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Author's Note: I chose to write the foreword for this book as I'm just working on the second quarter. As of my stopping point tonight, Alpha Creation has surpassed the threshold to be a novel-length work as a whole. I'm just now scratching the halfway mark for this series, and tonight marks the deadline I had planned for getting book five out. So much for that ambitious schedule. It could have been done, but I wouldn't have been happy with sloppy results for this series.
I've got new respect for people who work on novel-length projects. It's not just the extra words and planning involved. The covers take far more time when they're being painted, and doing a thorough edit consumes entire days instead of an afternoon. After the stylus and red pen are put away, then I've actually got to go through and make the changes to polish everything up.
Thankfully, I'm hoping to get book four at least drafted before I leave for the closest thing I have to a vacation every year. Hopefully published, but like I said, I'm not sacrificing quality to meet an arbitrary deadline. I don't have a publisher breathing down my neck to finish by a certain date.
Don't worry, I'll be taking my portable word processor with me, so book five won't be delayed because of it. In fact, the first half will take place at something like said vacation. There's a reason I'm glad it worked out this way, but you'll see what I mean when it comes out.
But for now, enjoy this maid I've been hinting at since book one. At some point before book four is released, Hayley's origin story, Maid a Bimbo will come out.
Addendum: Now that I'm about to publish this story, I'm hours away from leaving for said 'vacation.' This title took longer than I anticipated, so books four and five will have their rough drafts worked on at the same time.
And as much as I wanted to release it at the same time as this story, Maid a Bimbo still needs a thorough editing pass. I couldn't release it at the same time as this title and feel right about doing so. Time was running too short, and getting this book done properly before release took priority.
I say book five of Alpha Creation is getting worked on at the same time as book four, because a certain set of scenes in part five will take place in a similar setting to where I'll be by the time the first readers get hold of this book. Skipping ahead isn't my usual way of doing things, but you'll see what I mean when book five comes out. At this point, it's looking like a late-May, early-June wrap up for this series.



ALPHA CREATION 3:
CLEANING A MESS I MAID
I'd just finished tapping out an email to an 'expert' on these dogman things. After binging hours of his videos the night before, I knew the guy was certifiably insane. But so was my situation.
If he responds or not, whatever. I was hot off of finishing Maid a Bimbo, so I had a revision session and a cover to get cracking on. It'd at least keep me occupied until Elena got back from whatever the hell she needed my truck for.
Hayley's final appearance had to get hammered out. I pulled up the ImageShop file and settled in for the last tweaks that would take her from a nine-and-a-half to a ten I wouldn't be able to keep my hands off of. The original stock photo featured a girl stuck in the seven range, but 'Shopping photos was the part of my job I enjoyed most. When you're in the business of selling a fantasy, you damn well better make it great beyond the reader's imagination. Otherwise, what's the point in them reading your stuff to begin with?
She was turning out different from Elena, Gina, and the plan for Lauren. With a blonde, a brunette, and a redhead already here or in the works, Hayley had to be something different. Something exotic to make her more than just a random, hot chick in a maid uniform.
Something about an oval face, framed in a short bob sporting bangs, had always done something for me. As I adjusted the color of the black hair to have a touch of violet, inspiration hit me. Why couldn't her eyes be as foreign to what we're used to seeing?
I played with color until the irises made her whole face come alive. Violet eyes it was. They were rare, but perfectly in line with what was possible in humans.
With the face tuned and sculpted like an Italian supercar, I went to work on the rest of her body. In a rare move for my covers, I opted for the perfect handful of a grapefruit for her breasts. D-cups are great, but a graceful C-cup works far better on some women. Especially when they're all of five-foot-nothing. Having to use a step ladder to get into the cabinets while she's wearing that short, frilly skirt would make for some breathtaking scenery around the house.
A quick lengthening of her legs and a little more ass had her dialed in. I can't think of any changes that'd make her any better. Everything from the Cleopatra mascara to the kneeling pose made her look Bond-girl as fuck. The fact that she'd be so petite and submissive made me think of even more depraved things to do to her than I'd written in her story.
Saving the file as it was, I heard the chime for the front and back doors. The commotion in the laundry room told me Elena had come in from that way. I leaned toward the laundry room and asked, “So, what's this surprise you talked about this morning?”
She poked her head into my office and wiped at the sheer, pink skirt riding high on her thighs. “There's two, actually.”
I got up and walked around my desk. Once I was in the laundry room, a brown brick the color of cardboard nestled in the empty cat food bowl on the counter caught my attention. I pointed at it and asked, “What the fuck is that?”
“Frank left me a tip.”
I looked at the red stamp and knew exactly what it was. “No, no, no...” I was ready to shit an even bigger brick than the one I was staring at. “Please tell me this is a joke.”
“I don't even know what it is, but Frank told me you'd know how to have fun with it.”
For about the tenth time thus far, I wanted to slap her for stepping out of line. I pointed at the feline feeding trough on the counter. “One of the bowls is full of fucking cat food. The other is full of enough explosive ordinance to lift a freight train off it's tracks. Fucking why?”
She picked up the brick wrapped in brown paper, shrugging like nothing was wrong.
“You didn't actually fuck Frank and ask him for advice, did you?
“No, but I asked him for advice after you told me to make him think he fucked me.” Elena held up a brick wrapped in paper. The stamped 'C4' wasn't something I'd imagined. It was plain as day.
What was sitting on the laundry room counter could have blown the whole fucking house to splinters, complete with a federally mandated ATF investigation as a result. “What the fuck is wrong with you?”
“He's your old friend. It's a bonus, not the payment.” Elena shrugged again, a bit less than the last time. “How could this thing be dangerous? It feels like a block of clay.”
“That crazy son of a bitch!” I didn't know how to unload it, because even my shady ass didn't dive into those waters. Still, small amounts of it could probably be useful in getting rid of our groundhog problem.
Elena scrunched her nose up like I was being the unreasonable prick. “What's with the angry face?”
“Do you know deep a pool of shit you just got us into?” Frank's belt-fed machine gun was one thing, but getting caught with a brick of C4 from Frank was asking for a glove-snapping cavity search the next time I took a flight. I wouldn't blame the poverty wage temps of the TSA one bit for putting me through that, either.
And now you know why I don't take planes. Too many friends in some awfully low places on my end.
I pinched the bridge of my nose between my thumb and index finger. “Thank fuck I've never had anything to hide before your ass came along.”
The confusion in Elena's face was the worst part of it. “So... What did I do wrong?”
Aside from screaming 'fucking everything,' the only response I could muster was, “Well, god damned every aspect of the trip” Somehow I managed to frown and fake a smile in one facial expression. “Never accept payment in bricks of, well, fucking anything from him, alright?”
How the shit am I gonna explain having enough plastic explosives to make a dump truck disappear? She'd fucked up, beyond badly. “It's not like I can sell this. Anyone who'd actually use it, shouldn't be allowed to have so much as a butter knife.”
“Well, maybe that's a good thing. Better you than them, right?”
I hoped like hell she wasn't that dense. “Based on that comment alone, if you were my daughter, I'd have you spayed.”
“You won't blow people up. You've actually got something besides misplaced pride in your heritage to motivate you.”
That was almost smart enough to make me forgive her previous statement. Pushing Elena into the corner, I knew what I had to do. “There's a used car dealer I fucking hate, and he always leaves his keys hanging off the sun visor of whatever he drove that day.” After taking the paper wrapping off, our prints wouldn't be on it anymore. And if he just happened to set it off or get busted with it, I wouldn't have complained.
Elena stared back like I was sharing really specific information, because that's exactly what I was doing. “You're not killing someone with it.” She reached for the brick of kaboom again.
“Stop fucking touching that!” It was a remote possibility, but too much static electricity could make that block turn our acre upside down. Plastic explosives are generally stable, but risky enough to call for certain precautions. If you fail to take them, you wouldn't live long enough to realize how you'd just messed up.
She jerked her hand back before my fingers could whip against her skin. “Shit! Alright!”
I knew she didn't realize the full extent of her screw-up, so I tried to calm down. “This is the kind of shit that gets men in armored trucks to show up and raid the place. The only safe way to get rid of it is burning it.”
“Wouldn't that make it go off?”
Don't ask me how I learned about the stuff. My lips are sealed. “C4 needs a big shock to go off. Burning something is a slow reaction.”
Her head cocked to the side. “So why don't you want me to touch it anymore?”
“When you make a spark between yourself and someone else, that's static electricity. One good shock is all it'd take to set it off.”
“So we'll burn it.”
Remembering the context of the situation I was in, I caught why she'd probably shown up with it. “It's here for a reason, so I'm not sure we should.” It's like Chekhov's gun. If you mention a gun hanging on the wall, it had damn well better go off by the end of the story. The same could be said for a brick of plastic explosives that falls into my hands.
“So you think it's central to the plot. I don't like where this is going.”
“It's not like we know what's coming, so we might as well hold onto it.” Between bimbos, werewolves, and high-explosives, I knew shit was bound to go down at some point. Knowing my own works, it was all due sometime after I'd make Elena's redhead show up. “I think we can breath easy for now. But holy shit, things are gonna get wild later.”
Elena kept the same confused look on her face. “How?”
“What makes you think I know how shit'll pan out? If I did, I'd be doing something about it right now.”
She glanced around. “I guess you're right.” A little grin spread across her lips. “Wanna see what I picked up with my share of fucking Frank over?”
“Do I even wanna know?”
“Probably not, but you'll like it anyway.”
Every possibility between a new gun to a big basket of lingerie danced through my head. “The only thing I can be certain of, is that it'll help you get off.”
Elena sighed like she meant it, even though I knew she didn't. “How did you know?”
I squeezed the bridge of my nose again, closing my eyes as hard as I could. “Just bring it in here.” It was her money she'd blown, after all. Getting mad about whatever it was would have marked me as a grade-A asshole.



It took longer than I expected, but the sound of a heavy cardboard box hitting the laundry room floor made me stop painting Hayley. There's no telling what the fuck she's hauled in. When you wrote a person's entire personality, and you still don't know, that's when you're in for a shock.
“Alright, I bought it, so I want you to set it up.”
I hadn't planned on a construction project that day. “I'm finishing this damn painting before Gina gets home, so don't get your hopes up.”
A few pieces of metal dropped on top of the washing machine. “One of our fans at Binford's helped me pick out the hardware. All you have to do is set it up.”
Fuck.
“And I read the story about the maid. It's a perfect homecoming present for her.”
Curiosity got the best of me. I dropped the stylus pen on the desk and pushed the monitor away from my lap. “If you think I'm dropping work for some dumb project, you've gotta be—”
It was a large, deep box, but she hadn't bought just one thing. I stepped closer and realized she'd been on shopping spree.
Elena beamed, proud of herself. “And we get to write it all off on our taxes.”
The basics of a sex dungeon littered the bottom. “Well, shit.” I couldn't help chuckling. “This makes me want to forget about that C4 fuck-up. You did pretty good for yourself.”
She motioned her head toward the driveway on the other side of the house. “I even got the lumber so you can build a few things.”
I knew she didn't haul it to the truck herself. “So how much did you flash in return for some guy loading it all for you?”
She pulled the skirt up to until I saw a hint of her bald muff. “Only what I had to show.” Elena leaned in and grabbed at random straps. She came back up and smiled. “Wanna try this stuff out?”
It hurt like clocking yourself in the temple with a ball-peen hammer. “I can't. Too much shit to get done today.”
“Well,” she took a few bits and opened the door leading down to the basement, “I'll do what I can.”



The racket beneath my feet distracted me until I had Hayley within sight of being finished. All I had left was to do a bit of tidying up on her, and she'd be here. With plenty of time left before Gina got home, I decided to see how much of the whole mess Elena had set up.
As I got halfway down the wooden staircase, she asked, “Where's the drill?”
“In the barn with all the other tools.” I picked up a plastic Binford's bag and looked inside. “The guy you hassled knew what he was talking about.” A masonry bit and sleeve anchors, as well as a few eye-bolts rattled against each other as I set the bag back down on the floor.
“It's like screwing into the wall, except you don't have to find the studs, right?”
I shook my head. “You'll need a dust mask and safety glasses. I'd better handle this part.” Already blind in my right eye, I knew not to fuck around willy-nilly with tools.
She crouched down to start assembling what looked like the sturdiest sex swing I'd ever seen. Looking up, she winked. “You're the best.”
Drilling pilot holes and securing the anchors wouldn't take too long. I started back up the stairs as I asked her, “So, how do I keep your redhead from abusing the maid down here?”
Elena looked up again, honest confusion in her face. “Why would you do anything but join the fun?”
That's trouble ahead.



A dozen or so restraints had been bolted to the walls and the swing was, well, swinging. I'd even donated my retired climbing rope, a tire swivel, and a few other odds and ends to the cause. It was basic, but it was officially that basement sex dungeon I'd entertained a while back.
Elena stood with both hands on her hips. “I think 'the gym' is in working order.”
I liked the name, but we didn't have time for that first workout. “You'd better come upstairs and stay away from my office. Hayley's almost done.”
She knew the precautions I took with the figures. “How much more does she need?”
“A few details in her face are all that's left. She'll be a fucking stunner.” I motioned for Elena to lead the way up the steps. You know why.
My cock was hard enough to drive through the masonry as well by the time I was at the top. She took a left, I took a right. We had all of an hour before Gina got home, and I'd be hard-pressed to do the job well enough in that time frame. Elena and I had to have our own fun with our new housemate, after all.
	A little extra curve to her smile brought out the sultry yet innocent look. Yep, she was gonna be the kind of girl who'd do her best to make you come in seconds, and then apologize for popping you off too soon. While she wasn't the stereotypical bimbo, a girl like Hayley had her place in the harem I was building.




Fucking done! I saved the file and closed ImageShop. My attention turned directly to the figure on my desk. I had to see what happened during the exchange.
The same iridescent mist that had surrounded Elena and Gina seeped from its surfaces. At the same time, a far larger patch descended from the ceiling. Traces of a silhouette appeared in front of my blackout curtains.
As the figure faded away like a dying light, Hayley became more clear in my vision. As the haze dispersed, the minty jade of her form-fitting top caught my eye. She looked slightly ashamed at the lack of modesty with the way she twisted her body and held her hands on her breasts.
Her eyes were the first thing to move, darting around the room in panic. Hayley's lips trembled as her entire body shifted. “Where am I, and where is my Master?” Like in her book, she was only worried about the well-being of that Ben prick.
Shit, now I've gotta do that fun 'your whole life was a lie' song and dance again. “Follow me, you'll wanna sit down for this.”
The color left her face. “Has something happened to Ben?”
“No, but you'll take it far easier if you hear it from someone like yourself.” I started pulling her book's Riozon page up on my phone. Having been pulled out of a fictional world and into this one was Elena's expertise, having gone through it herself.



Elena and I stood above Hayley, sitting dead center on the couch like we'd staged an intervention. Now that Elena was running out of unbelievable truth to share, I cleared my throat. “So what she's really saying is, you're one of my characters I decided to bring to life.”
The lavender in her eyes almost lit up as she tucked her hands between bare thighs. “So that means you were my Master all along. I wondered why I wasn't wearing my collar any longer.”
“Woah,” I held up an open palm between us, “I don't want to own anyone.” I didn't believe in being a slave to anyone. For consistency's sake, I couldn't be a master either. “You're a member of this 'family' we've cobbled together.”
“Are there others?”
Oh shit! “Speaking of which,” I snatched my phone back from Elena, “Gina's on food pick-up duty, I guess.”
Hayley stood up and put her hand over my phone to keep me from calling. “Unacceptable.” She had the same look Samuel L. Jackson had when he yelled about mothafuckin' snakes on a mothafuckin' plane. “How much time before she comes home?”
I never knew when she got out. A new patient at shift change could hold her up for an hour or more. “No clue. Could be fifteen minutes, could be an hour.”
Hayley balled her fist up and stuck it between her breasts. She looked down and asked, “How stocked is your kitchen?”
“We don't have the fancy ingredients you're used to. If you can pull something off with what we have, I won't stop you.” Hayley had been here for all of ten minutes, and she was already pulling my ass out of a fire.
She marched into the kitchen. A few seconds later, I heard her mutter, “This won't do at all. Such a mess.”
Elena and I looked at each other, our eyebrows up. I couldn't help stating the obvious that she'd already read. “It's gonna get lively in there.”
“I've gotta watch this.” Elena whisked herself right past me. Leaning with her back against the archway, she crossed her arms and watched Hayley do whatever she was doing. Her mouth fell open before she waved over to me. “Keith, get over here.”
The sound of pans clanging together and drawers closing filled the air as I walked into the kitchen. Hayley's face was already turning pink as her panties soaked. I'd always hated watching people cook on TV, but this was some top-shelf entertainment. How she didn't lose fingertips as she came in the middle of chopping up tomatoes, I'll never figure out.



Gina sat her empty plate on the coffee table, her fork and knife clattering against the porcelain. “That was really damn good.”
I'd never had nicoise salad and some of the ingredients were missing, but Hayley had pulled off a dinnertime miracle. I scooted forward in the upright recliner, having let those three take the couch. “Yeah, I didn't think that would fill me up, but she nailed it.”
Hayley sat in the middle again, beaming with pride. “I'm glad you liked it. Does anyone need anything else?”
I looked at her. “Stop right there. You did good. Take it easy for a while.” Between the rush to prepare the meal and a dozen knee-buckling orgasms, I didn't know how she was still conscious.
Still in her ribbed sweater and panties, it probably took a lot of nerve for her to ask, “Do we have any shoes or pants I can put on? This isn't proper attire.”
Elena sat her plate down, the last to finish. She swallowed her last bite and responded, “Around here it is.”
Gina stood up and started pulling her blue scrub top off. The white undershirt hugged her body as much as Hayley's top. “Half the time, I'm wearing about the same thing as you when we eat.” She wasn't lying. Her scrubs were usually off within the minute she got home.
Hayley blushed as she tried to argue back, “But I—”
Elena stood up and interrupted as she grabbed Gina by the shoulders. “Oh shit, I've got something to show you two.”
Good lord. I got up and tried to help Hayley put the dishes away. “I'm kinda shocked you waited this long to show her what you came home with.” Well, aside from the block of C4 I'd already tucked away in the barn.
Hayley tapped the back of my hand as I reached for Gina's empty plate. “This is my duty.”
Heh. Doodie. Before I could start snickering, I reigned in my twelve-year-old sense of humor. “It's fine this time, but watching someone else do all the work around here'll drive me batshit.”
“I don't mind, really.” Her cheeks flushed as she took the plate out of my hand and stacked it on top of the others. “I'm very sorry for getting so out of control earlier. I can't help it.”
I just had to make her work a fetish to her, didn't I? “That's my fault, but it's kinda our thing here.”
“What do you mean.”
“After you get all that in the sink, follow me.”
“Why, what's more important than my work?”
Hoo boy. “It'll be something very familiar to you. Elena spent all afternoon setting it up.” A part of me wanted to take Hayley by the wrist and run. Whatever would end up happening once she got to the basement, it wouldn't be on the lighter side of things.
She nodded, stack of dishes sitting atop both hands. “Yes, Sir.”
“And no more calling me 'Sir,' got it?” Formalities were like steel filings in my gears.
The dishes rattled into the sink. “Then what should I call you, Si—” She caught herself just in time.
“Just call us by our names. Any man who makes you call him 'Sir' or 'Master' thinks he's above you. I can't stand people like that.”
In a kink sense, such words are fine, they're just not my thing. My problem is with people who demand people act that way in order to fucking draw a paycheck from some power-mad twat-waffle with money. That's textbook coercion, because it's not like people can turn it down when the alternative is starvation, eviction, or getting their car repossessed. Now you know why I enjoy working for myself!
Pin Head, our white kitten jumped on the kitchen counter. Hayley batted her away, insulted that an animal would even consider setting a paw up there. She turned back to me, warmth in her smile. “Then I'll call you,” her neck tensed as she struggled against her training, “Keith.”
I tussled her bangs as she got next to me, the top of her head reaching my shoulders. “Come on, I'll make sure they don't take it too far.”
She didn't say another word as we walked down the steep staircase. At the bottom, I knew Hayley saw what one half of our small basement had turned into. She huddled close to my back, hands on my shoulder blades.
Gina smelled the fresh meat first. “We want to thank you for that wonderful meal. Who knew a salad would fill everyone up?”
Hayley stepped around me, square in the middle of us. “It was no problem, really.” I knew she was blushing, even if she did have her back to me. Her tight, little ass turns pink too when she can't hide her gratitude.
Elena took one step toward our new maid and then waved her arm around the 'gym,' as she'd called it. “Keith and I set this all up for you. I know the kind of stuff you're into.”
I knew for a fact that it wasn't pure generosity on her part. But as I met everyone in the center of the room, I knew voicing my real thoughts would ruin how special Hayley felt the treatment was. Her newer self in Maid a Bimbo was the lifestyle BDSM sub, personified.
Gina took Hayley by the hand and walked her over to the suspension bar hanging from the tire swivel in a floor joist. “I didn't know about all of this until now, so they really wanted to surprise you.”
Is she doting over Hayley? Gina had demanded I create her, so I couldn't feel shocked at how my wife was treating her.
Hayley didn't offer a hint of protest as Gina adjusted the straps and held her by the left wrist. The sweater wasn't coming off this time. As the first cuff secured around her wrist, it looked like Hayley had just returned home from a long journey.
Elena noticed the excitement in our maid too. “Will you look at that? She's not nervous at all.”
Gina stepped around to do the other wrist from the front. “You're right.” She turned her head and looked at me. “Keith, you write some fucked up characters.”
They all were, to some extent or another. Most were almost normal, but some would be a psychiatrist's wet dream of a patient. “Be glad I'm not bringing Anya here. Ask Hayley, she knows her.”
Hayley didn't wait for the question. “The Headmistress taught me well. I'm proud to have been one of her students, if only for a month.”
With the kind of training that fucked up Russian could deliver, even a petite thing like Hayley could hurt a man in bed. While still being on bottom. “Keep in mind, Hayley's still human, not immortal.”
Elena whispered something in Gina's ear and darted up the stairs. From the moving path of her footsteps, she was headed for one of the two bedrooms. A moment later, they noise was above our heads. Someone was grabbing recording equipment from my office.
When the basement door opened again, she took the flight at a dangerous pace. Especially considering she had the camcorder on a tripod, and the magic wand vibe you had to plug into the wall. If you've read enough of my catalog, you know how fond I am of those things. It's because they fucking work.
“You, uh, care to tell me what the plan is with all that?” I snatched the tripod from her hand. “We'll need a shit-ton more light in here. The video will be grainy as hell like this.”
She ignored the grab, driving the plug for the wand directly into the wall socket closest to Hayley. “Then fucking go get some light.”
I hadn't planned on recording that night, but what a way to introduce Hayley to the channel. After our upcoming vacation we'd be setting up the part-time camgirl operation, but that was still weeks away. Hopefully I'd have Lauren here as well. Based on views on our half-dozen videos so far, we were on the cusp of something a damn sight more lucrative than erotica.
I ran upstairs myself, ducking into my office and grabbing two lighting stands propped up in the corner. As I dragged the heavy bastards down the steps, I knew Gina and Elena were running on fumes of patience. “Give me thirty seconds and we're good.
It took more like a minute, but I had Hayley spotlighted like a nativity scene. With the press of the record button, I pointed at them and then gave the thumbs up with both hands.
Like she was repeating words she knew by heart, Elena stared at the camera and started off, “We've got a new friend in our house, and I know you guys will love her.” She leaned into Hayley's personal space and ordered, “Go ahead tell them about yourself.”
A little pink flushed in Hayley's cheeks. “I'm Hayley Larson, and I'm the maid of this house.”
“I don't know if they'll believe you. Tell us what that means.”
Hayley felt less embarrassed. It was all over her face. “I see to the needs of the estate, especially to the head of the family. Is that you, Keith?” She stared right at me.
“My wife took my last name, so I guess so, if you're getting traditional about it.” I could handle being head of the family. Hell, I was the last surviving male on both sides of my family likely to reproduce. Every family gathering meant someone would bark and bitch at me to have kids already, which I fucking hated. Gina's mother was the worst about it, but let's not go off on that tangent again.
Gina had her own round of interrogation lined up. “So what do you think your role is, right now?”
“To please my,” she stopped talking and smiled at me, “family. That's what I've been told we are.”
Shit, now we sound like a damn cult. Not that taking a Beadazzler to a bathrobe and preaching craziness wouldn't be amusing. I couldn't help interrupting. “But who is your master?”
Queue the Jeopardy music. You could tell Hayley's mind was a battlefield between her training and what I'd said to her upstairs. With a nervous gaze, she looked and me and replied, “No one.”
I was damn proud of her. “That's right.”
Elena shot a 'what the fuck are you doing' face at me.
I made sure I made eye contact with Elena. “Hayley isn't beneath anyone here, even if she's more of a sub than The Red October.”
It put Elena at enough ease to pick up where she'd left off. She leaned back toward Hayley and asked, “What do you want us to do to you?”
Hayley, her voice still sweet and innocent as ever, made Elena look a fool. “Aren't you supposed to set the expectations?”
It got her ass a hard swat with Elena's hand. She handed Gina the wand and said, “Don't let her come until she's about to need an ambulance.”
Oh shit. My ass didn't look good enough to get in one the scene outside of the POV angle. My hands were just as tied as Hayley's here.
Gina didn't piddle around. The Hitachi roared to life at the highest setting. She stripped Hayley from the waist down with one swift pull at her white panties. The fact that my wife hadn't realized she was still in scrub bottoms herself amused the hell out of me. Why not tease a little insight into our lives?
Hayley's jaw clenched as the bulb of the wand pushed hard against her clit. Elena's hands crawled over her body from behind. From the finger in Hayley's mouth, to the hard grip on both tits under the sweater, right on to the fingers plunged in her cunt. I knew Elena was out for revenge over that bit of humiliation.
The sound of my wife's voice broke me out of the spell of ignoring everything else about the world. “Wow, she can fucking take it.”
She was right. Hayley hadn't uttered a peep, even as her face twisted like a victim in a medieval torture chamber. As her cheeks blushed apple red and you could have opened stubborn jars with her eyelids, Hayley refused to acknowledge that it was too much for her small body.
I nodded to Gina and then stared at Hayley. “You can come now.”
As she turned around to halt the wand, I knew Gina was rolling her eyes. But my wife knew who the director and wank-material expert was. Not just because I made it for a living, but because I'd made her ask 'what's wrong with you?' when bouncing ideas off of her on many occasions.
Elena was still working inside Hayley from behind. She pulled every digit out before she said, “I thought she was about to break my fingers.”
Hayley shuddered in place, her feet no longer bearing her weight. Her hands turned purple against the straps. Still, she didn't make a sound.
Gina flicked the wand to the lowest setting. “I guess we'll have to see what it takes to make her scream.”
Elena stepped around Hayley and gave her a quick tap between the legs. Hayley jerked, but she remained stoic. “I thought I would have liked going to that academy, but I don't know. I can't imagine what it'd take to make me handle an orgasm this way.”
Gina handed Elena the toy. “Go ahead, we'll switch places and find her breaking point.”
“Will you two fucking stop?” I forced myself between Hayley and the pair of sadists licking their chops. “She's about to pass out!”
Hayley gasped, barely squeaking out, “More...”
Both of them took a step back from me. “That's fucking enough, all of you!” I stared Gina and Elena down. “The first one of you that takes one step closer, you're getting turned into a fucking sow. You know I can do it.”
All it would have taken is painting a pig with the intention of changing them, and then finishing the painting. So long as either of them was within ten feet of the figure when I saved and closed the final time, we'd need to build a pig pen.
Elena cowered out first. “Fine, but you're doing the aftercare.”
Gina tried holding in the laughter, failing miserably. As soon as she collected herself, she said, “My husband, the fucking alpha male. That pig had better have wings.”
She turned and followed Elena up the stairs. I half-expected to hear the door lock after it shut, but it never did.
I turned my attention to Hayley, still panting as she hung by her wrists “Alright, let's cut you loose so you can rest.”
She fought to let out enough breath to speak. “Why didn't you join in?”
Because those two took too much pleasure in that. “I'm fine with just watching sometimes.” I knew I'd have to end the video right before I stepped in, but the rolling camcorder wasn't my concern at the moment. The whole episode lasted, what, a minute and a half?
I freed her legs from the spreader bar first, knowing she'd crack her head open on the bare concrete otherwise. Taking my time with the suspension bar's cuffs, I readied myself to catch Hayley. Sure enough, she slumped toward the floor until I could reach down and catch her.
“Easy, don't try to stand on your own yet.” Too many injuries from my dumbassed youth meant my back, hips, and shoulders wouldn't let me carry her up that cliff of a staircase. A life of whitewater rafting, caving, and skiing does that to you. Not to mention the wear and tear of backpacking up until I ran across that fucking thing. I'd shot my body before it was even out of its prime. On bad days, my joints sound like a string of firecrackers.
Hayley protested, “But I'm supposed to take care of everyone else. Why do you have to help me?”
Alright, your story was a little too fucked up. And I knew it was my fault. “What are you talking about? You'd never make it up those stairs by yourself like this.”
Her body temperature was dropping from burning hot to clammy, and fast. Anything I could have covered her with would have tripped her going up the upstairs.
“If I hold you up, can you make it?”
Hayley nodded, barely. I knew I had to give her a few more minutes. I backed the two of us against the wall and slid down, letting her legs rest on top of mine. The dusty concrete floor would have sapped the life right out of her.
“Easy. Just breath.”
Her chest inflated as she let her marginal weight rest on me. Pound for pound and inch for inch, she could take levels of punishment that would have destroyed Elena and Gina both.
Hayley sputtered before she sighed out, “I like to feel needed, though. This is what they want from me.”
“What they want and what's safe aren't always the same things.” At that moment, I realized I was more of a 'handler of bimbos' than I was a 'writer of bimbos.' As great as they are, holy shit, each one is a handful.
Hayley had enough breath to protest, hard. “But it's what they expected of me.”
“What they expect and what you can handle don't match here.” I had to find a way to talk some sense into her. I thought back to the context of her original story. “What did Anya teach you to do if you think you're in danger?”
“Yell the safe-word or tap out.”
“Did any of you talk about that ahead of time?”
“She doesn't with her Master.”
I put an open palm against my forehead. Because he knows her limits. Jesus, I hope nobody uses Bimbo Academy as a BDSM manual. It doesn't describe how sane people practice a dom/sub relationship safely, one bit.
Yeah, I went a little too dark and extreme for my own comfort level with that series. If you haven't read it, Anya's beyond fucked up in the head. It's why I'd never use a figure to bring her around these parts, for the sake of herself and everyone else under my roof.



I closed the bedroom door and tossed Hayley the same white business shirt I'd given Elena that first night. On Hayley, it'd almost reach her knees. “So, about earlier...”
Hayley dropped her ass on the edge of the mattress, barely making it move with her tiny frame. “It was wonderful, wasn't it?”
Holy fuck, she's a freak of nature. “You need to know your limits. I know those two won't look out for them.”
“But I had such a good time.” She pulled the half-length sweater off. Those C-cups were fucking glorious in their bare glory. “I don't know why you stopped them.”
“Because you were about to black the hell out. That's why.”
She put her arms through the sleeves, her wrists not quite punching all the way through. She pulled the cuffs back and rolled them over her forearm. “I can take it. I've been trained.”
The dark part of me wanted to pin Hayley down and fuck her inside-out. “You've been trained, but you were on the verge of making me call an ambulance just now.”
I heard the first whimper of Gina and Elena getting their rocks off on each other in the next room. Hayley paid no attention to it, focusing on her current person to please. “Do you need or want anything?”
“Yeah, I do.” Sitting next to her on the bed, I patted her on the knee and ordered, “I need you to rest up. Until you learn where to stop, you'll only answer to me. Got it?”
By now she knew a simple nod was enough to keep me happy. The relaxed grin on her face spoke bookshelves about the mental state hiding behind her eyes. “Can I ask you a question?”
“Shoot.” I started pulling my shirt off my back, ready to turn in early for once myself.
“I know you're looking out for what's best for me, from your perspective...” She blushed and hid her face. “I'm sorry, but I shouldn't ask this.”
“Do I seem like I'd get mad about an honest question?”
The worry on her face as she turned around made me pat her knee again. Hayley's breasts rose and sank with a breath. “Why would you be kind to someone like me? I'm nothing without orders.”
In writing her story, I had messed this girl up. “I would have called your former master a cunt, but he lacks both the depth and the warmth of one.”
Hayley cracked a smile, knowing the truth herself. “Ben was a kind man when I pleased him, but his orders pushed my limits too much at times.”
“We like our leisure time around here. Make sure you claim a share of it for yourself.”
“Will there be more family members coming?”
Uh-oh. Elena's redhead would be a problem with Hayley. “Yeah, probably just one more.”
“What will that person be like?” She leaned her head against my upper arm.
I put that same arm around her and let her temple rest against my ribcage. I couldn't help smirking. “The kind of person who'd put those two in the situation you were just in.”
“Man or woman?”
“Redheaded chick, and possibly dangerous, to boot. Elena dreamt up the idea for her.”
Her body relaxed against mine. “So who thought of me?”
I knew the truth would make her happiest of all. “I did, but Gina came up with the general idea of a maid.” Please don't creep this up and call yourself our kid. Fuck! please don't.
Hayley let out a soft giggle against my side and wrapped her arms around me. “So she had a role in mind, but you made someone happiest in that role. I think you're a kind man.”
“No, I'm quite the asshole. I'm just picky about who I direct it toward, and when.” I didn't know why I was being this open with her within two hours of us meeting. Something about Hayley put me at ease with myself, I guess.
Her cheeks felt like they were getting warmer against my skin. “Can I make a request?”
“Go for it. The worst that could happen is I'd tell you 'no.'”
She let go of me and crawled back to what was usually my side of the bed. As I turned around, she asked, “To cook properly, I'll need to run to the grocery store.”
Gina's paycheck would hit our account on Friday, and it was only Monday. “I tell you what, we'll make a trip for some basics tomorrow, but funds are tight for a few more days. Unlike Ben, I'm not a rich guy.”
The moans filtering through the wall between us and Elena's room finally got Hayley's attention. She raised her eyebrows and looked toward the source. “I can deal with that, but what are they doing in there?”
“Same thing they do to each other all the time.” From the sound of the loudest voice, Elena was getting reamed with the strap-on I'd bought during that buying spree. “You'll get used to it.”
Hayley tucked herself under the covers with only her fingers and head poking out. “They're,” her eyes darted around like she was trying to find the next word on the wall somewhere, “a bit different.”
I unbuttoned my pants and shot them down my legs. After peeling off my socks, I didn't look goofy anymore. “Considering the kinds of characters I write, they're right in line with what they should be.”
“Elena said you write bimbos.” Without a hint of shame, she added, “I suppose I'm one too.”
Hayley was different enough that I wouldn't label her one before anything else, but she wasn't wrong. “Yeah, but not all bimbos are the same. You figure that out when you come up with enough of them.”
As if 'maid' and 'bimbo' were badges of honor, Hayley glowed with pride. “You liked my cooking, but do you want to see what else I can do?”
I already knew what that entailed. “It's alright, you're wore out. Get some rest.”
As I pulled the covers over myself, her legs met mine. “But you know why I have to do this.”
Like those other two, Hayley couldn't be satisfied until she'd climaxed herself brain-dead. A petite chick in my white business shirt and a bob was an offer I couldn't turn down. When her lips met mine, I was past the point of trying to stop her.



Sounding it out like a sassy black woman, Gina hummed, “Mmhmm.” She shot me a playful stink-eye. “You just want a weekend alone with your new toy.”
It wasn't entirely false, but not entirely true either. Having Friday off, she was about to set out with Elena to spend the weekend a few hours away with some friends. “She needs a break from you two. Hayley hasn't even spent a week here, she's worn the hell out.”
“Well, I'll leave her documents up to you. I didn't know Frank was in that racket too.”
“There's shit he does even I don't know about.” I shut her door and leaned through the open window to peck Gina on the cheek. “Drive safe,” I pointed at Elena, “and keep her under control.”
Elena dropped the oversized shades from over her eyes. “I don't need babysitting.”
“I wrote you. Trust me, I know you do.”
She shot up one middle finger and grinned. “Whatever you say, Daddy.”
Goddammit! I tapped the steering wheel and backed away. “I love you, call me when you get there.”
“Will do. Love you too.”
Gina backed her Grand Cherokee onto the road. They were around the corner at the top of the hill half a minute later. A weekend at Kate and Luke's house would be a good introduction for Elena to our strange circle of friends.
As soon as I was back inside, Hayley ran up to me and blushed. “So, about that grocery run...”
Her maid outfit had been ordered that morning, and it was scheduled to get here on Tuesday. Gina was chomping at the bit to sew in the extra frills the moment it got here.
I couldn't turn Hayley down. She'd knocked every meal clear out of the park, and the house was even cleaner than when we'd moved in. The place looked as tidy as one of those model homes in magazines you know nobody lives actually lives in.
“I'm not sure we'll find everything you need in town, so let's make a special trip tomorrow to make up for what we can't find here.” Nashville, by itself, is fine. But when it's a trip to the farmers' market, you can sense the patrons patting themselves on the back for shopping there. As someone who almost used this land to grow for that bunch, I'll spare you that rant. Let's just say getting back to writing erotica felt like a safer bet, and a damn sight less irritating.
“When I organized the kitchen, I made a list of what we didn't have.” French cuisine was Hayley's specialty, but she wasn't ignorant of the basics for just about any other nation's plate. She handed it to me, embarrassed at the length.
Things like herbs de Provence, fingerling potatoes, and breast of duck were impossible to source in town. “Yep, we're heading to Nashville tomorrow.” Thankfully, you couldn't find those at the farmers' markets either. This is Tennessee, not fucking Portland.
“Can we run out now? The chicken for tonight has to marinate in dijon sauce for several hours and—”'
“I get it.” The yard needed mowing and I had some editing to do on Lauren's story. No way any of that was happening that morning. “Let me grab a few things, and we'll make a run to Wayne-Mart.” I hated the damn place with a passion. But once every three months or so, I'd find myself unable to argue my way out of a trip.



I'd stopped my truck somewhere in the middle of the massive parking lot, guaranteeing I'd waste a few minutes track it down later. Any time after noon on Fridays, the place was an asylum meant more for people-watching than shopping. I'd always though a bar with glass floors and walls up in the ceiling would make a killing in these places.
Hayley was dressed like she was ready for the gym in Elena's red tank top and gym shorts that left miles of thigh visible. At some point the next day, I'd have to get her something a little more formal that fit. Dressing like this was killing her, and she couldn't parade around maid outfit everywhere.
“Come on,” I waved toward the main entrance, “I don't want to spend all day in here.” I refused to go there with Gina. Somehow, she could waste hours in the place.
Hayley slipped the shopping list in my hand. “You know where things are here, so I'll let you lead the way.”
About halfway to the door, I heard a voice call out behind us. “Damn girl! Why you runnin' away? Whatever, I'd fuck your shit up anyway.” The local wildlife, in this case a specimen of homo redneckus, had spotted us.
I turned around and saw the culprit hanging out of the cab of his daddy's lifted dually diesel. Spotless and without a trailer hitch, of course. I couldn't help shouting back, “Judging by the size of your truck, she wouldn't know if you got it in or not!” I started walking backwards, both middle fingers held high above my head.
When I turned back around, Hayley's face was the color of a stop sign. “Do people around here really talk to women like that?”
“The corn-fed teenagers do. By the way, it's not on the list, but I need two giant baking potatoes.”
“Why?”
“If that truck's still here when we get out, those exhaust stacks'll never roll coal again.” We didn't stick around for the aftermath. Judging by the sound as they dropped, those taters lodged somewhere out of arm's reach.



About the time the setting sun softened everything around the edges, I cut off the mower deck. With the back lot tamed, it was time to check on that track in the creek. I'd spotted it as I rushed by, blades spinning. Something had gotten in there. Something big.
I shook my head at my mind's first thought. There was no way that damn thing had been following me. I couldn't warp the idea to make a lick of sense.
The old junker of a mower puttered alongside the creek until I was at the spot. The motor sputtered and backfired like a couple of gunshots before it finally shut off.
The bank cut out of our land dropped a couple of feet to the stream below. The mud always had the consistency of pottery clay. And sure enough, the track became more apparent as I got closer.
No fuckin' way.
I pulled my phone out of my pocket and dropped into the stream bed. Right next to the water, I saw what looked like a dog print. Except this one was bigger than my hand with my fingers stretched out. And several feet ahead, I saw a second and third in a line toward the house.
A few pictures, one complete with a pack of cigarettes for size reference, would make for a nice follow-up message to the crazy guy I'd contacted. If this wasn't the track that damn werewolf would have left, then you can fuck me dead.
I hopped out of the bottom and scrambled onto the mower. Nobody was going outside after dark. Even if I'd forgotten to take the garbage to the end of the driveway, it'd have to stay full another week. These fuckers were here.
After I'd parked the mower in the barn, I knew it was close enough to nightfall to be nervous. Every sound made me jump. That dreadful feeling I'd had several evenings prior had a damn good explanation now.
I got back in the house and pulled up my e-mail. Sure enough, the guy had replied, sharing his phone number to boot. I sent the pictures via text, along with the message 'right behind my house, today.'
My heartbeat returned to normal after a few minutes of staring at the screen. The only thing I could think about was why they were here.
My text alert dinged, almost clearing out my bowels. 'Definitely dogman tracks. Call me tomorrow afternoon.'
Shit. And only twenty yards from my house. I planned on lighting this place up like a stadium at night.
I couldn't handle the questions looping through my head any longer. Shaking my head, I got up and walked to the kitchen. At least I'd smell more than a hint of that olfactory food porn Hayley was whipping up.
She was waist deep in the cabinets under the counter, on her back when I asked, “What the fuck are you doing?”
“We had stains on the underside of the cabinets, so I'm cleaning them.” 
If she gets the house totally spotless, what's next? Sweeping the yard or hand-scrubbing the dirt floor in the crawlspace? I admired her devotion, but this was getting beyond insane. “I've got a new chore for you.”
“Yes, sir.”
She slipped again, but I let it slide this time. “After dinner, I want you to watch TV, read a book, or stare at the wall. Anything but work.”
Hayley stopped scrubbing and pulled herself out of the cabinetry. “I'm not working. I'm serving.” She had all the same conviction in her eyes as someone willing to die for their faith.
“Have you ever thought that you need to serve yourself sometimes?”
“When I was a bad girl, yes.” She started arranging our canned vegetable section back inside.
Jesus fuck. “As the person who made you this way, I'm ordering you. You'll take care of everyone else no more than eight hours a day, total. And you'll enjoy your time off.”
“But if I don't stay on top of everything, it'll spiral out of control.”
I pointed at the hole she'd just slid out of. “That is spiraling out of control. I can already eat off every surface in this house, even the litter boxes.” Seriously, Shit Head and Pin Head couldn't finish pissing without Hayley standing over them, scoop in hand.
She looked back up at me and asked, “Am I not meeting your expectations?” The hint of sexual pleasure from her work faded into the verge of tears.
Even a curmudgeon like myself melted in the face of that. “Hell, you've blown my expectations out of the water.” I crouched down, my joints going off like popcorn. “I know this is your passion, but it's okay to enjoy other things.”
“A maid is always on duty.”
“And that's fine, but you're running out of stuff to do. Like, while everything's in the oven, what do you have left to clean?”
She turned around and looked around the room, her eyes stopping on the refrigerator. “You could help me move that so I can clean the floor underneath it.”
“That's exactly what I'm talking about. Why does that need to happen?”
“Gina said it came with the house, so who knows what's under there.”
I stood back up. “Who needs to know what's under there? That's the kind of cleaning you do when you get a new fridge.” And like hell was I gonna fuck with disconnecting the water line for the ice maker. “While the food's baking, we'll do anything you want besides cook, clean, or anything else domestic like that.”
“But if I can't do any cleaning after we eat, what about the pans and the dishes? They have to be cleaned.”
I shook my head and closed my eyes. “Leave them for the morning. It's not like we need every plate and fork clean.”
“If I can, I'd like to make it eight hours total through the day, then. Doing it all in one shift won't do.”
It was finally getting through her head. “That's fine.” I reached my hand down to her as the oven beeped. “It's preheated. Throw it in there and we'll worry about the rest of these cans later.”
The thought of leaving a job half-finished was killing her. “If that's what you need me to do, then I will.”
I watched her knees shake as she slid the pan of chicken and potatoes in the oven. As the door shut, I could tell she was coming. Hayley clenched her thighs together and balled her fists at her sides.
“That didn't take long.”
She turned around, mortally embarrassed. “It's happening more often the longer I'm here. I think you know why.”
I thought back to her book. Even my choice of words could have caused it. “I'm not exactly sure, but you know your story even better than I do, having lived it and all.”
“I don't have to climax when I serve, but I have to be beyond satisfied ahead of time.” She looked like she was telling me her most dreaded secret. “Twice a day usually keeps it under control.”
It was the kind of issue I couldn't fix. Hell, even the best head-shrinker in the world couldn't dent this problem. It was as central to her biology as eating or breathing.
Something about it didn't make sense, though. “I never wrote that as part of your character.”
“The Headmaster did this to me.”
It wasn't included in the book, but it was exactly what I'd have made Alexei Smolensky do if I were writing from his point of view again. “I guess I shouldn't have faded to black when you went for your final exam. Whoopsie-doodle.”
She took two steps toward me. “Well, showing you how to fix me for a while is what I want to do while the food's cooking. You might pull it off in thirty minutes.”
It's not like I hadn't been fucking her the whole time she'd been here. In fact, I'd barely touched Gina or Elena since Monday. Hayley had definitely become the 'teacher's pet' of the harem.
She walked past me, right into the laundry room. I followed, seeing her open the basement door without saying a word. I ducked into my office to grab the camcorder, stopping myself before I had my hands on it. If this had to be like those damn academy exams, I'd need both hands free. To hell with getting it on video.
Hayley was already bare-assed naked by the time I caught up with her. She stood in front of the swing, hands clutched in front of her cunt, waiting for me to help her up. Even when she wanted you to do the unspeakable to her, Hayley always remained demure.
I nudged the same shoes and clothing she'd worn earlier aside on the now spotless concrete floor. “What do I need to do, exactly?”
She couldn't help grinning. “When it happens, you'll know.” As I lifted her by the waist, Hayley lifted her legs for the thigh cuffs. “Even if you think it's too much, don't back down.”
With her wrists strapped against her legs, I had complete license to drop trow and do what mammals like us were made for. But this wasn't meant to be a simple quickie before supper.
I nudged the swing to put her in motion and then stepped over to the pegboard of toys I'd anchored to the wall. The ball gag was my first instinct, but I loved the way she cried out, almost too much. Elena and Gina had taken their vibes with them, now synced to Gina's phone for the trip.
It wasn't my go-to option, but the orange massager that looked like you'd split an egg down the middle called my name. Designed to hug onto the hood over the clit, I knew it'd do it's job while I worked on making my own fun.
As I squeezed both sides, it locked on Hayley's delicate folds with an audible click. I pressed the nub on top once, making her throw her head back in relief. The poor girl did that every time you started touching her.
I bent at the knees again, my joints popping less this time around. The kind of orgasm she was asking for meant I'd have to get some kind of bed or couch down here. My mind went off on a tangent thinking about the logistics of that for a split-second until a soft moan snapped me out of it.
One finger hooked upward, gliding inside her without a bit of resistance. I followed it up with a second, wanting her to squirt like she had in her book. If that wouldn't be intense enough for her, she was beyond my ability to help. I'd thrown that facet of her character in to ramp up the sexual tension. I didn't think about the real-world implications it'd create after Hayley arrived here.
“That's it, thank you.”
She so fucking polite, she's polite while fucking. Everything about Hayley made you want to adore her, and adorable isn't a trait I'm normally drawn to. But somehow, she was pulling it off by embracing her vulnerability and outright celebrating it.
The last thing I wanted was to break her, but it's what she needed to function. Plus, she was already broken to begin with. Having made her this way, it was my enviable responsibility.
My fingers batted away at her g-spot as I turned up the clamp vibe to it's highest setting. Going at it until I felt like the bones of my knuckles would fly apart, her voice echoed off the cinder block walls. Hayley wasn't on the cusp of coming as soon as it stopped. She was on the brink of bringing my office down on top of us.
As long as the vibe kept going, she was stuck in that screaming, limb-locking hell that felt like heaven for a while. The sight and sound of it all made me pull my fingers out of her. She still wasn't coming until I allowed it.
I grabbed the climbing rope and pulled on it with all my weight. It loosened the carabiner holding the swing's height in place so I could undo it from its loop in the rope. I moved it up to the next one, raising Hayley a few inches. Now she was at the perfect height for my dick to take over where my fingers had left off.
I didn't want to waste time by doing anything more than opening my zipper, but let me tell you, squirters can make the ungodliest mess. When you learn women can do that in the backseat of your prized Mustang, it seems like a bug, not a feature of the fairer sex. It's one hell of a thing to experience first-hand, though.
As I got the last of my clothes off and tossed my boxers into the far corner, I held her steady. Hayley knew what was coming, smiling like a fool as her head rolled around. I couldn't help giving her a light slap on the cheek, knowing it'd prime her for one hell of an explosion.
Hayley looked at me, nodding as she fought to keep her eyes open. With an upward thrust, her mouth opened as I hit pay dirt. The whimper that came out of her mouth could have raised a dead man, in his pants, at least.
The second push forced her eyes shut the instant before her head shot back. She tried belting out words of consent, not quite forming anything you could call English. Putting a hand behind her head and forcing her to look at me, I knew she wanted even more.
Buckles, loops, and straps clattered all around her as I kept my pace. She could come, but only when it would make my climax something you can't help bragging to your old drinking buddies about. Between her lack of weight and the position I had her in, the fact that I hadn't used lube was lost on me.
Hayley's body tried contorting. “That's it!” The restraints held her firm, vibrating in place until her entire body was blushing and tensing up.
She wasn't coming until I did, though. The longer the torture held up, the harder she'd break. Gina wasn't wild about the whole orgasm denial thing, and Elena could only take so much of it. But Hayley was begging for it without saying a word.
The soft pad of her g-spot compressed under the force of my tip as I rammed into her as hard as I could. As the head slid past and then back over it, Hayley sounded like she was trying to break the two basement windows. The longer I kept it up, the more tension I felt building in her thighs.
That combination of the bottom of my cock grinding against her entrance and the head crashing around up top was like a cheat code. Every part of my body worked toward ramping it up just a little more. My arms, legs, and torso worked in unison to split her in half.
Anything that looked as delicate as her pussy had no business being that fucking durable, though. The dripping wetness and searing heat inside her combined with the elastic resistance of her walls. Supposing he's real, God couldn't have created a more perfect cunt himself.
I realized my eyes had slammed shut. My breath stuttered in violent jerks as my thighs started trembling. I could have stopped and let her suffer, but this had to be enough. Otherwise, the neighbors barely in sight of our house would call one of my deputy buddies to check on things.
Everything about it felt right. Here I was, balls deep in the kind of girl I'd had a thing for since I'd started masturbating more than twenty years prior, and she wanted me to make it even worse for her. Teenaged me would have high-fived my ass.
On the edge myself, I closed my right hand around the buzzing vibrator. It clicked open, but I pushed it down to maintain the contact. My hand was numb in seconds.
As the rush from sack, inside my hips, and up my shaft took its course, I pulled my hand back. Dropping the vibe, I put my hands around the small of her waist and buried myself deep. A swell of warmth hit my stomach as Hayley screamed in gratitude.
My balls pumped as I put all I had into emptying myself. Two extra spurts extended the true bliss for a couple of precious seconds. As the new warmth cooled down to a chill, I knew I'd turned her into a human water pistol.
I held myself up against the swing's webbing. “Got-damn!”
Hayley kept whimpering as her pussy twitched from entrance to rock-bottom. Even with how much I'd came, her pleaded for one more drop.
It came in one last echo of my climax. That's all it took for me to my hips back. The sensation of pulling out felt like I'd tried fucking a light socket.
My hands clenched the straps as I fell forward. The slight drop and rise back up from the swing threw my legs for a loop. They stepped forward out of instinct, my weight forcing Hayley even further up.
As I regained my bearings, I leaned back. I knew Hayley was an absolute wreck, shivering and making the metal pieces of the swing rattle. As she settled down, I undid the wrist straps attached to the thigh restraints.
Her arms fell back, dangling like she'd gone full rag doll. This chick could handle her climaxes like a functioning alcoholic handles the liquor. Always in excess, but whether out of tolerance or sheer force of will, it didn't keep her from living life.
My lungs burned as my pulse settled down. “Holy shit,” the fact that I felt cold meant she had to get some cover, “don't tell me you could have taken more.”
Hayley's lips parted, but no sound came from between them. She nodded, barely.
Maybe that redhead won't be too much for her after all. I knew Gina would tap out, and Elena probably would too. But since Elena came up with Lauren, that'd be her own damn fault.
I released the cuffs around Hayley's thighs. When she stayed on the backrest of the swing, my legs relaxed a bit. Even if she was barely half my weight, I could barely hold my own damn self upright.
Hayley's body crept down the slide until her feet touched the floor. Holding herself up with arms caught in the webbing, she was hardly stable herself.
By that point, I was within shouting distance of my baseline. “I'll help you upstairs.” The one minute alarm for the oven timer hadn't gone off, as far as I could tell, but I didn't know if we'd hear it in the basement either.
Guiding her back up the flight of stairs, inspiration for an after-care space struck me. But we'll get into that later.



Hayley was wearing my ass out, but in a different way. It wasn't just the dozen or so stops we had to make for all of her ingredients. Somehow, she'd convinced me to drop money on sheep's milk cheese that cost thirty bucks a pound.
Supposedly, it's leaps and bounds over feta or mozzarella on salads. Hayley even knew which wines to pair it with. And sure enough, she convinced me to spend half a Benjamin on a bottle of sparkling Vouvray to go with it. When it comes to wine, I'm a Mad Dog 20/20 hobo-juice kind of guy.
Thankfully, the guy at the wine store counter only asked for my ID. I'd planned on another visit to the 'night court' the following evening. Hayley could drive, so why not let her do the grocery runs from now on?
As we walked out, I asked, “Alright, anything else?” The full heat of the day had set in, and the air conditioning in my truck hadn't worked for a couple of years. We needed to hit the interstate, and soon.
Hayley ran down her list as soon as we were in the front seats. “Everything's checked off. That's it.”
I'd thought about stopping at a restaurant to thank her, but I knew Gina would throw a fit about how much I'd spent again. Not having a garden in the works that year bit me in the ass, because Hayley was picky about even the variety of vegetables. Lucky for her, I'd done enough heirloom gardening and farmers' market crawling to understand the varieties she tossed out like slang. Not many people know the difference between a Nantes and a Danvers carrot, even while looking at them.
“But you know,” her added comment made my heart sink and my wallet hurt, “there is one thing I could get plenty of mileage out of.”
Shit. “What's that?”
“A bag of lemons.”
The fuck? “Why?” There was no way she'd use an entire bag unless she had lemonade in mind.
She smiled, proud of her encyclopaedic knowledge of the domestic arts. “We've got hard water stains in the shower, and they're great for cleaning the cutting board with a bit of salt. I used a lemon a day when I served Ben.”
At least a bag of them wouldn't be hard to find. “I would ask if lemon juice would work, but I know better by now.” Every argument I had for a cheaper alternative had been shot down with brutality and more knowledge than I could comprehend, all day.
Knowing I could pick up a bag of lemons within miles of home, I took advantage of Nashville's network coverage. Too many stretches of I-40 between there and our off ramp dropped all signal.
“Sorry to be that guy, but I've gotta make a call.” Sitting at a stop light, I scrolled down to Michael Reece's info. Hayley didn't know about these dogman critters yet, but she'd get an education. I couldn't put it past her to step outside at night.
The phone rang twice before he picked up, his voice filling the cab of the truck. “This is Michael.”
I paused for a moment. “Hey, this is Keith Ross. I sent you a couple of pictures yesterday.”
“Yeah, those are fine tracks. How long have you been seeing 'em?”
“Yesterday's the first set, but I know something's been around for several days. Plus, there's that one incident I emailed you about.”
Hayley looked at me like I'd claimed I was Winston Churchill, and the Mongolians were about to invade Nashville armed with salad forks and kazoos. Before I looked away from her, she pointed at the phone and mouthed out, “Who is that?” I held up one finger, signaling her to wait.
“Now the one you saw in Montgomery Bell. How tall was it?”
I didn't know exactly, but it was big enough to make me feel tiny. “Ten to twelve feet. I can't tell you for certain.”
“And it's fur?”
“Jet black, like it was darker as the night around it.” I shuddered recalling the fucking thing. “The eyes glowed like you shined a light through an amber beer bottle.”
Hayley's head cocked even further askew.
“What would you call it?” Michael had a bit of edge in the question.
“A fucking werewolf. This 'dogman' term is new to me.”
“Describe its legs for me.”
I went into more than just the legs. “Imagine a giant wolf on steroids, walking upright on its hind legs, with a torso like a man's. Shoulders and all.”
“And this was about what time?”
“Eleven or so at night. I can't tell you the minute, exactly.”
I slowed down for yet another light. Looking over at Hayley, her eyes were about as big as that damn thing's. Something in her face told me I had the benefit of her doubt.
Michael cleared his throat and asked a question that should have clued me in. “Have you ever had any dealings with the occult, witchcraft, or demon worship?”
You could argue that Druce was a connection there, but my encounter was before I'd even met him. “No, I've never even played Dungeons and Dragons.” Something told me listening to Alice Cooper didn't count, either.
“What did it do?”
Now I was getting into the shit that made me shiver. “Well, I heard it walking from several hundred feet away, definitely on two legs and heavy. As it got closer, I shined my light at the noise and saw those eyes bobbing around.”
“What about when you saw the whole creature?”
I took a deep breath and gathered myself. “I knew it was huge by the time I saw all of it, but it had a posture kind of like a gorilla with its arms. Those weird, giant raccoon-like hands were almost dragging on the ground. It just walked up to the edge of the campsite and stood there for a couple of minutes.”
“What did you feel or think at the time?”
Imagine a sense of absolute doom and hopelessness. Then you'll scratch the surface. “I can't describe what I felt. It was like my soul was getting sucked out of me.”
“You're not the first person to tell me that.” He hemmed and hawed for a few seconds. “What about its head?”
“Like a giant wolf grinning at you. Its ears looked as pointed and overly long like its teeth.”
“And you mentioned it just turned around and walked away after a bit.”
At that point in retelling the encounter, my breathing idled down a bit. “Yeah, like I wasn't worth the hassle.”
You could hear him thinking over the phone. Finally, he said, “Were there any orbs of light or glowing dust around it?”
The significance of that question was lost on me at the time. “No. Other than the fire and my flashlight, it was pitch black out there.”
“You never dealt in the dark arts, and you didn't see any strange light around it. That sounds like an animal encounter instead of a spiritual one.”
I'd always thought it was a flesh and blood creature, but this mysticism shit was losing me. “Do you think the one around my house is the same critter?”
“If you're less than fifty miles from the first sighting, possibly.”
Fuck. “So how do I deal with it? I can't bar the doors and windows every night.”
“There's not much you can do. Avoid going out in the dark, and pray to The Lord for protection.” He said that last part like it was the solution, not a sarcastic addition.
I fought to keep from rolling my eyes, even if he'd never hear me do it. “So I'm just gonna have to avoid this thing. That's all I can do?”
“Not exactly. They'll do whatever they want to. If it wants to be seen or get aggressive, all you can do is pack up and move.”
Something about that pissed me off. We'd just got the place in October, and now this thing was trying to chase me off the one acre I had dominion over. “Not a chance of that happening. We looked too long and hard for this place.”
“I tell you what,” Michael sounded like he was stretching out a branch he didn't offer frequently, “I'll be in that neck of the woods in a few weeks. Would you be willing to help me do a field investigation?”
“That depends.” I wasn't setting foot in Montgomery Bell State Park, ever again.
“If you have a couch I can crash on, I'll set up trail cams and do a surveillance watch.” What he said next almost made me ass-end the Civic ahead of me. “So, do you think there's more than one?”
If it was an animal, it'd have to eat, shit, and fuck like every other living being. “I can't say for sure.” The thought of dealing with an entire pack had my spine hovering near absolute zero.
“I tell you what, you caught me right before I'm doing a show, so you want to talk more later tonight?”
“Sure.” I had to explain it all to Hayley anyway. Driving past the exit for Montgomery Bell again would make it hard, but she had the right to know more. “I guess I'll let you call me. It sounds like you're a busy guy, and I'm free all night.”
“Will do. God bless.”
I cringed on the inside, but I was used to dealing with holy roller types. “Go with God, brother. Later.” The low din of static cut off when the call ended.
Hayley set right into digging for answers. “So, did I hear what I think I just heard?”
“Yeah.” I took the last turn before the I-40 ramp. “I've seen some weird shit in my time on this earth.”
“But really? A werewolf?”
I shrugged my shoulders. “You just showed up in this world. How weird is a giant wolf walking on its hind-legs, in context here?”
Hayley's eyelids spread even further apart. “But right behind the house? Why didn't you tell me about this?”
“Well,” I curled up one side of my mouth, “if the first thing I told you after we met was exactly this shit, how crazy would you think I was?”
“Have you told Gina and Elena?”
“Yeah, they know about the first encounter. Elena figured out what's going on now on her own,” I stuck an index finger straight up, “but don't say a fuckin' word to Gina about this new stuff.” Honestly, I didn't know if my own wife believed my first encounter, real as it was to me.
Hayley taking it all in stride threw me for one hell of a loop. She added, “After the academy, I knew the world wasn't as simple as I thought it was, but this is insane.”
“You're telling me.” Her story was crazy enough, but mine added layers on top of her batshit reality. “I'm a character in a story, just like you were, so who knows what's gonna happen.”
She calmed down, staking my mind down in the middle of a cyclone. “Another you is writing our life, so I'm sure you really know the ending, deep down.”
The fucked up part was, Hayley wasn't wrong. Werewolves, bimbos, magical figurines, and a fucking brick of C4... I had to agree with Elena. This couldn't end well for everyone. “That's not very comforting. Just saying.”
“I don't think you're crazy.”
Also not comforting in the slightest. “Sweetheart, I hope like hell I'm nuttier than squirrel shit and someone's ready to snap me out of it, every fucking day. I don't think this Michael Reece guy is any less crazy than I am, though.”
Her bimbo training didn't warp her stance on the spiritual side of things one bit. “He did get a little heavy with the religion stuff. Not gonna lie.”
Elena, though, was another matter. “I've been recording my phone calls for years, so I'll run the whole talk by her.” Who knew a former fundamentalist would be an asset in my pocket someday? I didn't realize that possibility when I thought her up from a vague character idea about a year prior.
“How would she know anything about this Michael guy?”
“She grew up around his type, not that you'd know it by being around her now.” Having been raised by the sort who made her swear chastity to her own father, and having been engaged to a mega-church hustler, she was a walking encyclopedia of Evangelical, nutcase thinking. And holy shit, would she have a storied history to share when she came back home.
But for a while, at least, it felt like the world around us started to calm down. Little did I know the full impact of reaching out to a stranger like this.
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She leaned forward and asked, “First question, do you have a significant other?”
“I don't know why that matters, but no.”
“Good. Your family history is almost spotless too. Your children will be lucky to get your genes.”
What the hell? I watched Dr. Clare's face, still looking down at a clipboard in her lap.
“Your pay for this study is based upon certain tasks and benchmarks you complete. Is that acceptable to you?”
I knew I had lowered my eyebrows. “I guess, but I still don't know what I'm supposed to be doing.”
Dr. Clare finally looked up at me and snapped, “For now, answering a few more questions.” She blew a few strands of hair off her forehead and continued. “Are you straight, bisexual, homosexual, or other?”
“Straight,” I droned, making my impatience clearer than I intended.
“Your current occupation is listed as office assistant. How do you feel about leaving your current employer.”
“I hate the place. If the money's good enough once I know what I'm supposed to do, I'm gone.” It was a dead-end of a shit job.
“Excellent.” Dr. Clare extended her foot, popping her heel out of her shoe. “Now that I know you're a potential subject, I can tell you more. Are you still interested?”
“I guess, but only if you tell me what this is all about.”
“Grant,” she change in her tone threw me for a loop, “you have a gift, and it's one that needs to be shared with the world.”
A little praise always went a long way with me, but answers went even further. “And that is?”
“In case you didn't figure it out from the name of our organization, we deal primarily with human genetics.” I saw Dr. Clare smile as she uncrossed her legs and stood up. “We pay for prime genetic material, and you're a diamond in the rough.”
* * *
The chatter of ass kissing flooded the muggy night air. It was the only thing I could hear until the soft beat of heels pulled me by the ear. I looked back for a short glimpse of the source. God in Heaven.
Her hands were clasped in front of her hips, head and shoulders as low as they could be. The posture screamed chastity, but everything else about the girl lit my fuse. It took a cock-hair of a second to figure out what was going on.
That's the future Mrs. Boyce. The blonde kept several feet behind the reverend, the posture of her criminally tight body revealing shame in his presence. But her ass was worthy of a ballad from Steel Panther.
Reverend Douche Incarnate didn't even acknowledge her presence. “Gentlemen, our financial report for this month is disappointing.” He paused as no sound came from my left. “Explain this.”
The bravest of the sycophants chimed in. “Brother Boyce, our congregation has only grown ten percent in the past six months. Are you sure this kind of expansion is wise?”
“If it's for His glory, all will pay off,” one of them rattled. I began to salivate, gradually moving my eyes up that golden yellow skirt. “Our congregation has grown at three times that rate for the past four years. This is only a hiccup.”
Alright, fuck this guy. I opened the left corner of my mouth, sneaking out a, “Tssst.” Nothing. “Hey...”
Jack and shit. As fed up with the lack of service as I was with the circle-worship next door, I poked the girl in the small of her back with a rigid finger.
Still nothing. She wouldn't even acknowledge my presence. Her entire world revolved around that table and the bullshit emanating from it.
Ego sum alpha. Et genua parere. I leaned in her direction. “Hey, listen...”
* * *
That shame is the only thing I can't stand about her. “Listen, stop complaining and come sit down next to me.”
She tried to fight against it to the very end, but she did exactly as told. Elena kept a little distance between us, fidgeting in place as soon as she was down to my left. I knew I had pushed her limits.
Turning to stare right at her, I cupped her chin in my right hand. She averted her eyes, pouting those plush lips. I grumbled my frustration and then said, “Look at me.”
“This is too much for me to handle, Grant.” I never let her chin turn, even as she tried to make it. Finally, she got the message and locked eyes with me.
Ego sum alpha. “Listen very carefully.” Et genua parere. “That modest church mouse stuff has got to go. There's no shame to have about your body.”
Elena relaxed, her eyes widening. “But I’ve always been taught that—”
“Drop it. There's a better way to live.” The brainwashing of fundamentalism was deep in her, but it was time to set her free from all that creepy garbage. “You've got a body worth worshiping, and you've got far more to offer than just being a damn housewife.” 
“Then what am I supposed to do,” she caught herself cracking a smile and forced it into a disapproving frown, “be some kind of harlot?”
That's a word I hadn't heard anyone use in a long while. I focused my intent and said, “You'll be my harlot, and mine alone.” Her eyebrows slacked and her neck ended all resistance. “You're more than just a broodmare for a husband or a church. You live for being admired now.”
“I do?”
“Why not? If you've got it, why waste it?” I watched her smile return and added, “Any straight man would climb mountains just to worship the ground you walk on.”
“So you think I'm that great, huh?”
What's with this damn insecurity about herself? She's rockin' and doesn't even know it. “Losing a beauty pageant killed your ego every time, didn't it?”
“I didn't lose many, but yeah, it hurt when I didn't win.” She was totally relaxed now. “Like I didn't measure up to what I should be.”
“That's a load of crap.” I let go of her chin and moved my hand down to her shoulder. “I don't know how to describe you other than the most stunning woman I've ever seen.”
Elena blushed with her cheeks, shoulders, and what little of her breasts I could see. “I was always told to look out for guys like you.”
Flattering that towel right off of her was kinda the goal, so at least I knew she wasn't dense. “Caught me red handed.” I moved my hand down a little more, sliding a finger underneath where the towel held onto itself. “You're not complaining, though.”
“Travis never talked to me like this,” she didn't stop me as I tugged against the fold, “but I like it.”
The friction in the towel gave way and it fell to the mattress. Jesus tap-dancing Christ. “Why would you hide yourself?” I was already salivating. “Have you ever looked in the mirror?”
Elena started to reach for the towel. I leaned over and put my hands on top of hers. She looked at me, her eyes trying to waver away from mine, finally settling in a direct stare.
I fought to keep the gaze intact. Those perfect handfuls she called tits and what I thought might be a bald slit called my name. I resisted, somehow.
* * *
I pressed harder against Brooke until she begged, “Just let me go, please.”
“Not yet.” The way her strength gave in told me she was about to break. “You've got dirt on everyone big in this town. How do I get Boyce to back off?”
“I don't know.” Brooke tried fidgeting out of my hands. Her legs dragged as I forced her over to the couch.
“Sit down and don't move.” My head started to hurt from all the orders.
Brooke crossed her arms and legs, slouching in her seat. “He'll get his way, you know.”
“Yeah? He can go fuck himself.” I started toward the folder. “What's your ball in his court?”
“I've been a member of the church since college, not that its any of your business.”
“That's rich, coming from someone who's nosy for a living.” I grabbed the file and started rifling through the pages. Behind the surveillance photos of Elena, I found a three page bio on her that GeneFactor had compiled. I looked past it and found what Janus had been talking about.
'Comparative Analysis of Thought Induction Techniques' It had Janus A. Rickard, PhD as the author, dated about five years ago.
I read through the synopsis quickly, glancing up constantly to make sure Brooke stayed put. Apparently, Janus had been experimenting on his own with Patrem Delta's side effects.
I flipped through, scanning for the meat of what he hinted at being a help to me. '… the author notes that forced induction is best achieved while the subject(s) are distracted by physical stimuli. Traits subject to change can range from mood, up to personal beliefs.'
Motherfucker. He knew exactly what would happen. The file dropped back on the counter. I got back to Brooke, standing directly behind her and putting my hands on her shoulders.
She flinched and tensed up. “What's your plan with me?”
That's when Elena opened the door, not a scrap of clothing or any other cover on her. “Brookie?” Her eyes were wide, like she had just realized a speeding truck was heading right for her.
“So that's the kind of thing you're doing now. Travis was right about you, whoring around like this.”
I squeezed Brooke's shoulders harder and leaned down. “That was a mistake.”
“You'll both end up burning in Hell. It's never wrong to tell a sinner that they're on a path of destruction.” She still wasn't trying to get away, but the tone of her voice felt like acid. “You should feel ashamed of yourself, turning my friend from from the light.”
“Elena, come over here.” I watched her trot over without an ounce of embarrassment. That bug in her personality had been ripped out like a garden weed by this point. “Explain to your friend here why you're happier now.”
Leaving both of them to their own devices, I heard some heated chatter as I slipped into the bedroom. Physical stimuli, huh? I had just the thing for it in my nightstand. 
I slid the drawer open and got it out. Long, white, and with a motor that'll make your hands numb just from holding it, I'd put the wand to good use on Prime Recipients and Elena. More for my entertainment than anything else, but none of them complained. Hell, Elena even gave it a name.
Putting it behind my back, I strolled back into the living room. The smirk on my face got their attention. “Elena, it's time out.”
“What did I do wrong?” It was our term for her 'punishment' when she let shame come back.
* * *
“You'll never believe this, but Boyce is getting married next Saturday.”
“What?” I knew I'd stolen his fiance and made her my own, but the guy moved as fast as me. “Who's the unlucky girl?”
“Elena and I both know her, but the church is in an uproar.” It was like Brooke was stifling a laugh for a moment. “You won't believe this.”
After all the shit I'd been through, that was a bold claim. “Try me.”
“Alright,” she took a breath and finally let the giggle out. “A good ten percent of the congregation walked out when they learned he's marrying a girl who just turned eighteen. It's backfired on him hilariously.”
“Couldn't have happened to a nicer guy.”
“The people who stayed are taking it like the word of God Himself, so it's been weird there lately. Even I would have started having doubts after this, before you changed me, anyway.”
“Glad to hear it,” even the conversation couldn't hold me back. I gasped and tried to carry on. “So what's this mean for me?”
“This new girl is heading up Camp Purity. And it gets even weirder from there.”
“I'm not sure how you're finding all this out, but I'm listening.”
“I've,” I knew Brooke was smiling by the way she let it out, “got my ways.” From irritating reporter to scheming whore of Unity Fellowship Baptist. “I'm sure if I tell you she's at Camp Purity until the day of the wedding, you won't do anything untoward with that information.”
“Never.” I couldn't hold back my own grin, largely because of the miracles Elena kept working on my shaft. “Is she my type?”
“You'll like what you see.”
Elena sucked hard, finally delivering me from edge-of-climax limbo. I couldn't stop myself from groaning, the warm fuzzies of release washing over me.
“I guess Elena's with you.”
I caught my breath and saw my knuckles turning white against the steering wheel. “She's closer than you think.”
“Grant, you're the worst kind of pig.”
“Hey, I'm only getting married to a nineteen year old. Don't compare me to him.”
“Wait,” Brooke gasped on the other end, “what?”
“You heard me.” Elena gulped and got to cleaning me off with her tongue.
“You didn't.”
I couldn't resist patting Elena on the back of the head for her service. “What can I say? I'm a lucky man.”
“Maybe you're right, or maybe you're a prick.”
“You're still on my side, though.”
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