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AUTHOR’S NOTE:



Good news: My wife’s follow-up Covid test came back negative, and she’s back to her normal self. Which means I’m back in my office, writing again.

More good news: I’m halfway through the next part of this series.

So enjoy this one. I’ve only spent a few hours writing Mika, but as a character, I love the hell out of her. And Mikey kinda reflects the point in my life when I almost went to law school. The male protagonist syncing with an earlier part of my life and a main chick I have fun writing is usually a great combination.


HAREM HEX

My IV kept dripping like clockwork. With a non-zero chance that the operation could kill me, you get philosophical and think of stupid stuff like that.

But just like my father had before me, there was a ‘thing’ of some kind next to my heart. No amount of scans told the doctors what it was. And now it had to come out, supposing I wanted to see thirty.

At least they were going in with a scope, instead of the full rib-splitter Dad had to go through. If that were the case for me, I’d have probably been hoping the anesthesiologist would make an oopsie.

The nurse came in again. “Are you positive
 you don’t have a friend to drive you home later? We’d hate to keep you here longer than necessary.”

I’d just moved across the country a few months ago. So it wasn’t like I could call my parents or any of the ‘aunts’ who’d doted over me for a ride. “It’s fine. My insurance deductible’s been smacked already.”

“Suit yourself.” She prepped the other bag on the stand. “As soon as I turn this knob, count down from ten.”

The door opened back up. Dr. Whitmer slid his way in, already dressed for slicing and dicing. “Good, I caught you in time.”

Not exactly the first thing you want to hear from a surgeon. “Why? What’s going on?”

He pulled his mask down and smiled. “Whatever this thing is, if it’s not organic like we’re thinking, do you want it as a souvenir?”


Christ.
 My asshole unpuckered as the nurse turned the valve. “Sure. Damn thing’s cost me a fortune already, so I might as well keep it.”

The stubble around his mouth twisted like was about to laugh. “Well, sweet dreams Mr. Owens.”

“Yeah, I’m sure it’ll be a—”

Then nothing.


When my heart stopped, I knew it. What felt like the end of my life stayed that way for maybe a second. Then it all veered off, straight through weeds.

‘Mikey.’

I’d been suppressing that voice in my head, off and on, for years. Mika, I called her, after myself. The head-shrinkers wouldn’t call it schizophrenia because I had no other symptoms.

‘I’ll see you soon.’

Where? The fucking afterlife?

‘You’re fine. I just couldn’t wait to let you know.’

If I had control of my eyes, I’d have rolled them. We’ve been over this. You’re not real.
 Even if her advice had never steered me wrong. About the time I graduated law school, I figured it was time to put my imaginary friend out to pasture, somewhere in the back of my head.

A point of light showed up. It grew, slow enough to hurt.

Shit. Guess I’m heading that way. It’s been fun.

‘I have to go now, but I promise, we’ll be together when you wake up.’

Whatever it was, that light wiggled and then shot away.


Welp, Purgatory it is. Lovely.
 Which beat the fire and forks in my ass I expected, being an attorney and all.

I waited for Mika to say something.

After what could have been seconds or hours, I was ready to snap. Hey!


Just silence and oblivion.


You picked one hell of a time to finally shut up!
 I wanted to pace back and forth, but I didn’t have the limbs to do it. This dying thing sucks.



Pain shot down my chest. The heart rate monitor pinged out, clear as an alarm clock. Then my eyes opened, feeling like I’d been slugged in the jaw, but through my whole body.

The same nurse looked down at me. “Congratulations, you just survived full cardiac arrest.”

I tried to nod.

“Take it easy. When they shock you back to life, it always hurts.”

No kidding. Toe to tit, I felt like I’d been hit by a speeding garbage truck, and then got backed over a few times.

She stepped aside. “But I think you’ve got some explaining to do.”

My voice came out like someone groaning the sound of a fart. “What?”

“You claimed you had no friends to take you home, when there’s a pretty girl this worried about you.” The nurse shook her head as she pressed the cold stethoscope over my chest. “As soon as you recover, you’ll probably be in the dog house, and I wouldn’t blame her.”

“What? Who?”

I vaguely heard the door open and close.

The nurse looked away from me. “And if she dresses like this, I don’t know you could forget her. Even with all those drugs pumping through your system.”


The fuck are you talking about?
 Trying to prop up on my elbows, all I did was send pure agony through my body.

“How is he?”

I knew the voice too well. “Mika?”

My nurse popped her hand against my forehead. “If you want my advice, stop digging that hole you’ve got yourself into.”

She went away, finally.

But I knew I wasn’t alone, even after the door shut. Even if it should have been obvious. Anesthesia messes you up.

“Mikey...”

That voice roiled up the warm fuzzies like Mom was there. But she’d always called me Michael.

A soft footstep patted against the floor. Then I felt a hand rub up my forearm. “Just rest. I’ll take you home as soon as the doctor allows it.”

Through the fuzz in my vision, I didn’t recognize her. “Maybe you’re real, and maybe you’re not.” I couldn’t help reaching up and grabbing her wrist. “But I don’t want you to leave.”

Another wave of the drugs flooded over me.


The next morning, they finally cleared me to go home. I was still on way too many narcotics to think about driving. And I’d hardly been awake one collective hour the whole time.

Easing out of the wheelchair and feeling my chest strain, I regretted buying that fucking Miata. The passenger's sat even lower than what I’d just got out of. I just had to buy some sporty, little stick-shift new off the lot after winning my first big case.

Mika thanked the orderly who’d wheeled me out. With my keys in her hand, she got in the driver’s seat.

That’s when I caught what the nurse had said about her outfit. “With a dress like that, you look like a prom date.”

Hiking the bright, coral pink ruffles inside the door, Mika was all bubbles and smiles. Then, adjusting the white gloves that came up to her elbows, Mika grabbed the steering wheel. Like some cartoon movie princess brought to live.

Mika tried cranking the ignition. “It won’t start.”

“Are you sure you know how to drive a stick?” Out of it as I was, she had all the warning signs of getting in over her head. “Or even where I live?”

“Of course. If you’re confused about all this, call your dad.”

I wasn’t one to have an Oedipus complex, but my mother was still
 the most stunning woman I’d seen in my life. And here was a girl who looked like the sister of the woman I remembered when I was little. “I appreciate the ride, but what the shit are you talking about?”

Someone figured out what a clutch pedal is. As the motor hummed to life, Mika popped the car into first gear. Then held in the pedal long enough to make the smell of burning plates come through the vents.

The motor nearly stalled a few times before we got out of the parking lot. I’m glad this thing’s still under warranty.



Despite all the fits and starts as Mika figured out how to work a manual transmission, she found my place without any directions. And at least she knew to pull the parking brake after pressing the button for the garage door.

Stalling for a moment before I had to lift myself out, I asked, “I’ve never met you, so how the shit did you know where I live?”

“Like I said, call your father. I know you well enough to tell that you’ll never believe me.” Mika turned the engine off. “The keys go on the hook just inside the door, right?”

That familiar voice, the weird clothes, and all she knew about me… “You’re the one I talked to when my heart stopped, aren’t you?”

She got out and lifted the trim of her dress as she paced around the front of my car. Mika opened my door and held out a gloved hand. “I already told you, call Brandon. He’s probably worried sick about you, anyway.”


The phone rang once before dad answered. “So, you finally call and let us know you’re alright. We’ve been worried sick.”

Water started running in the bathroom. Mika was getting that bath ready for me, but it cut off sooner that I liked. Hot, yet not high enough to get my stitches wet. Exactly as the doctor ordered.

“Dad, who the fuck is this chick in my house?”

He sighed all the way over there in Reno. “Her name’s Mika, right?”

“Well,” I clutched a hand against my sternum, “now I really want some fucking answers.”

“Most kids have an imaginary friend, growing up. I’ll tell you what my daddy told me.”


So my kind of crazy’s genetic, huh?
 “Grandpa Sal?”

“The one and only.” My father gave himself a couple of seconds. “This Mika girl looks like your mother. Am I wrong?”

“They aren’t twins, but that’s pretty accurate.”

“And your operation to have that ‘thing’ removed from your chest. They couldn’t find it after removal.”

Dr. Whitmer had never said anything about it, after the surgery. “I told the surgeon to set it aside for me, but he dropped it after that. All those drugs must have kept me too out of it to care.”

“That thing
 is Mika, so you actually did bring her home with you.”

I didn’t follow. “So what, they cut it out of me… Then boom
, it turns into a girl who looks, dresses, and acts like a 1950’s movie starlet?”

“Sound’s crazy, I know.”

“Hell, it is
 crazy. What’s really going on, old man?”

My dad chuckled. “When you get off the phone, ask her for yourself. But I guarantee she’ll know more about you than anyone else. The girl’s lived inside you since you were born.” Like Mika was some conjoined twin or something.

“People don’t grow out of foreign objects, after getting cut out of someone elses chest. I may be on enough opiates to drop Elvis right now, but I’m not three, either.”

“And all those aunts you’ve got, they’re not your mother’s sisters. Your cousins are more related to you than you and they think.”

Which could only mean one thing about Aunt Janet, Amy, Clara, and Wendy. “You fucked them? Mom was okay with that?”

“It’s how this works. My father, his, and my great-grandpa before that. We all had the same thing happen, right about your age.”

Every answer branched into even more questions and another layer of crazy. “You’re pulling my leg here, Dad. What’s really going on?”

“You always said you’d find some blonde with pneumatic tits and steal her heart. But that’d just be petty theft. Talk to Mika. Then call me back when it’s sunk in.”

“Wait!”

But he’d already hung up. As the water stopped running, I sat my phone on the dresser. Stripping my boxers off, the bend in my chest overwhelmed the narcotics.

I slung the towel around my waist maybe an instant before Mika opened the door. Still in that fancy dress and gloves, she tilted her head to one side. “So, you talked to Brandon. Do you want the answers now, or later?”

Slipping a corner of the towel under, I wasn’t out to flash some girl I’d just met. “He said you were that thing they cut out of my chest.”

“You’re the fourth generation it’s happened to.” Mika backed herself against the wall. “Come on, I’ll help you clean up.”

My hands clenched around the towel. “It’s fine. Let me take care of it.”

“Mikey, I can see it in your face. It hurts just to stand there.” Spoken with the non-patronizing care my mother always had.


Fuck it.
 I let the towel drop. “He said you’d have answers for me. I was planning on listening to some jazz in the tub, but this will have to be more entertaining.”


Mika didn’t seem to mind looking at me in my full, nude glory. If that’s what you want to call it. I wasn’t some fitness model, but I didn’t look horrible, either. Not that anyone wants to see a naked guy with a giant bruise and stitches across his sternum. But according to her, she’d seen all before.

I eased myself down as far as I could. When the water burned just under the incision, I stopped.

Pulling her silk gloves off and draping them over the sink, Mika stooped to her knees. “Do you want me to leave you alone for a moment, or are you ready to wash up and hear the full story?”

My feet pushed against the drain end of the tub. “Might as well get it over with.” I was just thankful she’d put some of my body wash in early. You know, for that layer of bubbles to cover up my junk and all.

Mika dropped the big sponge in the water and wrung it out. She wiped my forehead and moved down to one side of my face. “When I said I had to leave, the doctor was already cutting me loose from your heart.”

“And here you are again, exactly as promised.” I hadn’t been babied like this since I was little, and this was exactly how Mom did it. “If this is some elaborate prank between yourself and my dad, go ahead tell me, because it’s not funny.”

The sponge went under again. Mika wiped across the back of my neck and smiled. “You’ve always been skeptical like this. Not that I blame you right now.”

“So what’s true?” Damn, having someone to pamper my ass felt good, though. “I just learned that my ‘aunts’ were some kind of harem for my dad, and not my mom’s sisters like everyone had told me all these years.”

Mika kept grinning. “Well, you’ve survived the bad part of the hex. What if I tell you that it’s time for the reward side of it?”

I couldn’t help laughing, even if it hurt like hell. “I can only take so much woo-woo at once.”

Through it all, Mika never stopped looking kinda and patient as a saint. “Well, I’ll ease you into it. Lift your arms.”

“Why are you even here? You match that voice, and everything my dad told me, you already know. But I don’t understand why I’m the punchline of some joke.”

Her forehead pressed against mine as she wiped my right arm down. “If you call your mother, she’d tell you the same things.”

Maternal grandparents weren’t a thing in my life. And all those aunts had their own families, as if they’d reconnected with people who’d put them up for adoption. “It’s nuts, but I don’t have a better explanation than the crazy shit you’re telling me.”

Mika drifted the sponge to my left arm. “So believe it. Wouldn’t it let all the missing pieces fall into place?”

The bones of the story were there, and they all fit together. “This all sounds like the kind of stuff that’d get me locked in a padded cell.” Even if what I’d learned put meat on that skeleton, in a way that made sense.

“You talked to psychiatrists, because you thought I was proof that you were crazy. But they still wouldn’t diagnose you.”

“Auditory hallucinations are one thing. Now I’m seeing shit that isn’t there.”

“Someone drove you home.”

Based on the abuse my poor clutch had gone through, my vision and hearing wouldn’t have been the only senses lying to me. I still had the echoes of that stink in my nose, and a mechanic’s bill to prove it, coming up sooner rather than later.

Leaning forward so Mika could get my back, I knew the touch was real. “Let’s say I admit you’re here and believe every word you say. What would that mean?”

“That’s up to you.” Mika pointed at the water. “Are you willing to stand up, or can you handle that part, yourself?”

My jaw clenched as I stared her in the eyes. But I could tell she wasn’t attempting some lewd trick. “I can do it myself.”

“It’ll hurt.” Mika’s hand slipped under the water, dangerously far down my abs. “Grow up and let me help you.”

“Alright, Mom.”

Her brows dropped. “Don’t call me that. It’s creepy.”


Huh…
 Out of all things, that was her uncrossable line. “So are you my mom’s sister, a twin I never knew I had, or what?”

Mika pulled her hand back, splashing water all over the floor. “Mikey, that’s fucking gross! When did you get that pervy?”

Everything about her face screamed
 revulsion. “Alright. You’re not joking a bit. I can tell.” Because that reaction was pure reflex.

She kept giving me a mean side-eye. “I got my dress wet, because you had to be lewd.”

I wanted to give her an out, but I didn’t have one. “Sorry, but I don’t keep things that fit you around here.”

Mika dove right back in with that sponge, swabbing it across my neck. “It’s alright. You didn’t mean it.”

This time, I had to snatch her wrist. “Are you twelve? Plenty of guys would take advantage if they heard you say that.”

She kept wiping me down, even through the hold. “Well, I know you won’t.” And there she went, swabbing my waist like it was nothing.

“Hey, did you even hear me?””

Mika kept going on. “Loud and clear.”

My fingers tensed around her arm, like I was an angry dad. “I don’t think you understood me.”

Those eyes had venom in them, and I knew she was about let it fly. “Other men will, but you
 won’t. Why do you think I’m even here?”

Instinct took over when I felt my elbow start pulling out of its socket. “Alright! Mercy! Uncle! Fuck!”

And right back to doting over me, she let go. Swabbing like I’d never said a word. “Really, Mikey… You were raised better, and I know it.”


After dealing with the crazy bitch pulling my arm half-off, I turned on the TV. My mattress, my streaming device, and nobody to come bug me every couple of hours. Finally.

It should
 have been nice.

A few knocks rapped out from the bathroom door. “Mikey, are you decent?”

“Are you?”

The door crept open. “Of course.”

“Alright, then.” I kept strumming through my options. “Sorry if I don’t have a blow-dryer, but I’ve never needed one.”

Mika stood there, holding that towel around herself with one finger. “I can’t wear my dress to bed.”

I shot to my feet. Then I knew how I fucked up.

Keeling over, it took everything I had not to hork up a lung. Backing against the side of the mattress, I couldn’t even bend my legs in.

Arms piled around me. “Mikey! Are you okay?”

I wanted to yell at her. But even I wasn’t that much of an ass. “I’m fine.”

“You don’t sound like it.”


Fucking shit…
 “I’ve got shirts in the top drawer over there, and the guest bedroom’s right down the hall.” I coughed again. “Do you need anything else?”

Mika had both knees on the bed before I could react. Then I saw her face hover over me, wet hair dripping down and all. “I can’t leave you here like this.”

“Yes, you can.” I tried booping her upside-down forehead, hoping that’d get the message through. “Go that way, chop-chop.”

She leaned closer. “No, I can tell it hurts.”

My eyes darted up to the intersection of towel and cleavage.

“Okay, if seeing them will make you feel better.”

Before I could draw half a breath…

“I hope you like them.”

As she waited, I finally had time to breath. “What is wrong
 with you?”

“Wait, you don’t like them?”

“They’re lovely, but would you kindly put some clothes on?”

Mika pulled back, bobbing those tits again.

“Top drawer, right across from you, under the television. Button up one of my shirts, and then go the hell to sleep.”

She dashed off too quick, and too fucking chipper. “Okay!”

Hearing the drawer open, I tried drifting off to sleep.

Then I felt it. Rolling my eyes behind closed lids, I asked, “Can I help you?”

Skin softer than velvet rubbed down my shin. And that was just the top of her foot. “I’ve never slept alone. You’ve always been with me, even last night in the hospital.”

Opiates, surgery, and all the rest of this crap was too much for one evening. “Fine.” Not that I minded company, if she felt like this. “But for the love of God, I just wanna sleep. Hopefully for a couple of days.”


Three days of Mika waiting on me, hand and foot. While I couldn’t say I was ungrateful, I still thought the whole situation was nuts.

This little brunette, trotting around my house, wrinkling up my business shirts. I just hoped she knew how to use an iron before I had to go back to work in another week.

Resting on the couch, I flipped the channels until some idiotic reality show caught my eye. The pain had gone down. To the point I could have sat at my desk and held off on the pain meds for eight hours. But hey, paid time off.

Mika walked in, still in one of my white shirts. “Need anything, Mikey?”

“I’m good.” She’d kinda grown on me. Any of those deep secrets we all have, she knew.

“You’re getting around better.” When I looked up, she was already acting ashamed. “But can I ask a favor?”

After all she’d done, I owed her a listen. “Which is?”

“Clothes. Whenever you’re able to walk around, I kinda need some.”

If she’d come out of my chest, Mika sure as hell didn’t have any of her own, outside of that debutante outfit.

Weighing my options, I leaned up. The searing pain wasn’t there anymore, but I still had a few hours of Oxycontin fog to drift through. “This evening. I’ll take you shopping.”

She already knew not to come running and hugging anymore. Because that still hurt like a motherfucker if she squeezed me wrong.

But Mika’s eyes lit up. She bent at the hips, right down to my face. “I’m sorry if it’s a problem, but I can’t really get anything if I don’t have money.”

“Or a driver’s license.” Plus, my damn clutch wouldn’t last another round with her behind the wheel. “Just, uh, put together what you can out of my clothes.”


What I liked, she liked, apparently. Standing outside the dressing room and catching my breath, I waited for the next pleasant surprise. The chick and lingerie store thought I was a bit of a creep, but hey, Mika didn’t know her bra size.

One of the locks cracked open. Then out she came.

Khaki shorts that almost qualified as a bikini bottom, and a form-fitting shirt that let me see every detail in the lace of her bra. “You like it?”

“Do you?” I was fine with buying it for her, so long as I got to enjoy the scenery. “You still some clothes that hide a little more than the essential bits.”

Mika put both fists on her waist. “What’s that supposed to mean?”

“Show up where I work like that
, and everyone will get the wrong idea.” Even if legs like hers would make Harris and Brooks jealous as hell. Gotta impress the senior partners in your firm, somehow. But maybe at a house party or something.

“Then what do you do you suggest?”

I eyed her over, thinking what I was about to suggest would be a damn shame. “Skirts and pants that go more than a quarter of the way down your thighs, and tops that aren’t just ads for those C-cups.”

Mika took a few paces to one of the racks. “If I have to wear a respectable skirt, should it have pleats, or not?”

“You tell me.” Even if I was buying, it’s not like I owned her. “It’s not like I’m playing dress-up with a Barbie doll here.”

She pulled one of the hangars free. “I know what draws your eye. Pleated it is.”

At least it was long enough. “If it fits, chuck it on the pile.” She was just lucky I had enough in savings for this shit.


It’d gotten dark enough that I had to turn the headlights on. When your car weighs about as much as a go-kart, a whole wardrobe for someone makes the handling go wonky. But Mika couldn’t stop gushing about some of the things I’d bought her.

The final stretch home rolled out in a long straightaway. Not having to shift gears and crush my teeth from the effort, I knew I could relax for a moment or two.

‘So, Mikey, you think I should bleach my hair?”

To hell with taking it easy. “What brought that up?”

“You like blondes more than brunettes.”

She’d nailed me there. “Why do everything based on what I like? I get that you know more about me than I do, but you’ve gotta figure out what you want for yourself.”

Back in the Led Zeppelin t-shirt and a denim skirt we’d jury-rigged out of some old jean of mine, Mika looked over at me. “We’re supposed to get married.”


Fuck, back to this thing.
 “That doesn’t mean I have the right to control everything you do.”

“And because you say that, I don’t mind changing some things about myself. I’m happy, and I want you to be, too.”

I couldn’t stop myself from glancing out of the corner of my eye. She didn’t have the classic triple-D, bleach blonde, Baywatch look I’d always gone nuts over. But as far as petite girls with chestnut brown hair and respectable C’s went, Mika was the prime specimen.

She giggled and put a hand on my knee. “It’s fun watching you trip over what to say.”

“It’s not really fair if you already know what makes it happen.”

“Okay, then.” A little glimmer shot across her eyes, which I barely caught from driving. “Let’s get it all over with have sex. I know you wouldn’t turn me down, if this was any other situation.”


Hell…
 I didn’t realize I’d let my foot off the gas pedal until the motor nearly stalled. “You’re not gonna let this go, are you?”

“We’ll have to at some point. Why keep everything so awkward between us?”

Mika did sit firmly in dream-girl territory. If only she didn’t look so similar to my mom. “Dad told me more than I wanted to know.”

“Then talk to him again. He’s never lied to you.”

Feeling her hand drift higher up my leg, I was glad the final turn for my street came up. Downshifting gave me an excuse to brush her off me. “Fine, I’ll call him as soon as we’re home. But if you come onto me one more time, your ass is sleeping in another room.”

“Fine.”

“Then I will.”

“So do it.”

I wasn’t falling deeper into that trap. “Enough, already. As soon I park in the garage, carry in what you need and let me talk to the old man. I’m not saying another word to you until all that happens.”


Dad wasn’t holding back. “Yes, she’s supposed to be your wife, just like I told you a few days ago. It didn’t sit well with me when your mother showed up out of nowhere, either.”

“You could have warned me about all this.”

“And you’d have believed me?”

Not at all. “So what now? She’s practically begging to get in my pants.”

“Well, get in there and get you some! You don’t need my permission. You’re a grown-assed man.”


Jesus fuck.
 It was the last thing I wanted to hear, but the first I expected out of him. “That’s not helping.”

Dad snorted on the other end. “So you call me, and get mad when I don’t tell you exactly what you want to hear. What’s the point in that?”

I was on the verge of giving up. “Surgeons pulled a girl out of my chest, because magic or some other shit. Gotcha.”

He paused for a moment while I sat in the rocking chair on my back porch. “I’ll tell you what.” The crickets were almost deafening as he took another second. “Do what the girl wants, even if it’s just until you go back to work. If she’s anything like your mother, Mika’s downright pampering you. What stranger you just met even does that?”

Maybe a psycho stalker chick. “I’m not plowing her like a field, if that’s you’re suggesting.”

“Then it’s your loss. If you went shopping today, you already know that she gets exactly what does it for you. Hell, send pics.”

“I’m not sending nudes of her. Go talk Mom into posing for them, if you really need spank material.”

He was already laughing. “Shit, I tried. I haven’t even set eyes on the girl, but from the way you describe her, can you blame me?” My father had always been kind of a pig, in a marginally
 tasteful way.

“Thanks for a whole lot of nothing.”

“Hey, fuck her good, boy. I promise you’ll call back with your tail between your legs right after it happens.”

I hung up this time. Ever since I’d grown my first pube, he’d always drilled the importance of saving myself for the right girl.

Not that I’d listened. High school and my undergrad years had been an endless string of one-night stands. Probably just to spite him.

But then I remembered Mika’s hating every minute of them. Perhaps it wasn’t just her voice passing Dad’s guilt down.

The chair reared back. Even that slight movement passed enough air over me to make the humidity bearable. Fucking Asheville summers.


After a couple minutes of think and one of my rare cigarettes, the heat finally got to me. Well, that the mosquitoes.

I walked in, feeling the ache catch up to me from all that shopping. Not that my wallet hurt any less. I’d never had a girl living with me, outside of my mother. Who knew they were that damn expensive?

But Mika was already paying me back. Rounding my way into the kitchen, she was still in my Zep shirt and that sash of jeans held on with safety pins. Mixing the hell out of something on the counter.

“What are you making?”

She turned around with a metal bowl and a whisk. “Cheesecake.”

My favorite. “Alright.”

That drip of batter on her cheek looked too cute. “Are you in the mood for blueberries, strawberries, or raspberries?” She’d figured out how to get groceries delivered… After stealing my phone the day before.

“Why not all of them?”

“I knew you’d say that.” Mika pointed that whisk at me. “About the time we finish supper, it should be chilled enough.”

One sniff told me what was already in the oven. “Honey-lime enchiladas.” And it smelled like the recipe I’d dialed in for myself.

She was already back to the mixing. Leaning up on tippy-toes, the flip-flops one of those booty calls left behind didn’t help her reach the counter much.

I put myself behind her. “Let me help. I’ll stir, and you can check the oven.”

But Mika didn’t move.

I tried grabbing the whisk from her hand, but got a wrist instead.

She backed her ass into me. “Just like in your favorite porno.”

Put meatloaf in the oven instead of enchiladas, and it was the fourth scene of Creampie Cookbook 7
. The one with Kitty Quickie that I’d just about burnt a hole through with my Blu-Ray player.

I was ready to give in and let it play out, just like the porno. A little dry-humping while she mixed, some of the cake mix going into the oral scene on both sides, and then the standard missionary-doggy-cowgirl transition. All leading up to the big reward, dripping from between her legs.

Well, Kitty’s legs, if you wanna get technical.

Then she broke my heart. Or at least my balls. “Now what do you think you’re doing?”

My bottom lip fell open. “You’re really doing this, now?”

Mika broke my hold on her and shook the whisk at me. “The food will burn, and you’re in no kind of shape for that. Go sit down somewhere and let me finish up.”

Yeah, the cake needed some baking time and a rest in the fridge. Plus, a good, hearty fuck like that favorite scene would likely put me back in the hospital.

The first pang of needing
 it ached through the family jewels. But that didn’t stop me from giving her a tap on the ass after she turned back around. “That’s kinda evil.”

“Behave yourself, and I’ll see what I can figure out for later.”

It’s not like I was enough of a dick-hole to think she owed me after spending that much money. The teasing was fine, too. But a guy can only handle so much of that.


I was full, and Mika had disappeared somewhere. With only seven days left before I had to go back to the firm, I texted my boss.

Any updates on my cases?

The fucker never responded quickly to messages, but I didn’t want to involve myself in a call that I can guarantee would last an hour. Instead, I reached into my pocket and grabbed the pack of cigarettes.

It’d been a couple of years since I’d had more than one a day. But with all this shit going on and having a full belly, Mistress Nicotine came a calling.

Avoiding the heat, I stepped into the garage. Halfway between the dry, seventy degree comfort of the house and all that heat and humidity outside, I didn’t mind stinking myself up a little. Especially if a shower was on my agenda.

Then my phone buzzed in the other pocket. I already knew it was Eugene Harris.

Taking my first drag and tapping the screen, the smoke glowed in the dark.

Your charity case needs attention. The defendant's attorney is demanding your evidence for discovery.

“Fuck.”

I started pecking letters. Tell Dr. Last that subpoenas override patient confidentiality. Getting the judge on our side is the only chance these people have.


That didn’t mean I liked it, but it was legal precedent. When the people you represent could only afford a pro-bono lawyer, and the other side has a company’s entire pack of wolves, it ain’t gonna be pretty. Plus, the judge probably wouldn’t look kindly at that little romp I’d had with said OB/GYN, if that ever came to light.

His response came faster than I expected. It’s not looking good.



Yeah, tell me about it.
 The case was a long-shot from the start, and I knew that when I agreed to take it on for free. People only get the justice they can afford, unfortunately.


I was getting pampered, again. Mika finished swabbing down my back when it finally came to a head. “Mikey, what did your dad say earlier?”

Flipping the switch for the drain with a big toe, I let her help me up. “Exactly what you told me he would.”

“So you’re fine with doing what we’re supposed to?” Her grin had a hint of devil in it.

I braced one arm against the tiled wall. “Not exactly. Tell me one thing.”

Mika shrugged, chipper as always. “And that is?”

“How did this whole thing start? If my great-great-grandfather was the first one to have a wife pulled out of his chest, what did he do?”

Like I’d pissed in the floor, right in front of her, Mika’s face went stern. “He never told you?”

“I wouldn’t be asking if I knew.”

Then she went right back to the kindness. “Anderson Loeffler was your great-great-grandfather’s name, right?”

“Yeah.”

She bent down and got the faucet running again. Then she pulled the valve for the showerhead. “I don’t know the exact story. Just fragments.”

I ducked against the wall, knowing that stream was ice cold. “How so?” When I saw the mist wafting up, I put my head in.

“He fought in World War One.” Mika’s face went dark as she pulled the curtain. “Like I said, it’s only bits and pieces. But they’re awful to think about.”

“Like flashbacks?”

I could tell her throat had closed. As if it was a memory she wanted to go away. “Yeah. Thankfully, it’s like trying to figure out a movie with preview clips.”

History wasn’t my major in college. But I’d learned enough to know that the whole was a meat-grinder. And that’s before the chemical weapons got involved. “I’m sure you already know, but I haven’t heard any of his story.”

“That’s when he his wife, though.” I could tell Mika was stepping away. “Or at least, set himself up to meet her.”

“How?”

Her voice came from the doorway. “Can we talk about anything else, please?”

That shakiness in her words told me all I needed to know. “That’s fine. I can tell it’s hard to talk about.”

The door closed.


Does every answer have to drag up more questions?
 But I should have known the drill by then.

Of course they did.


The second my head landed on a pillow, I tried drifting off.

But this case kept running through my mind. A puddle of a town had eighty-one births in ten years. And over three quarters of those children had birth defects.

I already knew what the other side wanted. Their attorneys were about to dig through and find anything else to blame. Other than the company’s coal ash pond that’d leaked into the water supply, of course.

Rigdonville, West Virginia had been my family’s home from the early 1800’s, up until Great-Great-Grandpa Eugene moved west to Denver after the war. When I saw the plea for help, I might not have had any family left there, but it felt like destiny. I’d just started working at Harris & Brooks, and they weren’t about to turn down my offer to take the bar exam for another state. If only to represent the townspeople.

Shit had gone sideways, though. This coal company had already skirted payments to their miners for black-lung, declared bankruptcy to get out of any cleanup duties, and left the town a desiccated corpse of itself.

I tapped at my phone to check Rigdonville’s local paper. Another obituary popped up. Eight years old, and the usual cancer diagnosis. For the longest time, I thought the lump in my chest had something to do with the place.

The shower cut off. Hearing the curtain draw back right after, I scanned the rest of the headlines for that week.

Mika didn’t take long. Skipping the blow-dryer and only taking time to brush her teeth, she was in the room before I could turn the screen off. “I’m amazed you’re still up.”


I’d rather not be.
 “Checking up on work, but I’m tapped out.”

The drawer full of her new stuff never opened. Instead, she went for another one of my work shirts. “I promise I didn’t come from that pollution.” Being in my chest up until a few days ago and seeing everything passing through my head, it only made sense that Mika knew.

“The case is turning sour. I didn’t want to take it on, but nobody else would.”

She buttoned up the shirt and walked to the other side of the mattress. “Even you know it should be open-and-shut, if the world was fair.”

“But it isn’t.”

Mika slid an arm under my waist, wrapping the other around before squeezing tight. “You hate your job, don’t you?”

“Why ask if I do? You already know the answer.”

Her chin pushed against my neck. “No, it’s not that you hate the work. The way things always turn out, though...”

I wanted to curl up and die. “The only reason I started working at Harris & Brooks was because they’d let me take on charity cases, so long as they don’t interfere with my caseload there.”

“You knew being a public defender wouldn’t end any better.”

It was during times like this, that I wished I’d called it quits and went into teaching at a high school instead. “As much of my time as I throw into it, I can’t help these people. The whole system is rigged against them.”

Hell, even the local OB/GYN couldn’t be counted on. And she knew
 it was the cadmium and mercury that left kids disabled, straight out of the womb. For all her supposed concern for these kids, Dr. Last rolled over faster than a hooker on a rented bed.

Mika squeezed harder. “So you’re a better person than the other side. What’s wrong with that?”

Not everything I’d gone in through in my life had sunk into her head. “It only counts if we win. No surplus of good will stacks up to a mound of turds, otherwise.”

Her legs molded against my own. “The next time you go up there, can I tag along?”

“Sure.” Not that it’d do any good. “But you already know how this will play out.”

Like I’d tripped a breaker inside her head, Mika pulled at my shoulder until I was on lying my back again. Scrambling on top of me, that grin on her face scared the fuck out of me. “Wanna bet?”


My
 shirt was only buttoned enough to cover the naughty bits. Not that it was giving her an ounce of shame.

“Really, Mikey? You’re giving up so easily?”

“What am I supposed to do? Bring up their local business baron and his legendary coke habit?”

Mika brushed her fingertips under the edge of my boxers. “If it helps, yes.”

Now I was setting myself up to get sued. “I took on the case because I believe in helping these people, and my bosses gave me the time and resources to get admitted to the West Virginia Bar Association. If I take you, keep your mouth shut, and don’t burn the bridges I’ve run across.”

Sliding up the bulge in my shorts, Mika wanted me to know that my shirt was the only thing she had on. “So you can start your own practice and help the town your family came from… Mikey, that’s what I like most about you.”

Harris and Brooks probably wouldn’t like being used to further my own career more than their own practice. But Harper, Brooks’ daughter, was set to inherit his position as senior partner. Just because that’s how it always happened with law firms.

“Working there kinda pisses you off, doesn’t it?” Another glide of her slit up my shaft soaked through my boxers.

I was ready to give in and let Mika do whatever she wanted. It’s not like I hadn’t fucked girls I knew even less about. “If we’re doing this, I’ve got condoms in the top drawer of the nightstand to your left.”

She looked down at me like I was an idiot. Again. “I can’t believe your father didn’t tell you about this.”

“About what?”

Mika wiped strings of hair away from her eyes. “A doyen can’t bear a child until her master has five wives.”

She was talking even crazier than the old man himself. “What the shit are you talking about?”

One more button on that shirt came undone. Just a hint of pink areola caught my attention. “I’m supposed to manage your family, and I’ll give you the heir to your family name. But not until I help you bring along four other women, for the purpose of something greater than yourself.”

“Uh-huh
...” But it made sense. All of those ‘aunts’ I’d grown up with helped found and then run my father’s non-profit.

Mika kept grinding herself against me until it felt like the layer of cotton wasn’t even there. “You want to help people with the gifts you have. It’s my job to help with that.”

I wanted to call the nearest mental institution, for the both of us. “I still think I’m losing my mind.”

But that didn’t faze her. “Go ahead.”

The front of my boxers slid until I was poking through the flap, hard as Mongolian calculus.

And Mika knew where she had me. “If you can’t trust me, right now, who will you believe?”

“Not your ass.” I tried pushing her off of me. “What the hell?”

Mika forced her pussy over the tip of my cock. “The harder you fight, the dumber you’re gonna feel.”

Her walls took me in, cozy as a sleeping bag.

Holy fuck!

Mika dropped her waist until she was grinding all over me. “See? It’s not that bad.”

The speed she was going for kept me from having to be patient. Letting my shaft explore the whole inside of her cunt, I still felt like letting her keep on had to be a mistake.

Grinding deep and then hauling herself up, Mika put my hands on the curve of her waist. Still in my shirt, her lips drew into a smile. Sultry and unwilling to take ‘no’ for an answer.

She tapped me on the forehead like I was some kind of pet. “Until you have four more, besides me, I can’t fulfill my purpose.”

The slick texture crept down my length again. “That’s ridiculous.”

Another whirl rooted me through her until I just about lost consciousness. And not from the damn surgery catching up. Then Mika popped forward and back.

She was giggling and moaning at the same time, rocking herself like I was a fucking chair. The insides of her legs quivered against me as her arms wrapped under her tits. Beneath all that fabric, it really brought out the kind of slenderness that’d always driven me absolutely wild.

Several of my knuckles popped as I gripped harder. Maybe I was giving in and just letting it happen. Because damn, she felt great.

Adrenaline shot through my veins. Bobbing and crashing around like all the greatest hits from my past, a girl who knows exactly
 what you want can fry your brain like an egg.

Mika slowed it down as the quivers spread through her whole body. She bent over again and pecked me on the lips. “See? I knew we’d be great at this!”

I was already getting short on breath. Letting my hands slide from her waist, I hoped like hell that working those buttons loose would calm her down a bit. And finally give me a full view of her goods.

Curving her shoulders closer, Mika’s hair drifted into my face. But her eyes left mine. “I hope I’m what you want, but I couldn’t control what I ended up looking like”

Halfway down, I got the first real hint of her breasts. Perky, but still big enough to give you a good handful.

The last few buttons popped loose. Then Mika let the sleeves fall down her arms.

If my wasn’t already sitting wide-open, it’d have dropped.

“Well?”

My voice stammered, even though I had the exact words loaded in the chamber. After no telling many seconds of fighting myself, I got out, “Absolutely stunning.”

Her voice almost squeaked as Mika hugged tight around my neck. “I was afraid you wouldn’t like me.” Then another few pounds of pressure coiled around me. “If you didn’t, I’d be shattered.”

As her pussy kept massaging away at my dick.

The full force of my luck began to settle in. She’s perfect in every way, and all mine.
 But I still didn’t know why the world was smiling so broadly on me.

Then Mika jolted forward, leaving me to chill from all the wetness. She pushed herself up and turned. Stretching next to me on all fours, every about her was graceful and sleek as a cheetah.

She crawled back over me as I let out a ragged gasp. I knew where this was going. And I knew I’d fucking like it, whether I could handle more or not.

Bald, smooth perfection kept getting closer to my face. Both of Mika’s thighs rested on each side of my head.

Flicking out for just a taste, that was all it took to make her entire frame twitch from head to toe.

Mika pressed her muff a little harder. Then I felt her mouth close around the head of my cock. One hand wrapped around the base, before the performance of a damn lifetime started playing out.

Anyone else would have broken their neck. But Mika knew what I wanted, like she was still in my head.

I fought to keep up with her. Lashing my tongue at her clit, even her attempts to cry out made it feel that much better.

That’s when I realized what Heaven truly is. Yourself, and an absolute dream-girl, fighting to see who can make the other come first.

My palms stung as I clapped against her ass. Tight, with enough there to give you something to play around with. Exactly like her tits.

She was getting too wet to keep it all inside. My tongue slid up until it pushed against my front teeth. Even the flavor coursing over my taste buds was pure ambrosia.

Mika set to jerking a little harder at my shaft. The extra swell promised better things were about to come. Primarily, myself.

Putting the tip just inside her entrance drove her almost as nuts as the couple of fingers pinched around her bean. Twitching until it hurt my chest, the girl was all but screaming into my girth.

She tried moving away, but I still had another hand. Two fingers from the other hand pushed into her. Curling down until I felt that soft pad on her roof, she was powerless to fight what I was forcing her into.

I kept the pressure on. Her walls squeezed tight until my knuckles popped again.

My arm working the outside of her had to be a blur. Another round of screaming rattled my cock.

Then I let it go.

Mika locked up. Every push of fingertip against easy-button threatened to shake her to pieces.

Every part of me wanted to roll on top. But even pushing my hands against the bed and rising my chest hurt like a motherfucker.

Through the aftershocks, Mika’s voice wavered. “No, Mikey...” Her palms forced my shoulders down as Mika fought to get over my hips.

The instant my head hit the pillow, I knew I’d pushed myself too far. Searing pangs rippled down my chest and my teeth gritted hard enough to risk some of the dental I’d had done in my early-twenties.

Mika draped herself over me again, but not straight-on. One knee draped close to my neck, as the other pushed between my legs.

I spread wide. Those folds ate up one side of my rod, trying to get me back in.

Just looking at her pulled too much out of me. The rear of my skull slammed into the pillow.

And then Mika slid me back into her.

With that angle, I had one hand free for her tits and the other for her ass. As she made herself feel even better.

The very end of me pressed against the furthest limits of her cunt. Another round of sliding herself all over stole my breath as much as the pain.

Even from feet away, Mika’s voice felt like it was right next to my ear. “What’s the point in making you feel better if you end up hurting yourself?”

I gave in. Reams of cotton sheets balled in my fists.

Like a damn cheerleader, Mika knew how to pop that ass just right, even as she split right down the middle.

About the time she leaned forward and grabbed my left shoulder, I was feeling the end rear its head over the rise.

The urge to get myself in on the action welled up again.

But Mika put all her weight on me, slight as it was. “I already told you. Let me take care of it.”

I knew I’d have to pay her back later.

With my mind blown already, Mika pushed everything into overdrive. Her pussy swirled around me until she had a foot on each of my shoulders. When she leaned herself back and grabbed my ankles, I knew it’d either kill me or leave me sleeping like a baby.

Grabbing her feet in the middle, I felt her push against the mattress. Not even split-second later, her channel burned against my skin. Slipping and pulling hard at the same time, it forced my arms wide until I had her spread enough to smack at rock-bottom in her again.

“Someone likes it.” Which one of us she was talking about, I didn’t care. “You think you can finish, Mikey?”

I couldn’t even nod. Squeezing her feet, the pressure of her body rippled up my core. It kinda hurt, but nowhere near as much as it got my jollies off.

Slender fingers grabbed onto my ankles. As she forced my legs even further apart, I knew Mika couldn’t get me any deeper in her if she tried.

The whole room drifted out of my attention-span. All I knew was the feeling of us slipping against each other. Then my world got even smaller, encompassing her pussy, my dick, and nothing else.

Mika whipped it into a gear nobody should even have. She leaned back, elbows next to my shins and her hands gripping above my knees. When I felt her toes bury under my armpits, she was already rolling herself around like she wanted me to hurt for a couple more weeks.

The sound of her voice told me how close she already was. “Are you gonna come for me?”

I barely grunted.

“I can’t hold it back any longer!”

Feeling her cunt push against me like that, I knew she was on her back. That only let Mika put her entire body into it. Feet, ass, and shoulders as had their top grip going.

My eyes slammed tight. As much as she knew about what I’d felt and enjoyed, Mika understood what I’d been imagining just as well.

The veins in my arms pulsed as hard as my muscles tightened. Every rush of her over the top side of my feller brought me leaps and bounds closer to firing off.

“Do it!” She gave my ankles one more hold. “Come inside me!”

All that willpower I had got curb-stomped. I knew it was about to happen, and I didn’t give a whiff of piss how much strain it put on me.

That grip from her walls, coaxing the middle of my shaft…

My whole body lit up like the power had just come back on. Quaking at the elbows, rattling my teeth together, and tensing my neck until I was taut a drum. This girl knew how to press every button, three times over.

Her ass pushed harder against me. “All the way in!”

The only thing I regret is that I couldn’t look her in the eyes when it happened. Not that either of us had them open, I’m sure.

One final drop of her ass pulled my trigger.

“Oh hell! Fuck!”

Threads snapped in my grip. Then I lifted my own ass.

A hard stream burst out of me, taking all the pressure in the world off. Even my chest relaxed, feeling more than a week of tension empty into her.

Mika kept wriggling. Every motion amped my blood pressure up another couple of pounds.

As her body tried curling in itself, I already hand both hands around her ankles. Holding tight, I knew she’d have crushed my head when that peak rolled over.

But feeling my last spurt dribble into her, I’d given all I had.

Past then, I don’t remember shit.


My first day back at work sucked. I was on the verge of getting the latest DUI case Harris and Brooks tossed my way to leave. “So Mr. Seder, you understand why a guilty plea and eating the license suspension would work in your favor, correct?”

Before Lawrence could answer, with a hint of beer on his breath, I heard the buzzer.

I wanted to cry, even before Mary’s voice crackled over the speaker. “Mr. Owens, why didn’t you tell me that you have lunch-date?”

Nodding my head at the client, I hoped he’d get the message and leave. But no dice.

“If I can’t drive, how am I supposed to keep my job?”

“Ride with a work buddy, or use one of those apps to hail a ride.” But I really wished I could tell him the honest truth: ‘Quit drinking and driving, you fucking moron.’

He didn’t look happy, which meant his payment would come late, if at all. But at least the prick stood up and left.

I buzzed the intercom back at Mary. “Who is it? I don’t have any appointments until three.”

“She’s cute. Why haven’t you told me about her?”


Oh no…
 “Tell her I’m free. For an hour...”

Lawrence Seder left, but my next hassle nearly bowled him over as she rushed into my office.

“Mika, how did you even get here?” Because the house was a good twelve miles away.

She pulled out the phone I’d got her. “You know as well as I do that you can call cabs on these things.”

I hadn’t given her so much as a burner debit card. But if I had my credit card info memorized, guess who else did?

My face planted in my hands. “Christ, woman… If you know that much, you should have figured out why this is a bad idea.”

Mika took the client’s place in the chair. “But you want to show me off.”

And like nothing had happened, Mika landed a soft cooler on my desk and pulled the zipper. “Reubens, with real Russian dressing, of course.” She gave a little pause before adding. “And cheesecake!”

That kind of pampering would put a guy head-over-heels in love with any woman. Assuming she didn’t make your life a pain in the ass.

“Did Brooks see you walk in?”

“I don’t think so.”


Thank fuck.
 I pushed the call button for Mary. “You didn’t see a thing just now. Got it?”

Because my only chance at becoming a full partner in this firm was getting Harper sweet on me, no matter how many cases I won.

Mary chimed back, “Gotcha. But you’d better tell me all about her when the bosses are out.”

Not that she’d believe the actual truth.

Mika was already unwrapping the sandwiches, bumping her shoulders up, one side after the other. “I know who I’m helping you chase after.”

And she looked too goddamned happy about it.
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Someone’s mercenary as fuck.
 “Just keep doing your job, and we’ll get along fine. I enjoyed living by myself.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


*
*
*

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

River opened her mouth like she was about answer.

Strrrnkt!

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

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


*

*

*


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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