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AUTHOR’S NOTE:



And done! I didn’t hit my goal of twenty days for a whole series like I hoped I would, but this one’s still a record for me. A whole book series finished within the same month it started is a new benchmark I’ll take. Gladly. Revisions took longer than I thought they would.

The minute I hit ‘publish’ on this one, I’m going right into Bimbo Bliss
.


HAREM HEX 5

Riding the afterglow of my publicity from Rigdonville’s case, we were already swamped the entire first year. Poor Harper kept up, as best she could. But when you go to law school, you never know what the hell you’ll end up being an expert on.

In this practice, it was knowing the chemicals that inevitably lead to cancer and who’s who in the New York City law firms. It only took a few months for me to square off with most of the big names.

Of course, I didn’t win ‘em all. Their clients had resources, and honestly, most of the judges on their sides. Those public salaries weren’t enough to pay for the lifestyles these fuckers led.

Even with all that, we’d settled in. A few cases inside Charleston itself passed over my desk and got the stamp of approval. But we’d bit onto that reputation from the chunk I’d taken out of Silverstar’s ass, and clamped the hell down from there. And I’d cleared myself for a couple weeks of vacation, finally. Just a few more weeks to go.

Hearing a knock on my door, a lot further away because I had the biggest office now, I yelled, “Come in!” I was expecting Iris or Mika.

But it was Dr. Last. “Hi there!”

“What the hell are you doing here?” It’s not like she’d left that clinic in Rigdonville.

She looked away from me. “I knew he’d act like this, but go ahead. I promise he doesn’t bite.”

The blazer hanging off my coat rack felt like the natural thing to grab. But I didn’t have that much time. So I sat behind my desk, waiting for whoever it was she’d promised too much.

I hadn’t set eyes on her before, and she wasn’t dressed to meet with a lawyer. But Jesus.
 Iris would have let her through anyway.

Kendra smiled and then blew my mind, for about twentieth time. “You said you need a paralegal. I hope a job interview won’t be a problem.”

Whoever this new girl was, she was flabbergasted as myself. She turned around and faced Kendra. “What? There’s no way I would show up to one like this!”

“Mikey, meet Layla. Layla, Mikey. You two should talk.” Kendra just about shut the door, but stopped at the final second. “Don’t worry, I’m not leaving until you’re finished.”

This Layla chick stepped her way in, looking more embarrassed the closer she got. In a one-shouldered top that left one strap of her bra exposed down to the cup, the knot tied just under her ribs let those toned abs shine through.

I was getting more interested with every foot closed between us, though. Naturally bronzed skin and endless legs made her great from a distance. But when I saw the steely blue in her eyes, I knew had to talk before I started drooling, because damn those were all a rare combination.  “Kendra does shit like this.”

The tension dropped by half. Layla pulled the middle chair out and dropped those cut-off shorts on the leather. “Yeah, I know. She’s always been like this.”

“So you’re old friends,” I knew what that could have implied. “, with one of the ties for title of craziest woman I’ve ever met.”

Just hearing ‘ties’ made her panic a bit. Layla glanced around, like she didn’t know how to react. “Yeah, we met during undergrad and have been friends ever since. How well do you know her?”

“Too
 well. Whatever you think that line is, just go ahead and assume I know her beyond that.”

Layla knew exactly what I was talking about. “So you know about that little, uh, ‘hobby’ of hers.”

“Sure do.” But if this was an interview, I needed to know why Layla was even here. “Now, what’s this job she wants you to chase?”

It knocked her balance off again. “Well, I’m kind of a freelance paralegal.”

“Do you even want to entertain the position I’ve got open, or is Kendra just being a bitch?”

She summoned a little professionalism out of herself, going bolt-straight. “Depending on the salary, I might be interested.”

Out of our war chest, I’d budgeted enough to land in the top end for the state. “Sixty during the first year. It’s negotiable based on how you do.”

Judging by the way her lips pursed, I’d nailed the right price to keep her talking. “That’s about what I make now, between all my clients, give or take several grand each year.”

“Where at?”

“Philadelphia.”

“The cost of living here is a handful of dirt compared just about anywhere else. But you’d 
either make more the second year and beyond, or I’d find someone to replace you.”

Which made her seem even more interested. “Steady pay wouldn’t hurt me. But I never saw myself looking to move here, honestly.”

“Not many people do.” And I wouldn’t hold it against her if the location was a deal-breaker.

Layla was about to respond when I saw the very last person I wanted in the room trot in.

Mika was already at my desk before I could tell her to get out. Then she turned around for a look at Layla. Without even looking my way again, she asked me, “Well, what do you think?”

“I’ve talked to her for less than a minute. Are you here for something important?”

She finally turned back to me. “Oh, I can tell. You two will get along fine.”

I knew that smirk. “Don’t!” But it was too late.

Mika had already whipped around and rested a palm between Layla’s eyes. “Let’s see. Hard worker, honest, and just what you’re looking for.”

The vein in my neck pulsed hard enough to get me loosening my tie. “You didn’t...”

Layla shot the most confused look my way as Mika hugged around her neck.

“Welcome to the family! You’re the last one Mikey’s been looking for.”

My lips turned into a straight pencil line while I shook my head. I’m gonna fucking kill her.
 “Mika, just… Just go.”

She jogged backwards, which I didn’t think was possible in heels. “You can punish me later. I won’t mind.”

Harper was just days from taking the bar exam, so having a full staff by the end of the month wasn’t gonna harm us. But I knew what Mika was really concerned about. For all I knew, Layla could have been the worst candidate possible.

Our newest ‘friend’ blinked several times, but otherwise, the didn’t move or even breathe. Endless seconds crawled by until she processed it all. “What just happened?”

I knew the drill well enough. “What day are you starting?”

She was still confused as all hell, but it was too late for either of us to turn back. Layla tilted her head just a bit, toward her bare shoulder. “Give me three weeks to wrap up my current jobs.”

Like taking this position was an inviolable, natural law. Because after Mika digs in your head, that’s exactly what her orders are.

Leaning over my desk and reaching an open hand out, apologizing wasn’t about to accomplish anything. “I’ll see you then.”

It was still trickling through her mind, but Layla shook my hand like we’d just signed the contract. “I guess so.”

Handing her one of my business cards, I was resigned to whatever was about to happen. “Don’t keep Kendra waiting. And do me a favor. Tell Mika to get her ass in here on your way out.”

That was last I saw of her. For three weeks, anyway.


But not five minutes later, I was pacing around the open floor space in my office. “What the absolute fuck is wrong with you?”

“Now that you’ve got all five of us, nothing at all.” Mika acted like it didn’t faze her at all from the same chair Layla had sat in. The way she pushed her hands between closed thighs and acted all innocent just pissed me off even further.

“At least with Harper and Iris, I knew them. And with Kendra, at least both of us got an idea about what she’s like.” But this was too far, even for her. “I don’t even that girl’s last name!”

Deadpan as a British sitcom, Mika kept that irritating look up. “Daher. She graduated from Drexel with a Masters in Paralegal Studies two years ago.”

So the girl was maybe twenty-seven or twenty-eight. “Anything else you found during that mindfuck we’ve all been through?”

“Her parents came from Saudi Arabia before she was born, and she tries to pass as white. I can see why she’d double down on that, around here.”

“I can see it.” Daher was one of those names that could pass as Dutch, even if her skin was shaded beyond what your average Becky or Jessica could pull off with a tanning bed. And that outfit she had on would get her executed where her parents had immigrated from.

Mika wasn’t done twisting the knife, though. “You went nuts as soon as you saw her up close. Admit it.”

There was no lying about how heart-stopping stunning the girl was. “It’s not like you’ll ever get mad at me for thinking she’s hot.”

“So what’s the plan for Layla?” Mika leaned forward. “You gonna let her move in with us, just like Harper and Iris?”

The house I’d bought had plenty of room for everyone, just like the one is Asheville would have. In the hilly subdivision across the Kanawha River and at the end of the cul-de-sac, at least we had some privacy. Not to the extent Kendra had, but enough.

I was already getting tired of Mika’s latest stunt and the way she kept pushing it. “We’ll figure that out when the time comes. But if you do something like this one more time—”

“What, you send me to Kendra’s for punishment? I can’t wait!”

“No sex for a month. And you know I’ve got other sources for it.”

She narrowed her eyes. “One tap on the forehead, and I could have your dick in me by the end of the minute.” It was that dangerous look. The few times she actually had used that 
power on me after warning her not to, it was there.

“Is there any way I can get you to promise not
 to pull a stunt like that again?”

“Well, I’ve got my fourth ‘sister’ in the bag. So at least you don’t have to worry about me getting another one. All that attention I want’s spread thin enough.”

“At least you admit that you’re an attention whore.”

Smiling and pleased as punch, Mika leaned back in her seat. “And I’m getting it now.”

My temper had calmed from a hurricane to a light sprinkle. Pacing closer until I towered over her, I pushed her chin up with a couple of fingers. “You’re still in trouble.”

“Oh no, whatever will I do?” She kept grinning through that mocking tone. “My pervert boss is about to get handsy with me, right here in his office...”

I wasn’t about to let either of us get off, though. Mika could ride home with Iris, and I could take out the raging case of blue balls out on Harper. Probably on top of her desk, right after my four fifteen appointment wrapped up.

Mika kept up the porno act. “What will I tell my husband? I need this job.” As she turned around in the chair and pushed her ass at me in that tiny skirt.

Lifting the hem until it went over the top, I gave her a swat that anyone in the hallway would have heard. “You really need to start wearing panties to the office.”

She scooted a little closer, nudging that bare cunt against the front of my slacks. “I hope he doesn’t come inside me, now that I’m trying to have a baby. What would I do with myself?”

I let out a quick sigh. “You enjoy cheese-balling this way too much.” And then I pulled my zipper down.

“Maybe I’m hinting that we should all try some role-playing for a weekend.” Her fingers gripped the leather in front of her. “You know, like a really horny and low-budget sitcom.”

Cock out and slapping against her ass, I was iffy on the idea. “You thinking more of a Seinfeld
, or maybe a Happy Days
 kind of direction?”

She looked back at me, sliding the tip just inside herself. “I was kinda thinking The Office
. You know, the drier British version.”

Diving through, I sighed again. Partially because I didn’t know what I was ever gonna do with her. But mainly because she felt that damned good.


Three weeks later, to the day and almost the minute, Layla showed up again. At least this time, she was dressed for the job. And somehow, even fucking hotter.

With Harper in on the official interview, even though Layla was basically hired already, we took it into the little conference room in the rear of the building. I’d told Iris to block the rest of the afternoon out, so the front door was already locked. Not that law firms have random people just strolling in without an appointment.

Starting things off on the right was all I wanted. “Our secretary is filing the HR stuff now, so welcome aboard.”

Harper already knew what Mika had done, so at least I didn’t have to listen to her scream about not being treated like a senior partner. “You’ll have to excuse Mika. She’s a little, well… Pushy.”

Layla shrugged. “After meeting her, taking this job seemed like the best idea ever. But you’re not wrong.”

I loosened my tie, maybe a fraction of an inch. “That’s why she’s too good an arbitrator to let go.”

The sharp end of Harper’s pump jabbed at my ankle. “Not to mention, she’s your wife. You let her get away with everything.”

But what was I supposed to do? If Mika wanted any of us to run fuck-all naked through a courtroom, all she’d have to do is press on a forehead. “Regardless, Ms. Daher, what’s your living situation?”

She looked too embarrassed when I put my attention on her again. “For now, a hotel room. As soon as I’m out of here, I’ll start looking for an apartment.”

Harper stabbed the toe of her shoe into me again as she dropped the hammer. “That won’t stand. You’re welcome at my house, and we’ll reimburse the cost of the room.”

Which was also my house. But Layla was understandably confused by the whole situation.

It was time to fix everything. Only one of us could do it. Still, dragging Mika into this was begging for trouble.

Standing up, I looked at each of them. “I’ll be right back.”

Even from the end of the hallway, I could hear Iris working a call. Then I got to Mika’s office. Sticking my ear to the door, she was jabbering exactly as much. I walked in.

The fact that she was already smirking at me should have been a warning. “Sounds 
great. We’ll see you around seven.”


Oh lord.
 “Who, and where?”

Mika put her phone down. “We can’t have a welcoming party for the new girl without Kendra. You know that.”

“You made Harper offer the free bedroom. I knew it.”

That grin turned upside down. “You have no right to be mad at me. The rules for how this family works aren’t up to me.”

“I’ve got zero control over them either.” About halfway to her desk, I pointed at the open door. “Talking you out of this will never happen, so I want you to walk in that conference room and fix this.”

Mika wheeled her chair away from the desk. “Why? I’ve already got Harper on it.”

“You know what I mean. Thinking it’s funny to weird the girl out isn’t a good enough reason. We’re not hazing her like it’s a sorority.”

Her nose scrunched and her lips slid to one side. “Fine.”

She didn’t even look at me as she walked past, but I had to get it out. “Fucking thank
 you. Christ.”

But I didn’t anticipate exactly how Mika would clean up her own mess. I should have known better.


It was Harper’s night to cook on the rotation. Since we had six instead of the usual four, I would have felt bad if I didn’t pitch in. Taking care of the main course seemed fair enough, and she always burned things on the grill.

Pulling the tray of steaks out of the fridge, I pulled them over to the sink and washed the coat of salt off. Gotta tenderize those things without beating them to pulp, you know.

Ready to head out the back door, I asked Harper, “When you get a second, can you ask Layla how she likes a t-bone?”

“Mika already did, before we even left the office. Medium-rare.”

So all the same, except for Harper’s medium-well. Which I held against her. “Thanks.”

After slapping each hunk of cow down, I adjusted the heat and closed the lid.

Then a pair of hands draped over my eyes. “Guess who.”

“Mr. Johnson, my economics professor.”

Mika took her mitts off me and waited until I turned around. “You’re still mad, aren’t you?”

“When I asked you to fix the problem you caused, this isn’t what I meant.”

“Layla got me here in one piece, and I’m sure you didn’t mind Harper giving you a little road head. Tell me I’m wrong.”

We just need buy a fucking minivan for everyone. Two or three cars leaving the same house, for the same office, was nothing but yet another chance for Mika to cause havoc.

“I got my revenge, though.” She ducked both arms behind herself and leaned against the brick wall. “Your nuts are probably about to explode, not throwing your spunk out two times in a row and all.” She just had to remind me.

“What do want, other than to rub it in?”

“Kendra’s here. I thought someone should let you know.”

An absolute doll who would baby the hell out of you one minute, and Satan herself the next. I couldn’t help loving and hating her equally.


Finishing up the last bites, I knew everything was about to go straight to hell. Mika looked too giddy. Not to mention, she finally had every single one of us in the same room.

Kendra and Harper shot looks at me, like they knew something I didn’t. So I was taking my damned sweet time carving the last bit off my steak.

But I couldn’t keep pretending to eat any longer. The second my fork rested on the plate, Mika cleared her throat in the chair to my right.

“Now that we’ve got everyone here and dinner’s over, I’ve got something to say.”


Ruh-roh.
 It felt like the villain in our own Scooby Doo episode was about to pull her own mask off.

Mika leaned her head against my shoulder. “Now that Layla’s caught up on how things work around here, I thought it’d be nice to give Mikey a reward for letting us accomplish so much.”

Everyone shifted in their seats at once, including myself. But I was the only one sweating bullets. When Mika started tracing a finger down my arm, I asked, “Who knew about this?”

Each one of them rose a hand, including Layla.

It was guaranteed to be the best or worst night of my life. Hell, maybe both at the same time.

Of course, Kendra scooted away from the table first. “Nobody go anywhere.”

Iris and Harper started clearing the table. Meanwhile, Layla took Harper’s place in the chair to my left.

With my arms held in place, I’m sure I could have overpowered Mika and Layla if I tried. But all five of them working together wasn’t a fight I’d win. “What the hell have you done now?”

“I’ve gathered all four of them. You know what that means.”

Yeah, I did. “Can we talk about this first? Throwing the first kid of many into the mix won’t help anyone.”

Mika was already sliding herself onto my lap, straddling both legs around me. “A night like this is exactly how you came about. And your father, and his father.”

“What, is this some kind of rule?”

She looked me dead in the eyes, hardly a few inches away. “Yes.”

“So why didn’t you tell me about it?”

That fucking giggle leaked out again. “Because you never asked.”


You little, back-stabbing bitch…
 “I always knew you had your own agenda.”

She was already working my buttons, down to the top of my stomach. “Five women out to do whatever you ask of them, and you’re still complaining.” She glanced at Layla. “Can you believe this?”

Our newest addition gripped hard on my wrist and leaned close enough to graze her lips against my ear. “Here’s how it’s going down. Kendra, Iris, Harper, and then myself. Our Master gets the final round with you.”


Our Master.
 Everything fell into place. “I haven’t been in control of anything since that operation, have I?”

Mika stopped messing with the shirt and pushed both palms in the crook between my thighs and hips. “You can’t complain. Married to just one of us, hating the asses you’d still have to kiss, and winning nothing for anyone in that case you took on. I dare you to tell me I’m wrong.”

My biggest dream had come true, sure. But now Mika demanded I pay her back for it. “You mentioned a curse in my family once. Is this it?”

“Nailed it!” She razzed my hair into a mess before putting her hand on my leg again. “Aren’t you glad I didn’t just make you go along with it, blissfully ignorant about what’s about to happen?”

“At first, I thought I was crazy. Then I realized that you were instead. But now I see you’re just a tiny psycho.”

Mika reached around herself and unhooked her bra. Pulling it out of the top of her blouse, she wrapped it behind my neck and tugged me closer. That peck on the lips ticked me off more than anything else so far.

Kendra jogged back in. Sitting a red duffle bag in one of the clear spots on the table, she tugged at the zipper. “Mika, don’t make him nut early. You’ve put too much work into setting this up.”

Every ounce of my ‘wife’s’ body pushed down on me. Her cunt soaked the front of my pants. Because as you remember, no panties, ever. “Don’t worry, I’ve told everyone else to push him right
 up to the edge, just like I ordered you to.”

The first round of shit started coming out of the bag. Toys, not made for me, hit the table first.

Kendra reached in again, tossing something that sounded soft behind Mika. “Sorry, Michael. When our Master asks for something, we can’t turn her down.”

“Well at least I know she’s a fucking masochist now.”

Pulling the first hank of rope out, Kendra had the same evil grin as Mika. “That’s the only kind of woman I’ll fool with. It’s just a shame that I couldn’t talk you into moving everyone in with me. I’d have a buffet under my own roof.”

“Looks like you brought a picnic basket, though.” At that point, all I could do was go along with it and get shots in where I could. “I’m sure you’ll handle whoever I’m not buried inside.”

If only it was that simple. Dr. Last pulled a ball gag out and held it up in front of herself. “Actually, after my turn, they get to play with me tonight. Mika knows it will make it even worse for you.”

Staring at Mika, close enough that I felt every breath out of her nose, she kept her eyes still like she’d never taken her focus off me. “You pretended to this dainty, submissive thing all this time, just to set me up as the punchline of some joke.”

“No, I really am that way. As soon as my turn starts, you can take it all out on me.”

At least she was predictable. “After getting edged six times in one day, I won’t be able to help myself.” And without my consent. But as you already know, Mika never gave a whiff of piss about that.

She glomped both arms around me, pushing her cheek against mine. “See? You know me just like a husband should!”

Kendra shot a look at me real quick, which said all of, ‘You are so
 beyond fucked right now.’

Nobody had taped my mouth shut, so I wasn’t taking it sitting down. Even with my ass in the chair. “Gee, thanks! You massive cunt.”

Folding a length of rope in half, Kendra acted like it was no biggie. “Don’t blame it on me. We’re all in this mess because of you.”

“I never asked for any of this, either. Blame my great-great grandfather for however he fucked up and set this all in motion.” Hell, over a century ago. I never was one to believe in fate, but when it’s straddling your lap, you can’t really deny it exists.

Iris and Harper gathered the final round of dishes. Getting my two blondes in a threesome had turned from fantasy to daily reality lately. It was still odd that my senior partner 
and myself had less control over the firm than the one person without any kind of degree.

Mika finished undoing my shirt and went on to slide it off my arms. “Kendra taught me a few things.” A coiled bundle of rope hit the table behind her.

“So now you’re gonna tie my ass up.”

“I can’t have you holding one of them down and finishing early, now can I?” Looping the middle of the cotton over my wrist and the chair, she pulled it tight enough that I wasn’t getting out. Wrapping three more times, Mika bumped the tip of her nose against mine. “I also get to tie Kendra up after you’re done with her.” There was a little too much giddiness in her smile as Mika finished my left hand and moved on to the right.

“So when do you cut me loose? Got a safe-word?”

“Not until you come inside me. I’ve held up my end and brought you four other ‘wives,’ so this time, it’s guaranteed to work like nature intended.”

Harper walked back in first, damn near ambushing Iris when she followed seconds later. Pushing our secretary against the wall, those two weren’t shy about going at each other.

Mika finished her knot and pushed her mouth against mine. Slipping me a little bit of tongue, she tried pulling my bottom lip with her until it snapped back into place. “He’s all yours, up until he’s ready to blow his top.”

Kendra already had her top off as she rounded the far end of the table. Reaching around to unhook her bra, she let it drop just beside my chair. Then her skirt dropped, going into a free-fall after it got past her knees.

I didn’t have long to watch Mika and Layla go at each other on the other end of the dining table. Our new paralegal was taking it upon herself, forcing Mika’s ass on the surface and diving right into a match of tongue-wrestling.

My balls panged with another surge of that ache. Kendra didn’t help, taking Mika’s place on top of me.

Trying to work myself free, I could already tell it wasn’t about to do any good. If anything, all I’d do is turn my hands purple. But at least the cuffs of my shirt would cover the marks I was guaranteed to have the next day.

Kendra wasn’t in any mood to fuck around. Grinding herself with only my pants and two pairs of underwear between us, she was soaking me harder than Mika had earlier that day. “After tonight, I call dibs on having the second kid.”

“Gonna be hard when you’re the only one who doesn’t live here.”

“You’ve got a vacation coming up, and wouldn’t you know it? So do I.”

She kept pressing herself, trying to get me inside her, even through all the layers of clothing. “Mika said you were planning a big deep-sea-fishing trip by yourself, but hadn’t booked anything yet. So I went ahead and made reservations for both of us. I hope Costa Rica sounds alright.”

I was ready to nut myself already, hearing that. Marlin, tuna, mahi-mahi… They practically jumped into the boat from those waters.

“Mika put you up to it, didn’t she?”

“She has some good ideas.” While her slit wrapped over my shaft, crushing every fold hard enough that I felt them through the zipper. “Harper’s agreed to take on the work so every one of us can have some time alone with you. She’ll take the last one.”

Around Christmas, when just about every law office shut down for a week or two. There’s not much point in staying open when the courts and other offices aren’t getting a damn thing done.

The pressure lifted, but only so Kendra could start on my belt. She looked up, staring hard with those gray eyes. “Don’t worry, I’m only supposed to blow you.”

It wasn’t much relief. For a lipstick lesbian, she knew how to please a dick with her mouth. Then she worked my erection free. Pushing it between both of her tits, Kendra already had my neck drawing tight.

“I do the foreplay, and everyone else rewards me for it. Our Master demands we get fair treatment.” For a domme, she was way too happy to submit to a girl five inches shorter than herself.

“There’s no way I’m getting out of this, so do your fucking thing.” Another pitiful attempt at slipping free just dug the rope in harder. “Get it over with, because my nuts are about to explode.”

Kendra rose up and jerked my slacks down with the boxers. Sliding her panties out of the way, I didn’t even the benefit of that moment of hesitation. She had me in her, all the damn way.


What the hell happened to foreplay?
 Not that I was ready to pitch a fit.

Her chin pressed against one of my collar-bones, almost as hard her cunt tried skinning my cock. “Think about it. We’re all set for life, and we’ve got our dreams, right within our grasps. We all have our Master to thank for that.”

Like Mika had built herself a cult or something. I kinda worshiped her in my own way, but not like everyone else she’d enslaved. But I had someone praying at my own altar to worry about.

The extra juice inside her swirled around me. “Just think, in a couple of years, we’ll all have what we want.”

My lips were already trembling. “I thought we already had it.”

Kendra shocked herself around my dick, not even bothering to keep herself quiet. “Almost. But at least I don’t have to pick a donor and risk having triplets.”

What she was getting out of this deal finally clicked in my head. “Lucky us.”

One more roll of her hips made the family jewels hurt that much more. “You wanna go ahead and come in me?”

I already knew Mika’s word was law. “I dare you to make it happen.”

She was almost cackling as she rose up. Letting my shaft bounce around, Kendra dropped straight to her knees. “You know I can’t do that yet.”

Getting kicked in the sack had never hurt that much. And I’d taken some bell-ringers. Fuck…


One hand graced the whole length, tip to base. Then her lips repeated the torture.

My nails were already digging into the wood. Layla was already several knuckles into Mika, and Iris was eating Harper out against the wall.

Kendra took damn sweet time, not gripping my bare thighs and pushing her face up until I was fighting for each breath. Another stroke turned my thoughts into static.

Then a second jack. “But you know what?”

I didn’t have an answer in me, other than a slick drop of precum.

“It’s time to let Iris make it even worse.” Another jerk tensed my whole body. “Thank for letting me taste myself.”

Motherfucker…

The game of musical chairs had started, but they weren’t trading partners among themselves. If anything, Iris came my way as everyone else forced Kendra tits-down at the middle of the table. Right in front of me.

Iris wasn’t giving me a break. Two of her fingers dipped into my mouth. “Does Mika taste like she’s ready for it?”

Behind our secretary’s primo body, I saw even more rope come out of that bag. And then Kendra’s white panties slid over her feet. Harper looked too damn excited about getting them all the way off.

Mika was already uncoiling the first length as Harper kept her hold on the lace. I had to lean around Iris, just to watch every thread stuff into Kendra’s mouth.

Holy shit!

All three of them got on our doctor, rolling the chick onto her back. Layla and Harper grabbed an ankle as Mika tied both wrists together. She actually had learned a lot from the teacher she was trying to surpass.

Iris pinched around my chin with a thumb and a couple of fingers. “Why aren’t you paying attention to me right now?”

My nostrils flared. “Look behind you.”

Another bra came off, draping over the top of my head. “No, it’s my
 turn.”

As I kept watching the show, craning my neck to look around her tits.

“Hey!” Iris pushed her other hand against my abs. “I’m talking to you.”

“I’m listening.” Never taking my eyes off the way Mika bound Kendra’s wrists just as hard my own. But wrapping a length between the legs at one side of the table, making a loop in the center, and pulling Dr. Last’s hands tight to it was something you didn’t want to miss.

Mika finished tidying up the knot and checked up on Harper and Layla. “No, that’s nowhere close to right. Back off!”

Looking at Iris, I knew she was already pissed at me. “Okay, your turn. Queen Kong can handle herself.”

“Could you go ahead and get me even madder at you?” Her pussy split around the end of my cock.

“That a challenge?”

Dropping herself almost to the hilt, Iris gripped the chair on each side of my head hard enough to make the wood pop. “You are the worst submissive ever.”

Mika had her way of fucking with people, but so did I. And hell if Iris was ready for it. “Then punish me for it.”

All that did was prime her pump. The walls of her cunt burned with even more heat. Then her fit midsection rolled her around my shaft.

Fused all the way into her, it wasn’t any secret that I was getting close to the very edge of the cliff again. Thirty seconds in her felt impossible.

“You really think did you any good, smartass?” Another round of the grind started. I was gasping as Iris took off like the anger just fucking renewed her.

Even inhaling hurt. The tease of her passage welled the whole gift up until I started to feel some relief.

Iris hugged around my neck and raced even closer to the finish line. All that pent-up frustration made even the tip of my cock harder enough to crack walnuts.

“Do it. Come in me again!”

Thank fuck!

The second my balloon was about to get that final puff and burst, Iris forced herself off me. “No, I don’t think I’ll let you.”

My heart raced. Feeling the rope start to cut in, at least it gave me a little bit of distraction. Because my balls felt like they’d swelled to the size of grapefruits.

Over the sound of Kendra’s first moans, I heard Mika kick off the third round. “Next!”

Apparently it was Harper. She didn’t waste any time, letting go of that vibrator so it could jitter across the table.

Mika pulled Iris off to the side as Layla picked up that toy and started giving Kendra the riot act.

I was still trying to give myself a pep-talk, promising I’d make it long enough before the pain could black me out. But my next little sprint of torture was putting herself in my lap.

Harper let my dick punch between her thighs as she dropped side-saddle, both legs draping off my left thigh. “Poor thing, getting the same treatment Dr. Last puts us through. Payback’s kind of a bitch, isn’t it?”

I’d never though of it that way, but it was fair. “Keep that up, and I’ll let you get the third ‘gift.’”

She pushed a single finger against the bridge of my nose. “I’m already in line for it. There’s Mika, Kendra, myself… But we haven’t figured out if Iris or Layla would work better as the fourth.”

“Really, you’ve got all planned out that far ahead? What’s the gap between tries?”

“After Kendra’s, you’ll get a six month break. We can’t have too many of us out of the 
office on maternity leave all at once.” The plump inside of her thighs rose up my length. “Not that it’ll stop me from having practice rounds with you.”

I wanted to roll my eyes, but I knew better than to tempt fate. “So who watches all these kids?”

“Whoever is off. If you really behave yourself, Mika’s fine with letting you choose a nanny as an unofficial fifth.”

“Lucky me...”

Harper tapped me on the cheek with an open palm. “We can afford it, and Kendra has plenty of girlfriends-with-benefits to pick from for her own. She might even give one of them to us.”

Our doctor started wailing from Layla’s debt of experience with a buzzer like that. “From zero to eleven, right off the starting line. This new girl doesn’t understand how to tease, does she?”

One more upward glide of inner legs set my dick on fire. Before my shoulders quit shivering, Harper forced the waist of her panties down. “I’m sure you’ll have fun with that, since she’s got you after I’m done.”

That wasn’t helping slow my roll one bit. Feeling the very precipice of Harper’s cunt swallow my tip was already coursing a new wave of ache through my sack.

Squeezing her walls tight, she all but danced her way back into my lap. If it wasn’t for all the torture, I’d have thought it was a pretty sweet fuck. And I didn’t even like having my hands tied.

Kendra was already weeping. She wasn’t the untamed queen of femdom anymore. Maybe the worst part of the marathon edging session, though.

Harper writhed her belly, snakelike and pouncing the ambush on my cock. Less of the passive, screaming, ‘hold me down and fuck me’ sort, she was best mover the pack. Someone hadn’t just gotten a legal education in her early-twenties.

Slick pussy kept flowing around and along my shaft. The nonstop scorch would make you relish it. Considering how much pain I was in, having my mind taken off of it felt almost as good as coming itself.

Through squinted eyes, I noticed Iris was getting the full tour from Mika. Bathed in sweat and gripping the edge of the table, my ‘wife’ had been the giver of choice when it came to someone getting eat out.

Watching that turned the ride I was getting into a piece of heaven. Trying to keep my mouth shut, the pressure in my veins threatened to pop every inch of them like a balloon.

Harper stopped. “Wait.” Her face leaned close enough that I could feel the heat emanating off her. “I thought I felt that head swell up.”

I was still in her and watching everyone else go at it. “Think you can get me out of you without setting things off?”

Mika ended the show and forced Layla to quit as well. “You’re not getting away with it.” Putting an open hand over Kendra’s mouth, she wasn’t even giving me the benefit of hearing someone come herself into a stupor.

Harper kept still as a painting.

Meanwhile, Iris took Layla’s place with Kendra. “Just remember, you can’t let him climax.”

Paradise had turned to hell as Harper shot up. But she at least gave me some hope, whispering in my ear, “Mika told us to cut you loose when it’s her turn.”

Because I’d be seeing red by then, I’m sure.”

“Kendra’s fine with losing some of her rope, so you’ll get to take Mika by surprise. Just play along with it.” She pulled the end of my cock down before taking that first step away, letting it spring back and forth.

Mika probably knew, but she acted like Harper needed a reward. Diving right into my senior partner, you’d think those two were swimming in hormones.

Letting my head drop forward, every pulse of my heart swelled my nuts hard enough to make me cringe. But I wasn’t out of the woods, or even back on the trail yet.

Darker legs slipped over my own. I was expecting Layla to mix it up with some reverse-cowgirl.

But she draped herself around me instead, giving me full view of those really nice tits I had never seen bare before. Darker areolas than I was used to put a little spice in the mix. Then looking up to see the piercing color of her eyes, teetering on the verge of gray and robin’s-egg-blue…

If the rest of these girls were perfect specimens, Layla was just as flawless. Yet nowhere close to what I was used to admiring.

Layla pushed that clean-shaven cunt against the bottom of my dick. Wet as she was, even on the outside, somebody was enjoying the marrow out of her first night.

Now, there’s strange pussy. Then there’s the kind of girl you’ve never had before.

She was conscious of it too. “I’ve only had two boyfriends, and they’re Middle-Eastern as I am.”

“That’s no problem for me if it isn’t for you.” So long as she wasn’t a virgin. Because despite the fantasies, they’re not fun.

Already bare as the day she was born, Layla didn’t have to bother slipping anything out of the way. Taking me halfway in, at least she proved my worst fear was nothing to think about anymore. “I’ve never let a guy come inside me, so I need you to let me know before it’s too late.”

“Good luck with that.” Getting that much out hurt, but I had to add, “Have they even told you what I’ve been through today?”

Layla forced herself down. The strain in her face told me it hurt. “Kinda.”


They just had to save the tightest for second-to-last.
 Diving through hair that could have been silk, I begged, “If you let me come, name whatever you want.”

It took her aback. “But that’s not safe for me.”

Looking at Mika wasn’t necessary. She heard it. “Michael Tyler Owens, don’t you fucking
 dare!”

“You can’t blame me for trying. She’s lost it.”

Layla pushed her tits against me and started rocking. “I knew I was signing on for more than I thought, Do you people do this kind of thing every night?”

“You probably don’t wanna know right now.”

It wasn’t stopping that little motion she had going on. “My parents immigrated here to get away from Quran-thumpers, but even they wouldn’t approve of this.”

We could have that particular talk later. For the moment, I just had to survive.

Layla took the silence like I hoped. There wasn’t anything special about the way she used her hips and ass, but you don’t always need an acrobatic performance. She was gentle about it, even with total follow-through in every direction. One of those boyfriends had taught her well.

Content to sit through the whole ride, I started breathing easier and heavier at the same time. But holy damn, it wasn’t hard to figure out that Layla had just ended a dry-streak that’d kill me. She couldn’t have ridden me hard and hung me up wet if she tried.

That small bit of mercy didn’t account to much, though. Iris was sitting on Kendra’s face, pushing that wand down on herself as she yelled like a pack of coyotes. Meanwhile, Harper kept Mika scissored against her slit, driving both of them just as insane.

Even through her complexion, I saw the blood rushing to Layla’s cheeks. The grind wound tighter and faster. Then she started that up and down bump.

Part of me wanted to let it happen. Tight as this girl was, any condom would have ripped to shreds inside her.

Layla’s toes folded in on themselves, right against the crook of my knees. Pulling some of my leg hair with them, she felt too good and hurt more than I could keep bottled up.

Her cunt swelled one the inside. Driving forward and then rolling herself back, she knew at least one of those tricks.

Pushing her face away from me, Layla stared up as her jaw fell open. “About to come!”

I wanted to grab her breasts more than anything. Everyone else in the room might as well not have been there.

The why of it finally hit me. Feeling her pussy try locking hard, that was the last I was getting of it.

Harper and Iris pulled Layla off of me. Forcing her to squirm it out on the table, Harper left the new girl to Iris.

Pushing a hand between my legs, Harper grinned as Mika trotted over. “A couple more minutes, and they’ll be big as my tits.”

I couldn’t talk anymore. But I sure as hell made sure to remind her about that promise to cut me loose. By the look on my face alone.

The trauma shears next to Kendra were the only thing she could use. Naked, head-to-toe, I already knew she didn’t have a pocket knife hidden in that snatch.

Almost bowling Harper out of the way, Mika jumped on top of me and hugged like a coked-out psychopath. “See? I knew you’d make it!”

That was Harper’s cue, I guess. Grabbing the curved scissors, she only cut one of my wrists free. When the circulation came back to my fingers, I felt the plastic handle resting on the edge of my seat.

But Mika didn’t just feel warm. All that bare skin pressed against me had something else. Like, an energy or something.

The very tip of the shears caught a loop of rope from behind the chair. It hurt to 
squeeze, even that much. And even more to keep my arms down like nothing had happened.

Mika slid down like she’d turned to liquid. Swallowing my cock down to the base, it forced all the burn to come back. Like I’d worked my nuts too hard at a gym somehow.

I waited for her second dip. Shaking her head to each side, it was purely to make it that much worse.

But then I struck.

Forcing her head to stay right
 there, I waited until Mika couldn’t handle anymore. Her hands and fingers grasped at my thighs, and then up to my chest.

What she had in strength of will, her body lacked.

Grabbing both of those slender wrists as I kept forcing Mika to take me down her throat, mercy wasn’t on the agenda. It’s not like she could control me if she couldn’t touch the right spot, anyway.

As soon as I let her come up for air, I knew that she knew it just as well. Gasping and dribbling from her bottom lip, Mika did something I never thought she would.

The girl looked afraid
 of me.

An act or not, I couldn’t afford to take that chance. Pulling her up with me, I stood and kept my lock on both her wrists, lifting them high above her head.

Mika was standing on the ends of her toes. She had enough breath to plead, “You can’t take control. Not right now!”

“Why wouldn’t I?” I knew that expression, but I’d never witnessed even a hint of it out of Mika, up until then. Is that hate in her eyes?


“You don’t know what you’re doing right now...”

“Then tell me about it.”

Her face went into panic-mode for a second. Something like calm fell over her, with a tinge of desperation anyone could see. Mika was about to speak.

But I had my other hand over her mouth. “Know what? I don’t wanna hear it. You’ve been jerking my ass around for too long.”

While I stepped forward, Mika let her feet drag on the floor. As soon as her ass hit the edge of the table, I didn’t give her a chance to stay upright or get a peep out.

Nodding at Harper, I said, “Bust Kendra loose. It’s all-hands-on-deck this time around.”

Mika tried yelling something against my palm. But all she could do was wrap her legs 
around me. As if it meant something.

Iris and Layla stopped their little, feminine tango about the same time.

Unable to point at them, I looked their way instead. “Both of you, grab a leg and pull her off me.”

They got down as Harper untied Kendra. Everyone looked confused as hell.

That is, other than Mika.

My hand barely let off when she screamed, “This wasn’t the deal, Mikey!”

Poised and ready to shoot in, I held back at the last second. “You’ve brought all four of them on, and now you can have a kid. What are you holding back?”

Mika turned her head, staring at the wall to my right.

But all I had to do was slip that first inch into her.

Her eyes shot wide, and then she locked stares with me again. “I
 have to be in control. Otherwise...”

“Why’d you just trail off, like you were about to say something you don’t want to?”

Mika’s legs parted as Iris and Layla did their jobs. But she wasn’t saying another word.

I didn’t just push through. I fucking slammed
 hard enough to move the table I’d spent too much on. “Well? Start talking, or I’ll just ask Harper to blow me until I’m done.” Because you gotta love those lips on that woman.

Kendra was still getting herself back together, but she didn’t mind holding both of Mika’s arms together. “I might know something.”

The way Mika panicked said it all. But she started running her trap anyway. “Don’t you dare
 tell him!”

“Tell me what?” I gave our mutual captive a pump, gripping hard around the small of her waist.

Kendra rose her brows before she looked at me. Then at Mika again. “You’ve just lost your power over us, haven’t you?”

A desperate outburst from Mika wiggled her just the right way. When I gripped her jaw and forced her to look me in the eyes, that spite had turned to outright terror.

Not I was about to pull out of her. “I get it now.” Everyone taking my
 orders all of a sudden. “If I win out tonight, Mika loses every bit of control she’s had on us.”

The only weapon she had left came out of the holster. “But Mikey, we have a perfect life 
for everyone, guaranteed.”

I pulled almost all the way out. Then her entire body jolted. “If I test something, and it works, what’s to stop me from taking your spot at the peak of the totem pole?”

Mika let the tears well up. “I’ll die.”

Letting go of her waist with my left hand, I put a hand on Mika’s forehead. “Is that true? And if not, what’s about to happen?”

A jolt shot up my arm. Not electric, but like information, distilled down to pure energy. Then I heard her voice in my head for the first time since the operation. You’ll lift the curse and take my place.


You’re a fucking parasite, then.


No, I always have loved you.
 It felt like the honest-to-God truth. And I won’t actually die, outside of my role in the hex.


So why is it such a problem? What would be so bad about transferring your powers to me?

Even in my head, she had all the dripping sarcasm you’d expect. Uh, because I won’t get to fuck with everyone anymore.


Cracking myself deep into her, I looked at Kendra, hoping she’d have some kind of guidance. Still holding Mika’s wrists together, all I got was concern and a hint of anger. So I had to ask, “What do you think? Would that power be better in my hands?”

Kendra shrugged. “I don’t even know what the hell’s going on between you two.”

Swollen-balls-deep in Mika wasn’t exactly the time for a moral quandary. I put my attention back on her, doing that bump and swirl that always pushed me up to the edge. So does our first kid end up with this power from birth?


Mika began screaming with her mouth, but still spoke clearly in my brain. Yes. And he or she would still have their own version of me, and that ring in their chest.



So basically, they’d have their own slave.
 Which struck me wrong as bubblegum on a pizza.

Her cunt flowed with a sudden rush of wetness. But Mika still had more to say. As things are now, your family has gone on to do amazing things, just like yourself. It was all because of our help.


Which also meant my own mother, and all the way back to my great-great grandmother, 
were the cause of their hubands’ greatness. So what do you get out this?


Your happiness, and a good life for myself and my child. They all go hand-in-hand for every doyen like me.

Something clicked in my head as I got into that heavy, hammering kind of pace that signaled the end. If I’d been born with Mika’s influence over people, there’s no telling what kind of monster I could have turned out being. Not to mention, my first child could end up the same way.

I stopped, mid-thrust. “Everyone, let her go.”

They all did at once.

Mika stared back at me. Confused, but also with the kind of gratitude you’d expect from someone you were donating a kidney to. Her voice was unsteady from getting fucked half to death, but still warm. “Whatever changed your mind, I’ll draw it from you later.”

I pulled out of Mika and grabbed both of her hands. Sitting in the chair again, I guided her right into my lap.

She pushed those C-cups forward and guided me back in. “You just won yourself so
 many blowjobs.”

I grabbed hold, getting each pink eraser tip between my knuckles. “I could have got them whenever I want, if I’d gone the other way.”

Her cunt had my dick on the full tilt-a-whirl, grinding flesh against skin. “Well, congratulations, you—” She cut off, going right into moaning. “God, you’re hard.”

The rush was coming on too strong to keep my hands on her tits. Dropping down to her thighs instead, even my skin was burning hot enough to glow now.

Mika put her hands on mine, gripping tight and ramping up the pace. Adding some of those machine-gun bumps up and down, her voice had just about gone squeaky-toy.

Flexing my ass, just to bump myself that quarter of an inch deeper, my sack hurt more than ever. But this close to finally getting the relief I needed, I couldn’t do anything that might have slowed her down.

A little more tightness rolled through her pussy. How she kept going with all friction, I didn’t know. Nor did I care.

Fingers wrapped together as Mika rested her chin on my shoulder. Her entire body flexed at once, curling against me like she was trying to collapse into herself. “Do it! Come for me...”

My teeth felt like they were about to crack. I seethed out a moan as my legs straightened out.

That good, old tingle overcame the ache. With the pressure valve turned in my sack, Mika gave me one more flood of wet to go with the speed she was dancing away with.

“Do it.” Now her cheek was on my shoulder. “Make me even happier...” The whole chair rocked back with her final jerk.

Almost howling, I shot the first load. Or rather, fucking exploded in her.

Mika went into tremors, never letting go of that grip. Inside or out.

Each wave felt better than the last. Plunged all the way through, this was one of those chin-shivering orgasms you’ll always remember. For both of us.

Through the fog, some part of my mind remembered what the result would be. My first kid. Hell, the purpose we’re all driven to have sex for.

Mika let go of my hands, grazing her fingers up my arms. “Don’t stop. Let it all out.”

I didn’t know how she was able to talk, much less string a word together. Around the fourth toss, I couldn’t even think a whole syllable.

With all the cum flowing around in her, she had enough to slip her cunt up my shaft again. She dropped, wiggling until I felt the head push against that bulb in her deepest wall.

My fifth roared out. And then I lost all sense of where and even who I was.

Too many pent-up climaxes felt like they’d never stop until they drained me into a husk.

But finally, the world started to make sense again.

Mika’s body was still locked onto mine. Her skin felt like she was running one of those fevers that puts you in the hospital.

But that trip wasn’t happening for another nine or ten months. Somehow, I knew it would take. As you do when you come that hard.

She hugged even tighter. “Warm.”

Maybe she was talking about the stuff dripping out of her. Or maybe it was what both of us were feeling in our souls.

I still didn’t have the wits about me to speak. Even less so when she finally lifted herself up after I’d gone flaccid.

Everyone stood around us. Silence thick enough to feel was all I heard.

Until Kendra sighed. “And that, gals, is how you make a baby. Keep that in mind when it’s your turn with him.”

The only response I could pull was a grin.


The others took way more than once, seeing as how birth control lingers for a while. And the first try doesn’t work, except when you don’t want it to.

Layla buttoned her top and fixed her hair back into place in the mirror. The cleaning people wondered about the hair brush and piles of makeup in my office drawer. But at least you know why they’re there.

She pushed one more brown curl into place before turning around. “Alright, I’m off for my eleven o’ clock appointment.”

“Don’t let the DA’s people bullshit about why they can’t share the documents. They know well and clear how hard they’re railroading the guy.” It was a local case about a cop getting shot during a no-knock raid, and the homeowner understandably blasting whoever had just kicked in his door.

As Layla walked out, Mika took her place and kicked the door shut. With little Darien in her arms. We’d just celebrated his second birthday.

She smiled too much for my comfort. “He’s babbling to himself. I think his own incarnation of me has woken up.”

At least he wasn’t putting a hand on foreheads and demanding whatever he wanted. Up until he’d grow old enough to think the voice in his head might be weird, we could play it off as a kid being a damn kid. But like my own father, I didn’t think telling him the whole truth would help.

Mika let him down. Darien had just figured out how to run. And straight to me he came.

I put him on my knee and bounced my leg. “We can’t keep letting this office turn into a daycare.”

Mika handed her phone my way. “Well, that’s why I’ve been looking for a nanny.” Harper and Kendra already had their own kids by me. And Iris was just about to go on maternity leave.

“So you are gonna let me have that fifth ‘wife.’ Mighty generous of you.” I scrolled through the profiles she’d marked. Some little brunette with a pixie cut caught my eye. “This one’s cute.”

“I knew you’d go right for her.” Mika picked the ball up from behind my desk and tossed it at Darien. “We need to interview her, first.”

“Why?” Mika could turn a serial-killer into a saint, as far as I was concerned. “One swipe of your hand, and she’d nanny the hell of these kids.”

“That works on the other four walking around this office. When it comes to everyone else, I can only give them specific commands that apply to one thing.”

News to me. “Okay, then. So how far could I go with her?”

“Get Layla pregnant first. Then we can talk about it.”

The house was already getting fucking crowded. Two kids under my roof already, but at least Kendra had her own place for herself and Emily. Who was about to turn three-months-old, by the way.

“Call the girl in. If I’m allowed to have a side-piece, I want her to look different from the rest of you.”

Mika looked taken aback. “That’s what you’re gonna call her? There’s nothing in the rules that says you can only have five of us.”

“Huh. So why can’t you rewire the chick?”

“Because you told me not to go lobotomizing people.” Mika bent down, both fists on her hips. “If you want this one to worship at your feet like everyone else, it’s on you.”

Payback’s a bitch. And sometimes, she’s your wife.


ENJOY THESE COMPLIMENTARY EXCERPTS FROM:



HAREM MASTER




Tent. Sleeping Bag. And more useless junk than I probably had back at home.

This Emma girl was cute, and I knew she’d clean up pretty well. Camping sure wasn’t her game, though.

I wished Scooter had warned me about his wife, Lina, inviting her on this vacation. Still, I’d had my stuff set up for an hour, and Emma looked like she was having a time of getting her own taken care of.

Grabbing the last couple of things out of her Nissan’s trunk, I noticed Scooter showing up right in the nick of too late.

With white-boy dreads piled in a bun, and frayed, silk pants that had to be a decade old, with his usual aura of weed stank… The guy didn’t get in a hurry for anything. “Need help, Eddie?”

I barely kept the pile of stuff in my arms. “Scoots, I love you like a brother, but I got this.”

“Cool beans.” Scooter grinned before he made his escape from any kind of work. “Holler if you need me.”

I didn’t even know what I was doing here. While we were in the campground, this resort built around a hot spring was like a stationary cruise ship, spread over hundreds of acres in east Tennessee’s Great Smoky Mountains. Sleeping in tents just made it so everyone could afford the buffets, casino, and mindless distractions.

Because Scooter loves camping, and nothing cures the munchies like an all-you-can-eat hog trough. It had to beat the music festival he’d hauled me to last year, if only by a little. And especially that shit-hole ten miles west, Pigeon Forge.

What I didn’t know, was that my vacation was about to become permanent.

Pulling Emma’s tent out of its bag, I couldn’t stop myself from thinking about that
 woman I saw when I’d checked in. Hair and dress black as a starless night, and eyes almost glowing electric blue. She had to be making some bastard happy in one of the resort’s top suites.

The first pole snapped together as Emma spread out the tent itself. Yeah, I guessed she could look just as good with a lot of dolling up. But she was dressed like it was laundry day.

I pushed the fiberglass stick through the nylon sleeve. Hell, who am I to judge? 
Emma seems like a sweet enough girl.


*
*
*

Giving it a few knocks, I waited long enough to think about leaving. If this is some lame mystery theater shit I’ve stumbled into, I’m gonna be pissed.


Four bolts unlocked inches in front of my face. Somebody didn’t mess around with their security.

But as the door eased open, it was even darker in there. The only thing I could see was a pair of blue irises, on the verge of glowing in all that ink.

Something put a lump in my throat as that tingle of fear shivered up my back. “Mrs. Firenze, I guess?”

“Mona
 Firenze.”

My eyes adjusted enough to give me a basic look at her. With curly hair and a figure like that under the sheer nightgown, I knew who she was. Even with a view of her clear as mud, the lady screamed
 elegance and class.

Swallowing the frog again, I fought to get my words out. “So what’s this about? Did I win a contest or something?”

“In a sense, yes.”

I was on the verge of coming back with another question when her arms squeezed around me. Then her lips pressed against mine. Whoever this chick was, she was strong enough to crumple my ribs like a paper bag.


Fuck! What?
 Scooter hadn’t said a thing about this place being a swingers’ resort.

*
*
*

Her thighs crossed in front of me. “Worship will get you far. Good choice.”


Fucking tease.
 I scooted a little closer, forcing my hands between her thighs. “You’re into that
 kind of role-play, huh?”

Mona undid the silk laces over her chest, bringing the edges of her gown dangerously close to a couple of nip-slips. Playing along as I got between her legs, she reached down and tipped my chin up. “You can’t back down, no matter how rough it gets.”

Which I assumed meant that she wanted to be treated like a disposable fuck-toy. “That’s on you.” I eased closer, pushing her thighs apart. Now that’s a perfect cunt…


Her fingers kept guiding my face. As I got close enough to feel the heat, Mona whipped 
her hand to the back of my head. One hard push smashed my face against her like she wanted my whole body in there.

A quick roll of my tongue around her clit made the pressure ramp a little more. Each lick made her crush another pound against the back of my scalp. Before I even heard a gasp, my skull was about to bust open like a melon under a truck.


Is she trying to fucking kill me?
 My hands pushed against the inside of her thighs again, this time to let myself breath.

Panic set in. I tried breaking myself free, screaming in fear against the folds of her cunt.

But no matter how I tried, she had me pinned. And with only one hand.

Her legs pushed back harder than I could. All ten of my fingers crushed against the sides of my head. Stars were already dancing behind my eyelids.

The heat picked up, roasting my brain until I was ready to pass out. The pressure on all sides kept getting stronger.


Oh shit!
 I gave it one last effort, yelling the kind of insults into her slit that would make a sailor drop in prayer.

Then all at once, Mona let go.

I heard the ungodly racket as her thighs and hand left me. Every ragged breath shot pain through my lungs. But I wasn’t the only one fighting to get enough air.


She’s coming? Really?
 A trail of sweat coursed down my forehead, stinging my left eye. This girl’s not psychic, she psychotic.



*

*

*


“He knew things about me. Stuff I haven’t told anyone.”


Oh…
 “Did he mention his wife’s name?”

“Ramona. Why?”

It sealed the freakiness. “Let me guess… He promised his wife wouldn’t get mad.”

Emma’s cheeks turned redder than the coals smoldering in front of us. “Yeah, actually.”

“You’re not gonna believe this, but I had a run-in with her
.”

“Try me.” Emma poked a stick at the fire. “There’s no way he could have known about my parents and all their baggage.”

Compared to what Mona had pointed out with mine… “His wife knew that I’ve got a terminal illness. Top that one.”

“Lev told me about that. Sorry, I didn’t know.”

This was getting beyond fucked. “When?”

“Lina and Scooter weren’t up when I left, but it was around three in the afternoon when he pulled me aside.”

I’d finally regained consciousness and snuck out of Mona and Lev’s suite about that time. “Did his phone go off at all?”

“Never. He did talk like he knew you, though.”

Exactly like Mona had done with this girl. “Let me guess… He invited you for some VIP banquet tomorrow.”

“At six tomorrow night?”


What the fuck...
 “Yep.”
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