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Chapter Six – Always Saturday
The next few weeks passed relatively without incident before Kevin got the sort of one-two 

punch of a day like he couldn't possibly have anticipated. It started off relatively light, with him having 
a meeting with Alice Karteaux with a few final notes about last minute tweaks and adjustments to the 
score. He would've been worried that Emily wasn't there for the meeting, but she was wall-to-wall 
booked in terms of editing, final effects and getting as close to final picture lock as she could. Alice had
teased him about how many tickets he was going to need for the premiere, asking him if he could keep 
it under ten.

When Alice and Fatima had first met, Kevin had been absolutely certain the sparks were going 
to fly and not in a good way, but it turned out the two women had several common interests and mutual
friends, so they hadn't had even the slightest bit of professional jealousy or annoyance with one 
another. Alice hadn't even freaked when Fatima had dropped the fact that Kevin's household was a 
polyamorous one, with Kevin having multiple partners. Instead, she'd joked that having three or four 
men to cater to her own needs might be something she'd have to consider moving forward. Neither 
Kevin nor Fatima thought Alice was actually kidding, judging by the sly smile on her face.

After that meeting, they'd headed back to the house, where Kevin was told he had another 
interview scheduled, someone they thought the household needed, an attorney.

“You know having a lawyer on tap always sounds like a great idea until you realize that means 
you've got a maneater sitting around the house,” Kevin teased as Miriam drove them back up the hill 
towards the house. “Constantly hungry. Looking for something to bite.”

“You're paranoid, darling,” Fatima teased, rolling her eyes as she glanced down at her iPhone, 
typing furiously onto it. “We need to have a lawyer on call, for both you and me, and Elizabeth found 
us an excellent candidate that I won't mind seeing naked as part of her interview.”

“You know, that's not typically part of the interview process,” he laughed, reviewing his notes 
from his meeting with Alice, making sure everything was set up and actionable over the next two days, 
considering how urgently they were needed. “Are you sure this woman knows what she's getting into?”

“I trust Elizabeth to handle all the necessary pre-interview screenings, don't you?”
“She hasn't led me astray yet,” Kevin replied. “And she somehow made that TMZ scare go 

away, although I haven't the slightest how she did that.”
“Elizabeth has a lot of influence in a lot of dark corners,” Fatima said. “That's part of the reason 

why Morgana chose her for you.”
“I've often wondered how Morgana found Elizabeth. I can't imagine that's just a standard spell 

somewhere in the repertoire for mages just getting started.”
Fatima looked up from her phone and turned to gaze at him quizzically. “Do you think mages 

learn everything from a series of handbooks?”
“I mean... I don't have any idea how mages learn to do what they do,” he laughed. “When I 

wanted to learn guitar, I found a book, I found a teacher and I started practicing.”
“And the book taught you how to get that deep synth bed sound, full of echo and reverb?”
“Well, no,” he admitted. “I learned a lot of that through endless experimentation.”
“So think of the kind of experimentation you could do if you had, say, a few thousand years or 

so to fiddle around?”
He paused for a long moment, then nodded. “I can see your point.” He could only imagine the 

sort of fun he might have been able to have given that much time, the songs he could've written, the 
melodies he might have discovered. “You're sure I need a lawyer?”

“I'm sure we need a lawyer, Kevin,” Fatima sighed. “Besides, Elizabeth said she's got an 
excellent candidate all lined up for us, and that she's extremely different than anyone in the household 
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right now. She has a kink that might take a bit for you to wrap your head around, but you'll be fine with
it in the end.”

“I think it's fascinating,” Miriam said from the front seat of the car.
“It's certainly something,” Jackson said from the driver's seat. “But she's a good looker, so I 

suppose at some point when you look good enough, you can get away with anything.”
“What about you, Jackson?” Kevin asked with a laugh. “You got somebody special? I could set 

Elizabeth on it, give her another task to have going around inside of her head. She'd probably give me 
all sorts of guff about it, but I think she'd probably enjoy the challenge of it.”

“Negatory there, big chief,” Jackson chuckled. “I've got me a smokin' hot girlfriend who's a 
doctor over at Cedars-Sinai, and I'm actually thinking about putting a ring on it, since we've been 
together two years now, and she's been patient as hell with me.”

“How come I haven't met her yet, Jax?” Fatima asked, looking up from her phone, an almost 
hurt expression on her face. “Are you afraid I'm going to scare her off?”

“I might be afraid you're gonna try and steal her away from me, boss,” Jackson laughed so they 
could both tell he was kidding. “It's just her schedule's been so busy, as has mine, that we don't always 
get enough time to see each other, much less do social shit. You're right, though. If I'm gonna pop the 
question to her, I probably should let her meet you guys.”

“Bloody right you should,” Fatima growled, looking back down at her phone. “Make an 
appointment for us to all have dinner at the house over the next week or so, and we can iron all of this 
out properly.”

“Yes ma'am.”
The rest of the drive wasn't too bad, even though they were fighting traffic something fierce 

until they hit the hills themselves, when it all thinned out and they could make their way up towards the
house, pulling the car through the gate before it slid shut behind them. They tended to leave the SUV 
out front unless it needed to charge, so Jackson just pulled it up in front of the front door. There was an 
additional car in the driveway, a silver Audi e-tron, impressive and expensive looking, clearly from the 
candidate for their position of lawyer.

Elizabeth was waiting for them at the doorway, dressed in a smart crimson skirt that went down 
past her knees, brown leather boots that made up most of the distance up her legs to the skirt, and a 
brown button-up blouse with the top view buttons open so that her pendant was on proud display, that 
smoky crystal framed right in the center of that pale flesh. “Evening, sir, ma'am. The candidate is 
waiting in the dining room for you both, whenever you're ready,” she told them.

“Let me go toss my notes down in the studio and then I'll be up. You can go in without me if 
you want, 'Tima, or wait there and we can go in together,” he said as he turned left and headed towards 
the stairs. “Won't be a minute.”

He headed down the stairs, walking briskly down the hall to his studio. He opened the door and 
moved to set his bag down, sighing as he saw the studio hadn't been left in the best of states. Dandy 
Randy had been working with a group called The Dusty Sages, getting some of their initial demo work 
put together before they started recording their actual album in earnest. Kevin liked to be able to hear 
the rough song structures before working with the artists to take their skeletons of songs and develop 
them into something fully fleshed out. That said, Randy wasn't the best at cleaning up the studio 
afterwards, and Kevin had been very clear about nobody other than him or Randy reorganizing the 
studio, so it had a tendency to be messier than most of the rest of the house.

Kevin didn't feel comfortable just leaving food and half-empty beer cans out, especially around 
sensitive recording equipment, so he did a quick pass to get the place into a shape where he wasn't 
ashamed of how it looked, and there wasn't anything to draw ants or could spill left in the place. It only 
took a couple of minutes, and while he felt he hadn't left Fatima waiting too long, he still felt a little 
guilty about taking longer than he'd planned.

When he came up to the dining room, he saw that Fatima had already gone in and started 



talking to the candidate, which was good, because he trusted Fatima's judgment and she had a good eye
for people. “There's my man,” she said with a smile. “Randy left you a mess, didn't he?”

“I swear, at some point, we're going to hire a maid for the house, and let them have an hour a 
day just cleaning up the studio, after I've spent an entire day training them on what can and can't be 
moved,” he laughed, rolling his eyes. “I know Randy means well, but he's too easy on the clients and 
doesn't make them pick up after themselves.”

“Potato chip bags?”
“Half-finished beers mostly,” he sighed. “Hi. Sorry about the wait. I'm Kevin Bishop,” he said, 

offering his hand as he took a look at the woman sitting next to his partner.
She was in her mid to late 30s with wavy, almost frizzy hair the color of oak that hung just 

down to her shoulders in a way that looked stylishly disheveled. She had a bit of a sharp nose, but it 
gave her face a sort of fierce beauty, with high cheek bones and small painted lips filling out the rest of 
her face. Her skin was a natural shade of tan, her body slender yet still distinctly feminine. “Leah Fox,”
she said, taking his hand and shaking it. “Pleasure to meet you, Mister Bishop. I've only heard excellent
things about you from everyone I've asked, and that isn't a common thing here in La La Land.”

Leah had shown up in a business suit that still bristled with sex appeal, the skirt hanging past 
her knees but slit up dangerously high on either side, and the blouse unbuttoned down a bit to offer an 
invitation to look at cleavage on display, the edges of a lacy red bra peeking at the fringes. She also had
a briefcase with her, sitting on top of the dining room table off to one side, and a couple of sheets of 
paper in front of her, sliding one over for him to look at, a copy of her resume, which Fatima was 
already done looking at.

“So Leah, tell me a little bit about yourself while I skim through this real quick. Elizabeth likes 
me to know as little as possible before meeting anyone, simply so I don't set expectations in my mind 
before I get to know them on their own terms.”

“Well, I'm 36. I grew up in New York City and went to Yale to get my law degree. I was also 
involved in a bunch of academics while I was there, and after I graduated I went to go work for a firm 
called Ariton, Oriens & Associates.”

“Never heard of them,” Kevin said, noting that she'd worked for them for about six years.
“Nor should you have. That's how they like it. They're... well, they're as much fixers as they are 

lawyers, so I spent a lot of time learning how to make problems disappear without having to go to 
trial.”

“Is that a euphemism for killing people off?” he asked cautiously.
She laughed hard enough to close her eyes for a moment. “Nothing so ridiculously dramatic. I 

mean, there may have been some mild extortion and/or blackmail, but nothing with actual violence 
involved. Anyway, after half a decade or so, I sort of lost the taste for it. I didn't mind the work so much
as the people who I was working for, the sort of clients that AOA brings in. It was always people who'd 
done something bad and needed someone to make it go away, and in the six years or so I was at AOA, I
don't think I had a single client that I would've wanted to spend any time with socially. So I decided not
only to leave AOA, but also NYC and move out here to the West Coast.”

“How did the change in locale treat you?”
“My parents can't just casually swing by my place any more, so that's definitely progress,” she 

said with a laugh. “I took a job working with Dreamworks for a while, focusing on entertainment 
contract law. I've been there the last five years, but I'm ready for a change, and something entirely out 
of the corporate environment.”

“If you'd be working for us,” Fatima replied, “you wouldn't be entirely out of the corporate 
environment, Miss Fox. I've got all sorts of things tangled up in corporate structures.”

“But you aren't entirely a corporation unto yourself, ma'am, so that's the important thing,” Leah 
replied. “And I looked into GDGear, and it doesn't have any ties to sweatshops or unethical production 
practices. Plus, they have their own lawyers, so I wouldn't be dealing with most of that. And what I 



learned during my time at Dreamworks would be incredibly beneficial to you, Mr. Bishop.”
“Call me Kevin, please. Especially considering what you know about what else this position 

would entail,” he said. “I've got a number of irons in the fire, in terms of not only music but also work 
in film and now even in television, it sounds like. And I'm not just a musician, I'm also a producer, 
meaning I'm helping other people with their music as well.”

“That means lots and lots of contract law, Kevin,” Leah said with an inviting smile that seemed 
a mismatch for a lawyer. “I don't mind contract law. It's fun and there's lots of odds and ends to keep 
track of, making sure you get paid for your work, that your royalties keep coming in and that nobody 
tries to short change you for what you did.”

“Do you think that's likely?”
“Well, I asked Elizabeth to show me your contract with Miss Rouchard, and while I don't think 

it was intentional, there's a couple of ways they could screw you in the deal,” Leah said. “I'd actually 
suggest you file an addendum to the contract, just as an 'in-case' protective measure.”

“Like what?”
“Well, for example, if the soundtrack was on vinyl, they wouldn't have to pay you royalties for 

that. That's the way your contract is worded. You're only guaranteed rights on usage in the film itself 
and from digital releases. Hell, if someone put it out on CD, you wouldn't get a cut of it, not that 
anyone really uses CDs anymore.”

“Some people happen to like tangible tech,” Kevin scowled. “How could I have missed that?”
“Because it's like 80 pages, and nobody ever wants to read quite that much legalese unless they 

have to. It's basically another language. We do that shit on purpose, you know. Lawyers do everything 
we can to make sure our services are desperately needed forever.”

“She's got you there, luv,” Fatima giggled.
“Any deep dark secrets hiding in your past we should know about?” Kevin asked her.
“I'm a lawyer, Kevin,” Leah replied without hesitation. “Yes, I'm hiding about a million deep 

dark secrets I don't want you to know about, that you don't want to know about. I've done a hundred 
things that I'll be ashamed about until the day I die. I've done a dozen things that'd probably get me 
arrested by any cop worth her salt to carry her badge in any state in this country. I've done two or three 
things that might be severe enough to get me abducted and tried in front of an international tribunal, 
maybe even in the Haig, for war crimes.”

“Really?” Kevin said, narrowing his eyes to look at her.
“No,” Leah laughed. “Not the last one anyway, but the rest of it, pretty much. At DreamWorks, I

serve a dozen different masters, so I'd like to whittle that down to just... two. To still have challenges 
waiting for me every morning, while I have front row seats to the Hollyweird lifestyle without having 
to get caught up in it when I don't want to. So yeah, I'm very interested in getting this job. And there are
all the other side benefits, assuming they're actually true.”

This was the point where Kevin was a little wary, not entirely sure how much Elizabeth had told
the woman in advance. “Let's assume that whatever you've heard might, in fact, have some truth to it. 
It's not all wine and roses. It's got loads of complications, things that'll blow your mind, and you may 
never be able to sleep perfectly well again. That all still something you're on board with?”

“On board with?” she said with an enthusiastic smile, like a child under the Christmas tree 
looking out upon an endless sea of presents, just waiting to be opened. “I can't wait to be a part of it. I 
even had a specific request for the marker I'd wear, something Elizabeth was able to get Lady Morgana 
to make for me. If you decide not to invite me into your family, then she also included something to 
revert it back to itself, but I'm hoping I've convinced you that I can be a very welcome asset to your 
family and household.”

Kevin leaned back a little. “I hadn't heard anything about changes made to Morgana's gift. But 
both she and Elizabeth signed off on this, you say?”

“Mmm,” Leah said, reaching across the table to grab a glass of water, taking a sip from it, as if 



for the first time during their entire conversation, she found herself a little bit nervous. “Morgana toned 
it down slightly from my original ask, but I can respect her reasoning and accept the changes.”

“What did you ask for?” Fatima said, clearly as curious as he was.
Leah set the glass of water down on the table then folded her hands together. “What I need you 

both to understand is that I am a woman supremely in control of her own destiny, who has carved her 
own path of her own choosing for every step since she was able to walk. It's made me... well, 
something of a control freak. Part of the reason I've been single so long is that, well, I tend to look at 
personal relationships like I do business relationships – if you don't spot the way the other person is 
trying to fuck you over early on, then you're getting way more fucked over than you can allow, and you
should get yourself clear as quickly as possible.”

“That's... cynical.”
“Maybe,” Leah admitted, “but that's me. So what I want out of my sexual relationships is for 

someone to use me, roughly and coarsely, without breaking me, and to make sure that both they and I 
are sated at the end of it. But I also have this little kink that I've never be able to scratch. At least, not 
before now, when it sounds like magic can allow me to have that.”

“Tell us about it,” Fatima said.
Leah laughed a little bit, looking down at her hands, before looking up, realizing if she couldn't 

voice it, it was never going to happen. “Have you ever heard the expression 'fucked stupid' before?”
Fatima grinned a little bit. “It's figurative, but sure.”
“What if it didn't have to be?” Leah said, leaning forward slightly.
“Then I would imagine you would rapidly become a very bad lawyer to have in our employ,” 

Fatima said, toying with a strand of her own dark hair.
“I don't mean permanently, naturally, but to have sexual gratification... simplify everything for 

you, just for a short while. To let it cleanse your brain and reduce everything down to its most basic 
elements. There's a name for the kink – they call it bimbofication, and I don't want it to last forever, 
GOD no, but for a few hours. I'd wanted it to be for six-to-eight hours, but Morgana insisted that if she 
did that, it could run the very real risk of interfering with my ability to do my job, so she's shrunk the 
timeframe down to just a couple of hours instead.”

“Wait wait wait,” Kevin said. “So, let me make sure I'm understanding this correctly... you...” 
He stopped for a moment, trying to find a way to get the words to make sense in his head. “You want 
sexual encounters to turn you stupid, but only for a short while?”

“Yes, exactly,” Leah exhaled, clearly relieved that Kevin hadn't thrown her out of the room 
immediately. “I want sexual gratification to temporarily reduce my intelligence, so I'm not overthinking
that post-coitus sexual glow, that I'm not immediately reverting to worrying about what I have planned 
for tomorrow or the next day or the next week, and can simplify down my thoughts to just... to just be, 
to just exist in a moment for a while, to have that sexual delight still running aftershocks through my 
body and making me feel all warm and tingly and not being so smart as to distract myself from the 
wonderful sensations.”

“And the necklace from Morgana's been changed for you?”
“It has. Your cum will temporarily diminish my intellect, for two hours, enough time to let me 

savor the sensations and drift off into a restful sleep without my mind continually working on 
problems. When I wake up in the morning, I'll be back to myself. Ah, even if you just wake me up in 
the middle of the night with some sort of legal emergency, I'll be of clear mind again. But I shouldn't be
trusted to operate heavy machinery after being fucked stupid,” she giggled. “Or even be allowed near 
my cell phone. It's a handful of things to remember, but it's something I think you two shouldn't have 
any trouble managing.”

“It doesn't sound all that complicated,” Fatima replied. “Anything else?”
“One more thing,” Leah said with a shy smile. “In addition to that, I'd like my sexual encounters

to be radically different than my day-to-day life. I live a life of high power, massive control, utter and 



total dominance over my realms, the legal challenges falling in my wake. I am a queen among the 
rabble, a force to be reckoned with and never taken lightly. But a girl needs a change of pace.”

“Which means what?” Kevin asked.
“I want to be degraded, vilified, spoken poorly of. I want to be talked dirty to and treated even 

dirtier.”
“I'm not sure–”
“Sorry, Kevin,” she continued. “I wasn't quite finished. I want all that. From her.” She nodded 

over to Fatima, a sly smile on her face. “With you. For you. There is something remarkably thrilling 
about being bent to a woman's will for a man's delight, and that is what I want from our sexual 
relationship, the one I am willing to submit to with the two of you. If that's something that interests 
you, of course.”

There was a pregnant silence in the air for a moment, neither Kevin nor Fatima which of them 
should speak first, before Kevin finally broke the pause. “I think it's more of a question of if you're into
it than if I am, my love.”

“Oh, I think I can certainly wrap my head around it,” Fatima said, licking her lips a little bit. 
“And it's agreed that you won't be sore about anything you're called during said encounters?”

“Not at all, ma'am,” Leah responded. “As long as it's restricted to just during those encounters 
and doesn't contaminate our working relationship.”

“Then I think I can live up to my end of the bargain, love,” Fatima told him. “What about you? 
Think she looks like someone you'd like to fuck?”

“I suppose that all depends,” Kevin laughed softly. “Are you going to be this uptight when we 
get you into the sack, with such formal and stoic speech, or are you going to loosen up a bit?”

“You could always remove the stick from my ass and replace it with your cock. Sir.” Leah 
licked her lips a little bit, tapping her fingertips across the top of the table. “I'd probably like that.”

“What he's asking, Leah, is if you're going to talk all stuck up the entire time we have you in the
sack,” Fatima replied.

“I'm asking you to call me a filthy cocksleeve, a degenerate cum catching slut, and you're 
worried I'm going to come across as a goody two-shoes?” Leah genuinely asked them with a giggle.

“It's a fair point,” Kevin chuckled in reply. He picked up his phone and typed a message into his
phone, sending a note to Elizabeth, asking her to bring in Leah's necklace and to take care of the other 
thing they'd talked about earlier. “Shall we head down to the bedroom? Elizabeth will be there waiting 
for us with the necklace.”

The three of them stood up and walked down the hallway to the master bedroom, Leah giving 
Jackson a little bit of a wave on her way past, something Kevin noted. “You know Jackson?”

“Uh huh. He's how Elizabeth found me. His girlfriend, Naomi, is my little sister,” Leah said as 
they moved to enter the bedroom, nodding to Elizabeth. “You're always networking, aren't you missy?”

Elizabeth smirked a little bit, giving a tiny playful shrug. “Never hurts to be on the lookout for 
new talent,” she said. “So I take it all the terms have been agreed upon?”

“Oh, I forgot to tell her about your photo th–” Kevin started to say before Leah interrupted him.
“Elizabeth mentioned it to me. As well as telling me about Miriam's dragon and most of the 

other mystical secrets you've all witnessed.”
“Didn't freak you out any?”
“Only turned me on even further,” she said with a smile before grabbing a pillow off the bed, 

tossing it down onto the floor before moving to get on her knees atop it. “Let's do this. We've been 
talking about it so fucking long that I'm already itchy in my skin.”

Elizabeth pulled the necklace from her pocket, extending it to Kevin, who took it from her and 
then moved to stand behind Leah, as he considered it. She'd chosen a woven gold rope and a cameo 
locket with the smokey stone shaped into forming a sort of palm tree in the center of it. It felt warm in 
his hands, almost thrumming, like it too was impatient. As soon as he was standing behind her, Leah 



slid her hands back to lift her hair up, piling it atop her head so that her neck was perfectly bared for 
him to slide the necklace around.

Kevin brought the necklace slowly up along her neck, seeing a shiver running down her spine as
he did so, finally opening the clasp, hooking the curve in and letting it close, as a filthy moan bellowed 
from her throat, her hands balling up into fists, her head leaning down before she drew in a sharp, 
giggly breath. 

“Okay, fuck, I don't know why I doubted that part, but I did,” Leah said as she tilted her head 
back up.

“Now why don't you bend over the edge of our bed and pull your skirt up,” Fatima said to her.
Leah dutifully moved up off her knees and placed one hand on the middle of the bed as her 

other reached behind her and pulled the long skirt slowly up to reveal that she didn't have any panties 
on beneath it, her snatch swollen and slippery already with anticipation.

“Open that shirt and get that bra off, slut,” Fatima sternly told her. “When my man's fucking 
your brains out, I want to see those tits bouncing.”

She reached up and unbuttoned the rest of the buttons before working to pop the bra loose, 
sliding it down and off one arm then the other, tossing it aside. Kevin moved to stand to see her, and 
admired Leah's smaller breasts, like perky teardrops with light brown nipples atop them, as Leah 
whimpered, waggling her ass, like she was trying to lure him to get around behind her once more.

“I think she's impatient, love,” Fatima said with a laugh, as Kevin leaned in to give his 
girlfriend a long, tender kiss. 

“She can wait just a minute,” he said before walking around, sliding his hand over Leah's toned 
ass, lifting his hand up before clapping it down. “She's very fit. Natalie's going to have a field day with 
her. Someone else to keep up with her merciless workouts.”

“Oh Kevin,” Fatima sighed. “She's looking at me with those soft, needy puppy dog eyes that say
'I'm in desperate need of your boyfriend's dick. I've got a wet little cunt that I want so desperately to 
have stretched open until I ache.' Go ahead. Make her moan again. I'll bet the little whore will cum just 
from you giving her her first real cock.”

He unbuttoned his jeans and unzipped them, sliding them down to his knees as he pulled his 
shaft free from his boxers, moving to get in position before both of his hands grabbed onto her hips 
yanked her back as he slammed his thick shaft inside of her pussy, a wild groan escaping her lips as 
Elizabeth snapped a handful of pictures for his phone.

Leah placed both of her hands on the bed so she could push back, forcing her hips into his 
thrusting shaft, burrowing his dick hilt deep inside of her, eager to lean into whatever lunges he was 
throwing her way.

Fatima grinned and then reached forward to tweak one of Leah's nipples, pinching it firmly. 
“She's so adorably cute, Kev,” his partner told him. “Her tongue hanging out while you rail her on your 
generous cock over and over again. Say thank you, slut.”

“Thank you, sir!”
“Sir?” Fatima said with a frown on her face. She scrunched up her face and then spat directly 

onto Leah's face. “Try again!”
“Thank you Master! Thank you Mistress!”
“Better,” Fatima said, reaching a hand to ruffle Leah's hair like she was a favored pet. “Go on, 

Kevin. Fuck her stupid. Pound her pussy until you're ready to nut up inside of her. I rather like the idea 
of you flooding our lawyer's cunt to seal the deal. Do it. Beg him for it, whore.”

“Please, Master! Pour your cum inside of my mind and fucking empty it!”
Kevin would've loved to keep on thrusting into Leah, but her pussy walls were clasping on his 

shaft so tightly that he couldn't hold it in. His hands grappled hard onto her hips and held her ass 
against his pelvis as his cock began to drown the inside of her cunt with a healthy load of his jism.

There was a slight glowing around Leah when he did before she slumped forward, sliding off 



his cock and falling on her belly on top of the bed, as Fatima moved over to kiss him, her tongue 
tangling up against his until he could feel a second tongue running along his prick. 

When he pulled back from the kiss, he tilted his head, nodding downward, as Fatima looked to 
see that Leah had flipped around and was licking his cock clean of their combined juices, pausing to 
look up at them with a dopey smile. “Leah thirsty.”

Fatima gestured to the bathroom. “Go get some water from there, Leah.”
“Okay!” Leah said in a vapidly sing-song tone, hopping to her feet, heading into the bathroom.
“God, that really worked, didn't it?” Kevin said.
“Oh bollocks,” Fatima giggled. “She's looking in the cupboards. We should help her.”
They headed into the bathroom, where Leah was lifting the towels in the closet, as if water was 

an object she could find beneath them. Fatima moved over to the sink, filled a glass with water, then 
moved to hand it to Leah, who stared at it in confusion. Once Fatima helped her lift it to her lips, it 
seemed like Leah figured out the rest, drinking the water before smiling. “Thank you!”

“Why don't you go lay down on the bed and sleep, Leah,” Kevin told him.
“Okay!” Leah bounded off without a care in her empty mind.
“What can't magic do?” Fatima chuckled.
“Before we go to join her and have ourselves a little nap,” Kevin said. “We've got one other 

thing I wanted to talk about.”
Fatima was looking into the bedroom, watching Leah move up to lay down on top of the bed, 

curling up, not even using a pillow. “What's tha–”
When she turned back, Kevin was on one knee and was holding up a diamond ring in a box. 

“Fatima Davies, will you marry me?”
She started nodding, as she helped Kevin take the ring from her box and slide it onto her finger. 

“It's about bloody time, you pillock. Now let's go to bed...”


