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AUTHOR’S NOTE: 


We’re in the home stretch. I do have the next series lined up and ready to write, but my priority for the week is finishing this one. Expect Harem Hex 5 by the end of the week.

Then I can work on getting Bimbo Bliss out just as hard and heavy. But that’s next week’s focus.


HAREM HEX 4

After that media blitz, I was more famous than Harris & Brooks as a firm, collectively. And if you think my bosses didn’t hold it against me, you don’t know the first thing about the legal profession.

Like they were trying to burn me out, I kept the dumb cases they used to pass to the season’s intern.

It was time to move on after several months of that.

Mika had been pushing the whole thing, helping me cut financial corners where I could. All told, whatever law firm would come from this was as much to her credit as mine.

Plus, we’d have a place to crash within driving-distance of Charleston, West Virginia. Thanks to Dr. Last enjoying the hell out of our company.

The final straw landed when Brooks almost ripped my office door open. “Michael! What’s this about you offering represent the plaintiffs in one of our clients’ cases?”

By then, I was beyond done with him. And so was Harper. “It’s exactly as it looks. Your client is in the wrong here, and mine has plenty of evidence.”

“Think about what you’re doing here, son.”

“Don’t you fucking call me that.”

His flabby jaw dropped, including all three chins. “You’re giving up a lot on a gamble. Think about that.”

I scooted the chair back and started pulling my law books off the shelves. “Already have.”

“Wait, you’re serious?”

I shot him a look that’d turn Medusa to stone. “Send the intern in. My ass is outta here.”

Like he wanted to stop me, Brooks rushed forward. “I saw you marrying Harper and running this place. What the fuck’s wrong with you?”

I couldn’t have licked my top lip hard enough. “She’s gonna be my senior partner when she graduates and passes the West Virginia bar.”

He paused mid-step. “No, she’s not.”

I pointed at the landline on my desk. “Go ahead and call her for yourself. If we win even a tenth of the cases on our plates, she’ll have a higher net-worth than you.”

“How long have you two been planning this?”

“On Harper’s end, a few months. From mine, ever since I started here. I goddamned hate chasing ambulances. Always have, too.”

“After putting you first in line to marry my daughter, this is how you treat me? I made your ass!”

Throwing another legal tome off a shelf, I didn’t care. “Yeah, I owe you a lot, Buddy. I’ll never forget what you did.”

He started going through all the stages of grief as I moved on to boxing my personal shit on the desk. That is, every phase but acceptance. He even offered a nice raise during the bargaining.

But carrying the first load out the door, I told him the honest truth. “It’s just gonna suck having to sell my house and move all that way.”

With my Miata full, which isn’t saying much, I fishtailed out of the parking lot and got on the phone. But this time, I wasn’t calling my dad for answers.

Sure, Brooks tried calling me. But if I wanted to hear from an asshole, I’d have farted. Even until he realized I wasn’t fucking around, he thought I’d come back. But I wouldn’t have warmed up to his ass, even if we ended up cremated together.


I wasn’t going into work anymore, but I still had more than enough to do. Figuring out which realtor to have sell the house, trying to find another one in Charleston, and packing everything up. Plus, I hadn’t even begun the search for office space or staff.

Seeing as how she was in my head through law school, Mika at least knew how to help me. But a week before we planned to shack up with Kendra for a while to do the house hunt, she brought up a damn good point.

Coming up from behind me as I gazed emptily into the fridge, as one does when boredom hits, I felt arms clamp around my hips. “Guess who?”

“The Portugese Finance Minister.” She did it all the time, and I always tried to come up with something different.

Her fingers dipped under the waist of my jeans. “I’ve been thinking.” The three most dangerous words in the English language, coming from her. “We need a secretary.”

“It’s kinda early for that. I could put up a job listing and do phone interviews.”

Mika teased at the front of my boxers before pulling her hand out and letting go of me. “No, dummy. We already know the perfect person.”

I had to turn around and look at her. “Who?” But the expression on her face was more innocent than I expected.

“You know, that Iris girl you’ve always wanted to fuck.”

Brewer, Harwood, & Lowe wouldn’t be happy about losing their trophy secretary. But I didn’t hate the idea. “I’ll give her a call this evening and try to set something up. She’ll expect a raise for having to move, though.” Not to mention, even the capitol of West Virginia doesn’t have nearly the reasons to live there as Asheville, which is kinda the Portland of The South.

Now Mika dropped the ‘who, me?’ act. “That’ll make three out of four, too.”

“Because of course you’ve got that in the front of your mind.” As if building this little harem was her main goal in life. I wasn’t ruling it out.

“Good.” Mika dropped to her knees and pulled my zipper down. “You see it my way, and you win a prize.”

By the time she was finished, or rather, I was, the thought of bringing Iris on started to seem like the best option. Mika had kinda gone to law school, but not technically. She knew too much to just be a secretary. Like I said before, with her crazy ability to convince people of anything, she’d be a legendary arbitrator.

Plus, she didn’t really have any documents. Hell, not even a Social Security number. But I could always pay her under the table, out of my share of the firm. Harper would go along with it and never raise questions, knowing the wild-assed truth and all.

It was never cheap, but nobody turned down a free meal at the Catalpa Nectar Bistro downtown.

Mika tagged along, as usual. Which meant I could talk Iris into damn near anything. Up to and including a pay cut, if were as shitty as Harris or Brooks.

But I wasn’t. “So if you make forty-five-grand a year now, I think I can wing sixty.” And in Charleston, West Virginia, that’d mean she’d end up loaded. Because Asheville is expensive as fuck to live in or anywhere near.

Iris jerked her head back and shot her eyes open. “Where do I sign?”

“I said ‘I think’ I can. Until we get revenue coming in, I feel safe offering the same pay, and a moving bonus. Say, five grand?”

Now she was skeptical, and understandably so. “I’ll keep my pen down until I see the raise on paper. I get that you’re starting a new firm at the ground level, but I’m not leaving her unless the money’s right.” The fact that she was wearing the same black dress as at Brooks’ party told me she wasn’t swimming in cash with that salary.

I cut one of those fried-green-tomatoes with grits on top that you’d fight people over with my fork. “Come over after we’re done here, and we’ll draw up a contract. If we can’t agree on the terms, no harm, no foul.”

She was back at ease, and ready to change the topic. “I can’t believe you won that case. Every lawyer in Asheville thought you were just pissing into the wind on that one. But you pulled it off.”

“And that publicity is what tipped me over the edge.”

Pulling those ruby lips back for a toothy grin, she assumed the motivation. “Yeah, you’re gonna end up with more money than you know what to do with.”

“That’s not why I’m starting the practice, but probably.”

“So when would I start?” She started buttering one those biscuits you’d also get violent to defend. “Would I have to put in for my two weeks tomorrow, or is this months down the road.”

Mika cut in before I could answer. “We need you to start next week.”

And of course, Iris headed me off. “But you don’t even have a firm yet.”

Staring at the little brunette next to me, I couldn’t hold it back. “What the fuck is wrong with you?”

Shrugging like it was any problem at all, Mika smirked. “You have the money in reserve, and the more hands we have on deck for getting everything rolling, the better.”

Maybe she had a point. But this was Mika. There’s always an agenda with that tiny nutcase.

Iris finished soaking that damn biscuit. “Up the moving bonus to seven-and-a-half, and I’ll take the resume hit.”

Pushing her hand over my eyebrows, I heard Mika’s voice in my head. Agree to it. We need her.

I knew what she was doing, but I couldn’t fight it. “Okay, we agree on that. There’s enough work on my plate already.”

Mika took that hand off. “Good, you’re not running a fever.”

Iris looked at me like Mika had just carved a pentagram on the table. “Okay...”

Suddenly, Mika scooted her chair back. “I’ll be right back. Little girls’ room.”

Never one to sugarcoat anything, Iris glanced to make sure Mika was out of range before turning back to me. “She must be a nice girl, or maybe she fucks like a dream. But she’s weird. No offense, of course.”

“You’re not wrong.” A single bit.


Kendra opened her front door. “Another blonde? Michael, you’re either a smoothest talking motherfucker on the planet, or you were holding back the last you were here.”

Welp, that’s cat’s outta the bag. I glanced at Mika, and especially Iris, tilting my head at the entry. “It’s complicated.”

She walked right past me, with her backpack hanging off one shoulder. “Seems like it. I guess that other blonde was Harper.”

Mika followed her in. “How did you figure that out?”

“When you two up and left me at that party for close to an hour, it wasn’t hard to put two and two together.” She never turned back to Mika and kept walking. “Besides, you seem like the kind of girlfriend to be into that sort of thing.”

I was still just outside the door jamb, dumbfounded.

Then Dr. Last had to open her trap. “So, are you in on this too?”

Mika rushed forward and slapped a hand across Iris’ forehead. “Yeah, she is!”

It was gonna be a long stay. But at least I had some business to deal with. That’s about the only thing that Mika never tried to turn into a romp.

After taking a few more seconds to gather my thoughts, I made that first step inside. It still looked just like a snazzy hunting lodge, minus the taxidermy. But at least it was within an hour’s drive of Charleston, sanitary, and cheap as free.

I also knew what Kendra was into, all too well.

Shutting the door behind me, I just wanted to haul my suitcase upstairs and stretch after another one of those fucking drives. But being my third ‘wife,’ Kendra was ready to make up for lost time.

Draping both arms over my shoulders and pecking me on the lips, at least she was happy to see me. “It’s been what, four months since you’ve been here?”

“Something like that.” That cherry flavoring on her lip-gloss was overwhelming. “I’m not trying to be an ass, but this is a business trip.”

With one eye shut and her mouth scrunching up on the same side of her face, Kendra wasn’t letting me go. “I haven’t had a dry-streak that long since I lost my virginity. An hour for each night isn’t too much to charge for the room. I don’t care which one of you it’s with.”

Oh, hell… “Mika!”

She was already halfway up the stairs.

“Yeah?”

“I’ll take your bag up. Kendra needs you in that room.”

Watching Mika’s eyes light up like that, it was kinda cute. But man… I had some explaining to do.


Iris had plenty of questions, and I understood why. Apparently Mika hadn’t dropped the answers in her head with that touch.

She dropped her backpack in a corner of the usual guestroom Kendra had for us. “Alright, what the fuck’s going on here?”

I had to think for a second, but it’s not like she could leave if the answer wasn’t satisfactory. “Mika and Kendra have this little thing between them.”

“And Harper, too?”

Scratching the back of my neck, I wheeled my stuff to the opposite side. “Yeah, but it’s not like I expect you to go along with it.”

“So they’ll try. Good to know.” Iris whined the zipper of her pack open. “I agreed to be your secretary, not another member of some polyamorous harem or whatever you’ve lucked your way into.”

With her ass on full-display from bending over, she looked good in those tiny, khaki shorts. It stole my attention until I started thinking above the waist again. “I’ll talk to Mika about it. She’s kinda pushy, but I legitimately hired to be our secretary, and nothing else.”

Iris turned around, holding up a gray skirt that barely covered as much as her shorts. “What do you think? You hired me for the same reason as my last troop of bosses, and I know it.”

“Actually, I hired you because you’re competent and someone I can put up with for at least forty hours a week.” Telling her it was Mika’s idea to begin with didn’t feel like it’d go over well. But I wasn’t lying either. “Nobody’s gonna see how short that thing is if you’re behind a desk.”

“It’s not like I can wear pajama bottoms, though.” Iris kept the skirt in her hand while she dropped on the bed.

“Careful, I might start thinking bikinis should be part of the dress code.”

She turned around at the waist, smiling. “Pay me six-figures, and I’m down with it.”

At least the tension had dropped off enough to let someone breathe in that room. “It’s about to sound nuts, but if I tell exactly what’s going on here, do you promise to believe me?”

“Michael, I’d believe Mika is a unicorn, at this point.”

The full truth wasn’t ready to come out, but she deserved some kind of honesty. “Our host is probably three knuckles deep in her right now. And she’ll probably try it with you. Just saying.”

“I was in a sorority. She can try, but I’m not guaranteeing anything. Other chicks aren’t really my thing.”

That right there is a signal. Shining red, like a flare. “Do you know how many times I thought about asking you out when I had to make a run to your office?”

“As many times as you showed up. Hell, you’re pretending not to stare at my tits right now.” She had me there.

Right before I knew the operation had to happen, I was on the verge of asking Iris. “Then Mika showed up and turned my life into pure chaos.”

Whipping herself all the way around, she lied on her stomach, cradling her jaw with both hands. “Mika, Harper, and this millionaire doctor… Don’t tell me you’re actually sad that you didn’t have the balls to ask me out, with all this going for you.”

She wasn’t my dream girl, but yeah, I’d have fucked her brains out. Then I’d be fine with seeing how things went after that. “So you’d have took me up on it.”

“You’re not old enough to be my dad, and I don’t hate you. That’s kinda rare among the men I used to deal with every day.”

I was kinda joking, but also, kinda not. “Blowjob?”

Proving she was my kind of messed-up in the head, Iris cracked a smile. “I don’t know where you’ll find a dick to suck at this hour, around here.”

Breaking down, I had to grin myself. “You’re alright.”


Mika stumbled back in, right around the time I finished a cigarette on the room’s balcony and smelled ground cow heating up.

Before I had the sliding door open, Iris shot me a nervous look. “Now I really have to ask...”

As soon as I put eyes on Mika, I knew what it was about. With her hair a mess and the braid of the rope still dug into Mika’s wrists, I had some explaining to do. “Dr. Last is,” I gave it a few seconds, “kinda into bondage.”

Mika piped up first, as always. “Mikey isn’t.”

Something had Iris weighing options in her head. That endless, pregnant pause said it all before she opened her mouth. “Uh huh… Why do rich people always have kinks?”

Hell if I knew. I’d never been rich. “Ask the lady yourself. I’m sure she wouldn’t mind a round to show why.”

Now Mika cut off Iris. “I told Kendra that she needs to teach you what she did with her fingers. She’s good.”

Feeling the chub growing on the inside of my drawers, I had to stick a hand out. “First of all, this actually is a business trip. Second, our secretary never agreed to any of this.”

Iris pinched the bridge of her nose.

Meanwhile, Mika couldn’t keep it in. “Tell that to Dr. Last. I dare you.”

That vein I’d mentioned tried pulsing out of my skull again. “She’s an employee. Unless you get permission, drop it.”

But Iris found a way to drop my jaw that didn’t involve her body. “No, I want to see how crazy this can get. But don’t think I’m agreeing to anything.”

Stay away from Mika, then. But I wasn’t about to tell Iris that. “Whatever floats your boat.”

She was kinda fucked from the moment I introduced her to Mika, almost a year ago. Whether I liked it or not.


We had a lead on office space. And I’d found a house that was pretty close to what I was on the verge of selling, with an asking price about half that of my old one. It was a lot progress for a single week.

Paying Kendra back for all that hospitality, I promised a shitload of pulled pork and sides from Charleston’s local hotspot. Weaving up the driveway, the smell of it had my stomach ready to howl.

I’d only brought Iris with me, knowing she’d have input I needed on the firms home. But I almost got ready to put the rental car in park, she grabbed my wrist. “Michael, I’ve got a question for you.”

That was never good. “What’s up?”

“I was listening to Mika and Kendra before we left this morning. She’s thinking about letting us stay here, permanently.”

An hour of commuting, each way and through these damn logging roads wasn’t my idea of fun. “Getting to the office after a few inches of snow just wouldn’t happen, short of driving a tank or a plow.”

“So you’re not about to take her up on it?”

Looking over, I couldn’t tell if she was relieved or disappointed. “That’s not gonna be an issue, is it?”

“Mika also asked if I wanted to live with you two, wherever you end up moving. But she didn’t put her hand on my forehead.”

“So you know what she can do to people.” I finally put the white Ford in park and turned the engine off. But I wasn’t getting out yet. “Mika’s done the same thing to myself, Harper, and Kendra.”

Iris let go of my hand. “Why is she doing this?”

Hoo boy… “It’s complicated. But if you want out, I wouldn’t hold it against you.”

“No, I think she’s doing what’s best for everyone. Or maybe that’s just what she put in my head doing the talking. Either way, I don’t see this turning sour.”

Iris hadn’t joined myself, Mika, and Kendra in some of those ‘extracurricular’ activities yet. Even if the tension between us had gotten hot and thick as tar. “I’m happy you believe in what I’m trying to do, but I won’t force you into something.”

“You’re not the one pulling the strings, though. That’s what I’m worried about.”

At least she was coming from a place of honesty. “Well, I trust Mika, but I know to keep an eye open around her.”

“That makes it sound like you really don’t.”

“Fair enough.” Through all of this, Mika had always put my goals ahead of everything else. Even her own ends. “Like I said, I don’t expect you to something you know you wouldn’t have agreed to in the past.”

Her face dropped all the hesitance. “The minute you start acting like she’s this angel without her own agenda, I’ll stop putting my faith in you. But for now, you’ve got it.”

“I guess this would be a bad time to offer a room at whatever place I end up buying. No take-backsies on that relocation bonus, either.”

Iris opened her door. “We’ll talk about it. Now come on, all this food’s been torturing since we picked it up.”


Stuffed with smoked pig, cornbread, and too much potato salad, I was on the verge of taking my belt off. Even someone obsessed with her figure like Iris ate more than a champion bodybuilder would. It’s good to let yourself go every now and then.

Mika closed one of the styrofoam trays and started walking off with a whole bag of leftovers. We were the only two left in the dining room, so I knew it was my chance to drill to the core of what’d been bothering me for an hour.

“Hey, I’ll help you put all this away. But I want you to sit down and answer some questions.”

Still wearing my damn shirts, at least she wore some cutoff jeans that even Daisy Duke herself would call a thong. “Okay, go for it.”

Kendra had claimed she was off for a bath, and Iris had a show she wasn’t about to miss, so at least I knew they weren’t about to hear us. “We’re not living here. I want to make that absolutely clear.”

Mika sat down again. “So you heard.”

“Yeah. It didn’t take as long to shave as I thought it would.” Which was a total lie, but I knew she couldn’t read minds. Only reprogram them. “You need to talk to me about this kind of stuff first, okay?”

“I don’t think Dr. Last will like us turning down the offer.” Mika looked back as if she hadn’t put the idea in Kendra’s head to begin with.

“Cut the shit. I appreciate what you’re doing, but I have to know what you’re really after.”

Scooting her chair forward and resting her jaw in both hands, Mika smirked. “You know I could make every single one of you do whatever I want, then.”

“I’ve known for a while.”

“And I knew that you know it. Have ever wondered why I haven’t just erased that knowledge out of your mind?”

Constantly. “Every now and then. You might as well go ahead and explain yourself.”

A couple of toes grazed down my shin from the other side of the table. “It’s not that I want to control everyone. What’s best for all of us as a whole, tends to be what’s best for everyone else, individually.”

“Speaking in riddles again? You know I hate that.”

Mika rose that foot up to my knee, gripping until she pulled at my khakis. “While you and Kendra were setting the food out, I got hold of Iris. I don’t blame you for being suspicious, but Mikey… Would you have gotten this far without my help?”

Not that she was wrong. “I wouldn’t have, but I’m also pretty damned sure you talked her into joining the fun tonight.”

“You know me better than I thought.” Mika dropped her foot and scooted away. “After Iris’ show ends at nine, you know where to meet us. But when I tell you what I’m really after, you might wish you never found it out.”


I let the hour pass in Kendra’s office. Filing the paperwork to get the firm started at least kept my mind off that barely-veiled warning Mika had given me. ‘You might wish you never found it out,’ was ominous enough.

But at least we were registered as Owens Law Office. One of several in the whole damn state under the same name. Not that I was about to call it Legalmania or something.

I shut my laptop and wondered what I was getting myself into. Kendra always took the domme role, but let me stand at the top. Mika didn’t seem to care.

The one rule Mika had to follow, not getting jealous of the other women, had always seemed really flexible. Something like a plan started coming together in my head.

Let Kendra tie her up, put the shackles on, or whatever. So long as Mika couldn’t use those hands, she was basically helpless. And that jealousy bubbling under the surface was the only thing I knew triggered the fuck out of her.

Maybe it would work. I wound my way down the stairs, seeing Kendra at the far end of the hallway in a pair of redwood-tall heels and a bathrobe. She didn’t pay me any mind, but left the door open behind herself.

Voices got clearer as I walked forward. Iris was something, but I couldn’t make it out.

There wasn’t any point in holding back and eavesdropping. At least one of them knew I was there, if not all three.

Rounding the doorway, all I caught for sure was Kendra telling Mika, “I know you’ve never tapped out, but the safeword is ‘economy.’” It was a good choice. Nobody screams that when they’re coming.

Nobody paid much attention as I walked in. Kendra was busy looping a giant hank of rope around Mika’s waist, which was naked as the rest of her. Iris watched several feet away, in awe of each knot.

It didn’t take long to figure out the game. Holding toward the nearest wall, I crossed my arms and observed until Kendra pulled down the chain. One click of the D-ring told me that Mika was trying to prove something.

But what it was, I had no idea.

Kendra and Iris finally noticed me, or at least paid me any attention. Dr. Last stepped my way first. “Okay, Mika wants to find out how long I can edge her. Anything I should know ahead of time?” It was her dungeon, so we had to go by Kendra’s rules.

I noticed that she hadn’t gagged Mika or covered her eyes. “Nothing I can think of. All I ask is that you don’t go easy on her.”

Dr. Last showed almost all of her teeth. “I’m not in control of her tonight.” Kendra handed a wand to Iris. “She is.”

Oh. Mika had some kind of plan, but hell if I’d put together the first hint of what it was. “Who brought up this idea?”

Kendra tilted her head back at Iris as she walked closer. In nothing but a black pair of heels, mind you.

I didn’t take my focus off Iris and Mika as Dr. Last got closer.

There’s no point in telling you how many inches that chub in my pants had grown. Kendra pushed a hand into my crotch and grabbed hold of the total erection. “You’re mine for a couple of minutes.”

I still didn’t avert my eyes, though. Flipping a switch, Iris had that damn thing buzzing its way almost out of her hands.

Giving Kendra a tiny bit of resistance, I asked, “How far is she taking it?”

But she kept forcing me to walk backwards until I felt my legs hit a chair. “Not as far as you will, I’m sure. Now sit down and shut the hell up.” As she whipped the belt from around my hips and forced those pants down with what seemed like a master’s precision.

The suede took me in. And so did Kendra. Dropping right to her knees, for a bi chick with not much interest in me, she could suck a man off with the best of them.

My fingers pulled at the arms of the chair as Mika began that first set of moans.

Standing behind her, Iris pushed the fat end of that wand, hard. Someone knew how to work a clit, but I didn’t give a damn where or when my secretary had figured that out.

A fast rush of tongue and lips knocked the air out of me. Giving it the good ol’ swirl on her way out, Kendra started jerking a hand up and down my shaft as she looked directly in my eyes. “Mika wants to prove her loyalty.”

“How?”

“She can take a lot,” Kendra grinned one more time and looked back, “but everyone has their limits.”

I had all I needed to piece it together. This shit was about to get rough.

Kendra put her lips against my ear. “Now you can the real truth out of her.”

Shooting a look at Mika, I didn’t have to see it to know Iris was already pushing her up to the razor’s edge. Those shouts explained enough.

The chain rattled. I had to watch, locking eyes with Mika as she mouthed out, ‘Happy now?’

I wasn’t. Not until I she begged for relief and admitted every to every damn thing she’d done to us. Leaning next to Kendra’s face, I gave one simple order. “Make her jealous.”

That was kind of a mistake. Dr. Last grabbed the back of the chair and lunged herself forward.

Not in yet, I still had to grind years off my teeth to hold on. The outside of her cunt didn’t feel much different from the inside.

But then she grabbed under my chin, forcing me to look up. “Don’t pay attention to them. You’re mine, for at least a couple of minutes.”

She was too hot and wet as my tip found the mark. One scoot of herself against me planted every inch through.

Goddammit! I didn’t see the marks my nails left on that chair until the next time I was in that room. But they were clear as fuck.

I already knew Kendra wasn’t out to finish me off. Not that she wasn’t doing a bang-up job of it. This wasn’t just a random fuck. Sex like this made babies.

My neck started pulsing on the right side, and then the left. Getting humped like this, I wouldn’t have lasted three minutes.

But then Mika snapped before everyone else. “Economy! I said economy, you bitch!”

Kendra wasn’t letting up. She did lean closer again, though. “I never told Mika this, but she has to say it five times.”

Wild hoots and shouts erupted on the other side of the room. Bracing myself against the thoroughbred hump, it almost hurt to get out, “That’s evil, but I like it.”

She nibbled the lobe of my ear. “I knew you would.” Right before crashing herself down and whimpering hard enough to give you tinnitus.

Clutching from deep inside her cunt, Kendra had my tip stuck in that danger zone. You know, where a chick is almost guaranteed to get knocked up.

Not that I thought she was dumb enough to cut off her meds, but you never know. She was dangerously close to the peak, and so was I.

Last rushed forward, knowing exactly what would set me off.

All while Mika kept screaming. I could already see sparks coming off my dick as Kendra held the pressure up.

Giving her a violent push on the shoulders, it felt like the biggest fucking shame to cut her off early. But looking down, I saw that drop of pre-cum rise out of my head. So I had like, what, a minute left?

She wasn’t even mad, though. “Get the answers you want out of the little bitch. This might be the only chance you get.”

With Mika’s hands tied like that, Kendra wasn’t joking. And it was almost as if she knew more than I’d told her. “Why’d you do it?”

“This was Mika’s idea.” Another nip at my ear got me on the edge of blasting the load. “But she was adamant about not telling you that.”

I knew what had to happen. Hard as it was to push Kendra off me, I got up and then stormed over.

Letting Mika drip all over the floor, Iris wasn’t letting up. Taking Mika’s jaw in one hand, that whole domme role suited her well. “We know you’re up to something, and it’ll only get worse from here.”

Knowing I was safe from that trick Mika had, I couldn’t help smiling at her. “She’s not wrong. You tell us what you’re after, and I’ll order Iris to let you come.”

Mika grinned through the pain and pleasure. “You don’t have the balls.”

Like hell I didn’t. Whistling at Dr. Last with one of those shrill ear-piercers, I simply gestured open palms at Mika. “It’s no secret that you like her. Have fun!”

Iris tucked that wand in one of the knots. Which had Mika going absolutely nuts.

Not that it was my problem. We didn’t even make it to the chair before I reached up for the other chain.

Kendra walked past us, giggling to herself.

But the only thing I demanded was that Iris grabbed the links. Standing right in front of Mika, I didn’t bother stripping my newest toy down. Fuck, she didn’t even need the usual round of foreplay to get wet enough.

Pushing down on Iris’ ass, I shot in. That’s not how I saw our first time playing out, but when do they happen like you’d assume?

Mika was already rattling the whole apparatus, and Kendra had barely gotten started. “I said ‘economy!’

Slipping back into our secretary, I couldn’t help teasing, “I know something you don’t know.”Mocking playground tune and all.

It was the first time I saw panic in Mika’s face. And damn, did that feel great.

Kendra did something to that toy, making it louder than ever.

Mika followed suit, warbling and screaming as she fought bonds the girl had no chance of getting out of.

Iris backed herself into me, grinding away until I was right back to where I’d been with Kendra. It’s almost as if I’d wanted to nut in the chick for a while, or something.

The walls of her cunt stormed around me, like I was supposed to make this my last hurrah. But I also had Mika to worry about. It’s not like she wasn’t going totally insane over there.

Iris tightened herself up, like I couldn’t pull out until I’d given her something. Every side of her restricting around me begged for it.

Then she dropped her head. “If you come in me, I won’t get mad about it.”

Which could have meant a lot of things. Having my own firm, it might have been a play to lock her job in. I knew plenty of guys who’d fucked up exactly in that way.

She didn’t fight back as I crouched forward. “Why do you want me to?” If she didn’t asnwer to my satisfaction, it wasn’t like I couldn’t haul her over to Mika.

But Iris gave the worst answer. “Do you trust me?”

After about four years, she’d hadn’t screwed me over. But this was too much of a gamble.

I jerked out of her and grabbed a little too hard on one of her its. “I’m not that dumb.”

Seeing Mika’s face for the first time in a while… I’d have been shocked if the little shit even knew where she was.

Kendra wasn’t easing off, though.

Hauling Iris along with me, I couldn’t take anymore. “Economy, economy, economy!”

Dr. Last huffed and backed off. “You really aren’t any fun.”

It wasn’t like I trusted Mika about then, but she was dripping sweat and close to blue past the ties.

“Look at her!” Mika tried staring at me, with both eyes rolling around in her head. “Keep it up, and she’ll be a quadruple amputee.”

Kendra shook her head. But then she looked down. “Oh, shit!”

I helped get Mika down from that mess. Letting my first plaything rest on the tile, I could already see how much Dr. Last had been shaken up.

Kendra massaged the rope-marks. “Sorry, I didn’t pay enough attention to how hard I was tying her.”

But I knew better. “She let it go this far on purpose. As soon as you know she won’t lose a hand or a foot, pick up where you left off. Just back away on the knots a little.”

Not that I didn’t want her to get the whole truth out of Mika.

We’d barely made our way back to the chair when Iris damn near tackled me.

On my ass and pushing my head and shoulders against the front of the seat, she dropped to her stomach and had me in her mouth before I could even process it.

Her neck wound in each direction. Giving her tongue some purchase on every single bit, Iris looked up with her eyes and nothing else. To say the least, she was in that elite division of cock-suckers.

I tried back up a little further, getting my chest vertical. My teeth clenched as a soft hand curled around the base.

Rising her tits up just enough so I could see them, that persistent motion forced my legs to spread out.

Every inch fed between her lips. Iris wasn’t giving up, taking the new round of noise coming from Mika like a signal.

Another rush of climax threatened to well up. Iris had to know it, licking the precum off my tip before she ducked her head again.

Too close, I had to grab her hair by the roots and force the chick to ease off. “Hold up...” Then I had to pant, clawing at nothing but floor as I tried to keep it all in. “Whoa!”

Iris jerked that grip up and down as she pulled herself to her knees. “So you do trust me.”

Not exactly. I was about to come myself empty before Kendra had Mika jittering all over the floor. That hogtie wasn’t exactly letting the cause of all this fight the wand. But at least Mika’s hands and feet had lost that purple tone.

Mika was already back to mid-peak. I wanted to shoot a glance over, but Iris had stolen my attention already. “No, the rest of us already talked about it. You’re mine until you can’t even move.”

I liked the sound of that. “Good luck.”

But she was already rolling onto her back, forcing me to go with her. Scooting down, Iris had lied on her back, well clear of that fucking seat.

I didn’t even need her to pull me closer. Slapping the bottom of my dick against her, she splashed all over me as both arms wrapped over my back.

Pouty lips and all, Iris just about made me forget about the show going on twenty feet away. “Don’t think I’ll let you pull out.”

That’s what you wanna hear. One final whip of my cock put determination that’d win wars in her.

Like I’d never pulled out, Iris forced her calves over my shoulders. Every one of her fingers ran through that endless supply of blonde. She barely even had to push closer to tip me in. “Don’t you even think of stopping. Do it!”

I was in the land of milk and honey. Diving through, her cunt felt like it was trying to bake me alive.

But drawing out didn’t stop her. Iris clutched my thighs and tensed up. “Don’t even thrust. Just let it grind in.”

Primed on a hair-trigger and feeling that dripping cunt slide all over, it was like she wanted me to crack off early.

Grabbing those tits I’d spent too damn long imagining, I broke out of Iris’ hold and started rutting through again. This time, she didn’t try to stop me, enjoying every fall that dove me to the furthest reach of her pussy.

Wetness began to seep out, trailing down my own thighs and pooling at my knees. That jiggle and the way her nipples felt like warm steel combined with Mika’s wild shouts.

Shit, I never would have dreamed she’d be this much fun. But I also didn’t think any hypothetical first time with her would be in a wealthy domme’s ‘special’ room, as said domme broke my future wife’s mind.

Iris reached one hand to my hips. When I drug her back from the chair, she draped the other just beyond her head. The way she squeezed with every pull outward, begging me to slam without saying a word, made that boiler room of a cunt feel that much sweeter.

Mika’s voice cracked. “Please let me fucking come!” She cried out a little more desperation and then rattled the chains holding her up. “Fuck!”

I didn’t know what Kendra was trying to pull off, exactly. But even planted down to waist in my new secretary, I knew it could be useful. Later, anyway.

Those legs dropped and wrapped around me. I hated to stop playing with Iris’ tits, but she was already starting to roll her ass around.

Grabbing her upper arms, I wasn’t ready to let her win out like that. She was trapped again, still trying to finish me out before I was ready. Hell, I could have stayed like this for hours, if my body would let me.

I heard a pop behind me. Then Mika cried out again. The desperation in it tripped a wire in my head.

A shock of wanting it put new energy into my sack. It rose, tingling up the length of my dick. Then I felt the tip swell and another bead of precum slick up Iris’ channel.

She wasn’t strong enough to break out of my hold, but it didn’t stop the blonde from weaving her core. Her knees pinched at my ribs until her eyes opened again. “I told you,” she paused to gasp from another wiggle, “it’s okay to come in me.”

If it was only the two of us, giving in wouldn’t have been a problem. Every smack of hips on hips jerked her head, even as it rested against the floor.

“Come on, why are you holding back?”

I was used to something like ‘don’t stop’ or cries for even more. Mika could fucking go the distance, despite how tiny she was.

But not now. Slamming through Iris, I heard the limit I never thought I’d find absolutely shatter.

A scream, high-pitched as basketball shoes on a court, reverberated from each wall. Mika let it tail out, gasping for breath. Then a groan fought to make it out over the rattle of every link keeping her off the floor.

Like it or not, I was feeling my restraint fail with every pass of my dick. I had to let go of Iris’ arms, putting all the weight on my knees.

She was more than happy to push her ass up and I knelt. The deep mash of cunt around shaft wasn’t about to let me catch a breath. Even if I wasn’t doing the work anymore.

Mika was about to shake herself apart and scream a hole through her throat.

But Iris was catching up, forcing me against what had to be her favorite spot.

Warm beads of sweat turned ice cold as they flowed down. Life slowed to a crawl.

And then Iris gave the hardest dip of her waist yet. Pushing herself against me, every scrap of try left her. She’d gone electric, letting the current flow through and vibrate her walls even harder than the rest of her body.

My teeth stopped grinding. The second dragged out until it felt like a whole minute.

That good ol’ spark welled up at the hilt of my cock.

I couldn’t help myself. Dropping at the shoulders, I felt her mounds against my chest. When Iris pushed them harder, filling her lungs until they were about to burst, I fucking lost it.

Thighs, ankles, and calves tried squeezing me in half. Her body clamped, getting both arms in on it too after they managed to get hold around my neck.

Her voice seethed as her brain melted as hard as mine was. “Come… Fucking!” Burning skin pressed against me face, and even hotter words slipped into my ear. “In my pussy!”

One more jolt sapped everything. Deep within her and stuck together like velcro, I gave her exactly what she wanted. It wasn’t a stingy helping, either.

All while Mika couldn’t have gone crazier if she was yelling on a busy street corner.

I didn’t think the words, but the feeling was absolutely there. Goddamnit! My arms quaked until they gave out.

But Iris wasn’t letting go. A few more humps out of her turned my spine to jelly.

Thankfully, those arms were still hugged tight as I fell back.

Leaving it all on the field like that feels completely amazing. For days.

As much as I wanted to jerk for air like a fish, the fun wasn’t over yet. Shaky as I was, Iris rolled over.

The final travel of spent dick through creamed pussy bent my neck until it hurt. Laid out on my ass, I still knew Mika’s torture was something worth catching.

Every joint and muscle ached. My mouth was dry as nun’s cunt, and it felt like my heart would burst through my ribs with every single pump.

Iris started getting her senses back first. Still barely crawling, her mouth got close to my ear again. “Holy shit, I think Mika’s about to stroke out.”

That was all the motivation I needed to power through. Each fiber in every one of my muscles hurt. But I still managed to stand on jittery legs.

I could tell Kendra noticed. Pushing that wand even harder on Mika’s clit, she looked like a woman possessed. Exactly as I wanted it to play out.

Cupping Mika’s jaw with one hand, I leaned close. “Tell me what you’re really after, and I’ll make her let you come.”

The pulse in that artery going over her jaw punched several times a second. But Mika wasn’t giving in.

“Does that thing have a higher setting?”

Kendra looked over at me, smiling like a nutcase. “No.”

As Mika’s face crushed harder against my palm. And the little slut broke like a shotgun wedding vow.

Feeling her vibrate as hard as the toy, Mika’s skin lit on fire. “Your legacy!”

Another shove from Mika’s hands rocked her forward.

“What you’ve been—” Her teeth grunted, pressed hard until I felt her whole cheek tense up. “...working for!”

That wasn’t enough of an answer, though. “Explain.”

“If I come… I promise…” She was totaled and ready for days of recovery. “Mikey!”

Letting it go any further wouldn’t accomplish anything, but it was fun to watch her crack. I enjoyed it a couple more seconds and then put a hand on Kendra’s shoulder. “Alright, let her come.”

The wand fell silent after one more push against Mika’s clit. Absolute hell broke loose.

Jerking against bonds that wouldn’t give and letting out a shaking moan, Mika looked like she was in pure bliss by the end of it. Red all over, sweating a lake, and exhausted beyond collapsing.

I was already inches from her face when she got her sanity back and opened her eyes.

Kendra started lowering her to the floor, hands and legs still bound together. But at least Mika could move a little.

Sitting down clear of the giant wet spot with her, I held Mika up while Dr. Last started working on the ropes. After-care will get you far with whoever just came themselves inside out. I’d learned that much already.

With the last bond undone, Kendra grabbed a blanket off the wall. “Here.” She tossed it my way. “That’s the hardest I’ve ever made her go, but she did well.”

Mika kept shivering after I covered her up, even though her body smoldered like an ember. Giving her a couple of minutes, she never stopped resting all of her weight on me.

Finally, I started to think she could speak. “You’ve still got some explaining to do.”

Every word was unsteady, like she was a kid who’d cried herself into those interrupting gasps. “Your goal works... For every one of us.”

“And the fourth? What’s your plan?”

Mika paused for a second, taking a deep breath. “You still need a paralegal. Just like your ‘aunts’ who help your dad, this law firm will be our family.”

I’d already made a provisional deal with Kendra to be our medical adviser. Kinda like how every doctor has attorney on retainer, but in reverse. All we really needed was said paralegal.

The ass-end of her shakes rattled out. Mika didn’t say anything else until she was on her feet again.

But hearing that I wasn’t just founding a law office, but a family in and of itself… That was all I needed to know.

Mika had been using all of us. If only to get what everyone wanted, but wouldn’t dare strive for on our own.
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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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