was saying, the only right thing to do would be to just listen again. Until Harper decided that for herself, I wasn’t about to push her.

“Come on, Doc Last should be one her way by now. For all this hospitality and access, we ought to help Mika fix a grand-assed dinner for her.”

“You’re a strange bird, Michael Owens.”


It wasn’t fancy, but with Harper and myself pitching in, Dr. Last seemed grateful about what we’d made for her. And I couldn’t complain about avoiding the local diners for every meal, either. The only problem was, we shot all of those groceries we’d bought for that one meal.

Sitting out back in Last’s screened-in patio, at least we weren’t slapping at mosquitoes all the time. The sun had just dipped behind the nearest ridge and half of the solar landscape lighting had sparked up.

But our newest friend was ready to get back down to business at hand. “Rampant cancer, organ failure, and cardiac problems. You saw the trends, right?”

Harper and I both nodded at her. But I was the acting boss. “Exactly as you just said. You wouldn’t be able to get the hospitals in the state capitol to play just nice with us, would you?”

Still in another set of scrubs, Dr. Last shook her head. “No chance in hell. They’re just as scared as the people here of that damn company.”

That was West Virginia for you. Speak ill of coal companies, and you’d probably get run out of the state. Even if they’re the direct cause of your tumors.

“I made a list of the patient records we scalped, just like you asked.” But even with all her help, I had to cover my own ass. “Look through it on my phone and tell me if anything that stands out is missing.”

She took it in hand, grinning like she knew why. “Still skeptical of me?”

“Let’s call it a safety measure. I’m following your own advice and not trusting anyone, if it makes you feel any better.”

I was content to let her do whatever with the cloud account I had solely for this case.

But that wasn’t stopping Mika from throwing a crow-bar in the gears. She got up from her metal chair and stared me down until she was right behind Last. Her shit-eating grin was all too familiar by that point.

Don’t you do it…

But it was too damn late. Mika leaned above Kendra, sliding an open palm over our host’s forehead. “If Mikey doesn’t trust completely trust you, I think he should be able to.”

Dr. Last shot a confused glance my way. “What’s she talking about?”

I wanted to protest, but the second Mika got up, that chance was long-gone. “Looks like you’re gonna find out.”

She didn’t roll her eyes back, go blank, or anything you’d expect. If anything her eyes looked even clearer.

Then Kendra rested a hand against her right cheek. “Silverstar offered me two-hundred-grand to tell them everything you’ve done, right down to which records you managed to steal.”

You bitch…

Then Mika snaked her arms around Dr. Last’s neck. “Now you know why I talked you into bringing me.”

Not gonna lie, Mika pulling that stunt might have saved the whole fucking case. But I had to dig a little further. “Tell me who your contact was about this, then testify against them. Do all that, and I’ll forgive you.”

Shooting a quick look at Harper, she didn’t look as confused as I guessed she would. But she had her own barb ready. “I thought you were nuts for bringing that little freak along, but now I get why.”

I thought I’d lost my marbles too. But as it turns out, that decisions had never been up to me. “I get it now.” Staring Mika down, I just about lost my nerve as she gazed back just as hard. “You’ve been controlling me this whole time as well, haven’t you?”

Mika shrugged and let go of Kendra. “If admit it, I can make all three of you forget, just as fast.”

From guardian angle to puppet-master. As much as I wanted to give in and fall for her, exactly how dangerous she could be kept rolling through my head.

Like it wasn’t any big thing, Mika stared my way. “She always was truly on our side, if that makes you feel better.”

But I knew what was about to come. Namely, Dr. Last.

“You didn’t have to do that to her, and you know it.”

Mika jostled Kendra’s tits, just enough to get the point across. “You’re not mad, though.”

“Variety’s the spice of life.” With my two in little more than tank tops and tiny shorts, Kendra was one hell of a difference right then. “But the next time you do this, ask first, okay?”

Her shoulders bunched up again. “She was down for it. In fact, I think she was just waiting for you to make the first move.”

“That’s not why we’re here.” But going from a shit-hole of a motor lodge and keeping Mika and Harper from killing each other, to this absolute castle… Kendra was one hell of a 
cherry on top of the whipped cream.

There was no getting past what Mika wanted, though. She pushed her face next to Dr. Last’s ear and whispered something.

Our host covered her mouth with a hand and said something back. For a good while.

When Mika’s eyebrows shot up like that, I didn’t know if I was about to love it or hate it. “Really? You’re into that kind of thing?”

My supper felt like it’d come back up to say ‘hi’ again. “What’s all this?”

Like she was ignoring me, Mika trotted over to Harper and whispered in her ear too.

Another set of eyebrows shot up. Then Harper smirked at me. “That’s
 interesting.”

“What?”

Harper let the fork clatter against her plate. “I’m sure you’d love to know, wouldn’t you?”

“Then tell me.”

Mika grabbed my sleeve and tried pulling me up. “It’s the kind of thing you’d enjoy better if it’s a surprise. I know you like that. Come on.”

Kendra stood up with the rest of us. “Go inside, head right, and it’s in the door at the end of the hallway.”

Now every possibility ran through my head. Whatever this was, to have its own room, Dr. Last had one hell of a kink.


After getting in that room, what a fetish it was. The thing is, I didn’t which direction Dr. Last was about to go with it.

Hanks of rope rested on pegs. Sisal. Cotton. Even silk. But the true focus was the rigging system hanging from every rafter.

I finally got brave enough to ask. “BDSM, huh? You like giving or receiving?”

She pointed at Mika and Harper. “You take one, and I’ll work on the other.”


Uh huh…
 I didn’t know shit about this, but I wasn’t a masochist, myself. It was probably best I did exactly as she ordered.

Between the two of them, I knew I could talk Mika into anything. So I went for Harper. Plus, when you get a chance to dominate someone who might be your future boss, you take it.

Kendra threw some coils of hemp rope my way. “It’s rough, and it grips hard, so don’t make everything too tight.”

I started unpacking them and began tying one end around Harper’s wrists. But I’d already fucked up, apparently.

Dr. Last marched over and snatched the rope out of my hands. “No, you tie from the middle of each one.”

Standing back, I let her work that magic. Doubling it up in the exact center, she forced Harper’s wrists behind her back and made a loop, crossing the rope and pulling it snug.

“If you have to know the bare basics, make a ring just like this and then wrap in the opposite direction. Loop it around three four times before you cross between whatever limbs you want to keep together.” She stepped toward Mika and got to work again. “But always ask if they’re comfortable before you tie it off.”

Apparently she was into tying other girls up. Looking at the woman and talking to her, you wouldn’t assume it. But that was barely scratching the paint of Last’s fetish.

I finished binding Harper’s arms long after Kendra finished with Mika. “Alright, what now?”

She was already forcing Mika to walk forward. Dr. Last nodded her head up at some pulleys with chains hanging down. “Bring her over here.”

Getting right up in Harper’s ear, I had to ask, “You alright with this?”

Not that she kept her voice down. “You didn’t ask if the rope’s too tight, but it’s not.” Two birds with one stone.

The only part that confused me was, these girls were still dressed. “So what’s the game here? Like, is this art thing?”

Kendra reached around Mika’s hips and had her cutoff shorts loose faster than I could ever dream. “Personally, I think breast ties are tacky.”

I pushed my face over Harper’s shoulder again as I fumbled with the zipper and button around front. “Still game?”

She looked back as much as she could. “Unless it makes me bleed or you stick something up my ass without letting me know ahead of time, I’ll go along with it.”

Despite how little time I’d spent with her, it was clear Harper was almost as much of a freak as Mika. “I’ll take your word on it.”

I marched Harper forward until she was right under the other rig of block and tackle hanging down. Trying to imitate what Dr. Last was doing, I gave up when I realized I was in over my head.

She finished with Mika and stepped over. “You don’t try to pretend you know what you’re doing. That’s… actually the safe way to go about this.”

Letting Kendra do her thing, I inched closer to Mika. “Hey, what’s she after here?”

Smiling from between strands of hair, all Mika said was, “You’ll see. I really
 like this one.”

Expecting direct answers out of Mika’s ass was a bridge or seven too far. I should have known that already. “Good to know you’re fine with it.”

Going a little further with Harper, Kendra walked away for another stretch of rope. Tying around only one ankle, she was already pulling hard. By the time Dr. Last inspected her work, my boss’s pride and joy was suspended, barely keeping the toes of one foot on the ground.

She almost pushed me out of the way, giving Mika the same treatment. Halfway through, Kendra looked over at me. “On the table over there, you’ll see a couple of pink things with a bulb and a tail. Bring them over here.”

I wasn’t about to cross a woman who’d make for one hell of a serial killer. But just like she claimed, those pieces of silicon sat right on top. Walking back, I had to ask, “What the hell are these?”

Taking one from me, Kendra got behind Mika again. “Slip it up in your blonde’s cunt.” As she forced one of the rare cases of Mika wearing panties aside.

Sliding Harper’s out of the way too, she flinched a little. But it wasn’t like putting my hands down there was odd to her or anything.

Dr. Last was already stripping that uniform off, leaving her in nothing but a lacy, black set of underwear. Which was a hell of a lot better than those medical pajamas and heavy clogs.

“Sure they’re nice to look at, but what now?”

She bent down and then came back up with her phone. “Just watch this.”

After a few taps, nothing happened. “Okay… Still waiti—”

Both Mika and Harper winced for a second.

“What the hell?” Then it happened again.

Dr. Last strutted over, humming a tune into the phone.

As Harper and Mika writhed along with the noise, I finally caught on.

Grinning like a bastard felt natural as I got on the verge of yelling. “That’s pretty neat!”

Mika broke first. Crying out like it was the best kind of pain, it only made it worse for both of them.

By the time Harper snapped, it set off a chain reaction they had zero chance of getting out of.

With all that chaos erupting behind her, Dr. Last poked a finger in the center of my chest. “I’ve got one more job for you, and then you get a treat.”

“So what is it?”

“Well,” she got a little blush in her cheeks too, “I come very
 easily, so that’s why I like making other girls suffer through getting too much. That’s why I need you to drag that bench over here.”

“Compensating much?” The girl either knew what got her off in the grandest way possible, or she was a little past insane. But I liked it. “Have it your way.”

When I reached down and tried to pick it up, it was far too heavy. So I pulled.

All four legs of that damn thing roared across the tiles. You can guess what kind of shape it left Mika and Harper in by the time I had it the whole thirty feet over.

Kendra had her ass on one of the ends before I even let go. She grabbed me by the trousers, forcing me right in front of her. And to watch those two hit something close to their limits.

I was harder than the rock inside the mountain we were on as she forced my zipper down. Hot breath rolled over my dick maybe half a second after Kendra pulled it out. Then she took it in.

All the fucking way.

My neck bent out of reflex. If she couldn’t take it for long, at least she knew the benefits of pre-gaming your partner.

Curling my fingers inside her hair, I already felt the heat pulsing through her. Then she began moaning as her head twisted with each bob forward. Just hearing Mika and Harper while sucking me off was enough to twist her into knots.

I willed enough composure to look down and ask, “You in a hurry or something?”

It hadn’t even been a minute, but Dr. Last popped her lips off my shaft, still giving me a little jerk with all that spit. Twisting and squirming with her thighs clamped, she went dead-serious. “Listen, I’m not usually into guys. But if you want in on this, you’d better start fucking me, now.”

She didn’t need to tell me. Watching those two rock from a line coming down from the rafters and begging to come like that already had me ready to go full-throttle.

Forcing Dr. Last onto her back, I started ripping clothing off myself, including several buttons on my shirt that went flying. Toeing my socks off last, I was stripped before Dr. Last had even settled down.

Her thighs spread, showing how deeply she’d already soaked those panties. Red and bothered as our little torture subjects already, Kendra pushed her ass to the very edge of that cushion.

I grabbed the waist of her panties hard enough to pop fingers. Her legs came back together, just enough to get the damn things off her. Then Kendra bloomed wide again.

Perfectly maintained baldness, tight little folds that looked sharp enough to cut you, and the same blush of pink she had all over her face… That cunt was downright stunning as her face. Like you felt drawn to worship it.

Batting my cock against the top, Dr. Last was already twitching at just that much. Grazing my thumb over her clit, barely at all, got her screaming.


Holy hell, she wasn’t joking.
 Kendra’s toes were already curled as I grabbed her ankles and forced her wide.

Pressing the tip at her entrance, I could already tell it was gonna be a fight just to get all 
the way inside her. That building orgasm wasn’t helping either.

Dropping between her legs and wrapping an arm around each thigh, I slung forward.

About halfway through, Kendra was already a squalling mess. But she dug her nails into one of my wrists. “Just keep going!”

That was the kind of order that I didn’t mind following to the letter. Gritting my teeth and having another go at it, I sank almost
 the whole way through.

Giving her a second to ease up, she never did. But I could see how much she loved it, even with her eyes slammed tighter than her pussy.

All my weight bore down. Success. That bump on the roof of her passage swirled around my tip, lubed to hell and back with all that wetness.

Someone let out a piercing wail, and it wasn’t Dr. Last.

Drawing not even halfway out, I heard the other follow suit. Mika and Harper’s brains had to be steaming inside their heads. And they’d probably lost the basic common sense to try keeping it inside.

But now I had a third chick screaming her ass off. Feeling walls do their best to trap me in, hearing all that, and I dare
 you to say you’d last as long as you’d want to.

Kendra’s hands drifted past my elbows and up my biceps. Deep scratches that almost left me bleeding stung through.

Her shoulders bunched as I grabbed them. If she wanted it that damn rough, who was I to deny the woman?

That first good crack
 of our bodies jerked her chin back. She was trying to yell, but nothing came out. A few more rounds of that made those nails goddamned hurt.

With everyone shaking their heads and screaming like that, I couldn’t tell who would split down the middle first. We had Harper and Mika, locked into standing on the ends of their toes and getting their orgasms denied like a shady building permit.

But there was also Kendra, on the verge of howling as I got her wet and loose enough to start ramming that bench along the floor with every thrust.

When I first checked into that shitty motel, I had no idea what I was getting myself into. From pure work and hoping I wouldn’t catch hep-C from a doorknob, to getting all the evidence handed to me, sitting in the lap of luxury. And of course, this insanity going on all around me.

I felt how much it was all coming together. The bottom of my dick tingled far too much. 
Then it spread up the sides and swelled the tip.

There’s no fucking I’m about to come already…

Dr. Last clamped onto me like a burr. Even if I wanted to pull out, there was no damned way.

She barely got her words out through the never-ending moans. “It’s fine...” Her entire body tried to go apoplectic. “You can come in me!”

My brain had lost control of what the rest of me did. It would have asked if it was because she wanted a kid or if she was on something. But it’d been in the backseat for a while now. Probably about the time our living art exhibits started yelling.

Another round of crashing hard enough to tear Kendra apart had the bench screaming
 against the floor. Which got Harper and Mika doing so themselves. Throwing even more of that problem at them.

Dr. Last went right along with it. Finally, it all came to a head, as if those vibrators couldn’t take any further decibel input.

I had to buck myself out of her. Catching every scrap of wind I could, that narrow slit kept pulsing as I looked down.

Not that it held Mika or Harper back. They were already going apeshit, hopping along on a single foot as they tried getting out the words to beg.


This bitch has lost her mind.
 I grabbed each of Kendra’s feet again, popping myself back through.

Before my ‘wife’ and loaned-out intern could stroke out, I let our host have a deep swoop that got the lady howling.

The walls of her cunt went taut. Trying to pull back, all I did was bring herself and the bench with me.

Feeling her passage grip deep, sending the pressure up to my base in waves, even Mika couldn’t come her brains out like that. I’ll be damned if Kendra’s body would have even let me back after that.

Pushing the cups of her bra out of the way, I at least got a full exploration of her tits in. Not that it calmed her down any.

One last whiff of sanity came out of her. “Come now, or don’t at all!”

Glancing down at her, then over at Mika and Harper… That rush of hormones from sack to brain agreed with her.

I let go of one tit, holding the side of Kendra’s jaw with the other. Her lips closed around my thumb.

The cries and moans rumbling up my arm was all it took. Feeling the grip inside pussy reverse course, going from entrance to her deepest well, whatever thread had been holding me back snapped.

She didn’t have to do it, just to keep me in, but those legs clamped like a Venus-cock-trap.

Both of my hands grabbed at the cushion on each side of her head. “Gawd… Damn!
”

That final shot of volume had all three of them going barking mad.

I don’t know how many bursts merged into one, but I only remember the last few. Trying to breathe like all the air had left the room, Kendra’s arms and legs clamping around me didn’t make it any easier.

But her cunt finally stopped quivering and eased up. Right before it’s spasms overloaded my dick hard enough to pass a man out.

Half-paralyzed, I knew Harper and Mika were still trying to jump out of their skins over there. Hearing all that racket, easing my way out made it feel like I was leaving my very spine in the girl.

Finally out and breaking the weakening hold, I was barely standing.

A couple of breaths had enough sense back in my head. Where the shit is that phone?


Harper was already dripping sweat, rattling the timbers above like she could snap every one of them. If anything, she’d pass out and wake up, still never having came. She was far enough over on my good side that I didn’t want to see the cardiac event play out.

The lit up screen finally got my attention. Digging through whatever unholy app Dr. Last had used, my first try only made the vibes go all-out.

Mika shouted and lifted her one free foot like the floor had gone high-voltage. With a couple more taps, there was a split-second of peace.

But they were just seizing. Once their brains caught up to the rest of them, all fucking hell broke loose.

Metal bits clanged together and ropes shocked from bottom to top.

I stood there in awe, watching them go berserk for close to fifteen seconds.

Waiting until they gave in and finished coming, I couldn’t admit the truth until I knew they weren’t dead.

If I order a couple of those things tonight, they’ll be sitting on my doorstep when we get home.


Seven months later, I was back at Kendra’s. But not for more casework. In fact, the trial against Silverstar on behalf of Rigdonville had just concluded.

The phone kept ringing a hole in my pocket. Harper was off on Christmas break from that final year of law school, and trying to set up a conferencing stream in Kendra’s office. Just about every national news outlet wanted to interview me.

Mika was just about as giddy as I was. Proving the sudden rise in illnesses began the same year as the coal ash leak, paired with one of Silverstar’s investigators getting nailed trying to alter patient records, absolutely sealed the case.

Kendra brought a tray of drinks and sat it on the living edge coffee table in her living room. “Long Island tea and mimosas.” She fell into the driftwood-framed couch. “Not gonna lie, I never expected this result.”

I grabbed one of those LIT’s and took my first sip. Speaking on the primetime news for the first time ins’t when you want to have nervous jitters. “I’ve always had my doubts, from day one, up until I heard the verdict.”

Mika pushed herself against me from the loveseat, rubbing up my arm. “Haven’t I always told you to believe in yourself, Mikey?”

Harper bent over the catwalk’s railing. “Alright, I’ve got us patched in with CMB. They want you on in three minutes.”

I glanced up. “Tell them that’s fine.” Looking at the other two, I hoisted my glass for an air-toast. “Guess I’d better finish this one fast.

With a record-shattering win like this, I hadn’t just gone from a junior partner in a semi-prominent, local law firm. I’d shot into the legal history books.

Yes, Silverstar would appeal the ruling as far as the courts would put up with it. But I knew the path I had to take.

Downing the last gulp, I swallowed and put my glass on one of the coasters. “After this, I’d be a fool to not start my own practice.” I wasn’t getting a dime, which was a huge part of why the media was climbing over itself to interview me.

Mika stood up as I did, straightening my tie. “I would hug you, but I don’t want to mess up how you look right now.”

I turned for the spiral staircase. “I’ll let you do it later, after figuring up some interest.”

But after talking to damn near every talking head in the United States and several overseas, I had just
 enough moxie left in me to celebrate between the four of us.

You already know how that was about to play out.
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I turned my key and eased inside. Sitting the bag down by the door, I noticed the giant block in front of my couch.


Nuh-uh…
 Turning on the lights and stepping closer confirmed it. It was a block of money too wide to wrap my arms around, and taller than my own six-foot self.

I couldn’t stand myself on top of the couch fast enough. Ones, tens, hundreds… All the denominations were stacked in what looked like equal numbers.

I whipped my head around to the bag by the door and then back at the block of cash. “I’m not believing this shit. There’s no fucking way.”


Crack
! The floor dropped an inch beneath me. Taking an easy step down from the couch, I knew something was about to happen, even though I still thought it was a dream.

The pallet of money sagged lower. A few stacks toppled off as I realized what was about to happen.

“Oh hell!” I dove forward, wiping as many bundles off the top as I could. About four feet by four feet, tall as a man, and solid paper. There was no way the floor couldn’t handle all that weight.

I felt more pops a split-second before I heard them. Wiping off as many layers as I could, I hoped like it wasn’t futile. My stomach almost cleared my throat.

Grey dust and pure chaos enveloped all five senses, right down to the taste of copper in my mouth. My feet and ass hit solid ground. Then I felt the tsunami of money pile over me.

*
*
*

This totem had to have something to it, and I guessed I had one wish left for the month. “They’re gonna do whatever I say, no matter what.” Wedging the tip in a crack, I picked the statue up and slammed the nail’s head against the counter. It wedged in enough. A few more bashes had it in as much as any other. The fresh gouges in the laminate counter were the last things I was worried about.

From downstairs, Kylee’s voice rang out, sweet as a Shih-kah-go accent could manage. Which isn’t as exaggerated as people imagine. “I’m ticked, but it is money. And lots of it.”

“We know it’s not Nathan’s.”

Gee, thanks, bitch.

Kylee’s voice sounded like it was coming from their front door. “C’mon, we’d better check on him.”

Sierra’s words were clearer than ever. “I can see his ceiling, and it’s not busted, so how in the hell?”

I hardly ever heard someone coming up the stairs. Before I could stop hyperventilating, fists pounded against my door. My brain froze and I broke into a cold sweat. I didn’t know who to call, what to say, or even if I’d live through the night. Sierra had always seemed like the vicious type of blonde to me.

And sure enough, she yelled first. “Nate, open up!” They kept beating. I glanced at the cause of all this. It stared back with blank eyes from the porcupine coat of nails. “Nay-than!”


Shit.
 “I’ll be there in a second.”

Sierra wasn’t taking any crap. “How have you not
 noticed the big fucking hole?”

“I’m as confused as you are. Just calm down.”I turned the deadbolt and swung the door open.

Still in their Honkers tank-tops and pink hot-pants, they looked content as stoners watching the birds.

My head cocked on its own. “You two were pissed a second ago.”


*

*

*


Like my reasoning was little more than a kaleidoscope of stupidity and missing the point, Sierra huffed as she pushed both hands against the mattress. “You haven’t ordered us to do this, even though you could.”

“I made you suck my dick.”

“And you didn’t make Kylee here do anything when you realized she was in your bed. Not gonna lie, it was kinda sweet watching you two.”

I saw the hint of bitch come back to her face, knowing Sierra had heard what I’d said about her. The time for new orders had come. “Both of you,” I locked eyes with Sierra and then with Kylee, “tell me what you’re really after.”

Kylee let go of me and scrambled out of the covers, sitting on her knees beside Sierra. Answering first, she offered, “I’m not ready to settle down with anyone in particular, and it sounds more fun and rewarding than working at Honkers until I’m too old to do it anymore.”

Staring knives at Sierra, I asked, “And your excuse?”

At least when she was honest, Sierra had the kind of bluntness I liked in a person. “I don’t give a damn what you think. I do what gets me paid.”

“Fine.” I pushed myself up and whipped the covers off of myself. “You two show me what I’m getting. If I like what I see enough on the test drive, I’ll go for it. Five-thousand more for both of you, either way.”

With their rent paid for the year with only a day’s effort, they weren’t protesting with their faces. Sierra pushed the issue first, crawling over the bed until she was over Kylee.

Hands wrapped around heads as their lips met. Whether it was their first time trying something like this or not didn’t matter. They were damn good at it anyway.
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