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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.


HAREM HEX 2

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Even if you’ve got your own plans.


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

No…

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

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

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

Stop, for the love of God.

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

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

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

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

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

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

You’ve gotta be shitting me…

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

I went ahead and pulled out another cigarette.

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

“Why wouldn’t I at this point?”

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

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

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

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

“Has she steered you wrong?”

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

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

Fucking hypocrite. “Bye, Dad.”

I didn’t give him the time to respond.


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Will you hush?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

Well now…

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“He thinks I’m an idiot, I know.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Seconds of paralyzing silence ticked away.

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

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

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

“Brooks is really gonna hate me now.”

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

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

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

That stung. “Fuck no!”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Her shoulders bumped up. “I just do.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Harper yelped like it started to hurt.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I wasn’t about to argue with her.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

As if I was about to anyway.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Come the next morning, of course.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


The following Monday came too soon.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Well fuck you and die, too.


HAREM HEX 3

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Owens!”

That rang a bell. “Excuse me?”

“Michael Owens! Yeah, it’s you!”

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

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

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

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

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

“You smoke, brother?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Will do. I’ll see you soon.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

But they were still pink as hell in their cheeks.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

“Nailed it!”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“And that shorter brunette?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

She went quiet.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Her face nestled close to my ear after another minute.

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

But the door knocked a few times.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Or how normal people lived.


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“The judge won’t like that.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“So where did he lose his way?”

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Don’t you do it…

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

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

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

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

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

You bitch…

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“What?”

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

“Then tell me.”

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Both Mika and Harper winced for a second.

“What the hell?” Then it happened again.

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

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

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

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

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

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

“So what is it?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

All the fucking way.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

You already know how that would play out.


HAREM HEX 4

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Don’t you fucking call me that.”

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

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

“Wait, you’re serious?”

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

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

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

He paused mid-step. “No, she’s not.”

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

“How long have you two been planning this?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You’re not wrong.” A single bit.


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

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

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

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

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

I was still just outside the door jamb, dumbfounded.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Oh, hell… “Mika!”

She was already halfway up the stairs.

“Yeah?”

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

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


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

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

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

“And Harper, too?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Iris pinched the bridge of her nose.

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

That was never good. “What’s up?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

Kendra had claimed she was off for a bath, and Iris had a show she wasn’t about to miss, so at least I knew they weren’t about to hear us. “We’re not living here. I want to make that absolutely clear.”

Mika sat down again. “So you heard.”

“Yeah. It didn’t take as long to shave as I thought it would.” Which was a total lie, but I knew she couldn’t read minds. Only reprogram them. “You need to talk to me about this kind of stuff first, okay?”

“I don’t think Dr. Last will like us turning down the offer.” Mika looked back as if she hadn’t put the idea in Kendra’s head to begin with.

“Cut the shit. I appreciate what you’re doing, but I have to know what you’re really after.”

Scooting her chair forward and resting her jaw in both hands, Mika smirked. “You know I could make every single one of you do whatever I want, then.”

“I’ve known for a while.”

“And I knew that you know it. Have ever wondered why I haven’t just erased that knowledge out of your mind?”

Constantly. “Every now and then. You might as well go ahead and explain yourself.”

A couple of toes grazed down my shin from the other side of the table. “It’s not that I want to control everyone. What’s best for all of us as a whole, tends to be what’s best for everyone else, individually.”

“Speaking in riddles again? You know I hate that.”

Mika rose that foot up to my knee, gripping until she pulled at my khakis. “While you and Kendra were setting the food out, I got hold of Iris. I don’t blame you for being suspicious, but Mikey… Would you have gotten this far without my help?”

Not that she was wrong. “I wouldn’t have, but I’m also pretty damned sure you talked her into joining the fun tonight.”

“You know me better than I thought.” Mika dropped her foot and scooted away. “After Iris’ show ends at nine, you know where to meet us. But when I tell you what I’m really after, you might wish you never found it out.”


I let the hour pass in Kendra’s office. Filing the paperwork to get the firm started at least kept my mind off that barely-veiled warning Mika had given me. ‘You might wish you never found it out,’ was ominous enough.

But at least we were registered as Owens Law Office. One of several in the whole damn state under the same name. Not that I was about to call it Legalmania or something.

I shut my laptop and wondered what I was getting myself into. Kendra always took the domme role, but let me stand at the top. Mika didn’t seem to care.

The one rule Mika had to follow, not getting jealous of the other women, had always seemed really flexible. Something like a plan started coming together in my head.

Let Kendra tie her up, put the shackles on, or whatever. So long as Mika couldn’t use those hands, she was basically helpless. And that jealousy bubbling under the surface was the only thing I knew triggered the fuck out of her.

Maybe it would work. I wound my way down the stairs, seeing Kendra at the far end of the hallway in a pair of redwood-tall heels and a bathrobe. She didn’t pay me any mind, but left the door open behind herself.

Voices got clearer as I walked forward. Iris was something, but I couldn’t make it out.

There wasn’t any point in holding back and eavesdropping. At least one of them knew I was there, if not all three.

Rounding the doorway, all I caught for sure was Kendra telling Mika, “I know you’ve never tapped out, but the safeword is ‘economy.’” It was a good choice. Nobody screams that when they’re coming.

Nobody paid much attention as I walked in. Kendra was busy looping a giant hank of rope around Mika’s waist, which was naked as the rest of her. Iris watched several feet away, in awe of each knot.

It didn’t take long to figure out the game. Holding toward the nearest wall, I crossed my arms and observed until Kendra pulled down the chain. One click of the D-ring told me that Mika was trying to prove something.

But what it was, I had no idea.

Kendra and Iris finally noticed me, or at least paid me any attention. Dr. Last stepped my way first. “Okay, Mika wants to find out how long I can edge her. Anything I should know ahead of time?” It was her dungeon, so we had to go by Kendra’s rules.

I noticed that she hadn’t gagged Mika or covered her eyes. “Nothing I can think of. All I ask is that you don’t go easy on her.”

Dr. Last showed almost all of her teeth. “I’m not in control of her tonight.” Kendra handed a wand to Iris. “She is.”

Oh. Mika had some kind of plan, but hell if I’d put together the first hint of what it was. “Who brought up this idea?”

Kendra tilted her head back at Iris as she walked closer. In nothing but a black pair of heels, mind you.

I didn’t take my focus off Iris and Mika as Dr. Last got closer.

There’s no point in telling you how many inches that chub in my pants had grown. Kendra pushed a hand into my crotch and grabbed hold of the total erection. “You’re mine for a couple of minutes.”

I still didn’t avert my eyes, though. Flipping a switch, Iris had that damn thing buzzing its way almost out of her hands.

Giving Kendra a tiny bit of resistance, I asked, “How far is she taking it?”

But she kept forcing me to walk backwards until I felt my legs hit a chair. “Not as far as you will, I’m sure. Now sit down and shut the hell up.” As she whipped the belt from around my hips and forced those pants down with what seemed like a master’s precision.

The suede took me in. And so did Kendra. Dropping right to her knees, for a bi chick with not much interest in me, she could suck a man off with the best of them.

My fingers pulled at the arms of the chair as Mika began that first set of moans.

Standing behind her, Iris pushed the fat end of that wand, hard. Someone knew how to work a clit, but I didn’t give a damn where or when my secretary had figured that out.

A fast rush of tongue and lips knocked the air out of me. Giving it the good ol’ swirl on her way out, Kendra started jerking a hand up and down my shaft as she looked directly in my eyes. “Mika wants to prove her loyalty.”

“How?”

“She can take a lot,” Kendra grinned one more time and looked back, “but everyone has their limits.”

I had all I needed to piece it together. This shit was about to get rough.

Kendra put her lips against my ear. “Now you can the real truth out of her.”

Shooting a look at Mika, I didn’t have to see it to know Iris was already pushing her up to the razor’s edge. Those shouts explained enough.

The chain rattled. I had to watch, locking eyes with Mika as she mouthed out, ‘Happy now?’

I wasn’t. Not until I she begged for relief and admitted every to every damn thing she’d done to us. Leaning next to Kendra’s face, I gave one simple order. “Make her jealous.”

That was kind of a mistake. Dr. Last grabbed the back of the chair and lunged herself forward.

Not in yet, I still had to grind years off my teeth to hold on. The outside of her cunt didn’t feel much different from the inside.

But then she grabbed under my chin, forcing me to look up. “Don’t pay attention to them. You’re mine, for at least a couple of minutes.”

She was too hot and wet as my tip found the mark. One scoot of herself against me planted every inch through.

Goddammit! I didn’t see the marks my nails left on that chair until the next time I was in that room. But they were clear as fuck.

I already knew Kendra wasn’t out to finish me off. Not that she wasn’t doing a bang-up job of it. This wasn’t just a random fuck. Sex like this made babies.

My neck started pulsing on the right side, and then the left. Getting humped like this, I wouldn’t have lasted three minutes.

But then Mika snapped before everyone else. “Economy! I said economy, you bitch!”

Kendra wasn’t letting up. She did lean closer again, though. “I never told Mika this, but she has to say it five times.”

Wild hoots and shouts erupted on the other side of the room. Bracing myself against the thoroughbred hump, it almost hurt to get out, “That’s evil, but I like it.”

She nibbled the lobe of my ear. “I knew you would.” Right before crashing herself down and whimpering hard enough to give you tinnitus.

Clutching from deep inside her cunt, Kendra had my tip stuck in that danger zone. You know, where a chick is almost guaranteed to get knocked up.

Not that I thought she was dumb enough to cut off her meds, but you never know. She was dangerously close to the peak, and so was I.

Last rushed forward, knowing exactly what would set me off.

All while Mika kept screaming. I could already see sparks coming off my dick as Kendra held the pressure up.

Giving her a violent push on the shoulders, it felt like the biggest fucking shame to cut her off early. But looking down, I saw that drop of pre-cum rise out of my head. So I had like, what, a minute left?

She wasn’t even mad, though. “Get the answers you want out of the little bitch. This might be the only chance you get.”

With Mika’s hands tied like that, Kendra wasn’t joking. And it was almost as if she knew more than I’d told her. “Why’d you do it?”

“This was Mika’s idea.” Another nip at my ear got me on the edge of blasting the load. “But she was adamant about not telling you that.”

I knew what had to happen. Hard as it was to push Kendra off me, I got up and then stormed over.

Letting Mika drip all over the floor, Iris wasn’t letting up. Taking Mika’s jaw in one hand, that whole domme role suited her well. “We know you’re up to something, and it’ll only get worse from here.”

Knowing I was safe from that trick Mika had, I couldn’t help smiling at her. “She’s not wrong. You tell us what you’re after, and I’ll order Iris to let you come.”

Mika grinned through the pain and pleasure. “You don’t have the balls.”

Like hell I didn’t. Whistling at Dr. Last with one of those shrill ear-piercers, I simply gestured open palms at Mika. “It’s no secret that you like her. Have fun!”

Iris tucked that wand in one of the knots. Which had Mika going absolutely nuts.

Not that it was my problem. We didn’t even make it to the chair before I reached up for the other chain.

Kendra walked past us, giggling to herself.

But the only thing I demanded was that Iris grabbed the links. Standing right in front of Mika, I didn’t bother stripping my newest toy down. Fuck, she didn’t even need the usual round of foreplay to get wet enough.

Pushing down on Iris’ ass, I shot in. That’s not how I saw our first time playing out, but when do they happen like you’d assume?

Mika was already rattling the whole apparatus, and Kendra had barely gotten started. “I said ‘economy!’

Slipping back into our secretary, I couldn’t help teasing, “I know something you don’t know.”Mocking playground tune and all.

It was the first time I saw panic in Mika’s face. And damn, did that feel great.

Kendra did something to that toy, making it louder than ever.

Mika followed suit, warbling and screaming as she fought bonds the girl had no chance of getting out of.

Iris backed herself into me, grinding away until I was right back to where I’d been with Kendra. It’s almost as if I’d wanted to nut in the chick for a while, or something.

The walls of her cunt stormed around me, like I was supposed to make this my last hurrah. But I also had Mika to worry about. It’s not like she wasn’t going totally insane over there.

Iris tightened herself up, like I couldn’t pull out until I’d given her something. Every side of her restricting around me begged for it.

Then she dropped her head. “If you come in me, I won’t get mad about it.”

Which could have meant a lot of things. Having my own firm, it might have been a play to lock her job in. I knew plenty of guys who’d fucked up exactly in that way.

She didn’t fight back as I crouched forward. “Why do you want me to?” If she didn’t asnwer to my satisfaction, it wasn’t like I couldn’t haul her over to Mika.

But Iris gave the worst answer. “Do you trust me?”

After about four years, she’d hadn’t screwed me over. But this was too much of a gamble.

I jerked out of her and grabbed a little too hard on one of her its. “I’m not that dumb.”

Seeing Mika’s face for the first time in a while… I’d have been shocked if the little shit even knew where she was.

Kendra wasn’t easing off, though.

Hauling Iris along with me, I couldn’t take anymore. “Economy, economy, economy!”

Dr. Last huffed and backed off. “You really aren’t any fun.”

It wasn’t like I trusted Mika about then, but she was dripping sweat and close to blue past the ties.

“Look at her!” Mika tried staring at me, with both eyes rolling around in her head. “Keep it up, and she’ll be a quadruple amputee.”

Kendra shook her head. But then she looked down. “Oh, shit!”

I helped get Mika down from that mess. Letting my first plaything rest on the tile, I could already see how much Dr. Last had been shaken up.

Kendra massaged the rope-marks. “Sorry, I didn’t pay enough attention to how hard I was tying her.”

But I knew better. “She let it go this far on purpose. As soon as you know she won’t lose a hand or a foot, pick up where you left off. Just back away on the knots a little.”

Not that I didn’t want her to get the whole truth out of Mika.

We’d barely made our way back to the chair when Iris damn near tackled me.

On my ass and pushing my head and shoulders against the front of the seat, she dropped to her stomach and had me in her mouth before I could even process it.

Her neck wound in each direction. Giving her tongue some purchase on every single bit, Iris looked up with her eyes and nothing else. To say the least, she was in that elite division of cock-suckers.

I tried back up a little further, getting my chest vertical. My teeth clenched as a soft hand curled around the base.

Rising her tits up just enough so I could see them, that persistent motion forced my legs to spread out.

Every inch fed between her lips. Iris wasn’t giving up, taking the new round of noise coming from Mika like a signal.

Another rush of climax threatened to well up. Iris had to know it, licking the precum off my tip before she ducked her head again.

Too close, I had to grab her hair by the roots and force the chick to ease off. “Hold up...” Then I had to pant, clawing at nothing but floor as I tried to keep it all in. “Whoa!”

Iris jerked that grip up and down as she pulled herself to her knees. “So you do trust me.”

Not exactly. I was about to come myself empty before Kendra had Mika jittering all over the floor. That hogtie wasn’t exactly letting the cause of all this fight the wand. But at least Mika’s hands and feet had lost that purple tone.

Mika was already back to mid-peak. I wanted to shoot a glance over, but Iris had stolen my attention already. “No, the rest of us already talked about it. You’re mine until you can’t even move.”

I liked the sound of that. “Good luck.”

But she was already rolling onto her back, forcing me to go with her. Scooting down, Iris had lied on her back, well clear of that fucking seat.

I didn’t even need her to pull me closer. Slapping the bottom of my dick against her, she splashed all over me as both arms wrapped over my back.

Pouty lips and all, Iris just about made me forget about the show going on twenty feet away. “Don’t think I’ll let you pull out.”

That’s what you wanna hear. One final whip of my cock put determination that’d win wars in her.

Like I’d never pulled out, Iris forced her calves over my shoulders. Every one of her fingers ran through that endless supply of blonde. She barely even had to push closer to tip me in. “Don’t you even think of stopping. Do it!”

I was in the land of milk and honey. Diving through, her cunt felt like it was trying to bake me alive.

But drawing out didn’t stop her. Iris clutched my thighs and tensed up. “Don’t even thrust. Just let it grind in.”

Primed on a hair-trigger and feeling that dripping cunt slide all over, it was like she wanted me to crack off early.

Grabbing those tits I’d spent too damn long imagining, I broke out of Iris’ hold and started rutting through again. This time, she didn’t try to stop me, enjoying every fall that dove me to the furthest reach of her pussy.

Wetness began to seep out, trailing down my own thighs and pooling at my knees. That jiggle and the way her nipples felt like warm steel combined with Mika’s wild shouts.

Shit, I never would have dreamed she’d be this much fun. But I also didn’t think any hypothetical first time with her would be in a wealthy domme’s ‘special’ room, as said domme broke my future wife’s mind.

Iris reached one hand to my hips. When I drug her back from the chair, she draped the other just beyond her head. The way she squeezed with every pull outward, begging me to slam without saying a word, made that boiler room of a cunt feel that much sweeter.

Mika’s voice cracked. “Please let me fucking come!” She cried out a little more desperation and then rattled the chains holding her up. “Fuck!”

I didn’t know what Kendra was trying to pull off, exactly. But even planted down to waist in my new secretary, I knew it could be useful. Later, anyway.

Those legs dropped and wrapped around me. I hated to stop playing with Iris’ tits, but she was already starting to roll her ass around.

Grabbing her upper arms, I wasn’t ready to let her win out like that. She was trapped again, still trying to finish me out before I was ready. Hell, I could have stayed like this for hours, if my body would let me.

I heard a pop behind me. Then Mika cried out again. The desperation in it tripped a wire in my head.

A shock of wanting it put new energy into my sack. It rose, tingling up the length of my dick. Then I felt the tip swell and another bead of precum slick up Iris’ channel.

She wasn’t strong enough to break out of my hold, but it didn’t stop the blonde from weaving her core. Her knees pinched at my ribs until her eyes opened again. “I told you,” she paused to gasp from another wiggle, “it’s okay to come in me.”

If it was only the two of us, giving in wouldn’t have been a problem. Every smack of hips on hips jerked her head, even as it rested against the floor.

“Come on, why are you holding back?”

I was used to something like ‘don’t stop’ or cries for even more. Mika could fucking go the distance, despite how tiny she was.

But not now. Slamming through Iris, I heard the limit I never thought I’d find absolutely shatter.

A scream, high-pitched as basketball shoes on a court, reverberated from each wall. Mika let it tail out, gasping for breath. Then a groan fought to make it out over the rattle of every link keeping her off the floor.

Like it or not, I was feeling my restraint fail with every pass of my dick. I had to let go of Iris’ arms, putting all the weight on my knees.

She was more than happy to push her ass up and I knelt. The deep mash of cunt around shaft wasn’t about to let me catch a breath. Even if I wasn’t doing the work anymore.

Mika was about to shake herself apart and scream a hole through her throat.

But Iris was catching up, forcing me against what had to be her favorite spot.

Warm beads of sweat turned ice cold as they flowed down. Life slowed to a crawl.

And then Iris gave the hardest dip of her waist yet. Pushing herself against me, every scrap of try left her. She’d gone electric, letting the current flow through and vibrate her walls even harder than the rest of her body.

My teeth stopped grinding. The second dragged out until it felt like a whole minute.

That good ol’ spark welled up at the hilt of my cock.

I couldn’t help myself. Dropping at the shoulders, I felt her mounds against my chest. When Iris pushed them harder, filling her lungs until they were about to burst, I fucking lost it.

Thighs, ankles, and calves tried squeezing me in half. Her body clamped, getting both arms in on it too after they managed to get hold around my neck.

Her voice seethed as her brain melted as hard as mine was. “Come… Fucking!” Burning skin pressed against me face, and even hotter words slipped into my ear. “In my pussy!”

One more jolt sapped everything. Deep within her and stuck together like velcro, I gave her exactly what she wanted. It wasn’t a stingy helping, either.

All while Mika couldn’t have gone crazier if she was yelling on a busy street corner.

I didn’t think the words, but the feeling was absolutely there. Goddamnit! My arms quaked until they gave out.

But Iris wasn’t letting go. A few more humps out of her turned my spine to jelly.

Thankfully, those arms were still hugged tight as I fell back.

Leaving it all on the field like that feels completely amazing. For days.

As much as I wanted to jerk for air like a fish, the fun wasn’t over yet. Shaky as I was, Iris rolled over.

The final travel of spent dick through creamed pussy bent my neck until it hurt. Laid out on my ass, I still knew Mika’s torture was something worth catching.

Every joint and muscle ached. My mouth was dry as nun’s cunt, and it felt like my heart would burst through my ribs with every single pump.

Iris started getting her senses back first. Still barely crawling, her mouth got close to my ear again. “Holy shit, I think Mika’s about to stroke out.”

That was all the motivation I needed to power through. Each fiber in every one of my muscles hurt. But I still managed to stand on jittery legs.

I could tell Kendra noticed. Pushing that wand even harder on Mika’s clit, she looked like a woman possessed. Exactly as I wanted it to play out.

Cupping Mika’s jaw with one hand, I leaned close. “Tell me what you’re really after, and I’ll make her let you come.”

The pulse in that artery going over her jaw punched several times a second. But Mika wasn’t giving in.

“Does that thing have a higher setting?”

Kendra looked over at me, smiling like a nutcase. “No.”

As Mika’s face crushed harder against my palm. And the little slut broke like a shotgun wedding vow.

Feeling her vibrate as hard as the toy, Mika’s skin lit on fire. “Your legacy!”

Another shove from Mika’s hands rocked her forward.

“What you’ve been—” Her teeth grunted, pressed hard until I felt her whole cheek tense up. “...working for!”

That wasn’t enough of an answer, though. “Explain.”

“If I come… I promise…” She was totaled and ready for days of recovery. “Mikey!”

Letting it go any further wouldn’t accomplish anything, but it was fun to watch her crack. I enjoyed it a couple more seconds and then put a hand on Kendra’s shoulder. “Alright, let her come.”

The wand fell silent after one more push against Mika’s clit. Absolute hell broke loose.

Jerking against bonds that wouldn’t give and letting out a shaking moan, Mika looked like she was in pure bliss by the end of it. Red all over, sweating a lake, and exhausted beyond collapsing.

I was already inches from her face when she got her sanity back and opened her eyes.

Kendra started lowering her to the floor, hands and legs still bound together. But at least Mika could move a little.

Sitting down clear of the giant wet spot with her, I held Mika up while Dr. Last started working on the ropes. After-care will get you far with whoever just came themselves inside out. I’d learned that much already.

With the last bond undone, Kendra grabbed a blanket off the wall. “Here.” She tossed it my way. “That’s the hardest I’ve ever made her go, but she did well.”

Mika kept shivering after I covered her up, even though her body smoldered like an ember. Giving her a couple of minutes, she never stopped resting all of her weight on me.

Finally, I started to think she could speak. “You’ve still got some explaining to do.”

Every word was unsteady, like she was a kid who’d cried herself into those interrupting gasps. “Your goal works... For every one of us.”

“And the fourth? What’s your plan?”

Mika paused for a second, taking a deep breath. “You still need a paralegal. Just like your ‘aunts’ who help your dad, this law firm will be our family.”

I’d already made a provisional deal with Kendra to be our medical adviser. Kinda like how every doctor has attorney on retainer, but in reverse. All we really needed was said paralegal.

The ass-end of her shakes rattled out. Mika didn’t say anything else until she was on her feet again.

But hearing that I wasn’t just founding a law office, but a family in and of itself… That was all I needed to know.

Mika had been using all of us. If only to get what everyone wanted, but wouldn’t dare strive for on our own.


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.
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She felt warmer than all the people who pretended to care. “Gideon, you’re pushing too hard.” Given how Mel was fresh out of college, my bookkeepers chucked an unholy fit when I demanded she get a salary. But out of all of them, Mel kept me going when nobody else could. “See? You’re coughing up blood!”

I wasn’t ready to get rough. With her anyway. “I’m fine!”

By the time I was on both feet again, Sasha barged her way in. “Boss, we’ve got a problem.” She always had carried herself like the manager of the world, even if she was even more petite than Mel.

I kinda wish the chemo hadn’t worked. “What now?”

“That supplement company you promoted. They’re trying to sue the hell out of us.”

I wasn’t shocked. I’d believed them, at first. But when their horse-shit treatments turned out not to hold a candle to so much just drinking a glass of water before bed, they get a little touchy. Especially when you publicly call them out on it.

“Try to be a better man, and the scumbags swarm like flies.” Staggering to my feet, I pretended that I wasn’t on my final leg. Not that it made me any better than said scumbags. I had a lot to make up for in my life.

The roar of several thousand started to die down. My pounding headache eased about the same time. I pointed at Sasha, still bracing myself with one hand against the wall. “Make sure everyone keeps their mouths shut on social media. In fact, change the passwords on the accounts.” My mid-level staffers were a bit too invested in me for their own good. And mine.

Mel pushed under one of my shoulders as she helped me stagger toward my dressing room. Most of the way there, she ducked me into a corner. She looked up, hardly reaching my chin with the top of her head. “Are you sure you’re fine?”

I always had been, even when I was staring down the barrel of my own mortality. “Yeah. I already told you, it’s nothing.”

“You’re lying...” Tears welled up against her bottom eyelids. “What’s the point in helping so many people if you can’t even help yourself?”

***

“I’ll give you that much credit, Gideon.” Because even with all the chances I had, I never did cheat on Kait. And she knew it. “Now tell me, how’s the new program coming along?”

Mel was putting the finishing touches on it, and now Sasha had to figure out how to market the damn thing. “The book’s flying off the shelves and I’m supposed to start booking another tour. That is, after I take it easy for a while.” The publisher wasn’t happy about that demand.

“Keep pushing like you have been, and you’ll drop dead by forty.”

I knew it was true. “Only fifty milligrams of the uppers now, too. Got my pulse rate under a hundred for the first time in years.”

“You should be off those things completely.” I could tell she was rolling her eyes or resting her cheek on a fist. “If they don’t make you stroke out, they’re at least taking years off your life.”

“And get all this shit done, how?”

Kait was getting to that limit of frustration I knew not to cross with her. “You won’t get any of it done if you’re dead. You see? That’s what I’ve always hated about what you do.”

“At least I’m trying to give people something that actually works now.”

“’A guaranteed way to reprogram yourself, to be the absolute best example of who you have the potential to be.’ I still think it’s whatever comes out of the south end of a north-facing cow.”

That brought a little smirk out of me. “So you’ve read it.”

“I’ve skimmed.” She took that usual pause before trying to get away. “Listen, I’ve got a deadline coming up. Can we talk about it tomorrow?”

A few knocks rapped against my bedroom door. “Yeah, I gotta go anyway.”

“Later.”

Staring at my phone, like always after those calls, I didn’t fall back into reality until I heard a second round tap out.

“Who is it?” When the back room of your office is where you live, peace and quiet is damn near impossible to get.

Mel’s voice barely peeped out. “Is this a bad time?”

“I was on the phone, but it was wrapping up anyway. What’s going on?”

She walked in holding a manila folder in front of her hips with both hands. “I worked out a new pattern for that speech.”

***

Sasha pulled the chair away from the little writing desk as Mel took a seat next to me.

I turned back to the first page of many and went into it. “Your life isn’t what you hoped. But that’s okay. What isn’t acceptable is letting it stay like this...” And on and on for a couple of minutes.

My bullshit seminar voice was about an octave lower than my normal tone, and it still hurt from the last tour to keep it up for long.

But I finally got to the end. “That’s why I’m asking you to be that peak self. What do you have to lose?” The cadence of the whole thing went over like a limerick, but with its own kind of rhythm.

I looked at Sasha first. But her expression was blank as a clean slate.

“That bad, huh?”

Still no reaction.

So I looked over at Mel. “I think you did a great job.”

Also nothing. Like a tiny hourglass symbol was rotating above her head.

“Hey, are you even hearing me?” I waved a hand in front of her face. “Anyone home?”

It had to be a prank.

“That’s enough with the silent treatment. Tell me what you thought.”

Not a damn thing, apparently. Good or bad.

I tried shaking Mel’s shoulders. “There’s no way both of you had aneurysms at the same time.”

My fingers snapped an inch from her face. But even that didn’t get a reaction.

“Yo, come on! Talk!”

Some kind of life drifted back into her brown eyes. She repeated one of the lines from the spiel. “Serve with all of your body, mind, and soul. That is the definition of perfection...”

Then Sasha repeated it from the other side of the room.

“It was a great choice of words, but we could trim it a little.”

Mel shook her head. “No, it’s exactly what it has to be.” The way she said it, like a demand, set me on edge.

“Fine, I’ll sleep on it.” Standing and facing her, it was time to signal their exit.

She didn’t get up like I expected. “My whole life, I never saw it this clearly.”

Hands wrapped around my waist, scaring the absolute shit out of me. Then Sasha’s voice almost droned out, “Neither have I. But it’s right here now, plain as day.”

“What the hell are you two talking about?”

Mel acted like she was afraid to look me in the eyes, but willed herself to do it anyway. “Did I write something with that kind of power?”

***

I was wrapping up the final lines of the reread. “That’s why I’m asking you to be that peak self. What do you have to lose?” While thinking about how much fun, and dangerous, it’d be to act like they were wearing that getup as more than a joke. As if I didn’t already feel like I needed a vacation from this damn vacation.

Mel and Sasha went catatonic again. Absolutely still, I thought it was just another side of the prank.

But then I saw how blank their eyes had gone. Nobody can force the glassy, dilated look they had, at will.

It was time to turn the rib on them instead. “Okay, it’s not funny anymore.” Something I knew they’d never do, or fail to react to, seemed like just the thing. “Unless you are hypnotized. In which case, make out with each other.”

Yeah, yeah. Holy sexual harassment suit, Batman. I know what you’re thinking.

Sasha looked at me with those inky pools of black, each rimmed by a narrow circle of baby blue. Then Mel, with her own borders of rich brown.

Suddenly their faces turned together again. Mel asked, “Is he playing a trick on us now?”

But Sasha bumped her shoulders up. “He just told us to ‘be our peak selves’ again. Who are we to argue with it?”

Their chairs scooted closer, roaring the noise through the open but tiny living space. Sasha put a hand on Mel’s cheek, giving me a quick glance and smiling. And her eyes had turned back to normal.

No fucking way.

But it was happening. Calling it a rib anymore was getting too hard. The work shit in front of me seemed miles away.

Mel, having a good four inches on Sasha, craned her neck down and went into it like they were both several wine coolers of enthusiasm past the brink. And we hadn’t brought any alcohol, other than a flask of whiskey in my tackle box.

Maybe it explained the red faces and dropped shoulder straps. But I had to know for sure. “Stop wrapping tongues for a minute and tell me exactly what’s going on.”

They kept going for a moment before pressing the sides of their heads together. Without a hint of that blush from earlier, Mel took my brain behind the barn and shot it like Ol’ Yeller. “We figured out what you think our peak selves should be. Why wouldn’t we act on it?”

“Lezzing it up isn’t what I meant.” Nice as it was to see. “You’re both working harder than I am now, which I appreciate more than you can imagine. But what makes both of you think this is anything close to what I wanted?”

Sasha put a hand on one of Mel’s tits and squeezed. “We can just tell. I don’t know how to explain it, but both of us felt it. Especially in that second reading.”

“You’re so far off the mark right now, I—”

A socked foot glanced over my lap, finding the erection. Then Mel raised her brows. “I don’t think we are. Words can’t hide everything.”

Great, my psych major knows I’d fuck her at the drop of a hat. “You’re barking up the wrong tree. I’d drop from a heart attack thanks to the amphetamines before I’d come.”

She was acting like a girl ten times sluttier than her usual self. “We never said you had to do the heavy lifting.”

Sasha barely reached me with her own toes and grinned even harder. But I would have expected that from her. Something about the girl told me she’d been in more laps than cloth napkin.

They’ve either lost it, or this joke’s going too far. “If you two have something going on, I don’t mind. But you’re not helping get the new program going with this.”

Both of them curled a finger at me. So maybe it wasn’t a joke.

Kait would absolutely murder me. Because the divorce hadn’t sunk into my head yet. “We’ve got work to do. You’ve got your own room. Save it for in there.”

***

My eyes adjusted to the light, kinda. Looking up at a face you’d expect from a sex-crazed nymphomaniac, the crush of pussy and Mel’s hand playing with my tip stole my breath away.

Sasha dropped her hands on each side of my head. Crushing the pillow down, her hair tickled against my face. “It’s not harassment if we do it to you, right?”

“That’s not how it works, and you know it.”

Those folds pressed even harder. “Oh well. Guess you’d better fire us after we’re done with you.”

It was too late to talk them out of it. The only saving grace I had, was that I wasn’t married anymore. “You’d better have a safer plan than having me pull out.”

Mel shoved her head between Sasha’s hand and my ear. “Periods get in the way work. We’re both on something.” Because of course the fucking workaholics were.

“You can’t expect a guy with only a lung and-a-half to keep up with both of you.”

The last saving throw I had dropped like a lead balloon. More teasing at my head, and a little grinding motion from Sasha, started breaking down the resistance.

I’m finally giving in to one of those chances, huh? Nobody could walk in on us, and they weren’t the kind to lie about something like birth control. “What if I go through with it? How would it change things between us?”

Sasha bumped her shoulders. “Does it matter? Your speech already turned everything on its head.”

I looked at Mel. “She means your spiel.”

“You asked me to come up with the most convincing talk possible, with the message outline you handed over. Don’t pin this on me.” The way she teased even harder at the end of my dick drove the point home.

The weight on my hips eased up. Sasha rose to her knees and grabbed my boxers.

Mel began stroking away as the cotton whipped down my thighs. The one thing I still had on dropped past my ankles and then flew across the room.

Sasha leaned back down to join her, adding another hand to the mix.

Mel slid to meet her. Their lips pressed together, barely inches away from my upright cock. The pop and lick song went on for a moment as they kept jerking me as one.

Even this would have been enough to get me off, given enough time. Uppers be damned. It felt just as good as the scenery looked.

Mouths painted the same shade of magenta parted for a second. Then they took the session up again, around opposite sides of my dick.

I was already putting wrinkles in the sheets with my hands. Each lick turned my thoughts to static fuzz and erased all the worries I’d packed along for the trip. It was kinda startling, realizing how quickly they’d worn down my fight.

One of them broke away, pushing lips against the end of me. The other gave a lingering run of her tongue from the base, almost up to her partner’s mouth. Since it was along the bottom, that last part had to have come from Sasha.

Mel took in the first quarter, letting that tongue roll several times around the whole circumference.

Pushing her head down was tempting, but I was content to see how far they’d take it on their own. Between their lips or between their legs, they had what I needed to stumble across the finish line. Eventually.

Sasha began working my balls, cupping and licking away. Delicate and rough at the same time. She wasn’t proving my assumptions about her experience wrong.

My neck jerked to one side. I figured why after Mel had me in to the back of her throat.

Swooping her head around, Mel slurped me out and then pushed me through again. Easy, smooth motions like that had always gotten me moaning.

Opening my eyes, dots of light twirled around the ceiling. My pulse raced as I reached over with one hand. Mel didn’t try to stop me as I pulled the strap off her nearest shoulder. If anything, it told her she was doing something right.

I loved it, but hated myself at the same time. Worship from two girls like this was everything I’d imagined. But some pang of guilt kept sneaking through.

It didn’t have long to wreak havoc, though. Mel and Sasha traded places on my junk. Erasing the terror I had about betraying Kait like this, they kept going until the hairs stood on the nape of my neck.

Sasha pounced, arguing in favor of aggressive dick-sucking. Like she was rewarding me for always being gentle with her feelings, on a personal basis.

Meanwhile, perky, bare mounds bumped against the side of my hips. When I looked down, Mel had all the side-boob out.

I couldn’t stop myself from pulling that outfit down to her waist. As Sasha did the same to herself. Once those bathing suits were off, there was no chance I’d let it stop at foreplay. I knew my tendencies and my own breaking point.

Testing me with a round of tongue-dancing and a hard slurp, Sasha was eager to keep the momentum rolling. A hard jack on my length curled my shoulders.

Willpower is great and all, but they’d shattered mine like a cheap mirror. I barely managed to push up on my elbows. “Fuck it! Let’s do this.”

Mel and Sasha quit paying attention to me, staring at each other. Sasha grinned first. “He’s always babied you. Go ahead and thank him for it.”

My heart skipped a beat. But I had to state the obvious. “You just want to finish me off yourself.”

“So what if I do? With your meds, it’s gonna take a while, even with both of us.”
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