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HAREMLIT FACEBOOK GROUPS


Check out these Facebook groups that support the Haremlit community to find your next favorite harem tale!

	Dukes of Harem - https://www.facebook.com/groups/dukesofharem 

	Haremlit Readers - https://www.facebook.com/groups/HaremLitBooks 

	Harem Gamelit - https://www.facebook.com/groups/HaremGamelit 

	Romance for Men - https://www.facebook.com/groups/1324476308314052 





ABOUT AWAKENING ANGELS


Jeremiah thought he held all the power. Then Alyssa unlocks Grigori secrets from a silver case—hidden after the tragic night that left him alone. Kelly's golden succubus aura surges. Alyssa's magic mesh knits their minds. Their summer quest ignites.

After connecting clues from an enigmatic briefcase and dark diaries, their destination is clear: a Montana PO Box holding pulsing stones of protection. With Kelly and Alyssa's powers awakened, they race into the night to rescue friend Jenn from a dark cult's ravenous claws. Her chilling call echoes as they careen toward destiny.

An epic summer quest tracks Jeremiah mastering mayhem as Carmen and Lexi serve their angels on their knees. Multiple points of view follow the mystery of their connected threads and entangled generations.

They must claim their ethereal legacy. Or lose everything.

Awakening Angels is the second book of Our Ethereal Legacy, Mack Landry's spicy paranormal urban fantasy harem saga.


To those who understand that struggle is part of the path and still press on in hope, knowing that light will overcome the darkness


Keep your face always toward the sunshine—and shadows will fall behind you.

— Walt Whitman


AWAKENING ANGELS


PROLOGUE: FAR DISTANT PAST
IRISH COAST


Mist clawed the emerald path before them like banshee fingers, Grancha Hezekiah Yeqon’s cloak sodden with gorse. His staff thudded through the Irish bog toward the harbor, a one-man procession with no choir behind him. A Welsh Puritan exile, the man still bore the mental scars of the post-’44 Millerite rapture that never came—prophecy curdled into a wound he would not let heal.

“America’s remnant,” he’d thundered after a pause, the phrase a splintered prayer he kept driving back into his own heart. The bog became his church aisle, the mist his wayward flock, as he paced toward the docks, lips moving over sermon lines while he haggled coffin-ship passage and nursed a new brotherhood in the ruins of the last.

His ten-year-old grandson Zedekiah—gangly, eyes devouring Irish wilds—halted. "Grancha, what are these stones?”

He squinted at a scatter of rainbow-hued shards glinting in the mud. In one, purple veins pulsed with Seelie blood through a deep emerald base; in another, gold flecks glimmered in azure granite. Nearby, a low rise of similar stones lay neatly arranged, and at its center an even dozen shards rose in a stacked column. Unseelie curse.

“Slag, lad,” Hezekiah growled, voice like gravel on the path. “War-shards. Angels’ blades clashin’ demons’ fangs. Magic twists chaotic—Gaia’s rot. They’ll go back to the soil. It drinks the magic down to the Fae realm, recharges the bog as it drinks ’em back. Leave ’em, my son.”

Zedekiah nodded.

“C’mon now, boy, a ship waits for no man,” his Grancha grunted. But once his back was turned, the lad scooped up the stacked dozen. Warmth hummed, lines glimmered like stolen heartbeats.

“Chaotic?” He thought to himself and pocketed the stones deep; his pulse thundered. “Horde power, lads. ’Til it bends to Sweet’s blood. Seelie dark is the path to walk.” He recited that line the old man repeated in his brotherhood sermons. Horde power was the lesson he’d learnt.


PART ONE

ENTWINED


CHAPTER 1
MEMOIR HAZE


PRESENT - JEREMIAH

I opened the passenger door and let Lexi slide into the front seat. As she settled into the leather, my brain finally caught up with the present.

Spending the afternoon writing about the past had left me pleasantly adrift—carried along on old memories, not really paying attention to the world outside my laptop screen. Now, with Lexi tucking her trim body into the seat beside me, all the pieces of the current day began to snap back into place.

“Wait,” I said, watching her smooth her skirt over her thighs. “You’ve all been planning something, haven’t you?”

Lexi giggled, that familiar mischievous grin lighting her face as she shook her head.

“You get lost in your thoughts too easily, Master,” she said softly. “I’ve learned to play along. You don’t remember today is a special day?”

I closed her door and walked around to the driver’s side, stealing another look at the stunning redhead who’d been at my side for nearly two decades.

“Are there a lot of things still to do before the party?” I asked as I slid in behind the wheel, hoping to pry loose a few more clues from my devoted lover.

I knew it was my birthday. It had only slipped to the back of my mind while I was buried in the past. I knew my girls would plan something, and I knew they’d enjoy watching me try—and fail—to guess what it was.

Ironic, really, for a man with the kind of powers I had over other people’s thoughts.

Lexi smiled and leaned over to kiss me as I started the car. Her lips were still as soft and certain as they’d been that first summer, the way she always seemed to need to seal herself to me for a moment before we moved.

She pulled back slowly, eyes bright.

“I have no idea what you’re talking about, Master,” she murmured. “I just know that Kelly and Carmen have something nice for you.”

I put the car in reverse and backed out of the office lot, the routine of it automatic. Even as we turned toward home, my thoughts drifted, tugged backward again to everything that had led to this day, this life, this impossible, ordinary drive with Lexi at my side.

PAST - JEREMIAH

I woke up in the same place I fell asleep, alongside my family of four women. Finally, Alyssa, Kelly, Alexis, Carmen, and I reunited in my house near campus. I wasn’t sure if I had moved at all during the night because Carmen was curled into my chest on one side, and Alyssa mirrored her on the other. I looked past Alyssa and saw that Kelly and Lexi had pretty much stayed clutched together through the night as well. I didn’t want to disturb anyone, so I lay back, enjoying the heat of my lovers’ bodies, and mulled through my thoughts.

I was surprised that thoughts of my father bubbled up first, and I realized that I harbored a lot of latent anger toward him. I didn’t know how to place my anger since I hadn’t thought of him for much of my life. He was like a void that had suddenly been filled with a thick, opaque gas; the more I thought about him, the more bitter I became.

The thoughts seemed misplaced after all the activities of the previous day. I looked forward to a few days of rest and reconnection with my four lovely girls. The thoughts of my long-dead father just didn’t seem to fit. I would have to think more about that, I concluded regrettably. I thought about the safety deposit box key I had left on the table. I wondered whether Alyssa had stored it somewhere safe and whether it contained anything of interest.

I felt some stirring against my chest and looked down to see Alyssa looking at me with a sleepy grin. She combed her fingers through my chest hair, then bent and kissed my nipple. I combed my fingers through her hair and held her cheek in the palm of my hand. She pressed into it, then slid up my body to kiss me.

“I love you, J,” she said, curling into my neck and squeezing me gently.

“I love you too, Aly,” I replied, kissing her head.

“I felt you thinking just now,” she said. “I’m glad you’re processing your emotions without freaking out.”

“It’s hard sometimes, babe,” I replied. “But you were right about all the stress I’ve gone through lately. I’m going to try to give myself a break.”

“Would you two gringos keep it down?” Carmen joked. “This chica is still recovering from the serious fucking she got last night.”

“Oh, poor you,” I said, winking at her.

Carmen crawled up my reclined body, leaned over, and kissed me, and Alyssa too. Then she rolled off the bed and started getting dressed. She waved at us to join her. Aly and I slid off the bed, dressed silently, trying not to disturb Kelly and Lexi, and followed Carmen up the stairs.

“I wanted to talk about yesterday,” Carmen said when we reached the kitchen.

“What about it?” I asked, already dreading the question.

Alyssa started a pot of coffee while I sat down at the table. Carmen slipped into my lap and hugged me, then combed her fingers through my hair. Her tenderness surprised me. She was usually not so demonstrative of her affection.

“Jeremiah, I know something happened with you, something emotional and disturbing.” Carmen said softly, “I don’t know how I know. I felt that you were hurting… or sad, maybe panicked. Please tell me what that means. How can I possibly feel that hundreds of miles away?”

I looked at her, seeing the concern in her eyes. I was surprised at how concerned she was acting. She was usually so aloof.

“It’s a long story, Carmen. Are you sure you want to hear all of it?” I asked.

“Yes, J,” Carmen said, “I need to know. I don’t understand why we’re so connected. Please help me understand.”

Her vulnerability, along with her affection, broke through my defenses. I laid out my whole life story, starting with what little I knew about my father and family. I figured she’d need to know my entire backstory before understanding how emotionally frazzled I was yesterday afternoon. Alyssa brought over two cups of coffee for Carmen and me, then sat beside me and sipped her tea. The whole story took about ten minutes to relate. Carmen continued to listen attentively while she sipped her coffee.

“He was fine, Carmen. His outburst was out of character, but he’s been taking on a lot with all of our changes. He needed to release some of the pressure, get out of his head, and get some rest. I woke him from his nap just after you guys got here,” Alyssa said, “With our linked minds, you tuned into distress as you got closer, and maybe it grew stronger the closer you got.”

“The sadness and panic were strong a couple of hours out. Then it quieted. I guess the nap explains that.” Carmen said, “Totally weird to be wired into each other. I felt the same feelings this morning before your talking woke me up. So why are all of us synced into you like that?” She looked at me with one eyebrow cocked.

“I dunno,” I said thoughtfully, frustrated with my lack of knowledge. I took a deep breath and looked at Alyssa.

“We think it’s because of how he fixed each of us and the deep connections we built, aided by the intense sexual activity.” Alyssa explained, “Jeremiah’s power entangles his mind with people he adjusts, and a sexual connection seems to strengthen that connection.”

Carmen thought for a moment before talking it through, “You didn’t fix me until the hotel,” she commented. “At first, after we met, I was fascinated with you. I got to know you more when we traded emails. The night we met at the hotel, we fucked in the room, then I had my breakdown, and you fixed me. Then after dinner, I got to know Aly a lot better.” She giggled. “And then the fling with Becky, so hot. Then, after my run with Lexi, all five of us—you got so overwhelmed. That was when I first felt a deeper connection.”

“Yes, remember, Jeremiah’s ability fixed you, then we all had—a lot of sex. My theory is we got entangled from our mutual sexual connections.” Alyssa said while I nodded, “We don’t understand any of this well. I hope I can research Jeremiah’s family and track down some clues.”

“Well, however it happened,” Carmen confessed, leaning into me, “I want you to know I love being this close to someone, even if I don’t understand any of it. Thank you for being honest with me.”

“I’ll always be honest with you,” I said, “with all of you. I’m amazed by your understanding. I don’t think I would handle it as well as you.”

“Maybe it’s because we can also sense your feelings and understand your heart that it’s easy for us,” Alyssa said, hugging both of us. “You are an amazing man, Jeremiah. I love you so much.”

I was silent. I felt numb. Part of me was grateful for their unconditional love, while another part was skeptical of any feelings they might have. I carefully guarded my thoughts, not wanting to disturb either of them. I plastered a smile on my face and hugged them both.

Carmen suddenly smiled, “Your powers, can they make me do something?”

“I’m not sure I understand,” I asked hesitantly.

“Can you control me?” Carmen said and raised an eyebrow, “Like you did the first time with Kelly.”

“I didn’t mean to with Kelly. It wasn’t control, I didn’t force her.” It was more about lowering her moral restrictions,” I explained. “I completely remove any moral boundary she had toward sex… and clothes.” “I grinned. “I didn’t even realize what I’d done until Aly, and I did experiments, and she helped me plot what we call your moral curves. It was accidental, and I’m not comfortable trying to repeat that mistake.”

“C’mon, Jeremiah, I don’t know what that feels like. I always have to be in control and fight myself.” Carmen said, “It might be fun to feel what it’s like not being so morally bound, and just free my mind from the shit I’ve been through.. Alyssa can watch and make sure you don’t hurt me.”

I looked up at her, not understanding why she would think that would be fun. I frowned for a second, then shrugged. I pushed an image of her getting on her knees and pulling down my shorts.

“You’ve done that before,” Carmen said, “and nice image, by the way. But I don’t want a suggestion. I don’t want to act on your fantasy - I want you to control me. Force me. Make me get on my knees.”

“I don’t want to do that, Carmen,” I said softly.

Her slap was a complete surprise, stinging my cheek and turning my head. I snapped my head back to look at her, eyes darkening with rage.

My mind snapped into sharp focus, and I shoved my earlier thought along with a barrage of my will. Like a puppet bereft of strings, she crumpled to the floor in a heap, then pitifully crawled and knelt at my feet, subservient. I looked at her furiously, my mind forcing her to kneel, to keep her head bowed. I stood up and towered over her, my face red from her slap. The control in the moment was like a drug, and it shook me how naturally I’d grabbed at her puppet strings.

“What the hell was that?” I shouted.

Alarmed at the suddenness of it all, Alyssa gasped and stood up and wrapped her arms around me.

“Baby, calm down,” Alyssa said soothingly. “Carmen wasn’t thinking.”

I shook my head and rubbed my jaw. Slowly, feeling Aly’s calming thoughts, my anger cooled, and I looked back down at Carmen. She wasn’t moving. She was breathing lightly. Her body bowed in the submissive pose I’d pushed her into. I took a step back, and Alyssa knelt beside Carmen to check on her.

I felt my mind drop the puppet strings, freeing her from my hold. My mind quickly checked her morality curve, and it seemed intact. This was something completely different from a modification or my first impulsive shove of Kelly’s resistance. It was drastically different—I took control, and it felt dangerously good. I was shocked at the ability, and the feeling of power was like pulling energy from Carmen as she slumped to the floor. I was simultaneously aroused, shocked, and disgusted at how easily I could do that.

Slowly, Carmen lifted her head to look at Alyssa.

“I guess I shouldn’t have done that,” she said softly.

“Are you okay?” Alyssa asked. “We don’t know what any of these means.”

“Jeremiah released me after you calmed him down.” Carmen said quietly, lifting her eyes to me, “That was amazing and scary and … well… I’m not sure if that helps you understand your powers more.”

“Why did you do that?” I asked, still a bit miffed at the whole situation.

“I figured you’d need a push,” Carmen explained, getting to her feet.

“What if I didn’t want a push?” I asked, expecting her to answer.

“J, I’m sorry. I was out of line.” Carmen said, “But I would feel safer if you knew more about how your power works. It’s fine if you don’t ever use that part of your powers. But if you don’t know how to control it, something might happen a lot more dangerous than a little bump on the head.”

I nodded my head slowly, understanding her point. If I didn’t understand and know how to control my power, I might cause another accident, including physical and psychological harm.

“She has a point, Jeremiah,” Alyssa said. “I know you are hesitant to use your powers. I think you’re smart to think that way. At the same time, you need to be able to test and use your powers safely.”

“This is a bit too much,” I offered. “Who would willingly trust their bodies to me? Complete control of someone physically? Mentally? That seems too much to ask for a test.”

“I trust you, Jeremiah,” Alyssa said, looking at me earnestly.

“I do too, J,” Carmen said, and pointed at my head. “Because you think like that. I know you’d never take advantage of someone, especially not a stranger. If you wouldn’t hurt a stranger, you wouldn’t hurt me.”

I looked at both of them, amazed at their trust in me. It would be a dishonor to their faith to say I didn’t believe them. I sat back in my chair and ran my fingers through my hair. I exhaled as I thought about the implications. I wanted to remind them that my first push was with a stranger—Kelly. But from that point, my shock at what I could do, especially after repeating it with Lexi. Seeing the results. That was my strongest lesson to treat my power with care.

“I’m scared of what I don’t know.” I finally admitted. “What if I keep pressing my powers, and they keep growing? Like, we have this mesh of minds now. The sex we’re having is beyond anything I’ve ever felt.” Carmen tilted her head, then nodded. “It’s scary to think about what I could do if I used my powers all the time. I’m beginning to understand why my father vanished.”

Carmen and Alyssa slid their chairs close to me. They leaned against me and kissed my cheeks. I wrapped my arms around them and enjoyed the closeness.

“Carmen, you’ve got to let me decide these things,” I said. “Don’t try to force me to do something, especially if I don’t fully understand it.”

“I know, J. I’m sorry,” Carmen said.

“Alyssa, I’ll need your help,” I said. “I’m not going to start testing until I know more about the things I can already do well. I need to know their implications and why we’re so entwined. Is it possible that the combination of these… side effects causes the enhanced sexual experiences? What can you discover?”

Alyssa paused, and seeing my earnestness, nodded.“Okay. Well, first. I think we need to study your family. Your father indicated it was hereditary. Is there a genealogical record of your family tree? From there, we might get some clues. Do you know anything about your father’s family? Other relatives?”

“The only thing I have is his name, Isaiah Jackson.” I said, shaking my head, “He was born in Montana before WWII. That’s all. If my mother knew more, she took it with her to her grave.

“Was there anything else that came with the letter you got?” Aly asked.

“A box of stuff. I told my Uncle Tommy to put it in storage.” I replied.

“I’d like to look through that if you don’t mind?” Alyssa asked.

“I need to talk to him about the house today. Do you want to come with me?” I asked.

“Sure, after breakfast, let’s walk down.” She replied.

“Breakfast sounds delicious,” Carmen said, “It’s time I got to know the kitchen a bit better. You two relax and wake up Kelly and Lexi. I’ll have breakfast ready soon.”

Alyssa and I slipped down the stairs to the basement just as Kelly and Lexi were sliding off the bed. They still looked sleepy but also a bit disconcerted. They started slipping into their discarded clothes from the previous night, when all of a sudden Kelly lurched, then sprinted to the bathroom, shutting the door.

“Did something happen?” asked Lexi. “We both had a weird dream about Jeremiah and Carmen.”

“Well, yeah,” I answered honestly, no longer entirely disturbed by everyone’s mutual entanglement.

I explained what Carmen was curious about and what happened upstairs. Lexi frowned while Kelly reappeared from the bathroom, dabbing her lips with a towel.

“Are you okay, Kel?” she asked, then looked to Alyssa. “Is Carmen okay?”

Kelly nodded wordlessly while Alyssa answered, “As far as we know, Carmen is back to normal, but Kelly, are you feeling okay?”

“Yeah, it must have been the pizza. Maybe I’m sensitive to gluten. I forgot my stomach can’t handle everything well,” Kelly sheepishly explained, “What happened with Carmen?”

“She wanted me to control her, then pushed me into it by slapping me,” I confessed. “I snapped, and I didn’t know I had the ability until I lost control and just took over….” I lapsed into silence. “It’s frightening, but I want you all to know that I’ll never do that again with any of you without your permission.”

Kelly looked up at me, her smile returning; she walked up and hugged me, “I know you wouldn’t, Jeremiah. I love you.”

“I think we need to all talk about it. Are you feeling good enough to eat?” I asked, “Carmen is making breakfast, and I don’t want to hide anything from you.”

Kelly nodded and rubbed her belly. “I do feel better, and I can probably eat whatever Carmen prepares. She’s an excellent cook.” We all filed downstairs and gathered around the table where Carmen was just setting out dishes and a breakfast of grilled sausage, scrambled eggs, and toast.

“We need to do a serious menu planning and grocery run.” Carmen said as we sat down, “The cupboard is bare!”

“We will, but we need to talk about what just happened,” I said after a bite of eggs, “How it felt… when I pushed into you, Carmen.”

We all quietly ate our food as she mulled over her thoughts. The activities of the previous night had left us all hungry, but the food suddenly took a back seat to our thoughts. Slowly, Carmen looked around at each of us, sharing a look with Lexi before focusing on me.

“Well, first of all,” Carmen said with a smile but in a serious tone. “It wasn’t unpleasant. Not at all. It never feels uncomfortable being so close to you. When you assumed complete control, like a puppet. But I also felt… Safe. And like, all of you were there, and would protect me. I didn’t feel threatened or frightened.”

I looked at Carmen, “My control, or something else, my emotions?” I asked.

“Yeah, I knew you were in a rage from my slap, but I also felt how much you loved me. In that instant, you… took over… left me in a heap. I completely understood everything about how you felt.” She said softly, then looked at me shyly, “It was overwhelming, but it felt protective. Like a correction, not a punishment. More like you stopped me from doing more harm, I felt completely safe, honestly.”

I looked at her quietly, knowing that I was hurt and angry with her in the moment. But my reflexes were also to protect her, to keep her safe, to stop her from getting more hurt, or angry, or anything… My love was fully there, behind my automatic snapping of control.

“I never want to hurt you, ever,” I repeated in a hush.

“I know that, Jeremiah,” she said.

She walked around the table, put her arms around me, and kissed behind my ear, pressing her warm breasts into the back of my neck. Her closeness was like a balm, and I felt much more relaxed. I looked at each woman in my life and repeated the exact words.

“I don’t ever wish to harm any of you, and I’ll need your help to keep me safe,” I said, making eye contact one by one. “From myself, and from hurting any of you.”

A quietness settled over the table, then smiles returned.

“We have to unpack that truck, or I’ll owe another day’s rental fee,” Carmen said. breaking the spell.

We all went to unload the van. After about 30 minutes, the living room was full of boxes and bags, while the truck was empty. Kelly followed Carmen to the truck rental facility while Alyssa and I showered and changed. When we were done cleaning (after getting a little bit dirty), we returned upstairs. Lexi was sorting through the boxes, making a stack of things for storage and another for daily use.

When Carmen and Kelly returned, we all pitched in to take their daily items downstairs to one of the spare bedrooms. We’d arbitrarily put three armoires in one room and two in another. Alyssa and I claimed the room with two as our dressing room. Carmen, Lexi, and Kelly were happy to share the other bedroom, which was a bit larger. Kelly wasn’t quite finished with getting the right amount of furniture for each room. Each of us had an armoire for clothes and a chair. The next project would be to completely outfit the basement.

I looked around the basement, filled with five people’s belongings, and realized it was a bit warm with all of us working nearby. I whistled quietly, which surprisingly got all of the girls’ attention almost before the air slipped between my lips.

“Let’s take a break upstairs,” I said quietly, then turned and walked up to the living room.

I knew the girls would follow, almost felt their willingness, their obedience. It felt different than the snap of control, more like a mutual agreement, or a negotiation we made silently and amazingly fast. I felt drained after the event in the kitchen, but I focused on each of my girls for a moment as we gathered into a circle, our words unspoken, and placed our arms around each other. Kelly was on one side of me, and Alyssa on the other, my hands wrapped around the forearms of Lexi and Carmen; we were all connected, physically and emotionally. The vibrations of power coursing through us were palpable, but I refused an impulse to pick up their puppet strings.

Alyssa, my rock and anchor, would keep me safe and counter my tendency to overthink and over-dwell. Her thoughts and knowledge of how the mind works and processes information inspired me to be careful yet trust her understanding of my power. We all needed her knowledge and reason.

Kelly was my first conquest and my greatest mistake. She saw me through; her connections and plans made this crazy family possible. Her positive attitude and devotion to her sisters and me would keep us all safe.

Lexi, my little one, is small in stature but so potent and physically adept. An acrobat and an athlete, she would drive us to keep our bodies healthy, just as Aly would focus our thoughts; her vitality would strengthen us.

Carmen, the adventurous, feisty, sex-crazed minx. She probably had the most sensual experience of any of us, yet here together, she was as content as a napping cat. Her sexual thirst was still there, but we all filled her. Her sex drive and willingness to trust and love each of us would bind us more and more together; she linked us together.

My thoughts turned inward, and suddenly I was tired, and my control lapsed. My power welled up in that void, snagging their puppet strings reflexively. The girls sagged into me, submitting to my power and control. They sighed like they were relieved that they were in the hands of their Master. They sank to their knees in their love and devotion to me. In their supplication, they also held in their thoughts each other and their mutual devotion. My power over them seemed to course through my veins, my thoughts, and even my soul. It tasted wickedly good, and for a moment. I craved taking their leashes and chaining them to me.

An echo of Aly’s thoughts soothed me as I struggled at the precipice, and I relaxed my grip, letting their strings fall. They rose, their posture returned, and a buzz of energy filled our bodies. They came to their feet, eyes blazing as they looked at me.

The sexual tension was palpable, and without a word, we stripped right there. The five of us merged into a warm pile of willing and eager flesh. Connecting and disconnecting as our bodies merged and parted. In the haze of what I could only understand as a hive mind, we pushed towards the physical feelings of bliss and passion. Lust flowed through our bodies as our gasps and moans echoed in the living room.

It was effortless lovemaking, enjoying, seeking, consuming, and arousing. The room took on a golden glow as our bodies moved in a slow rhythm that built until we were all on edge and panting. As our breaths quickened, then with a communal push, and shouts of joy, we climaxed together. Our wills intertwined as I released and clung to each of them. Then everything went black, and I slept.

It was the ringing of the telephone that awoke me. It was like a bell in my head as I regained consciousness. I was flat on my back; Carmen’s head was on my thigh, her lips still touching my glazed shaft. Alyssa was on my chest, her warm breath washing over my sweat-damped hair. With my arms wrapped around Lexi and Kelly as I slowly fought the pull of sleep and realized the phone was ringing.

I slipped from the pile of bodies and stepped to the phone, pulling it off the cradle and saying shakily, “Hello?”

“We’re you napping, Jeremiah?” Thomas asked with a laugh. “I’ve been calling for the last five minutes.”

“Something like that,” I said with a smile, looking back at the pile of warm, naked women groggily returning to consciousness and sharing kisses and hugs before turning to find me, smiling broadly.

“What do you need, Uncle?”

“Well, you said you needed this box of your father’s,” Uncle Thomas said, “I wanted to give it to you before the end of the day. Do you still want it? It’s almost quitting time.”

“We’ll come to get it tomorrow, Uncle; I’m sorry I spaced it,” I said, not wanting to leave this house or the moment we shared. “I’ll be by first thing in the morning and bring Alyssa with me.”

“Perfect, my boy, see you then.” Said Thomas as he hung up the phone.

I looked back at the girls, now kneeling in a row, like they were waiting to attend to me. It echoed a picture that passed through my mind before I lost control, how they all could serve me and each other. Their posture almost naturally echoed that thought as they waited for me to speak. I was troubled and aroused as the power flickered again through my consciousness.

“I’m sensing we all need food, and we didn’t get to the store, so…. Who is up for Bonanza?” I asked with a smile, stuffing my troubles for the moment. They all nodded and got up, heading to the door. “Um… you need to put on clothes, my loves.”

That broke the spell, and they all started giggling. Their postures returned to a natural, much more arousing, different from their harmonious movements of our hive mind of sexual sensations. They dressed, and we headed to the restaurant, famished from the feast of flesh we had just enjoyed.

While we ate, my thoughts and troubles faded away. I knew I needed to address my concerns, but this moment was not the time. I enjoyed being in their company, ultimately ourselves, individuals in mutual love. As I faded into that comfortable space, Alyssa slipped her hand onto my thigh and squeezed it, gaining my attention.

“Good job, lover, you chose the right path here,” she whispered, then kissed my cheek.

I wondered which path she meant, and she squeezed my thigh again. She smiled, nodding back to the table, where Lexi and Kelly were listening to Carmen tell a story, laughing and smiling. I eased back into enjoying the moment.

We enjoyed a long hour of relaxing, eating, chatting, and talking. Before we knew it, it was too late to go grocery shopping. Instead, we piled into Kelly’s car and drove back home. Together we gathered downstairs, clothes pulling free and dropped in piles, then crawling into the large bed. We continued to make love slowly until I faded into a light sleep.


CHAPTER 2
LEGACY SHADOWS


PRESENT - JEREMIAH

I slipped back into the present when I heard my phone ringing through the car’s speakers. The light presence of Lexi’s hand resting on my hardening cock was also pleasant. I turned and smiled a knowing grin at her as I hit the switch on the steering wheel, initiating a hands-free call.

“Hello, Alyssa, what’s up? Miss me already?” I spoke louder than normal for the interior mic.

“Jeremiah, I always miss you, but I just got an odd call from Kelly at home,” Alyssa said, with an edge of irritation. “I’m going to head over to see what the issue is, but you and Lexi might take a turn around the park. It’s probably nothing, but it might be something….”

As her voice trailed off, my confusion gave way to concern. It was never a good sign if Alyssa was concerned. She and Kelly loved each other, but their personalities sometimes clashed. Maybe that’s all this was. My mind had been drifting into our past while I wrote, so I felt slightly dissociated from the present, with thoughts of our past running through my mind.

Lexi, hearing what Alyssa said, squeezed my stiffening shaft, which brought me back to the present and my building desire under Lexi’s light but skillful fingers.

“A turn with Lexi in the park is never a bad thing. I want things to go well tonight. I know you’ve all been planning whatever this is for weeks.” I replied and shifted my seat back a bit to give Lexi’s hand more room.

“It’s so hard to keep a secret from you, dammit, J.” Alyssa giggled on the line, “I’m just going to hang up and hope we’ve done a good job with the details. Have fun with Lexi.”

I clicked off the phone, and the music returned, and Lexi used her skillful hands to unbuckle my belt, unzip my trousers, and slip her fingers inside my fly. At the same time, I maneuvered the car into the park entrance and started winding through the trees, my thoughts shifting back into the past.

PAST - JEREMIAH

I stirred to a warm feeling in my groin and peeked down to find a mane of blond hair over my crotch and Kelly’s warm thighs straddling my lower legs. A soft moan poured from my lips as her mouth nursed on the head of my cock, her hand lifting the shaft as it stirred, thickening and lengthening to her actions.

A warm breath on my cheek, then a kiss on my lips. As Lexi’s mouth enveloped mine, a sheet of fine red hair occluded my vision, and I stared into her feisty green eyes.

“Think she’ll share with me, Master?” Lexi cooed as her body twisted and slipped her mouth to kiss my chest, her direction heading southward towards Kelly.

I was silent at the hypothetical question and a bit taken aback by the title she’d bestowed on me. I shook off the question after the weird afternoon’s hive-mind play. My arms lifted, helping one of her legs over my head; her knees slid slightly under my shoulders, and the stimulating view blocked my vision. I drew in a deep breath and inhaled the fragrance of Lexi’s arousal as I sucked and licked her wet pussy. She stretched lower, and Kelly pulled back, sucking my tip until her lips slipped off. Then a new warmth, Lexi’s, engulfed my crown, her tongue lapping at the slit and coaxing out the pre-cum.

I felt Lexi’s nipples harden against my abdomen as my arms curled around her hips and spread apart her buttocks. Lapping along her succulent folds, I slurped her juices, and her arousal flowed over my tongue. I teased my tongue across her puckered ring while inhaling the scent of her arousal.

“Oooh fuck, yes….” Lexi sighed as she arched her back, lifting her mouth from my cock, her hands moving to the shaft and stroking it. Kelly moved her knees and straddled me, crawling forward until I felt Lexi guide my saliva-coated head into Kelly’s flowered sex. As Kelly slid down my length, I moaned into Lexi’s pussy.

Pulling back, I spat at Lexi’s anus then curled my fingers between her cheeks to press against her, feeling her muscles resist. Keeping the pressure, her sphincter surrendered as my fingertip slid into her ass. I moved my mouth back to her cunt, flicking across her clit as my fingers probed her ass, stroking in and out. Kelly rose and fell, fucking herself on my prick as I matched her tempo, fingering Lexi’s aa.

Lexi leaned forward again, and her chin added pressure to the base of my cock as she licked Kelly’s hard button, her tongue coating my shaft as she lapped where our bodies met. Kelly arched back, her hands supporting her pose on either side of my knees.

“Oh FUCK, yes Lexi! Lick my clit.” Kelly moaned as she rode me in reverse. In my position under Lexi, I had to imagine her full tan tits bouncing, and I groaned at the picture in my imagination. My hips lifted and fell counter to Kelly’s dancing hips, driving my length in deep. Even with all the moving parts, we found a carnal rhythm and moved slowly, enjoying the connection without rushing.

Feeling and hearing our bedmates, Carmen and Aly, initiate their separate trysts, I heard the distinctive sounds of slurping and sighs. That only made our threesome more frantic. Kelly’s hips rose and then fell, and ground as my hips lifted to meet her. Lexi’s mouth and torso rose to stay aligned with Kelly’s sex as she flicked her tongue across our junction.

Kelly was the first to trip, freezing in her arched pose, hips vibrating as her cunt muscles clamped around my shaft and fluttered in orgasm. At the same time, I plunged my finger deep into Lexi’s ass, sealed my mouth around her clit, humming and lapping at her button until she tripped off, her cunt flooding my face with hot, wet juices.

Still hard, I twisted to the side and found Aly on top, Carmen inverted below. I untangled myself from between one pair, knelt behind Aly, and looked down at Carmen. No need to use mind control, Carmen grinned and slotted me home. As I slid into Aly’s slot of heaven, Carmen sucked on my balls. That pushed me, and I fucked Aly hard. Her scream of delight doused Camren, and then I saw her tremble underneath as I slammed deep and emptied into Aly.

The three of us regained our senses and welcomed Lexi and Kelly into our blissed-out cuddle pile. All five of us hugged and kissed for a few moments until Kelly suddenly rolled off the bed and rushed to the bathroom. The door slammed shut just as we heard her start to gag and retch into the toilet.

“Too much Bonanza?” I called, growing a bit worried. We watched as she returned, wiping her lips on a towel.

“I think I should go to the doctor. I might have food poisoning….” She said meekly.

“I need to get the grocery shopping done,” Carmen agreed as we started our day. “We need to keep our strength up, I think.”

“I’ll go with you, Carmen. I need some things to help with my running,” Lexi said as she slipped off the bed to get dressed.

“Aly and I need to see my Uncle and ask him some questions,” I said, “We’ll shower first!” I took Aly’s hand and slipped past Kelly into the bathroom.

To our delight, Kelly turned and entered with us, explaining, “I need to clean up before going to the doctor.”

I watched as Carmen slipped a snug sun dress over her body, not worrying about smelling like a brothel, and coaxed her breasts into the built-in bra; she slipped on sandals and was joined by Lexi in running tights and a tight running bra, slipping a jacket over her shoulders, and they headed out to do their errands. I smiled, wondering what looks they would get as they shopped.

With Kelly not feeling well, we mainly focused on getting clean but enjoyed the touches and groping that come with three grown adults in a small shower. We quietly dressed and then left in two different directions.

I took Alyssa’s hand and enjoyed a lovely walk for the few blocks to Uncle Tom’s office. The weather was getting warmer, and I looked forward to enjoying summer days with my house full of sexy women. Warmer weather meant fewer clothes and more sexy sundresses like Carmen’s.

Uncle Thomas was talking with his assistant when we came in, so he waved us back into his office. I introduced Alyssa to him, formerly, as they had met once before, briefly, at a house party a few months before.

“Lovely to see you again, Alyssa,” Thomas said, taking her hand and inspecting my ring, “Congratulations as well. Jeremiah is a fortunate man.”

“I think I’m the lucky one,” said Alyssa, accepting the chair Uncle Thomas offered.

“First things first,” Thomas said. “Let’s quickly go over the plans for the house and renovations for the B&B.”

I sat next to Alyssa, and we held hands as Thomas explained what he’d discovered while researching real-estate investments. He had arranged a consultation with another lawyer, who was referred to him by Kelly’s mother. Kelly’s mother retained a different lawyer to avoid a conflict of interest. The partnership, he explained, sounded pretty simple and an effective way to ensure my assets were protected. He said he would have the documents finalized by the end of the next day.

“On the matter of your financial arrangements, if you two, Carmen, Alexis, and Kelly, could come by around 4 PM, I’ll have the papers ready for all your signatures,” Thomas said.

“That would be excellent,” I said, then changed the topic. “Alyssa and I wanted to ask some questions about my father. Do you still have that box from his estate?”

“Yes, it’s by the door.” Thomas said, then looked thoughtful, “What do you want to know, Jeremiah?”

“Did you know my father?” I asked. “With all that’s happened to me, and after reading his letter. I need to know more about him and his family.”

Thomas nodded, then took a deep breath as if convincing himself to have this conversation.

“Yes, I knew your father.” Thomas said, “But first, I knew your mother, Katherine; I called her Katie. We grew up in the same town and have been good friends since elementary school. I even tried courting your mother in junior high, but it was too weird. We were excellent friends. Our families went to the same church.”

“I never knew that,” I said, leaning forward with interest.

“There is a lot you don’t know, Jeremiah,” Thomas said with a sigh. “And there is a lot I need to tell you, and I think it’s best if I just tell the story as I know it. You can ask questions when I’m done. All of this was kept from you to protect you. None of us knew what else to do.”

I sat back, a little shocked at this revelation. Despite growing up with a single parent and loving grandparents, I never suspected there was any big secret. Alyssa sensed my anxiety ramping up and scooted her chair closer, holding my hand in hers.

“Okay, Uncle Thomas,” I said after taking a deep breath. “Tell me the story.”

“Your mother was always an independent woman,” He began, “The older she got, the stronger her personality became. She was headstrong, confident, intelligent… There wasn’t anything she couldn’t accomplish once she put her mind to it. She was focused on her studies and never looked at a boy romantically.” Thomas cocked an eyebrow.

“Until she met your father, Isaiah.” He continued dramatically. “He moved into town our junior year in high school from somewhere in Montana. This is a small enough town, so any new face always gets noticed. The girls in school were all fascinated with Isaiah. He was handsome and fit, much like you are, Jeremiah. Your mother was friendly with him initially, but kept her focus on her education; she wanted to be a nurse.”

“She was a nurse,” I said, and Thomas nodded and held up a hand to continue his tale.

“Until spring prom, when Isaiah asked her to a school dance out of the blue, and she accepted. After that, your mother and Isaiah became inseparable. Her parents thought it was just a high school crush. Isaiah’s parents weren’t very active around town; they were a secretive couple. When they did appear in public, they didn’t seem to have a very high opinion of your mother. Isaiah didn’t seem to care what they thought.”

“Wait,” I asked, “I have grandparents? My father’s parents… are they still alive?”

“Let me tell the whole story, Jeremiah. I promise you I’ll answer all your questions when I’m finished. You have to let me finish.” Thomas said earnestly.

I sat back in my chair and slumped down, my mind ablaze with irritation and frustration. Alyssa soothed me in her way, pushing soothing thoughts toward me. I felt her calm presence and leaned forward to listen carefully. Seeing me return my attention to him, Thomas continued.

“Katie and Isaiah were together constantly. Katie became pregnant with you during the summer between their junior and senior year. Isaiah’s parents were not happy. They practically demanded that Katie have an abortion. At least that’s how Katie explained it to me years later. Isaiah wouldn’t hear it. He left his parents and moved in with Katie’s family. He proposed to Katie, and her parents gave consent. That was the way unintended pregnancies were handled back then. They were married in August. Isaiah’s parents moved away in September.”

“Where did they move to?” I asked a bit too eagerly.

Thomas regarded me with a raised eyebrow, and I sank back into silence. “I think Montana, maybe Idaho. Someplace in the western Rockies near Canada is all I can reckon. I didn’t know much about them. Most of what I know I’ve learned from Katie over the years. Katie dropped out of school and tried her best to become a housewife. Isaiah also dropped out and took a job as an auto mechanic at a downtown garage. They gave it their best shot and worked hard to build a home for you. You were born the following February. Your parents loved you very much. They were so proud of you.”

“With most relationships that start so young and burn so brightly—They also burn quickly.” He continued. ”When you turned two, your mother began to want to work again. She completed her high school requirements and started taking classes to become a nurse. Isaiah was making good money as a mechanic. He had a good mind for repairing things that seemed broken. With Katie so busy, they hired a young college girl, just a few years younger than they were, to help. That’s when the trouble started.”

“Trouble?” I asked sharply, then settled back into my chair, nodding. I’d let Thomas finish his story.

“Wasn’t horrible, just odd. In this small town in the early seventies, people noticed things differently. Isaiah started to pay a lot of attention to your housekeeper. Katie was madly jealous at first, then oddly became best friends with her. The three were soon inseparable, like a family of three, causing a lot of talk at the time. Your mother would describe it as gossip when I asked her about it. Her eyes told a different story, though. I could tell she was in love with Isaiah and the other girl… Samantha was her name, if I recall.”

“But after a while, the fighting started,” Thomas continued with a frown. “The fights were normal. Your father never harmed your mother. From what Katie told me, though, they started arguing over her place in the house. She had taken to nursing, but Isaiah wanted her to stay home and spend less time at the hospital. Katie regained a taste of her independence before she met Isaiah and didn’t want to be just a housewife anymore.”

“Katie said that the other girl soon took her place in the house. She found them together more and more without her. When she tried to talk to Isaiah about it, his excuse was that she was never around. Your mother struggled. Isaiah struggled too. He loved your mother very much. My recollection of the time is spotty. I was in college here in town, but caught up in my world.” He shrugged. ‘All I knew was that you and Katie were suddenly back living with her parents, and Isaiah and the other girl were gone.”

“Katie took it hard,” Thomas said, frowning. “When I spoke to her years later, she said that they both agreed it would be best to separate. She didn’t realize how hard it would be, though. She went through months of deep depression. Your grandparents almost had her institutionalized. Slowly, she came out of it, and worked hard, focusing on you seemed to pull her out of the depression. There were still many times where she looked just… empty.”

I nodded. I remembered my mother going through spells of appearing emotionally dead. Those melancholy spells would last a few days, then suddenly, she’d perk up, and things would go back to normal.

“I know what you mean, Uncle Thomas,” I said softly, “I remember those spells.”

“After reading your father’s letter, Jeremiah,” Thomas started, “and hearing what’s happened to you. I think I understand your mother better.”

“How so?” I asked.

“The prom,” answered Alyssa. “Your parents first had sex at prom.”

Uncle Thomas nodded, and Alyssa continued looking at me.

“His talent is the same as yours, babe,” she said. “They became entangled. As you have with all of us, he became entangled with your babysitter, and all three were enmeshed for a time.”

“That is my conclusion.” Thomas nodded. “I think Alyssa has it right. The times were different then. The rumors about the three of them together were too much. Katie told me she struggled between her feelings for her father and the other girl.”

“Ultimately,” Thomas said, “the small town gossip got the best of your mother, and she made your father make a choice. At least that’s the story she told me. She didn’t want you affected by the gossip and cruelty. Isaiah chose to leave, and he took the babysitter with him. Your mother was left with a two-person hole in her psyche.”

“Where did my father go?” I asked.

“I think back to Montana, to find his parents. I’m pretty sure that’s where Isaiah and the babysitter, Samantha… I have trouble with her name. He took Samantha back to his home in Montana. Well, until…”

“Until what? when?” I asked, sensing that Thomas was avoiding something.

“Until your mother died,” Thomas said sadly, shaking his head like he didn’t want to address those particular demons.

“I don’t understand,” I said. “Did they come back for my mother’s funeral?”

“No…” Thomas said quietly, then lifted his eyes to mine, “They were the couple in the other car. They died in the collision with your mother.”

“What?!” I said, not wanting to know more. The room spun, and my eyes closed. I felt tears of anger, frustration, and sadness well up in my eyes. My whole body felt sick. Alyssa hugged me, and it helped, but I was still lost in my thoughts. Did they murder my mother? I didn’t even know them. Why?

Softly, Thomas started speaking again, “I didn’t put all of the puzzles together until the other day when I saw the box from your father’s estate, Jeremiah. According to the death certificate, he died in this county on the same day as your mother. My theory is that he went back home to be with his family. After I read the letter he wrote to you, I think he went back because of his family’s curse. This psychic power you have. I think this entanglement with your mother… I think that haunted him until they died.”

“I think he and Samantha were coming back to reunite with Katie…,” Thomas theorized, “The collision seems to be a bit poetic, darkly poetic. They were tied together, those three, for better or worse. And they couldn’t escape each other’s orbit… Anyways, there was no one left alive to charge with the crime, or ask questions, so the police just kept it as a traffic accident.”

I sat dumbfounded. I wanted to scream. I wanted to ask a million questions that would never have answers. Mostly… I felt alone. When Alyssa hugged me close, just holding me without saying a word, her presence helped ground me instead of my tendency to dissociate at the trauma of my mother’s death. I started to cry softly, then loudly. I mourned my mother again, or finally allowed myself to feel her absence. I mourned my father and his selfishness. I even regretted my paternal grandparents, whom I never knew. I wanted to ask them so many questions.

Thomas waited quietly as I mourned. When I returned to the present, he looked at me with concern.

“So now what?” I asked, wiping my eyes. “I know the story, or at least a lot more than I ever knew before. I know I’ve made the same… attachments my father made—with Kelly, Lexi, Alyssa, and Carmen. I don’t want them to go through what my mother went through.”

“You don’t have to make the same choices your father made,” Thomas said. “I’ll work hard to keep your secrets, to keep you all as safe as possible. I agree that being together is better than ripping you apart.”

I looked over at Alyssa, needing to hear her opinion, “Alyssa, what about you? Tell me what you’re feeling.”

“I don’t know exactly how your mother felt, Jeremiah. I’m not her.” Aly said softly, looking at me with care. “I’ve told you before I was in love with you before you changed me before we made love that first time. Your talent may have deepened that bond, but it did not create our bond.” Alyssa continued reassuringly. “You may have created that bond with the other three… I don’t know. I know that all four of us seem fated to be together.”

“What if our secret is discovered?” I asked. “We might have to move away.”

“Then we’d move away,” Alyssa said. “The bond the five of us share is too strong to try to rip one out—the rest of us would feel it. I think your mother felt not just the loss of the bond with your father, but also with the babysitter. I think it was the same for each of them.”

”I think Alyssa is right,” Thomas nodded. “Your mother was in his will, but upon her passing, everything went to you as their only descendant. I mostly know what your mother went through, and the story she told me. That was her story. Stories aren’t always completely true. But if what Alyssa says is correct, the separation was hard on all of them.”

He paused and cleaned his glasses. “I can see your father feeling the same sort of pain. Samantha filled part of the void, and probably, Isaiah could fill part of her loss. If this is true, your mother felt both—and it crushed her spirit. Their triangle had three sides. After they ran off together, Katie never blamed her for leaving with Isaiah. I always found that strange, because the evidence indicated their relationship was an extramarital affair, all too common in the seventies.”

Thomas looked at me before finishing, “Your powers, this new information… If your father was like you, it has me reassessing my memories.”

I thought for a few moments. I recalled the name, Samantha. Sammie was a name that echoed in my memory, alongside memories of my mother being happy, and all I remembered of my father was a dark, empty space. I think she left with my father when I was four, which matched my early memories. I didn’t know what to do with the information. I wanted to know more so I could use my powers safely. Now I never wanted to use my abilities again. While I struggled with my thoughts, Alyssa took over.

“Can I take that box home with us?” Alyssa asked, indicating the banker’s box of papers.

“It’s Jeremiah’s,” Thomas explained.

I nodded, and Alyssa went and lifted it. It was light enough to carry, and she returned it to our chairs.

“I think I need to go through this box first, Jeremiah,” she said, looking at me. “To protect you from potentially problematic history. Then we may want to take a trip to Montana and open that safety deposit box. Right now, we’ve got a few clues, a ton of assumptions, and a few theories. What we need is hard evidence. We haven’t learned any hard facts.”

I nodded, resigned that I needed to find out more. I also didn’t want to go anywhere near Montana. I feared what I would find there.

“Yeah,” I sighed, “I think that’s the best idea too. However, I’m not entirely happy about that. Thank you, Uncle Thomas.”

“Yes, of course,” Thomas replied. “You know I’ll take care of anything I can, Jeremiah.”

I hugged Thomas, then lifted the banker’s box, “The five of us will be back at 4. Everything you told me today makes me even more convinced I must keep them covered and safe.”

Thomas smiled grimly, “Of course, Jeremiah, I’ll have them ready.” He waved at Alyssa, and I left and walked home.

My brooding attitude lightened as we got closer to home, to the point I was almost on a high. Given the information I had just processed, I felt odd, but being nearer to Carmen and Lexi brightened my spirits. Lexi was putting away groceries, and Carmen was just finishing putting lunch on the table. I felt her push a thought my way, and I was surprised by the feeling. I was so used to sending and not receiving.

She pushed an image of her over the counter, and me … well, I swept towards her and acted on her wishes, gripping the yellow sundress at the bodice and ripping it in two, freeing her breasts instantly into my cupped hands.

Alyssa gasped at the sudden ferocity, and Lexi slipped beside her and hugged her, whispering a quiet message. The pair fell into a chair as I roughly grabbed Carmen’s breasts and tugged her by her flesh to me, twisting her body around by my grip on her fleshy mounds until her back was against mine, her chest heaving as he head tipped back against my shoulder, looking at my eyes with her lust-filled brown pools.

“Yes, Papi, take me, use me,” she grunted as one of my hands dropped to the apex of her thighs, pulling the skirt of the ruined dress up and sealing my hand to her flooding cunt.

“I smelled your musk all morning.” Carmen panted as I firmly gripped and mauled her breasts. “You fucked Aly right above my face.”

Grabbing the tattered parts of her bodice, I yanked down, baring her torso to her waist, then I grabbed the hem of the short skirt, flipping it up and slapping the insides of her thighs. Going off the image she sent me and putting her in position.

“…Ever. Time. I breathed,” her breath a short staccato as my hand cupped her leaking cunt, “I inhaled. Scent of your cock… Your balls, and FUCK….”

Silenced when I drove two fingers into her well-lubricated cunt. Her mind seemed to transmit more images of rough sex. Her. Lexi. Both of their lusty fantasies were communicated via our network. I pulled her back, then shoved her over the counter, her breasts pillowing on the cold Formica, and kicked her feet apart.

I glanced up at Lexi and Aly and saw Lexi facing us but straddling Aly’s lap, legs wide. Aly’s hand slipped inside Lexi’s spandex tights, moving over her pussy as she watched me dominate Carmen.

I shoved down my pants, ignoring the button and zipper, and gripped my rock-hard shaft. I dragged my swollen glans over her sodden lips, found the opening, feeling the head sink into her folds, then rammed forward, stuffing her full with my shaft.

“Oh fuck, yes, Papi, fuck your WHORE, fuck your SLUT,” Carmen grunted, lost in her fantasy being acted out in real time.

Caught up in the raw heat of her arousing fantasy of being sexually dominated. I pounded her hard, gripping the caramel flesh of her ass, spanking hard, feeling her flesh heat up, and turning a deeper reddish hue as I used her hard. My free hand gripped a fistful of her dark brown locks, yanking up and making her face Aly and Lexi as they stared at us.

Lexi’s topped pulled up, her breasts exposed as Aly worked one firm tit with one hand and the other fingering the small fit girl’s needy cunt. Their eyes, glazed with the heated lust in the room, locked on Carmen’s face. I held her head in place, ramming into her repeatedly. Another image was shouted from Carmen’s psyche, and I pulled out. Leaning back, I pulled her ass cheeks apart and spat a wet gob of saliva at her tight anus, then pressing my shiny cock head into the slippery mess, I thrust slowly into her ass.

The purred, growly groan emitted from Carmen’s stretched throat was pure sex, making the room almost humid with our conjoined need. Feeling the frenzy, I took a beat to check in with her, and. Scan her curve. Bright green, glowing brighter as I felt her anus open, and my cock pressed through. I jammed into her ass, groaning at the exquisite tightness as she pushed back. She yelped at the sudden pain that flowed through her nerves, only to be soothed as endorphins flooded her system.

She cried out, “Oh Fuck yes, Fuck my SLUT ass, use me good, Papi.”

“You like that slut, my little whore,” I chanted using her words and more that had cluttered our network of thoughts. “You like getting your ass rammed. Being fucking owned by me, don’t you? Fucking little puta….” I cursed in a stream that surprised me but only fueled her heat. The humiliating oaths I’d pulled from her shared fantasy only boiled her blood more as I took her hard. Her curve glowed neon green, nearly blinding white in the frenzy.

My hips moved like a jackrabbit hopping in and out of her ass as she ground her hips and pushed back into my thrusts. I leaned over her, my hand still pulling her head back, exposing her throat as I wrapped my arm under her chin. Her flesh pressed into my elbow joint as I compressed her windpipe, robbing her of oxygen.

I lost track of what Lexi and Aly were doing as Carmen went over the edge. I felt her cunt compress cock slammed deep into her bowels. My balls lifted tight, and I released jets of cum deep into her ass. I held her body firmly as she shook in a mind-body convulsion over the cold kitchen counter. Her sundress shredded, and her body ached as she came silently, unable to shout, her mind clouded from a lack of fresh oxygen.

I roared as I came. Only then did I look over at the other pair, in time to watch as Aly arched and came against Lexi’s mouth. The stream of juices exploded from her cunt, searing that image in my mind as I closed my eyes and sank forward. My arms released, and my body relaxed onto Carmen, pressing her onto the kitchen counter, and I just dropped there, catching my breath. We all were silent as we caught our breath, Carmen mewling under me, content as a kitten.

“Um, guys…?“ came Kelly’s voice from behind me, “Uhm, I’m pregnant.”


CHAPTER 3
SIREN CALL


PRESENT - LEXI

As the speakers went silent after Aly’s call, I was already eager for my role in our plan. Careful to keep my mind focused on my actions and not the scheme we’d planned for Master, I sped up, unfastening his belt and reaching into his fly.

Fuck, he was already hard. I loved that just light touches could inflame my Master’s passion. That worked well for our scheme, keeping his mind detached from locking into the present. It worked better for my present mindset, as feeling his dick throb in my fingers slipped my mind into a pleasant submissive fog.

“Mmm, Master.” My voice slipped into an obedient husky tone. “You’re so hard. Thinking of this devoted slave?”

His growled grunt only deepened my slavish desires as I dropped down under the steering wheel and swirled my tongue around his crown and slurped up his slick precum. His fingers tightened in my curls and pushed my head lightly.

The car veered smoothly, the sound of the road shifting to gravel as he pulled into the park. I took him into my mouth, teasing first until we were safely parked. This wasn’t our first turn in this park, and the potholes made it too risky to deep throat, though that’s where my haze of submission wanted to go.

I distracted myself from sinking into full-on slave slut mode by recalling our plan. All four of us were in the conspiracy, and with Jeremiah’s powers, it was a complicated act of theater to keep him distracted. I giggled as I swirled my tongue around his swollen crown at the audacity of trying to trick a mind reader.

“Mmm, you’ve been so busy today,” I moaned, lapping at his streaming tip, as my fingers cupped his balls. “Your slave didn’t get to drain you at all…” I added a slight whine to my voice, but it wasn’t needed. My inner slave was needy as fuck.

“Is that what you want, slave?” Master growled as the car swayed to a halt. “My me to drain my balls into your needy throat? What a greedy slut.”

Instead of answering, I pushed my mouth down, tightening my lips around his hard dick, swallowing him into my throat. My gag reflex was practically eliminated after twenty years, and his cock sinking into my throat cunt felt like a long overdue reunion.

“Fuck,” Master moaned, and his body arched back, pushing his cock deeper as my lips sealed around his root. “Your throat is fucking heaven, pet.”

His filthy praise hit my slavish ears, and I shivered as my core tightened, and my juices spilled onto my thighs as I slipped carefully to the floorboards. My pussy buzzed, getting ahead of itself, but tonight wasn’t for my pleasure. My task was to pleasure my Master and keep him distracted.

It took concentration to blank my mind from our devious ploy and let myself sink into that blank mindset of a needy sex toy. My favorite mindset, if truth be told, was drifting in an addled state of bliss while my Master used me for his pleasure.

Anything he wanted, any dark craving, and any filthy thought he could wring out of his mind and play it out using my mouth, pussy, or ass. No limits. I was his slave, my body—his toy. My mind—his playground. The spinning thrill of serving my Master’s dirty whims made this duplicitous task a challenge.

His cock throbbed in my throat as I bobbed, taking him deep, then sucking as I pulled back and flicked my tongue across his slit. Humming at the taste of his arousal flowing over my tongue. Then back down, for another cycle, with my fingers tickling his balls.

Even if I was his submissive fuck toy, I knew how to thrill my Master. I had a bag of tricks I could employ at any time to push him to fill my mouth, but this was a distraction, so I let it drag on. Perfectly content to have him throat fuck me in this slow, mesmerizing pace and drawing out his pleasure. And mine, don’t get me wrong, what I was doing to his cock had my clit hard as a pebble, my pussy lubricating like it thought it was next in line.

I lost track of time in this heady connection with my Master. My submission was freely offered to him, which he accepted and morphed into his unique dominance over my body and mind. That cycle spun in my head as I struggled to stay present for the next cue in the drama.

*ring ring*

Go time. I paused a beat, as the phone call shocked me. His grunt of frustration was perfect, as was his tightened grip and press to jump-start me back to my task. With vigor now that the plan was back in motion, eager to taste his tangy cream. My fingers tightened on his balls, massaging them as I worked faster.

Muffled voices from above told me the script was being followed. My part in this play was crucial, but near its end. My Master’s voice shifted from frustration to shock, and I knew my time was near its end. His labored breathing and muted groans as he tried to keep what we were doing secret.

I giggled in my head—as if they didn’t know…

“On our way,” Master grunted and cut the line. Action. I tugged on his balls and tightened my lips, my tongue wagging in the perfect spot. Ah, there it is. His shaft throbbed as his balls tightened, then his hot cream spurted deep in my throat. I pulled back just enough to feel his passion pour over my tongue. My eyes rolled back at the salty tang as he emptied himself into my mouth.

The pressure of his hand and tight grip on my hair lessened as he sighed a blissful sigh. I savored his cream, sucking to take every drop. When his fingers tightened, I’d already pulled back with my lips sealed around the rim, and slurped the last drop as he tugged me away.

“Back in your seat, slave.” He growled, rolling his seat forward. “Seatbelt on, Zac is up to something. We need to get back.”

I giggled happily as I flopped back in my seat, wiping my lips with one palm, while securing my seat belt with the other. Master grinned over at me as I licked the stray drops from my hand, humming with submission and pride at his expression.

He kissed me, just enough to push me back into a purr-like state, then pulled back and twisted to back out of the spot, and spun gravel racing out of the park. I gazed out the window, half present, replaying our short time with me on my knees, and him taking his rightful pleasure.

I’d done my job in both respects. Now to see if it was enough.

PAST - JEREMIAH

The kitchen-dining room area fell silent, save for pants from Carmen, and I as we recovered, and gasps from Lexi and Aly in the sharp break from our orgasm to Kelly’s tentative voice. Alyssa shook her head as she cleared her brain from her orgasm while she watched me dominate Carmen. Lexi stood up and gaped at Kelly while Carmen arched her back to try to look past me at Kelly.

“I’m pregnant!” Kelly said again, adding with a bright, forced smile. Her two hands fisted in a muted cheerleader pose.

Then the facade broke, and she started to cry as Lexi rushed to her to hug her tight. Carmen squirmed from under me. Alyssa stood shakily, and the three surrounded Kelly with the love of their new sisterhood.

“What?!?” I said again, my mind half in that weird dominant space, and dropping into a maze of uncertainty. The words were not making sense to me. So many thoughts rushed through my brain. I was in shock, and finally, it hit me: I was the father.

When it hit, I rushed to hug her and my diverse family, wrapped my arms around the group, and tried to remain calm. Questions raced through my mind. It wasn't easy to sort my thoughts, still swimming with the powerful emotion of dominating Carmen. In the moment, I struggled to sort through the mixture of sexual fantasy and real-life responsibility.

I wondered what Kelly’s pregnancy meant to our relationship. It didn’t take elaborate calculus to do the math—I was the father. She had no other lovers before me, and Carmen had kept the boys away in the week we were apart while Kelly was out of control. It was my fault, or rather, the baby was my responsibility. Another consequence of the reckless use of my powers. Powers I didn’t even know I had at the time.

I backed slowly out of the circle and waited, my emotions in a turmoil of confusion, guilt, shame, pride, panic, worry, concern, and happiness. The questions came in a rush, along with the realization of how reckless I’d been with all four of them:

Did I get Lexi pregnant, too? Carmen? Was it too much to wear a condom? What the hell was I thinking? What would happen to our relationship? Did this change everything? Would I lose Carmen, Lexi, or Alyssa?

Oh, fuck! What had I done??

I think the girls had tuned into all my rampant emotions while processing their own, and softened as they felt my confusion. They moved closer to me. They embraced me and consoled me, their wills calming my obsessive thoughts. I felt selfish as their combined minds reassured me that our wills were still entangled.

The emotional drop I felt from being the hard, dominant figure with Carmen to the ordinary, caring, loving man of the house was palpable. I was in love with four different women, and now one was pregnant with my child.

The role of a sexual dominant was new to me, and I wasn’t entirely comfortable with it. The role of a loving male to four girls, and now a father, was also foreign and scary. My mind was in turmoil as my body descended from the orgasmic high. It almost felt as if my emotions had a physical component. I ached.

We all needed more comfort, so with a synchronous push of thought, we all shifted and silently went downstairs to the only piece of furniture that fit us all—the bed. I slid up to the middle of the bed, my back to the headboard, as Carmen slid next to me, soft and quiet, also experiencing an emotional drop from our raucous romp. Kelly slipped to my other side, Alyssa right behind her. Lexi slid beside Carmen, then twisted around, lying her head on my thighs as she looked up at the four of us.

I hugged Carmen close. The unspoken words of loving care and a return to our usual roles after our rough scene needed physical touch, not necessarily words. I felt her understanding as she reached over and combed Kelly’s hair from her cheek and focused on her. The rest of us followed her lead and turned our attention to Kelly, surrounding her with as much care as possible.

“I’ve never been on birth control,” Kelly stated, “I realize I probably should have been, but everything since the night we met has happened so fast.”

“It’s my fault,” I confessed, feeling like shit that in the immediate aftermath, I’d focused on how this affected me. “I never thought about it that night or the next day. Alyssa and I talked about it after I got home, and she was protected when we started having sex. But I’ve been careless with all of you.” I turned to look at each girl, and each nodded, each taking their turn.

“I’ve taken the pill since high school,” said Carmen, “I love sex, but I didn’t want anything to do with pregnancy. I’m screwed up enough.”

Kelly started to cry at that, and Carmen softened, “Oh, Kelly, I’m sorry, I’m horrible… It’s lovely that you’ll be a mother… right?”

The question hung in the air for a few moments until Lexi spoke up, “I can never have children, so many feminine health issues in high school, cysts, endo…” She faded off with a shrug.

“I didn’t want to get pregnant. I didn’t….” Kelly softly said, her tears dripping down my chest, “but I also… I don’t—I can’t get an abortion.”

“Of course not,” said Alyssa, leaning into Kelly and kissing her cheek, “it’s your choice. This won’t change anything, and we won’t let it.”

“But this changes … everything!” Kelly complained, and I felt her panic rise. My arm pulled her closer, and I just let her sob.

I concentrated on just opening up and feeling how each girl felt. It felt different. I was so used to pushing my thoughts and desires, only for them to soak up my emotions. Twisting it around and listening to their thoughts and feelings was disconcerting, then calming. I felt the best thing I could do was to be silent and listen. I did, however, need to reassure Kelly.

“Kelly, I will be with you and support you always,” I stated confidently, then continued summing up the feelings I felt as I listened to the hive mind of my companions, “This child is ours… all of ours. Does anyone feel differently?”

Lexi, Carmen, and Alyssa nodded in unison, surrounding Kelly with their physical presence as I tried to take in their warmth and reflect it to Kelly.

“I don’t know how it will work out,” Kelly said softly, almost childlike.

“It will work out,” Alyssa said softly. “We are all in, all of us. This is family. Deep in my soul, I know this, and you all know this, too.”

“My parents,” Kelly sobbed quietly. “How can I tell them about this? About us. Not just the baby, but all of you. I feel like I’ve been lying to them, to my mother. I’ve disappointed her so much.

“It might be easier than you think,” Alyssa said, already turning pragmatic. “Didn’t you say you were raised in a faith that allowed plural marriage? I know they currently don’t accept the tenets of polygamy in the Fundamentalist Mormon sects, but it wouldn’t be a foreign concept… Jeremiah could help ease any struggle they have….”

“Um, wait, are you suggesting I use my power again on Kelly’s parents?” I asked. My thoughts still conflicted with my father and his family, and the troubles we’d discussed with my Uncle earlier in the morning.

“Darling,” Alyssa said. “Look at this logically for a moment. They have already invested in this house. They are invested in their daughter. They know she is happy. They will be the child’s grandparents… Our child’s grandparents.”

“They’ll kill me,” Kelly sighed. “They don’t know about us. They think J is engaged to you. They’ll think I made him cheat on you, even before we get to the whole sex outside the sacrament of marriage.” She sniffed and shook her head.

“I don’t know about that,” Alyssa mused. “I don’t remember my parents, but it was always surprised how forgiving my foster parents were… but look….” Alyssa touched Kelly’s chin to turn her eyes towards her own, “Your parents love you, they know Jeremiah, they are investing money in this house and our business, and J already has a connection with them.”

“Aly, stop. That’s too manipulative, too entangled. I don’t want to use my powers to make this work….” I spoke, feeling my anger and fear rise. I didn’t know what my powers were capable of, and the thought of testing them made my palm cold with sweat.

“Jeremiah,” Aly started, her voice gentle but firm. “What would be better for everyone? Kelly becoming an outcast from her parents? Or her parents supporting her and the baby. Even if we told them a lie, they’d eventually find out, and that would cause more damage. Using your powers to mold their reactions to what is right and good its what is best for Kelly, for the baby, and our family.”

“I just don’t know,” I sighed, a part of me knowing she was right, and part of me fearful that I was already tumbling down the path my father started. The circle of my influence just seemed to keep expanding. “How do I know using my powers here, even for the best solution, wouldn’t just make something else more complicated later… I’ve got to know more.”

Kelly looked back and forth between all of us. The conversation was intense and complicated, but it was also honest. It seemed to help Kelly’s emotional state, as fraught as it was to talk about it, but the issues were so many and so entangled that I was growing frustrated.

“We don’t have to tell them anything today. But we will tell them the truth. Regardless of their actions,” I continued as evenly as I could, “We will be with you, Kelly, supporting you and our child.”

“Won’t that be hard?” Kelly said, “Our story is you are married to Alyssa, and you have a child with me, someone who is not your wife, at least legally.”

“That’s easily fixed,” said Alyssa, as she softly shifted the ring from her finger and held it out to Kelly, “Jeremiah will marry you.”

I opened my mouth to protest, but Alyssa looked at me softly.

“In the eyes of the state, only,” she said tenderly. “We are all already married in our hearts and souls.”

The four of us nodded, and Kelly tentatively accepted the ring, then passed it to me.

“I’m old-fashioned,” Kelly said softly. “I want a proposal. I know it’s selfish and not in the context of our relationship… but I’ve, well, I’ve dreamed about a proposal and a wedding since I was a girl playing with Barbie dolls.”

“Isn’t that every girl’s dream?” I asked and accepted the ring back, holding it in one hand and twisting it around with the fingers of the other, “I think I’m being selfish, only asking one of you when I want to give you all the experience of living their dream.

Tears flooded my vision as my mind processed what had just happened, how Alyssa ended our engagement. How much she meant to me, I sincerely wanted her by my side, but as equal partners in life. I wanted to make that vow of love to each girl. They each deserved a unique and formal proposal, a wedding, their special day.

I thought back to the impromptu ceremony at the hotel a bit over a month ago, how we’d exchanged necklaces, and as I thought of that, my hand went to my neck and felt the knot that symbolized our relationship. I lifted my blurry eyes and looked around, and saw all four of the girls touching their own. The synchronicity was like a chime; was I at the center of these odd echoes?

As silence fell, Lexi slid up my body and kissed me, and the others leaned closer, our heads in a tight circle. Lexi spoke in a firm voice, steady amid the flurry of emotions.

“Jeremiah, I love you,” Lexi said somberly. “I don’t need a ring, a ceremony, or a piece of paper. I never expected to have as deep a love as I have for you, and it’s multiplied by three for each of my sisters.”

She leaned over and kissed Kelly softly, tenderly, and then more words came.

“Kelly, I love you,” she smiled, “and I love the idea of us raising your child. I don’t think it’s a mistake that the child was conceived while we were all forming our bonds. Your baby will know love like no other child.”

I felt troubled by her words. This child was a direct result of that first explosion of my powers, which altered the course of Kelly and Lexi’s lives and drew Carmen into a life-changing web of craziness that needed me to pull in my lifelong friend. My guilt spun into a circle as I thought more about it, and then I felt Lexi’s hand on my palm, covering the ring with her hand.

“J, before you spiral into your guilt,” Lexi began with a quiet confidence in her voice. “I know what happened. I know you changed me. I know you changed each of us. But you fixed us, too, and we are fixing you. Each of us is a part of it, and it wouldn’t be the same had one thing not happened. I’m not religious or spiritual, but I think fate drew us together. I don’t know where your powers came from, but they manifested at exactly the right moment in time.”

I looked around, and all the girls were nodding. None of them had any doubt that we were meant to be. I needed to change that feeling in me. To live up to what they expected of me wouldn’t come from self-doubt and remorse. It was time to accept my role without reservation and with their confidence. My fingers closed around the engagement ring and slid it into the pocket of my jeans.

“I will make this right, and I’ll need your help.” I looked around, then centered on Kelly. “Are you okay, love?”

“I’m good, J,” Kelly smiled, and brushed the last of the tears from her eyes, then that hand lowered to her flat abdomen, “We are all part of this, and I know, I can feel… our love right now,” she looked around. “From all of us.”

I relaxed against the headboard, and the girls' weight shifted against me. We all held on to each other and rested in our thoughts, comforted by our presence. My thoughts drifted to my mother and how she’d raised me. Would she be proud of me or repulsed? Was I becoming more like my father, a man I hardly knew? I needed to know his story. I needed to know more. Then I faded off to sleep.

DISTANT PAST - ISAIAH

Isaiah drove through the rain, watching the mileposts as he got closer to the town where Katie and Jeremiah lived. His hand rested on Samantha’s thigh, touching her lightly as they moved down the highway.

“I’m looking forward to seeing Katie again,” Samantha said. “It’s been too long. I have a hole in my heart.”

“I know, babe,” Isaiah said. “I regret ever leaving. It just got too hard to live the way we did, with other people judging us. The problem was never between Katie and us.”

“We should have brought her to live with us in Montana. The culture in those towns understands plural marriage. They accept it is okay for some.” Samantha replied.

“Honey, we’ve been over this,” Isaiah replied with frustration. “Katie couldn’t leave her parents, and I couldn’t let anyone know I had a son. I had to protect Jeremiah. I wanted him to be free to make his choices. Living openly up there would have drawn attention to me, to us, to Jeremiah.”

They drove on in silence as the miles between them and their destination drew smaller. A few miles from the town, the wind and rain grew heavier, making the steering and visibility difficult. Then, as they crossed a narrow bridge, they were blinded by a pair of lights coming in the opposite direction. Isaiah swerved, but it was too late. The two cars collided violently, and both tumbled off the bridge into a ravine. A few moments later, flames shot up from the bottom of the valley as doors to nearby homes opened in response to the explosion.

Another car slid to a stop next to the ravine. It had followed about a quarter of a mile behind Isaiah’s car, and the driver and his large companion got out and peered over the edge.

“Yeah, that was Isaiah’s car,” said the larger man, “I don’t see how he could have survived. Did we ever find out where he was going?”

The driver, a smaller man, shook his head. “No, he left in a hurry. He dropped by the bank, then headed straight out of town. Didn’t say a word to anyone.”

“We’d better contact Deacon, see what we should do,” the large man replied, slipping back into the car.

“Damn, it’s pouring out. I hope there is an inn close,” the smaller man said, slipping the car into gear. “Deacon’s not going to be pleased.”

PAST - JEREMIAH

I snapped awake and made all the girls stir while I pulled my wrist up to look at my watch. It was mid-afternoon, and we had an appointment with my Uncle at four. I knew I needed to tell him about Kelly’s pregnancy. I was a bit worried about opening up to him, but also assured that he would help me sort out the best path for my girls and me.

“Wake up, loves, we need to go see my uncle. I want you to meet him, and we need to sign some documents.” I gently prodded them.

Aly stretched and yawned, still naked from the tryst in the kitchen, “I had a weird dream, J,” she snuggled against my chest, feeling my need for comfort before I recognized it.

“The crash on the bridge?” I asked, just recalling the location from memory.

“Yeah,” said Aly, “I think we need to tackle that box of your father’s when we get back. There are clues in there, and we need to get to that safety deposit box.”

“What are you talking about?” Carmen asked, pulling at the wrecked bodice of her dress before giving up and just pulling it over her head and tossing it aside, before looking through her pile of clothes. “I dreamt of a crash, but what does that have to do with J’s father?”

“Why are we all having the same dream?” Lexi asked. “And who was in the car at the end?”

“Was that the crash that killed your mother?” Kelly gasped.

“Yeah, and my father and his wife,” I added. “Aly and I just found that out this morning. I think we all dreamt about their deaths.”

I walked over to my dresser and got the letter my father had written to me a few years before his death, and gave it to Carmen.

“This is all we know,” I said. “I got that from my uncle the day you and Lexi came home. He also left me a box of papers, a bunch of money from his accounts, and a key to a safety deposit box.

Lexi leaned against Carmen as they both read the letter.

Jeremiah,

If you’re reading this, then I’m dead. I’ve never been good at softening words, so I’ll be plain.

I left when you were four. In the years since, I’ve thought of you more than I care to admit. I owe you at least an attempt at an explanation.

I loved you and your mother very much. I know that may not match what you’ve lived through. Staying away from you hasn’t brought me any peace. I’ve watched from a distance when I could and tried, clumsily, to provide for you both. But I could not stay with you for reasons that may already be clear to you—or will be, soon enough.

This is the part that’s hardest to put on paper, so I’ll just say it.

I’m a psychic, or something close enough that the word will do. I don’t know the proper name for it. It runs in our bloodline—my father had it, his father before him. I can see what people feel and lean on their choices, tip them one way or another. If you’re old enough, you may have felt a version of this in yourself. If not, I hope, for your sake, it never fully wakes.

It can be a blessing or a curse. My grandfather and father chose the curse. They used this ability like a lever, always looking for more power. They ruined people. They ruined us.

At first, I followed their example without thinking and hurt the people I loved most—your mother and you. That shame is mine to carry.

Be careful, Jeremiah. If this power is in you, use it sparingly and only to help. Do not use it to feed your ego, your fear, or your hunger. It will eat you from the inside out. I know that sounds rich coming from the man who disappeared. Maybe I did leave selfishly. I’ve asked myself that same question a thousand times.

But I need you to know this: I left because I was afraid of what I might do to you and your mother if I stayed. I didn’t trust myself. I still don’t know if that was courage or cowardice. I only hope that, one day, you can understand why I made that choice—even if you can’t forgive it.

I love you, Son.

Isaiah

“Well, wasn’t he nice to tell you in a letter from the dead?” Carmen said sarcastically.

“I’m resigned that this has become a thing of fate,” I said. “That dream is just more evidence of how connected we are. If it's fate, I want to get ahead of it. My mother died when I was in high school, three years ago. On my 18th birthday, just before graduation. I’m wondering if my father was coming to talk to me, as I was getting old enough to have these powers awaken.”

“She told me….” I hung my head and thought of my mother, “She told me she was going to meet a friend in a nearby town, and she’d be back. It rained so hard that night…. She collided with another vehicle, and both cars crashed into a ravine. It took two weeks to retrieve her remains. The other bodies had no identification, and their car was destroyed, with nothing identifiable. It’s still in the ravine and a tangled mess. Too costly to remove.”

“Oh, J!” Lexi said, slipped beside me, and hugged me. “I’m so sorry, I didn’t know any of this about you.”

“Well, I think we’re all about to find out a lot more about me,” I replied, hugging her tightly. “I can’t help but think it’s all connected somehow, that my powers or whatever are more than I could ever imagine.”

“I still smell like sex, and that lovely sundress is ruined, you animal!” Carmen complained with a smile as Aly, Kelly, and I started up the stairs, “Do I have time to shower? I want to look nice for your uncle and not smell and look like a whore.”

“If you’re quick, we have a little over an hour,” I said with a smile. “Think you can look fabulous in that short amount of time?”

“Lexi will help me,” Carmen said with her fabulous, sexy smirk. “The damn girl still has sex all over her, too!”

Lexi giggled and let Carmen take her hand and drag her into the shower while the rest of us headed to the kitchen. Next to the door was the box of papers from my Father. After redressing her discarded clothes from this morning’s bawdy scene, Aly lifted the box and started looking through the contents, adjusting her glasses as she sorted through papers, envelopes, and folders. Kelly, still looking worried and shocked, started putting away the remaining groceries left out during our impromptu scene.

Aly looked at me and turned her eyes toward Kelly, and I got the impression she wanted me to stay with her. Aly had already started making piles of similar documents, notebooks, envelopes, and batches of photographs. I slipped next to Kelly and helped her put things away.

“I think it was that first night,” Kelly said quietly. “The first time we had sex, when you took my virginity, among other things. I’ve done the math, and it had to have happened then, maybe at the hotel.”

“I was partially drunk, and I wasn’t thinking,” I began. “I’m sorry, Kelly.”

“You’re sorry, I’m pregnant?” Kelly asked, turning to lift her blue eyes to mine, “Or sorry you’re going to be stuck marrying me?”

“Kel,” I said softly, grabbing both of her hands and pulling her to me, lifting my hand to her cheek and tilting her chin up to look at me, kissing her softly, then pressing my forehead to her, “My love, I’m not sorry about the consequences, I’m sorry that I didn’t think things through. I was too overcome with just discovering my power. I had no….”

I drifted off, feeling like I was babbling, then stood firm.

“It was fate. It was meant to be,” I said, meaning every word. “You’re here with me, and that feels so right, just as much as it feels with each of the others. You were meant to be the mother of our child. The more I think about it, I know it’s the truth.”

“I’m a mess of emotions, J,” Kelly said, her eyes dropping to my chest, then lifting. “But I believe what you say is true. I’m happy to be carrying your child. It’s not how either of us would have planned it. But it was meant to be.”

“Do either of you know where Pinebluff, Montana, is?” asked Alyssa.

“Never heard of it,” I said.

I grabbed my road atlas off a bookshelf and settled onto the couch. Kelly followed me and sat close as I looked through the index.

“Well, it is where your father’s accounts are, the safe deposit box, too,” Alyssa said and settled on the other side of me as I started flipping through the pages.

“There is my college,” Kelly said, pointing at the town as I went through the pages, “or… was my college….”

The college town, Pullman, was on the border of Washington and Idaho, and I flipped three more pages and found the tiny village of Pinebluff just over the Idaho border on the edge of Montana.

“About 50 miles south of Missoula, in the shadow of the Bitterroot Mountains.” I said, then backtracked a few pages following a road, “And about 250 miles from the girls’ old school. Is that a coincidence?”

“I don’t know,” Alyssa said. “Maybe your powers bloomed much closer to Pinebluff than they would have if you were home. There might be a geographic component to it….”

Carmen swept up the stairs in a blur, with the red-headed Lexi right behind. Carmen looked lovely in a pair of jeans and a nice blouse, her black hair neatly pulled back into a ponytail, and dark eye makeup that set off her deep brown eyes. Lexi chose a simple green dress that brought out the sparkle in her eyes. She wore her hair down, still damp and forming ringlets as her hair dried. They both looked marvelous.

The four girls gathered in a circle and primped each other, Carmen smoothing Aly’s dress, making sure the bodice supported her bra-less breasts. Lexi hugged Kelly, then checked her makeup and smoothed her skirt. I remembered how lucky I was to have four sexy and caring girls in my life and wondered what I had done to deserve this.

The depressive mood had brightened as Carmen and Lexi joined us, and we were ready to go. I gathered my family together, and we walked the short distance to my uncle’s office. Greeted warmly by his secretary as I introduced all of them to her, then we filed into his office.

“Uncle Thomas, I want you to meet Kelly, Alyssa, Carmen, and Alexis.”

“Please, call me Lexi. I can’t stand being called Alexis.” Lexi said with a smile.

“Then I demand you call me Tommy, young Lexi,” Thomas said with a wink.

I sat between Kelly and Aly on a small loveseat while Carmen and Lexi sat in chairs. Uncle Thomas had five sets of documents piled in a row and was about to talk about what they were when I stopped him,”

“Uncle, there has been a surprising and unforeseen development, and we need your advice,” I said, trying to work my way up to telling him.

“I’m pregnant with Jeremiah’s child,” Kelly said with a smile. “I just found out this morning.”

Aly leaned in with a smile as Thomas’ face turned a shade darker in concern.

“We’re all happy about this,” Aly said. “Me especially. This doesn’t change the relationship we have. It just makes things different in the eyes of the state.”

Thomas chuckled, “I had you pegged as a pragmatist, Alyssa. I take it that the marriage license will need to be in Miss Kelly’s name?”

Alyssa smiled and gripped my hand, “Yes, that is what is best for Kelly and the baby.”

“That only changes two sets of documents,” Thomas explained, “The marriage license is something that will take some time. There are state requirements for premarital counseling that we’ll need to meet. For now, though, these documents will do for all of you as written. They name you as beneficiaries of Jeremiah’s estate in the case of his death. I don’t think that will be anytime soon, but Jeremiah wanted to ensure all of this was in order as soon as possible.”

The girls exchanged glances and looked at me as Thomas continued explaining my conditions.

“Some documents will give you access to a joint cash account. This is part of Jeremiah’s normal funding and is supplemented by his grandfather’s trust.” Uncle Thomas passed each girl a smaller set of documents and pens for their signatures. The balance on the account caught them by surprise, each looking at me.

“You’ve got to be kidding,” Carmen said, “J, I can’t accept this. How do you know I won’t just take the cash and go back home? This is a bit reckless.”

“Carmen, I’m certain you wouldn’t do that, so your hypothetical is invalid,” Uncle Thomas continued. “The contract also has stipulations that will close any account at the behest of Jeremiah. This is quite standard for people with a sizable inheritance.”

“Well, I …” Carmen closed her mouth, looked at the papers, then signed her name.

“This next set of documents sets up the insurance requirements and the rest of Jeremiah’s assets, including the funds he just received from his father’s estate.” Uncle Thomas droned on, “The probate on that lasted three years because it took so long to declare him dead since they never found his body. The only connection was a stray serial number on his destroyed car. The accounts are well established and have been accruing interest since his death. It has effectively doubled Jeremiah’s wealth.”

Kelly now blushed red as she looked at the figures, “You don’t need my parents’ investment in this at all, do you?”

“No, I don’t,” I replied. “But it helps to have other investors. The inn is a bit of a risk. If it doesn’t work out the way we expect, I may have to get a job.”

The document signing took just under an hour, and by then the girls were all in shock. Even Alyssa hadn’t realized how wealthy I was. I wasn’t very comfortable with my wealth; I never made a show of it, and it usually left me embarrassed. I was relieved, though, to have the cat out of the bag. I felt a little relieved to know my companions were fully aware of my wealth. They knew, and at least forgave, my character flaws and all. They understood I was a man who wanted the best for them and treated them well. I knew they loved me for that and not my money.

“With that, all finished,” Thomas said, “Let’s talk practical matters.” As he looked at me with a severe look.

“You need to figure out where your father comes from, Jeremiah.” Thomas started, “This much money moving around will gain attention, and the events of his death have become … very strange. As usual, the accounts are secure and private, much of the big money offshore, but in these circles, people don’t mind bribing someone to get a name, and then they’ll soon find out about you. What you do with your life might become more and more scrutinized.”

Thomas looked over at Kelly, “Do you think your parents will understand about your pregnancy? Will they be happy or pull out of the partnership with Jeremiah?”

“I don’t know, Tommy,” Kelly said. “But we’re meeting with them tomorrow, I can’t hide anything from my mother, and I’m no longer willing to keep things secret.”

“None of us are,” I interrupted. “At least not with family. Kelly’s parents are family now. I will hopefully explain that well to them.”

“Okay, I think that is wise,” Thomas said, settling back into his chair. “I’m going to try and use some resources to back-trace this money, so we can get an idea of who might be looking over your shoulder. I will do it discreetly, but we need to all focus on finding out more about Jeremiah’s father.”

“We’ll sort through that box tonight,” Alyssa said. “We’ll bring back any money-related papers to you. I’m curious about his history. I think we might need to go to Montana to find out.”

“All of you?” Thomas asked with a raised eyebrow.

“Uncle, we’re never going to be apart, so yes, all of us,” I stated with determination.

“Good, then I think you’re ready,” Thomas said. “Come back tomorrow, and we can talk again.”

We all left and started walking home, silent in our thoughts, but all twisted together.

“I am glad I never knew how well off you are, J,” Lexi said, holding one of my hands in hers and leaning into me. “I know I love you for you, and this ... it’s nice, but I don’t need it.

“Same for me,” said Carmen. “I know what I said in there was … well, it’s what the people I grew up with would do, it’s messed up, and I’ve seen lives ruined over much smaller amounts of money. I don’t want or need your money, Jeremiah.”

Alyssa smiled, “I don’t think Jeremiah wants it either,” as she bussed my cheek with a kiss. “Which is why he hides it. Money isn’t important to him, which is why it isn’t important to us.”

“Well, it’s nice not to have to fret over keeping the heat on,” I said casually.

I chewed on the words Aly just said. I could interpret it as myself being the catalyst for how my girls felt about things. I wasn’t sure it was true, but I couldn’t discount it as false.

“Anyway, that’s over,” I continued, “Should we order Chinese and dig into that box of papers?”

“Yes,” said a chorus of four voices, and I smiled at their enthusiasm, but also thought it was too easy getting four females to agree on anything.

I shouldn’t have worried; it took them the rest of the walk home to decide which dishes to order, and the order kept growing until we had enough food to last three meals.


CHAPTER 4
FORGED VOWS


PRESENT - JEREMIAH

I drove through the gates and along the long driveway that led to our sizable mansion. The all-too-familiar pang of overindulgence at the cost and scope of building our home 15 years ago. The old Bed & Breakfast was successful beyond expectations; it’s still in business. But that first house was no longer our home.

As our family grew, Kelly, Alyssa, Carmen, Lexi, and I realized we needed our own space for our daily tasks, hobbies, and occupations. Then there came Isaac, or Zac as we called him. When we moved here, he was four years old, and this mansion was the only home he knew.

I pulled up next to Zac’s car and got out. I jogged to the door, irritated at my son, but also curious as to the specifics of this new mischief of his. Kelly’s slight panic at his behavior triggered a guilt reflex to my actions on that stairway in Pullman two decades ago.

I took the steps in two strides, as Lexi slipped beside me, reached and opened the door, and I strode into my house past the entry and into our living room. There he was, Isaac. Our son, a mix of Kelly and me in his features and demeanor, was sitting on the sofa. Zac had his arms around two female classmates, who took turns kissing him.

I scanned the room, spying Kelly moving toward me, her eyes flicking from Zac to me with an expression that said, ”Do something!”

A glance at the opposite side revealed Carmen rounding the room towards me, her eyes darkened with alarm and frustration. Maybe anger. She reached me first.

“I thought you talked to him about your family history!” Carmen hissed, oddly trying to keep her words silent, not to disturb the young people.

“Your son just came in, sat down with Beth and that other girl, and started making out like this.” Kelly waved at Zac, his high school crush, Beth, and another redheaded girl. “It just feels so odd. I know Zac crushes on Beth, but who’s this other girl? Why is your son kissing both of them?”

Lexi slipped beside me, and then a moment later, Alyssa opened the door and joined our parental huddle. As she passed through, Aly reached over and flipped on the light, illuminating the trio in the center of the room.

I took a deep breath, trying to steady my emotions, then spoke loudly, “Isaac, aren’t you going to introduce me to your….”

Suddenly, the room erupted in celebratory shouts, “Happy Birthday, Jeremiah!!!!”

Zac and his two surprising girlfriends? If that’s who they were. They stood up and walked towards Jeremiah, along with a score of friends and family who streamed in from the house’s wings. Jeremiah was struck dumb with surprise as he smiled at his son, then turned to Kelly.

“That you all managed to surprise me… “ I laughed, combing my fingers through my hair, “was unexpected.”

“You’ve been a bit distracted, my love,” Alyssa said, kissing me deeply.

“Papi, the look on your face!” laughed Carmen as she tightly hugged me and kissed my cheek.

“You knew about this,” I level my gaze at Lexi, smiling like the cat that caught the canary, “Didn’t you, little one?”

“Yes, I did,” Lexi said softly, then leaned to whisper in my ear, “I’m sorry, Master, they wanted you distracted… But I’m not sorry about draining you in the park.”

“Hey, Dad, happy birthday,” said Zac/ “These are two of my friends— Elizabeth and Stacy. They are only friends, Dad… they were in on the prank.”

“Please call me Beth,” said Elizabeth, and she leaned in to hug me. “Zac is always talking about how awesome you are; I hope we didn’t anger you.”

“Not at all. It’s wonderful to meet you face to face.” I laughed. She was blonde and had blue eyes like his mother. I turned to Stacy, whose curly ginger hair, freckles, and trim, athletic frame were an echo of Lexi’s. “Stacy, nice to meet you.”

“Same,” Stacy said, flicking her eyes at me, then back to Zac. Her gaze traced his features, as if he were the only person in the room, then she inhaled through her nose. Beth wrinkled her nose at her display. I wondered if she was still playing a part in my lovers’ distraction surprise.

“Please, girls, enjoy the party. Isaac, you and I need to talk later, though,” I said, shifting to a serious expressing as he looked at me. He nodded with a blush and then steered the two girls to the kitchen, where Carmen had prepared a lavish spread of party food, drinks, and cake.

I moved around the room, shaking hands with old friends and clients. People I knew well, people I had helped, along with so many others, had helped my family and me as well. I kept my thoughts guarded but smiled at the array of familiar faces and smiles, “Maybe turning 40 wasn’t going to be so bad.”

Kelly, Alyssa, Carmen, and Lexi watched me as I orbited the room. Their surprise party deception no longer muted their thoughts. It was partly my fault for spending the whole day writing a memoir that I could never publish. At least not as a memoir, as people who read it would think it was fiction.

“This is good,” I felt Alyssa’s thought across our meshed minds, “You need to see the good you’ve done to help you get over all shadows of our past.” The other three nodded, tuned into the same ring of thoughts, and echoed memories of the time we met and began our extraordinary life together.

PAST - JEREMIAH

We returned to the house, and I ordered the Chinese for delivery. Kelly went to her office to check her email from her mother. Aly returned to my father’s box and the stacks of papers and notebooks. Lexi took Carmen’s hand and went to the sofa to talk with her about something. I moved next to Aly in the kitchen and started picking up a notebook.

“Be careful, Jeremiah,” Aly said, then took my hand in hers. “I’m still sorting, and … “ she fell silent, which was odd as she usually wasn’t at a loss for words.

“What?” I started.

She put her finger to my lips to quiet me, tilted her head slightly as if listening to something just out of range, then looked back at me, her eyes glinting, and then turned serious again.

“I want to go over this first, love,” Aly said. “I don’t know what’s in here, and I don’t want you to cycle into anger about your father without knowing the full story. We’ve made a lot of progress today. Maybe you, Carmen, and Lexi can have some catching-up time.”

Carmen and Lexi entered the room as she finished, and Aly nodded at them knowingly. Just as I was about to ask a question, Kelly re-entered the room and sat down at the table next to Aly.

“I just got the strangest email from my friend Jenn,” Kelly stated. “You remember her, Lex, Car? We … um… I think we messed her up that night.”

I groaned inwardly as I recalled the story. She was also among the people who saw Kelly and me on our first night. It seemed odd to hear from her on this day. I felt Aly take my hand and tug, directing my attention to her.

“I’ll talk with Kelly, don’t get worked up. Lexi needs you.” Aly said plainly.

Carmen grabbed my hand, “C’mon, stud. I’ll explain,” and tugged me downstairs.

Lexi followed us, keeping a step behind, as we descended the stairs. Carmen pointed me to stand against the wall as we entered the room, then turned to Lexi.

“Knees, slut.” Carmen said in a firm voice, pointing to the floor.

I was about to comment when Lexi quickly stripped and fell to her knees in front of Carmen, presenting herself in a submissive pose. Carmen barely looked at her as she looked up at me.

“While we were alone, this little one confessed something to me after Kelly left.” As she stepped into her closet, Carmen continued. “There is more to Lexi than meets the eye, J.”

I decided it was best to listen, as Carmen was talking to me as if Lexi wasn’t there. I checked on her because I was confused. It seemed like everyone knew something that I didn’t. Lexi seemed relaxed but also on edge, as if she was anticipating something. Like a child on Christmas Eve is unable to sleep knowing Santa is coming.

“She’s a submissive, J,” Carmen said as she came back into the room with a duffel bag and plopped it on the bed; she looked over at me and waved me over. “Have you ever heard of BDSM, J?”

I stepped over and caught up with her question, “Um, bondage, domination, and sado… something or other?” I answered with a bit of confusion.

“Yeah, that’s right, the M is masochism,” said Carmen. “And that is what little Lexi is, a masochist. She gets off on—pain. Not all pain, just pain from someone she loves and trusts.”

Carmen opened the bag to reveal a large collection of sex toys, an array of dildos and vibrators, along with fur-lined cuffs, some coils of rope, and what looked like a whip, but it had many straps of leather attached to a handle. There were also many other things in the bag, but I looked away and back to Carmen.

“But I’m not a sadist,” I told Carmen. “I don’t like to hurt people.”

“You don’t?” Carmen said. “Did you enjoy forcing me today, taking me hard?”

“Yes, but that was just a role I felt you wanted me to take,” I began, “The more you got off on it, the further I took it… Oh…”

Carmen nodded, “You’re getting it, but you need to learn how to be safe with it. I loved it when you started choking me, but that’s a bit edgy. Lexi is a submissive masochist. She can probably take more than you or I know how to give safely.”

“What do you mean?” I asked and looked down at Lexi, who was almost shaking with need.

“Well, one thing, she needs strong dominance, don’t you, little slut.” Carmen asked.

“Yes, Mistress,” Lexi cooed, the first words she’d spoken since we’d gotten down to the room.

“You showed me you have the chops for that today,” Carmen said to me quietly.

“Kiss my toes, slave,” she commanded Lexi.

Lexi crawled to her feet and started to grab one foot.

“Did I say you could use your hands, slut?” Carmen asked harshly.

I could feel Lexi purr in her head as she placed her hands behind her back and bowed her head to kiss and worship Carmen’s feet.

“Touch her cunt,” Carmen whispered to me.

I leaned down and cupped my hand under her upturned ass, cupping her pussy, and found that her lips were slick with arousal.

“You like that, don’t you, nasty little cunt.” I said, trying the words on. I could feel her cunt clench at my words, with my mouth close to her ears.

“Oh god, yes, Master!” She answered, pushing her mouth back on Carmen’s foot.

“Now spank her ass,” whispered Carmen, as she sat on the bed and extended her other foot to the nearly prone girl. “Then touch her again.”

I pulled my hand back and swatted her ass — not very hard. Carmen tilted her head and gave me a withering look.

“Harder. You have to mean it… J,” Carmen explained, “You have to be in command. You can’t fake it.”

I pulled back again and swung hard, connecting with a hard slap. Her flesh heated up under my palm, and my hand stung. I reached with my other hand back to her cunt and felt even more fluid coat my fingers.

“Little fuck toy likes to be spanked too,” I tried, a growl in my voice as I started to connect to the role Lexi was pushing out as best she could.

“Oh yes, Master, this slut needs your hard hand spanking my needy ass!” Lexi cried out, then returned to foot worship.

I felt my cock pulse, hearing the deep desire in her words and her posture. It felt like the room heated up with her needful passion.

“I’m entirely overdressed for this,” I said, beginning to take my shirt off.

“Wait,” Carmen said, then looked at Lexi expectantly, “Go undress your Master, slave. Leave his shorts on, though. You haven’t earned a look at his cock yet.”

Lexi turned on a dime and rose to her knees, lifting to grip the bottom of my shirt. She quickly pulled it off, even though she had to stand rapidly to do it, then back down to her knees. She removed my shoes one foot at a time, then my socks. Then she unbuckled my belt, unbuttoned my jeans, and pulled them down my thighs. She leaned closer, pressing her cheek to my stiff shaft, as she looked up at me.

“Master, please step out of your jeans,” she pleaded, then carefully pulled them away, folded them neatly, and placed them in a neat pile with my shoes and shirt.

“Good pet, get back here and take care of me, you lazy slave,” Carmen commanded, rising from the bed.

Carmen stood up and let Lexi strip her, moving slightly to assist until she was completely nude. I inhaled slowly as I watched. My cock ached in my shorts. Carmen’s mocha brown flesh was practically glowing, Lexi’s pale flesh a delicious contrast to her dusky mistress.

“Get on the bed, on your knees, hands at your ass, slut.” Carmen spat as soon as she was naked, then moved to the bag of toys, taking out some leather cuffs.

“Not handcuffs?” I asked, coming closer.

“Those furry things are crap, not sturdy enough for what she needs. These leather shackles are snugger, and you can do more with them. They help keep her safe by limiting her movements,” Carmen explained as she fastened one to each of Lexi’s wrists, then she pointed to her bag of tricks. “Hand me that rope.”

We talked back and forth as if Lexi wasn’t there, which seemed to make her even more excited. Carmen clipped the shackles together, then tied a piece of rope to a ring on one wrist, tossing it over the far beam that connected each side of the bed, and pulled the line tight, lifting her arms over her head, putting strain on Lexi’s shoulders. Lexi exhaled with a strained breath as Carmen secured the rope, keeping a firm tension as she tied it off.

“Mirror me and tie down her ankle on the other side?” Carmen instructed me, and I nodded.

Carmen watched me as I copied her and shackled Lexi’s ankle, then tied the rope to the bedpost, pulling the line tightly, securing her ankle, and keeping her thighs spread. Lexi was doubled over in the center of the bed; her breasts pressed to the mattress by the strain of the rope lifting her wrists. Her tight ass rippled as she tried to ease the pressure, but with her thighs pulled by the tension in the rope, her movement was limited. The position gave me a delicious view of her ass and cunt, which glistened with her arousal.

“Starting to get the picture, stud?” Carmen asked and pulled out the whip-like thing. “This is a flogger,” she said simply.

She swung it around gently, letting the straps smack lightly against Lexi’s backside. Lexi shook and cooed at the feel of the leather and then stilled as Carmen traced the leads along her flesh.

“Watch me and see how I use this; it’s never out of anger. The idea is to warm up the flesh and get her endorphins moving.” Carmen explained.

Naked, Carmen crawled onto the mattress and then started swinging the flogger back, pulling the straps through her other hand before smacking the whip against Lexi’s trapped flesh.

Lexi groaned, and I cringed, not even used to the thought of what I was watching. But Lexi shifted her body and pressed her ass back, seeking another stroke. I watched as Carmen moved the whip, striking in a steady cadence all over Lexi’s ass, thighs, and hips. Lexi’s flesh warmed, turning a rosy shade as her grunts turned to moans. Her body shook as she took each blow, then purred as she absorbed and processed the pain.

Carmen began hitting her harder, then moved and began swinging the flogger leads vertically, aiming down the center of Lexi’s spread ass cheeks. I bit my lip, expecting a shriek of pain.

“Oh fuck, Mistress Yesss… fuck.. ouch, spank my cunt, please….” Lexi crowed to my surprise.

“Don’t you fucking cum, slut, don’t you dare.” Carmen spat as she used the flogger to pound into Lexi’s most sensitive spot, then turned and invited me onto the bed.

“Beg to be fucked, slut….” Carmen asked, and Lexi twisted her head, her green eyes sparkling as she watched me push off my shorts and release my hard cock and knee onto the bed.

“Oh please, Master, fuck this slut’s cunt… slam that beautiful cock into this undeserving slut.” Lexi pleaded, her eyes widening.

She twisted her head back to find my eyes, her need plain in her strident voice. Carmen shifted forward and started to smack Lexi’s strained shoulders as I gripped her hips and fitted my crown against her cunt. Her flesh was like molten lava on my sensitive tip, and I slammed forward, grabbing her heated ass and pulling her back. Her cunt squeezed my cock like a fist, so tight but also slick. She grunted as my cock bottomed out. Carmen continued to smack her flesh as I began to fuck the lithe redhead hard.

Gripping the warm flesh of her abraded ass, I sank my fingers into her warmed flesh, which caused her to shriek, then purr in the mixture of pain and pleasure flooding her nerves. I raised a hand and gripped her fiery mane, yanking her head back and forcing her to look forward. I nodded to Carmen, who dropped the flogger and then moved to spread her legs before Lexi’s lifted face.

“Suck her cunt, slave, thank her for her work,” I spat as I kept fucking her, pushing her face into Carmen’s glistening snatch. Carmen cursed in Spanish as Lexi started to lick and suck on her sex, her hands gripping Lexi’s head, moving mine out of the way. I curled my fingers into claws, dug them into Lexi’s shoulders, then dragged them down as my hips slammed forward and back.

“Aiiighhh, Fuck… may this one come, please Master, Miss.. fuck.. please….” Lexi struggled, holding back from the edge of her orgasm.

Carmen gripped her head, yanked it up, leaning close to Lexi’s face, spat into it, and then commanded, “Come slut… come on your Master’s cock.”

Lexi tripped off, her cunt gripping and shuddering around my cock as I slammed home and shot my load deep inside. Carmen pushed her hand into Lexi’s spit-covered face, spreading it over her cheeks and nose as Lexi screamed in orgasm, all her senses exploding. I felt a power flow through me and pushed that power towards Carmen, who tossed her head back and pulled Lexi’s nose back to her cunt as she rocked and moaned and came squirting on Lexi’s face.

I froze as I just let myself feel the flesh beneath me ripple in waves as one orgasm crashed into another. Her body shook, then went limp, and I looked at Carmen. She started untying the rope at her wrists, and I untied each ankle, then pulled Lexi’s body to my chest, rotating on the bed to sit at the headboard, lifting her to my lap, holding her as Carmen slipped next to me, and covered Lexi with a warm coverlet.

“Such a good girl, such a good slut.” Carmen cooed and looked at me.

“Good little slave, I enjoyed that very much. Thank you for letting me see this side of you,” I said and kissed Lexi’s forehead.

Lexi blinked slowly as her mind recovered, her eyes catching mine and smiling, “Oh Master, I was worried that it might scare you away, or that ….”

“Shhhh, little one,” I said. “You are mine, and I’ll always keep you safe and feed you what you need.”

Carmen looked at me with a smile, “Are you sure you’ve never heard of BDSM before? You’re a goddamn natural.”

We chuckled, then relaxed, recovering in each other’s arms, enjoying the escape the scene had allowed from a long day.

* * *

“What was that?” Kelly asked worriedly, “Did Lexi scream?”

Aly closed her eyes and put a hand on Kelly’s shoulder, listening more with her mind than with her ears, then smiled and opened her eyes to look at Kelly.

“Don’t worry, Kelly,” Aly said. “It’s what Lexi needs, and she’s safe with Carmen and J. If she chooses, it is up to her to explain this to you. But don’t worry, she’s fine.”

“That’s weird. I know I’m new to sex, but so is she… “ Kelly wondered.

“You didn’t spend a week with Carmen and her toy box,” Alyssa said and returned to researching. The two girls focused on sorting the boxes, reading through files, and checking each other for another half an hour until they heard the doorbell ring.

*ding dong*

“Ah, the food is here,” Aly said, nonplussed. “Go pay for it, and I’ll go get the others.”

* * *

I opened my eyes, feeling a warm hand on my forehead, blinking into Aly’s blue eyes as she smiled. She gently shook Lexi, resting against my chest, then kissed her cheek. Moving her attention to Carmen, then back to me.

“Food is here, lovers,” Aly said, looking at the cuffs on Lexi’s limbs, the rope, and the flogger. “Did you all have fun?”

Lexi nodded shyly, “Just what the doctor ordered, Ma’am,” and stretched and started to remove her cuffs.

“Good, little one,” Alyssa said. “Kelly will have some questions; I think it’s best if you answer them.”

Lexi nodded.

I wanted to say, “I have some questions too!” but considered silence the better path in the moment.

Carmen just smiled and snuggled against me with her nude body before we all got up, put on pajamas, and went upstairs to eat. Kelly and Aly had put away the papers from my father’s box and set out the Chinese takeout and some paper plates. I was surprised at how hungry I was and just concentrated on eating.

As my belly filled, my mind started wandering again, “What did you find in the boxes, Aly?”

Alyssa finished her bite and pushed her glasses up, her bright blue eyes fixing on me.

“It was a revelation,” Alyssa said, striking a scholarly tone. “Tell me, who do you think your father was? What do you think he did for a living?”

I thought about it for a moment, then shrugged. “I’ve always thought of him as a drifter. I never knew of him having powers until these past few days. I knew he lived up in Montana, Washington, or Idaho. Picking up spare jobs, the lumber industry, maybe. Never staying long in one place.”

“You’re mostly right; some of his income came from an assortment of jobs in and near college campuses.” Alyssa looked at me and tilted her head. “Does that strike you as odd or dangerous?”

“Was he preying on the coeds?” I asked. My first impression was negative, though I didn’t know why. I had so little information about my father.

“Most of the information I’ve found is that he helped significantly in women’s shelters. Protecting and helping women that had been victims of rape or other crimes.” Alyssa stated factually and waited for my response.

“For how long? How long before he died did he have a shift of conscience?” I asked, unwilling to give my father the benefit of the doubt.

“Pretty much from when he left your mother, he traveled around campuses and helped scared young women,” Alyssa said coolly, just stating facts.

“That is… unexpected,” I said.

“I think your opinions of your father are classic projections, Jeremiah,” Alyssa said in her counselor’s voice. “You need to stop blaming yourself and thinking that the power you two seemingly share is evil.”

My initial reaction was anger, and I picked up my plate and shoveled in a mouthful of food. I chewed slowly, letting my emotions calm as I considered her words. She wasn’t wrong. I always seemed to put my powers in a box labeled “Danger.” I often thought my actions ruined the women who surrounded me, women I loved. They were all treasures, the opposite of ruined. But wasn’t it just luck that my selfishness didn’t produce horrible results? I started cycling more and realized that Alyssa was waiting for me.

“Okay, Doctor,” I said with a grin, hoping to lighten the suddenly heavy mood.

I gazed around, and Lexi was looking at me with fascination. Carmen was flicking her eyes between Alyssa and me. While Kelly ate quietly, almost lost in her thoughts, having read most of the same papers that Alyssa did — she already knew the story.

“I confess that I do cast the use of my ability in a bad light.” I started by putting together the pieces from the past six weeks. “I also admit, looking back, that I’ve used it more for good purposes than for ill-intended selfish means. However, I had you around to keep me honest, though. Each of you, Carmen, Lexi, and Kelly. All of you help me want to make the best decisions.”

“And your father had your mother around. And his second wife, whom we know little about.” Alyssa explained. “From what Tommy says, your mother loved Sammie. They were all entangled like we are. It’s possible, J, that your father was trying to use his abilities for good—in a meaningful way.”

“How so?” I asked the implied question.

“Glad you asked,” Aly smiled, leaning forward and pulling a pile of papers closer. “It goes back to the major part of your father’s fortune. He received a lump sum that more or less equals what you just inherited upon his father’s death. Ask me when your grandfather died.”

I thought for a moment, trying to piece together the puzzle Aly was presenting.

“Before my parents split up,” I guessed.

“Right,” Alyssa smiled. “Now, ask me why?”

I chewed on the question; she didn’t want me to ask her. She wanted me to tell her, and I slowly worked through the answer.

“To protect me,” I said.

As I spoke the words, I knew they were true. My father protected my mother and me, keeping our knowledge away from his family or whatever my grandfather was involved in.

“He never spent any of your grandfather’s money, Jeremiah. Not a cent.” Alyssa said. “He lived off the money from spare jobs and temporary work. He had access to a fortune and never touched it. We need to find out why.”

“And soon,” I nodded. “Because we’ve touched it, we moved some, and with that money moving, the people that hold that money will wonder who’s moving it.”

Alyssa nodded and then handed me a bound leather notebook.

“That is your father’s notebook, diary, sketchbook. He didn’t write much, but he kept putting things in there for the 14 years he was out of your life.”

She leaned forward and flipped through some pages. “Do these look familiar?” She asked, pointing to graphs with notes scribbled in my father’s hand.

“Morality curves,” I said in a hushed tone. “Just like I described to you,” I leaned closer and read some of his notes. “He lacks your specificity, but he’s close.”

“Yeah, it looks like trial and error,” Alyssa said, pointing to the first rough graph. “Do you see the initials? K - that’s Katie, I think, your mother. Then there is S - Sammie? Much more detailed, and many more observations.”

I turned the page and saw that he had pages of graphs from many others, over months and years… Some had wicked curves that would have had to have been altered, sketches of corrections, and notes about the initialed girls.

“He was undoing things,” I said. “Fixing things that had gotten messed up, and I don’t think he did the damage.”

“No,” Alyssa shook her head, agreeing with me. “It looks like he was repairing someone else’s damage. Though I think, much like you, he acted out of impulse initially. I think you are your father’s son, Jeremiah. And you should be proud of that.”

I felt a lump in my throat looking through my father’s notes. The worn pages filled in the gaps in my knowledge of my father. My mother never spoke in detail. When she started talking about him, she always had a guarded look, told me stories, and quickly changed the subject. She never spoke ill of him, but never gave me any details. But she always reminded me, “Your father loves you very much. Never forget that, Jeremiah.”

“We’re missing something, though,” I said, looking up to Alyssa.

“Who broke these girls? We need to get to Montana and open that box,” Alyssa said. “It has to have more clues.”

“We should get the financials to Uncle Thomas,” I said. “Maybe he can track the money, the corporations that held the funds?”

“You two are crazy,” Carmen said. “We need to get far away from this stuff. We’re all in college. We have no idea what we’re getting into. This is beginning to sound dangerous. Can’t we call the police?”

“And tell them what, Carmen?” Alyssa asked. “We are only piecing together parts of the puzzle because of what we know of Jeremiah’s ability. The police need evidence to start an investigation. Do you know what the government or military would do if they found out what Jeremiah was capable of? We can’t tell anyone. No one that we don’t inherently trust.”

I sat quietly, thumbing through my father’s notes, feeling I was getting to know him more. I also thought about what Alyssa said regarding people finding out about my ability. I’d been using my powers selfishly but had focused on doing good. What about others like me who’re doing it for other reasons? Crime. Military. Intelligence.

“None of you signed up for this,” I said quietly. “I can fix you all and make you right, then go fight this myself.”

A chorus of dissent arose before I finished my sentence. I looked up, surprised. All of them were drawing near, touching me, and consoling me.

Lexi spoke first, “Masr… I mean, Jeremiah, we are stronger together. We can’t be torn apart. Do you remember how it felt when we were apart? I can’t do that again, not ever.”

“For as fucked up as this crazy story is,” Carmen said. “I’m all in with all of you. If we can’t trust the pigs, then we’ve got this. At the very least, I’ll have some wicked stories to tell while making tamales for our grandkids.”

“Jeremiah,” Kelly leaned and kissed me on the cheek. “I just found out I’m carrying your child. I relate more to your mother than your father. I don’t want to be apart from you, but I want this baby to be safe and free from the past. I’ll do anything now to ensure that future. I hope this baby grows up to be a man like you.”

“Okay,” I said more confidently. “What do we need to do first?”

“We’ll need an RV,” Carmen said with a wicked grin.

Alyssa nodded, “Perfect!” and leaned towards Carmen and Lexi, starting to plan what supplies we needed.

Kelly hugged me tight and whispered in my ear, “J, can we go downstairs alone?” Then she moved to kiss me, softly biting my lower lip as she captured my eyes. “I need you, lover.”

I slipped out of my chair and took Kelly’s hand, lifting her to her feet, “We’ll be downstairs when you three are done planning.” I said, excusing us.

Carmen and Lexi barely lifted their heads, and Aly looked at me and smiled.

“Save a little bit for me, please?” She said before diving back in, grabbing a notebook, and making a list.

It turned me on, unaware she was talking to Kelly or me.

I led Kelly down the stairs and then escorted her to the bed, pulling her close at the foot of it and kissing her deeply. My fingers and hands made quick work of her clothes, then, stepping back, I commanded, “ Get on the bed, spread your legs apart.”

“Yes, Master,” Kelly laughed as she hurried back until her head was on the pillows.

“You don’t have to call me that,” I said as I undressed, glad that Carmen made all the bondage gear disappear.

“I kind of like it in the bedroom, maybe not as much as Lexi does,” Kelly purred with a wink as I knelt naked on the bed, crawled between her open thighs, my hands moving under her round bottom, and lowered my mouth to her blond muff.

“Oh, yes… Master,” Kelly cooed again in a giggle.

The giggle shifted into a deep moan of need as my tongue worked past her pubic hair and pressed against her clit. Her hips lifted as my mouth opened, and I sealed my lips around her, sucking deeply as my tongue cleaved between them, tasting her arousal.

“Ohmmnn, FUCK, your tongue is magic,” Kelly gushed. “I remember the first night, you wouldn’t fuck me until you tasted me… You still like how I taste, lover?”

“MMmmmhmmm!” I growled as I kissed, licked, and sucked.

Kelly combed her fingers through my hair, it was getting longer than when we first met, and she curled her fingers, gripping a handful of my hair and pulling me into her sex as he hips rolled and lifted, rubbing her pussy on my nose and chin as my lips and tongue continually lapped at her treasure box.

“I want your cock, J, please?” Kelly moaned as she lifted my head. Her eyes shone a bright blue, and the room seemed to glow in the basement’s shadows. “Fuck me, master.”

Crawling between her spread thighs, I reached down and gripped my shaft, aiming at her slick pussy. When it was aligned and beginning to press inside, I found her eyes and drove home. Her eyes widened, then closed as her head fell back at the intrusion of my cock. Then she re-opened them, her blue eyes slits of needful lust.

“Hard, J, fuck me hard… use me, take me, hammer me, I’m yours… own me,” Kelly babbled as I started a quick rhythm. “Make me scream!”

Her words only fueled me to hammer harder. I leaned over her and gripped her breasts, her pillowy flesh molding to my hands. I pressed her down into the mattress under me, her hips lifting to meet my heavy strokes. I felt her nipples hard as rocks in my palms as I held her body down, my hips pounding, driving my cock deeper and deeper. Then, with a scream of delight, Kelly bucked under me, and I arched back, lifting her off me to push my cock deep as I exploded.

“Oh fuckkkk, yes!!” Kelly cried out as she came on my cock.

Her spasms gripped my shaft as I emptied inside her. The room brightened behind my closed eyelids as I felt her contractions milk my shaft. She used her hips to gyrate and grind, making sure to capture all of my seed.

I looked down at her, her face damp with sweat, her eyes bright, and a smile on her face.

“We’re having a baby, J… a baby!” she cried joyfully.

“Yes, we are, lover,” I said and slipped beside her, pulling her back to my chest as I curled around her, one hand on a breast and the other over her abdomen.

We snuggled, relaxed, and then softly faded into unconsciousness.

DISTANT PAST

“Okay, Deacon,” the small driver said into the receiver. “We’ll get whatever is in the car.”

As the driver placed the phone back on the cradle, the large man asked, “We’ve got to go back outside in this deluge? What does he think is in the car? There is bound to be attention soon, and it’ll be hard to get down to the wreckage.”

“He wants it cleaned, Samuel,” the small man said. “Nothing to trace back to the priesthood.”

“Okay, Jediah, you’re the boss,” Samuel said, grumbling as he headed to the car. “We should have packed more clothes. These are going to be ruined before we get to the wreckage.”

The small man, Jediah, picked up the car keys, and the pair left the room, headed out into the storm as lightning flashed.


PART TWO

SHADOWS


CHAPTER 5
ROAD BIND


PRESENT - JEREMIAH

I was still a bit shocked by the surprise party. I pushed aside the disturbing thought of how I could have been so profoundly surprised by four women so closely linked to me. I realized I had drawn into myself as my 40th birthday approached. I spent too much time looking back at my life, trying to find meaning in the early months of my family’s formation. I decided to relax and enjoy the crowd of people celebrating my birthday.

“Happy Birthday, J,” Jerry said with a smile and a handshake.

I pulled my long-time friend in for a single-arm back slap hug, then looked at him.

“Where is your lovely wife?” I asked, looking around for the shapely brunette.

“Home with a sick kid,” Jerry said with a shrug. “You know she’d be here if she could. She enjoys all the parties Kelly throws.”

“Yeah, Kelly enjoys throwing parties; I just have to keep working to be able to afford them,” I laughed, then saw Ron and Robin heading towards me, “Enjoy the party, Jerry.”

Ron lifted me into the air with a big bear hug.

“Welcome to the end of your life, old man!” Ron said, gently setting me on the floor so Robin could hug me.

“Pft, Forty won’t be so bad,” I replied to Ron as I kissed Robin’s cheek. “But you might be careful, or I’ll be your next patient. You almost threw my back out,” as I aped a sore back, and bent over in an old man posture.

“You’ll never be old, Jeremiah,” Robin said as she looked me up and down. “Kelly, Alyssa, Lexi, and Carmen are like the fountain of youth for you. You’re almost better looking than Ron!”

“Watch it, woman,” Ron said, pulling her back into his chest. “I won’t lose you to a schlub like J here. I’ll do an hour more in the gym daily to keep you happy.”

“How about an extra 15 minutes in the bedroom?” Robin said with a wink as Ron whisked her off to where Kelly had made a small dance floor.

“Enjoy your birthday, Jeremiah,” Ron waved as the pair slipped away.

I smiled as my long-time friends started to move in a slow dance on the dance floor. Soon, I accepted a stream of guests as they wished me a happy birthday. I recalled each of them as they came in pairs.

The first couple had met at a frat party my senior year. They started as hated rivals but had a natural chemistry that drew them together. The couple would enjoy a few weeks of torrid sex. Then the arguing would start. With Aly’s help, I adjusted their curves so they worked as a team instead of as rivals. That minor adjustment set them up for the long-term relationship they had enjoyed since college.

After Alyssa and I opened our practice, we counseled the next couple as one of our first clients. They were newlyweds then, but their attachments to their parents made their marriage difficult. With Alyssa’s recommendation, I quietly shifted their loyalty away from their parents and towards each other. Their more stable relationship had sealed them for a stronger marriage than either of their in-laws.

Another couple had been owners of a rival Bed & Breakfast, a little older than us, but friends with Kelly’s parents. Kelly had asked me to help them because, even though they were competitors, they were too well-suited for each other, and separation or divorce would have devastated their kids. We’d helped them realign with each other, and now they enjoyed a happy life with their kids and grandchildren.

The room was filled with people I had known, made friends with, shaped, and fixed. The room buzzed with happiness. Seeing everyone together made me realize how richly my life had been blessed.

Then Kelly caught me by the arm and leaned into my ear. “Look at your son. Tell me what you see?”

“You mean OUR son,” I corrected and kissed her behind the ear, then looked where she was directing me.

Zac was trying to talk with Beth and a few other friends. Then I noticed his other friend, Stacy. She wasn’t engaged in any conversation. She was glued to Zac’s side. When Zac had a free moment, she’d lean over and kiss him—sometimes grabbing his chin and moving to kiss his mouth. Zac looked surprised and somewhat annoyed, but he was polite and didn’t want to make a scene. As Beth watched, her features darkened, starting darts at the oblivious redhead. I knew Zac had seen Beth as a “more-than-friend” for a few weeks. It looked like she was getting jealous over all the kissing that Stacy was doing.

“Who is this Stacy girl?” I asked.

“I don’t know,” Kelly said as they watched, then Carmen slipped beside me.

“Just a friend, I think,” Carmen said, leaning and nibbling on my ear. “I told Zac to bring two girls for the kissing, and if one were a redhead, that would be perfect.”

Jeremiah looked again and noticed that Beth was a dirty blonde, much the same size and shape as Kelly, especially when I’d first met her. Stacy was a redhead, taller and a bit heavier than Lexi had been when we first met. But together, both the girls were striking replicas of Kelly and Lexi.

“Oh, Carmen,” I sighed, “I get it, but I think Zac might have….”

Carmen gasped as she watched Stacy make a fool of herself kissing Zac. Carmen covered her mouth. “Oh shit, I fucked up, didn’t I?”

“No, it’s okay, we’re here… see if you can get Zac and Stacy to my study,” I said, and then focused on Alyssa across the room.

I pushed a thought in her direction. Alyssa’s eyes snapped over to me, then swung to Zac. She nodded and headed to my study.

“You want to come, love?” I asked Kelly.

“Well, yes, I do, but not right now,” Kelly winked, then continued, “No, I’d better stay and keep entertaining the crowd. Lexi can help me,” Kelly said with a smile. “If all five of us left the party, it would be too distracting. These folks are safe, they accept us, thanks to you, but I’m too damn good a hostess to leave my guests.”

PAST - JEREMIAH

After Kelly and I made love, I fell deeply asleep with Kelly’s head on my arm, sleeping quietly. I felt the far side of the bed depress and groggily turned my head to see Carmen on her back, with Lexi on top. They kissed quietly, whispering not to wake us up as their bodies slowly entwined. They were quiet, and I rested, rousing only for the moment their movements quickened, hearing their muffled grunts and groans, before the bed stilled again, and I slept.

A gentle tug on my flaccid cock stirred me again as the brush of a curtain of hair tickled my belly. I looked down and saw the frames of Alyssa’s glasses as she looked up, her fingers coaxing my cock to life as she knelt astride my thighs.

“I need you inside me, J,” Aly said as she dipped her head and took me in her mouth, the velvet brush of her tongue over my glans making my blood boil.

Pulling her lips over my swelling crown, she licked the tip as she lifted her head to look at me. Her hand and fingers rubbed her spit over the head and down the shaft, stroking my firming manhood as I slowly pulled my arm from under Kelly and propped myself up on my elbows to watch my lover worship my cock.

Alyssa smiled at me, “You’ve fucked everyone else tonight,” she said without jealously, “I felt it each time they came and relished the thought, lover. But my patience has run out, and I need to feel you inside me.”

I nodded wordlessly and lifted my hand to her jaw, caressing the tip of my thumb across her bowed lips. She sucked in my digit as her hands kept molding my cock. I softly groaned as she jerked me off, not wanting to disturb our sleeping bedmates. I tugged my thumb slowly, coaxing her body forward. I combed my hand through her hair, my fingers curling around her lower scalp and pulling her closer, then kissing her deeply when she was close enough.

“Ride me, Aly, like you did our first time,” I growled in a whispered command.

My legs parted as her knees shifted to the mid-point of my abdomen. Her hips rose as she held my shaft, and I felt her drag the head over her distended lips. I could feel the heat of her sex and the velvety slickness of her arousal as she moved her hand and hips to align us, then guided me inside. She groaned into my kiss as she leaned forward, her feet lifting over my thighs. Her hips rose and fell, rotating slightly as she slowly ground herself onto my rigid cock.

Aly pulled her head back, breaking our kiss, but her eyes blazed into mine in the dim light of our room.

“Uhmmnnn fuck, you fit inside me like a hand in a glove,” she moaned.

She curled her hips as she rode my cock. Alyssa could use her trim body like a well-trained acrobat for all her bookish behavior. Her insides were clenching and gripping as she controlled our intercourse.

She bit her lip as she watched me, “I might still be a bit of a lez, but you bring out the bi-sexual in me. Your cock feels so fucking good inside me,” she whispered in a low groan.

Her lips moved to my cheek, then found my ear and licked around the lobe, sucking it in. I felt her hot breath there as I started to lift my hips, driving in deeper with each of her winding thrusts. Our tempo increased as her breathing quickened until she made soft little cries in my ear.

My hands lifted and cupped her breasts, filling my palms with the weight of her swaying orbs, stopping their sway, then milking my fingers until her nipples were trapped between my thumb and forefinger, pinching and twisting. I lifted my lips to her ear and groaned with her deep grind.

“Come for me, lover, come on my cock. I want to feel you grip me, your juices flood my balls. I love you, Aly.” I groaned as our bodies, minds, and souls conjoined at the apex of our movements.

She stiffened and arched her back, pulling away from me, and causing my arms to lift as her breasts pulled away. I kept hold of her nipples until the arch was too far back, then my thumbs slipped off, and she let out a small scream. Her body clenched as she felt the bite of pain right as her pussy exploded in an orgasm. Her flesh shook as her orgasm rippled through her. I lifted my hips, raising my body and pulling an arm around her bottom, holding her down as my balls tightened and my shaft pulsed, jetting my cum deep inside.

We froze, her body arched back slightly, mine leaning towards her, then taking a bruised nipple in my mouth, suckling it as our bodies began to quiet. I nursed until I felt her shift forward, her hands softly combing through my short hair as I sucked and lapped at her tender nipple. I slowly moved back, lying against the pillows, lifting my head, and finding her lips. We kissed as my arms enveloped her. Pulling her into my arms, we rested. Then we slipped into sleep still fit together like hand in glove.

DISTANT PAST

The two men opened the door and sloshed back into the hotel room—suits soaked, dirty, and ripped in many places. They closed the door and started stripping their cold clothes off until they stood shivering in just their boxer shorts. The larger man went to the bathroom, grabbed the towels, and handed the smaller man a couple of them.

“I wish we’d found that damned briefcase, so you think it’s just down the cliff,” the small man, Jediah, said, his voice tired and on the edge of exhaustion.

“No one is ever going to find that damned thing,” Samuel cursed as he tried to wrap a towel around his ample torso. “We searched for hours, and now I am too wet and cold to care. We can tell Deacon that the car was clean, and everything was burned up.”

“It’s fucking cold,” Jediah said in a shaky voice, “I wish we had a fire to help us warm up.”

“Say your prayers and get in bed, Jediah. Our clothes aren’t drying out anytime soon.” Samuel said, pulling his sodden trousers from the floor and hanging them over the shower rod.

Jediah grabbed a pile of soaked clothes and hung each garment in the shower, then squeezed past Samuel as the big man walked in with more of his clothes in his arms.

“Turn on that bathroom heater,” Jediah grumbled. “I want those clothes mostly dried by morning so we can head back home.”

“Got it, boss,” Samuel said, as his chin shivered.

Jediah took a moment to kneel at the foot of the bed and bow his head. Then, pulling his towels around him, he curled under the blankets and tried to shut his eyes, forcing himself to sleep as his body tried to warm up.

Samuel soon followed his cousin, praying and pulling as many blankets and pillows as he could to wrap around his bulk. The bed frame shook as he finally curled into a ball and warmed up enough. His head filled with cobwebs, just as Jediah began snoring loudly.

PAST - JEREMIAH

Falling asleep with your cock deep in a woman you love is wonderful. Feeling it plop out as she rises to head to the toilet in the middle of the night is not. Alyssa soon returned and snuggled against my side, tucked between me and Carmen’s warm body. Kelly turned in her sleep and curled against my other side, and I happily slumbered for a few more hours. The warm flesh of my lovers, making heavy covers unnecessary, just a light sheet to keep our warmth in, made for a beautiful, restful sleep.

In a couple of hours, the bed started to shift again. I heard more than felt Lexi slip from the sheets and pad to her closet to put on some running clothes, then return to tug Carmen from the bed.

“Come running with me, Car,” Lexi said in a soft sing-song whisper.

“Ugh, only because I like to watch your ass move in front of me,” Carmen hissed and slipped out to dress.

They slipped from the room and up the stairs without waking Aly or Kelly. I shifted slightly and turned towards Kelly to snuggle into her warm mane of hair while Aly turned with me, her breath warm on my neck and ear. We slept for another hour before the two runners returned, much louder now that they had been awake, though they shushed themselves as they stripped and headed to the shower.

“Mmm…, “ Kelly said as she felt my hand slide along her side, then cup one of her warm breasts. Turning slightly to me, she kissed me, “Good morning, lover.”

Her eyes blinked and smiled at me, then shifted to smile at Alyssa, who yawned slightly before leaning to kiss her blonde lover. Kelly purred as the kiss and cooed, “And to you, too, my love.”

Kelly curled closer to me, her eyes content. Then, as her thoughts caught up, her eyes clouded a bit.

“Did you two have any weird dreams?” she asked, yawning.

Kelly turned to sit up at the edge of the bed as her stream of thoughts kept her talking,

“I need to talk with my mother about many things today.”

Alyssa stretched and reached her hand down my pelvis to cup and massage my penis, leaning toward my ear.

“Thank you for saving some, love,” Alyssa whispered before she sat up, combed her hair back into a bun, and yawned.

“I did have an odd dream, a rain storm, burning cars, and a metal briefcase,” Aly said as she rose to her feet.

“My parents crashed again,” I mumbled.

I scooted down and sat at the foot of the bed, Alyssa’s gentle fondle reminding me of my full bladder,

“Weird, that suitcase might be near the crash site. I can show you where it’s at,” I mused as I stood up and headed to the bathroom.

“Watch out, a naked man coming through,” Carmen quipped to Lexi as I passed her at the doorway.

“I’ve gotta pee,” I said, sliding past Carmen’s shower-warmed flesh and right into the warm press of Lexi’s lithe frame.

“Don’t forget to lower the seat when you’re done, Master!” She said before she skipped back into her closet to dress.

I lifted the seat, feeling the warmth, then did my business, lowered the seat and lid, flushed, and moved to the sink to brush my teeth. Aly slipped in, lifted the lid, sat on the toilet seat, looked at me, and started to pee.

“I hope you don’t mind. I didn’t feel like I could make it upstairs,” she said shyly.

I looked down at her and her naked breasts—always a lovely sight. “I’m not complaining,” I smiled and continued to brush my teeth.

She finished, then stood beside me, grabbed her toothbrush, and brushed her teeth beside me.

“Look out!” exclaimed Kelly as she burst inside the small bathroom and knelt at the toilet still filling after Aly’s flush. Kelly’s body convulsed as she retched and puked a small amount, hanging her head over the bowl. Aly stuck her toothbrush in her mouth and combed Kelly’s hair back away from the rim with both hands.

“You poor thing,” Aly said, then helped Kelly stand when nausea passed.

“Only a couple more months of this morning sickness,” Kelly said, smiling bravely, “Pass me my toothbrush, J. I don’t like that taste at all.”

I spread some toothpaste on her toothbrush and handed it to her, and then the three of us finished brushing our teeth and rinsing. Then we looked at each other, and the girls giggled, and I chuckled lowly.

“I think we’ll need a bigger bathroom,” I said.

“Already in the works, Daddy to be. We should see the drawings the architect did in a couple of days,” Kelly said and sashayed to her closet.

I looked at Alyssa and then closed my eyes. It just seemed like the list of things to do kept growing. Alyssa hugged me, sensing my stress.

“Don’t worry, darling. We’re all working our parts.”

She kissed me and looked me in the eyes, then I waved her out of the bathroom first. I left and scanned the room, watching Alyssa’s behind vanish into her closet as I smiled at Carmen and Lexi, pulling the sheets off the bed.

“Time to refresh these linens,” Carmen said as I walked past into my closet. “I’ll start this load, then get breakfast ready for everyone.”

“I’ll help her out, Master,” Lexi said, coming and pressing her head to my chest, wrapping her arms around me, and looking up, “Don’t you worry, we’ll take good care of you because you take good care of all of us.”

I dressed in comfortable shorts and a t-shirt, lacing on my sneakers. It was supposed to be a warm and sunny summer day, and I was ready to get out of the house. For all the wonderful things that happened inside, the outdoors were calling. I was relieved that the girls were all independently doing what needed to be done.

Kelly was working on the B&B and talking with her mother. I was considering hiring a separate contractor to manage the job, since there seemed to be so many things that would occupy my time. I reminded myself to mention it to Kelly over breakfast.

Alyssa had done a wonderful job of looking through my father’s things, and I was sure she’d want to see through the financial tracking I wanted to ask my uncle about. I wondered if she might be able to go down there without me. As much as I loved the man I called my uncle, the last few times there just seemed to be too much.

Carmen had the house’s routine down: meals and laundry. She just seemed to want to pitch in there. I wondered if she knew anything about planning trips. At the very least, I could enlist her to help plan the food we’d need on our vacation. Should we get an RV or travel using hotels?

Lexi always seemed to be a surprise and was adept at many things. I chuckled to myself, thinking about her offers to help anyone or remind me of something that I’d forgotten. It was just her nature to serve those she loved.

I smiled as I remembered Alyssa’s words. Though the tasks seemed endless, my lovers all seemed well prepared for the work we needed to accomplish. Whistling and in a great mood, I walked up the steps and joined the girls for Carmen’s breakfast.

I settled into my chair, then Carmen came, slid a plate full of eggs, sausage, and tortillas in front of me, and kissed me on the cheek.

“There you go, Papi, eat up. There is salsa and cheese in the middle of the table.”

I smiled at her and how well she prepared our food. Suddenly hungry, I started making a breakfast burrito from Carmen’s prepared ingredients. As I was about to take my first bite, Alyssa spoke up.

“I think I’ll talk to Uncle Tommy today and trade our bank records for more information. Maybe he and I can get a name for where all this money came from.”

“Okay,” I said shortly before filling my mouth with the warm, soft tortilla and the creamy eggs.

“I’m going to talk to my mother,” Kelly said, “if we’re all going on a trip to Montana, she can help find me a good contractor to manage the project while we’re gone.”

I nodded and tried to chew faster to talk back to her, but she interrupted.

“I’ll stay quiet on the baby talk, but maybe we can have my parents over for dinner tonight?”

Kelly looked up at Carmen, who nodded.

“Sure, I can have a nice spread on the table by… say 7 o’clock?”

Kelly nodded.

“That would be perfect, thank you, Carmen.” Then, turning back to me, “I know it will be a bit stressful, but we need to get this relationship on a firm footing. Bringing my parents is scary, but it’s the right thing to do.”

Again, I nodded, having taken another bite and chewing. Seeing that I was unable to talk, Kelly kissed me on the cheek.

“I know you agree, love, and Aly and I already have a plan. All you have to do is just follow along.”

“I’ll tell you more later,” Aly said, kissing my cheek stuffed with food, “I’ve got to get down to Tommy’s.”

“I’ve got this whole house to clean,” Carmen said, putting away the condiments and the others’ plates, looking at Lexi and me, “You two will have to hurry. I have too much work to do to be dilly-dallying. Good thing we finally went shopping.”

Carmen faded into the kitchen, carrying a load of dishes.

I was left holding half a burrito and chewing while Lexi watched me with a big grin. Her arms were around her knees, and her feet on the seat.

“Can you show me the place where the crash happened?” Lexi asked after I was able to speak again.

“Um, yeah,” I replied. “If Alyssa left me her car,”

“She did,” Lexi said, rising and heading downstairs, “I told her we’d need it. I’ll meet you there; I have to grab my gear.”

Suddenly, all alone at the table, I put in the last bite of food and stood up. Carmen came back in and handed me Alyssa’s car keys.

“Here you go, Papi, now scoot!” she commanded as she kissed me.

I blinked and turned in a circle. I felt confused but also satisfied. What had just happened? All the women in my life were incredible. They knew exactly what I wanted before I spoke a word. They were taking care of me and, in turn, taking care of themselves. I whistled a light tune again as I went to Alyssa’s car, popping the trunk for Lexi’s stuff. I felt she needed it opened, then slipped into the driving seat. A few moments later, Lexi plopped a duffel bag almost as big as herself into the trunk, slammed it shut, and then strapped herself into the passenger seat.

“Okay, Master,” she smiled. “Let’s vamoose!”

I thought for a moment, then backed out in Aly’s car, put it in gear, and headed towards the hills. The drive wasn’t far, but it wasn’t close either. I couldn’t help thinking of the night Uncle Thomas stopped by, his shirt soaked from the rain as he came and knocked on my door. Telling me I needed to grab a jacket and come with him.

I shook my head and then looked over at Lexi.

“It’ll take about 45 minutes to drive there.”

Lexi smiled, curled her legs into the seat beside her, and leaned against my shoulder.

“Then I’ll be one spoiled girl by the end of the day,”

“What about your parents? Can you tell me about them?” I asked, partly, so I didn’t have to think about mine until we arrived.

“I never knew my parents, Master,” Lexi said. “I spent my life before college moving between foster homes.”

“Alyssa’s childhood was much the same,” I said, trying to coax Lexi to tell me more about herself, but she was comfortable and, I think, sensing my curiosity, was glad to open up.

“Well, none of my fosters were parents, more like caretakers.” Lexi began, “They took care of me and loved me. In the only way they could. Four or more other kids always surrounded me, and I learned that I could do whatever I wanted if I did my chores and didn’t start any drama.”

I listened, moving my hand to her thigh, enjoying the warmth of her skin, and just listened to her story; I wanted to know all about my fiery Lexi, “Go on, little one, please tell me more about you.”

Lexi smiled over at me.

“I love it when you call me that name, Master. It makes me feel safe and protected by you.” She leaned over and kissed my cheek before continuing. “I loved doing active things as a kid.” Lexi continued, “Many of my foster siblings were boys, and I always played the games they played. We ran, we built things, climbed trees, bridged streams. We fought, we laughed, we played war. For all the loneliness of growing up in the foster system, playing with the other kids was always a happy place.”

“When I started middle school, I got into running. I liked long distances, and my foster Dad used to run with me, then I started to outdistance him. He wanted me to be able to defend myself properly should I run into trouble on the roads. So he enrolled me in Basic Self Defense courses at a local dojo.”

“So you are a karate kid?” I asked with a smile.

“Please, I’d put that bozo on the mat so quickly, he wouldn’t be able to say, ‘wax-on,’” Kelly laughed. “Seriously, I don’t like to boast about my skills, but I’m a black belt in various forms of martial arts. I can take care of myself.”

“Wow, I wouldn’t have guessed it,” I said with a low whistle.

“Well, I think that might help you understand our little scene yesterday,” Lexi said quietly, then looked over at me. “I could sense your unease at the setup, but by the end, you seemed to get how much I enjoyed it.”

“Why, though?” I asked, “Why, if you can defend yourself, do you want to be …” I couldn’t complete the sentence before she started talking.

“It’s not about winning a fight, Master. It’s about surrendering.” Lexi said, curling into a tighter ball.

“My upbringing taught me how to serve, and I’m a submissive.” Lexi continued, “Athletics taught me that difficult things are achieved through pain and exhaustion. It’s not that I seek pain. It’s that the pain… amplifies my pleasure. I …” She silenced herself, then asked, “Have you ever played a rougher sport like football?”

“Yeah, middle school and a little in high school,” I confessed.

“What did it feel like, getting hit the first time?” Lexi asked, “Not just shoved, but really hit hard.”

“Well, it made me want to hit more, to get out there.” I answered, “I learned it hurt less to seek the contact, to hit first. The pain I’d feel the next day, but at the moment, I felt… almost high?”

“YES!” Lexi said, “It’s like that. I lean into the pain. I need it. It makes me feel… not numb.”

“Normal sex doesn’t feel good?” I asked, feeling like I was starting to understand.

“Oh, no! Normal sex feels wonderful, but it only lasts so long. By spreading out the pain, the pleasure arcs… the pleasure can last much longer.” Lexi started, “Carmen just started showing me, I think she knows more about the details than I do, but it’s like a runner’s high, endorphins and stuff.”

“Huh,” I said as I got a little bit more of what made Lexi tick, “I suppose that makes some sense.”

I put my non-steering hand around her and pulled her close. She rested her hand on my chest, pressed her cheek to my heart, and looked up at me.

“I never want to hurt you, Lexi,” I said honestly.

“I know, Master, even when you were with Carmen yesterday, I felt completely safe and loved,” Lexi said softly, turning and kissing my tee-shirt. “I’m much more complex than what meets the eye, but I know I fit with you and all my loves.”

“Aren’t we all,” I said and kissed the top of her red mane.

We stayed quiet for a while as the miles passed. I flashed back a few times as we drove to that rainy night with my uncle, scared at first, then numb as the news and the scene of the cars in the ravine etched themselves into my memory.

I slowed the car as we pulled over the bridge. The only markings of the event that robbed me of my parents were a section of new concrete that took two months to complete. The years had almost worn the section, so it matched the rest of the bridge. I pulled onto the wide shoulder on the far side of the bridge and got out.

Lexi followed me, walking to the cliff’s edge as I pointed.

“Both cars were there. My mother’s car was smashed under the first. The flames were dying when my uncle brought me here. It was clear that no one survived.” I paused and pushed on with what I knew. “The emergency people said they’d done what they could. The rain and the steep ravine made it difficult for them to do more. They told my uncle they’d keep me informed.”

I hung my head, and Lexi hugged me tightly for a moment, then left me standing in my thoughts. She peered over the edge, looked back and forth, then went back to the car with a nod.

“Open the trunk, please, Master,” she said, coaxing me out of my thoughts and into the present.

“Why? What are you going to do?” I asked, curious.

“I’m going to get that silver suitcase from the dream,” Lexi said as if explaining something I already should know.

“Wait, what? How?” I said as I watched the slight girl yank out the large duffel and head to the cliff’s edge.

“It won’t be hard. It’s just down under this near edge.” Lexi said. “I saw it in the dream; it’s a metal suitcase hidden under this overhang. It’s invisible from either side.”

“Huh?” Still scratching, I said, “How do you know?”

“My dream!” Lexi explained, slowing her speech like she was talking to a child, “I saw the big man slip and knock down the little guy. The case flew out of his hands and landed above them.”

“But they were looking for it below,” I said as if discussing a shared dream was something ordinary people always did.

“Yeah,” Lexi confessed, “I think the storm, rain, and their collision had them scrambled, but I remember it hitting the bottom of the overhang and bouncing inside this little cave.”

By that time, she’d spread some ropes and secured the ends to one of the bridge’s columns. Next, she put on a harness, helmet, and gloves. She then attached herself to the rope with a loop through her harness. She looked up at me from under the helmet, her green eyes confident and calm.

“Just keep this rope under tension, and be ready to brace yourself,” Lexi said, “If I slip, you’ll be holding most of my weight, so… maybe stand on the far side of the rail and lean back and just pay out the rope.”

I must have looked shocked and worried because she laughed lightly, “Don’t worry, Master, I never fall. I’ll be back in a few minutes.”

With that, she shifted her weight and climbed down over the edge. I was caught between watching her and bracing in case she slipped. I soon lost sight of her, but she would tug the rope twice every once in a while, prompting me to let out more slack.

Soon, the rope went limp in what I hoped was a good way. I wondered if she’d gotten stuck or lost for a few moments. Had she hit her head and dangled unconscious, swaying over the ravine? Then I felt three quick tugs, which I took to mean, “start hauling me back in!” and I started to hand overhand until I saw her small gloved hand gripping the edge of the cliff face. I took a chance, left the rope dangling, and went to grab her arm and lift her out of the chasm.

I hugged her to my chest, and she laughed at me.

“Master, that was easy! You worry too much!”

She grabbed the metal briefcase she had lashed to her harness and gave it to me as she started putting away her gear. After being hidden in rocks and exposed to the weather for four years, the thing didn’t look too worn. It was aluminum, and the latch required a key. I tried the latch anyway and confirmed that it was locked. I laid it in the trunk as Lexi tossed in her duffel bag of rock climbing magic.

Lexi looked up at me, dusting off her hands, “Check that off the list, Master! Let’s go home.”

I blinked as she headed back to the passenger side door, walked to my side of the car, and slid in. Looking at my watch, we’d spent more time driving than it had taken Lexi to climb down and find the lost case. I shifted the car into gear and headed back home, wondering how the others were doing with their tasks.

PAST - KELLY

I smiled as I pulled my car into the driveway. My morning coffee meeting with my mother went better than I had hoped. We reviewed the architect’s drawings, and Mom assured me her best contractor would be free to do the work.

“You don’t think Jeremiah would mind if my Henry ran this,” Betsy said, looking at me with interest.

“No, Mom,” I replied. “Jeremiah has so much on his plate, I think he’d be relieved to have someone else in charge of this.”

“Great, I can get Henry going on the permits and things,” Betsy said, sliding over a paper to me. “Have him sign this, and I’ll pick it up at dinner tonight. I’m so excited to meet all your friends. And to see Lexi again, it’s so nice she decided to follow you here. She is such a nice girl.”

I whistled a little tune as I slipped out of the car, still grinning at how happy Mother had seemed. Things between my parents had smoothed over, and they were heading off on a romantic vacation soon, something they never did.

“Hey, Kelly!” came a voice from behind me, and I turned, not recognizing the voice.

“It’s me, Jerry, J’s friend.” Jerry said as he walked up, “I helped you move in.”

“Oh yes!” I said with a smile. “What’s up, Jerry?… Jerry, my eyes are up here.”

Jerry blushed as he lifted his eyes from my chest.

“Oh, um, sorry, I was wondering if Jeremiah needed any help, play a game, anything! I’m a bit bored with no school. No one was answering the phone, so I stopped by. It’s so nice to see you again.”

Jerry crowded a bit too close to me as I turned and walked back up to the house.

“Well, he should be here, or at least back soon. Why don’t you come in?”

“J!!” I called as I opened the door and let Jerry in. “Are you here?….” then, “Is ANYONE here!”

“J and Lexi left to do something about the thing in the dream,” Carmen said, peeking out from the kitchen for a flash, “Aly is at his uncle’s, and I’m up to my ears in chores!” Carmen said before she swung back around into the kitchen area.

“Well, there you go,” I smiled at Jerry, who was strangely close.

“Ummm… you’re welcome to wait for him here in the living room. Wait, did you sniff my hair?”

“No!” Jerry said and shifted awkwardly, “I, Uhm…. Hey, you want to wait with me?” Jerry stammered as he sat on the sofa, and left room for me between the arm of the couch and his cushion,

“I’ll probably be J’s best man, and I guess Aly will have you be the maid of honor. We can talk about the wedding plans.”

“Oh,” I mumbled, unsure of where to start, and sat down absently, then turned towards Jerry.

“About that…”

Jerry impulsively pressed against me, and I felt his wet lips press against mine. I pushed at this chest, aghast. Then slid to the side and rose to my feet. I wanted to spit but only spluttered in confusion.

“You can’t do that, Jerry! I’m pregnant with J’s child!”

Immediately, I clammed up, and my eyes widened as I recalled what came out of my mouth.

Carmen slipped back into the room and froze as she saw what had happened and heard what I said.

“You need to leave,” Carmen said, striding angrily toward Jerry.

“You’re what?” Jerry said as he shrank from the fuming Latina. “Pregnant! Does Alyssa know?”

“Now!” Carmen said, as she grabbed him by the shirt and dragged him by the door, “Jeremiah will call you, don’t come back.” Carmen shoved him through the door and closed the lock, turning around to look at me.

“I don’t know what I just said!?” I exclaimed, wiping my mouth on the back of my hands. “Why the hell did he try to kiss me?”

Carmen stood with her hand on her hip. “You don’t get how alluring you are, do you?”

“I gave him zero signs. None,” I said, confused, “Nothing!”

“Nothing?” Carmen asked with a raised eyebrow, then she smiled, “You probably didn’t. You’re cute in that you don’t see how sexy you are… Well, another thing we’ll figure out.”

“He was already jealous of Jeremiah and Alyssa,” I said, “He will be even more suspicious knowing J and me are together.”

“Not much we can do now,” Carmen said. “But you can help me in the kitchen. Does your mother like spicy things?”


CHAPTER 6
LOCKBOX SECRETS


PRESENT - JEREMIAH

I sat in my chair behind my desk, thinking about my past, my father, and our heritage as I waited for Carmen to bring Zac and Stacy in. Alyssa sat on my desk in front of me, one leg crossed over her knee.

Alyssa watched Jeremiah in his musing before she spoke, “We don’t know what happened yet, love. It just might be a lovesick crush.”

“It’s not,” I said, then turned and lifted my eyes to Alyssa as she pushed her glasses up her nose. “You know it’s not. But we knew this would happen at some point.”

“You’re right, of course,” Alyssa said, then slipped to her feet and turned as Zac and Stacy were ushered into the room with Carmen behind them.

“Shut the door, Carmen,” I said, then turned to Zac and Stacy, smiling, “Please have a seat, you two.”

Zac sat in one chair with a question in his eye, then looked over at Stacy, who pulled another chair closer to Zac’s. She sat down, leaned over, and started kissing Zac’s cheek again like nothing was wrong. Zac looked at her, a little confused and irritated.

“She does this often?” I asked him, having scanned Stacy and knowing she’d been modified and wasn’t listening to anything. Her entire focus was on kissing Zac.

“No, Pop.” Zac shrugged. “She hardly made eye contact with me before tonight. She’s in my circle of friends, and when I asked her to come to this party, she was shy about coming. But she had red hair, as Carmen asked.”

“Did she start kissing you first, or was it Beth?” I asked curiously.

I also scanned Zac, noticing that he was being truthful, and felt slightly uncomfortable with Stacy’s incessant kissing.

“Beth had no problem kissing me,” Zac started, then shrugged in Stacy’s direction.“B-but Stacy needed a bit more convincing, and then—well, I guess she took to it quite well.”

“Yes, I can see that,” I said.

I slowly adjusted Stacy’s moral curve, where it was alive with the magic of kissing, and pushed it slowly to the normal range.

“Do you remember when she started kissing you? What were you thinking about?”

Zac started to answer, then paused as Stacy pulled back. We all watched as she brought her fingers to her lips, then scooted her chair slightly away from Zac’s side. Her eyes widened as she saw where she was and who was around her.

“Oooh, Mr. Jackson! Ummm,” Stacy began and then flushed a bright red, “I’m not quite sure what came over me?”

I nodded toward Carmen and pushed a thought in her direction; Carmen nodded and came up,

“Come back to the party with me, Stacy. Have you had any of the Tres Leches cake? It’s delicious.”

Stacy flicked her eyes between me, Zac, and Alyssa, watching her with interest, then walked out with Carmen. I looked over at Aly and took her hand.

“What do you think?” I asked her.

“Minor adjustment is all?” she asked, and I nodded, and she continued, “I don’t expect any problems with limerence. I don’t expect any long-term attachment. She should be fine in a couple of hours.

I nodded and looked back at Zac, “Isaac, I think it’s time I told you about my family.”

PAST - JEREMIAH

As I parked Alyssa’s car in front of the house, I saw Jerry fly out of the front door and stumble into the grass.

“Oh, this can’t be good,” I said as I pulled on the emergency brake and opened the door.

Lexi had slipped out of the car and gone to Jerry’s side. “Hey, are you okay?” she asked.

“W-who are you?” Jerry stammered at Lexi, then looked over and saw me getting out of the car.

“I’m Lexi,” she said, trying to help him, before he pushed her aside and stood up, looking at me fiercely.

“Jeremiah!” Jerry spat out angrily. “What did you do to Kelly? Does Alyssa know what a lying sack of shit you are?”

I felt my anger well up inside me as I watched him stalk towards me. Lexi sprawled out on the grass behind him.

“Who does he think he is?” I thought to myself as I put together what might have happened. Somehow, he had found out about Kelly’s pregnancy. I instinctively scanned him, seeing his moral graph alight with his internal disgust at me.

Kelly was suddenly at the door, with Carmen looking over her shoulder as Jerry wound up and took a swing at me, casting himself off balance. I dodged the punch, twisted around, caught his arm, and locked it behind his back.

“What the hell is going on?” came Alyssa’s voice from down the block; she started running up to me.

I pulled Jerry back into my chest, then steered him back towards the house.

“I think it’s time we talked, Jerry,” I growled, my anger simmering at my best friend’s outburst.

I pushed him past Aly and Lexi, then Kelly and Carmen parted on either side of the door as I pressed him towards the sofa. I sat him down roughly on the couch, then sat opposite him, and looked him in the eyes. I scanned him, noticing where his moral graph was sparked with conflict, and waited.

“Jeremiah,” gasped Alyssa. “What are you doing?”

The other three girls crowded behind me, watching Jerry and me glower at each other. Jerry was angry. His fists were clenched. I could sense his anger, frustration, and fear. I didn’t start adjusting him immediately, but I knew I had to. He knew too much, and I was frustrated with him being around, because he had shoved Lexi as he did, and I felt a little jealous that he was being protective of Alyssa and Kelly.

“Who are these two?” Jerry asked as he looked around, surrounded by all of us. He focused his eyes on Carmen and Lexi with his innocently lecherous look.

I knew Jerry was socially inept, and his upbringing raised him as a nice guy. He was also a twenty-one-year-old male who enjoyed looking at girls and had a slightly higher section of his moral graph that indicated pornography preference, if not addiction.

By scanning his moral curves, I sensed the conflict within him from the pornographic fantasies he had that didn’t sit well with the morals he learned growing up in his family. The conflict within him flared as he examined the four women standing behind me. I couldn’t read his thoughts as his eyes examined them. But by the way he looked back at me, I could make an educated guess.

“Ah… “ I thought aloud as I felt his anger burn in his glare. I could sense his projection as he directed his anger and frustration from his pornographic fantasy mismatch with a healthy male-female relationship to me. He was angry at himself for something, but what was it?

“What did you do, Jerry?” I asked calmly.

“Shouldn’t you be asking yourself, you sick fuck?” Jerry seethed, “Are you getting all these girls pregnant?” He asked as he glanced at Alyssa, who was watching, nonplussed. “Did you know he was fucking Kelly, Aly?”

“He kissed me, J…” Kelly said quietly. “I was just sitting down with him to wait for you when he kissed me out of the blue.”

“Is that true, Jerry?” I asked, my eyes focused only on him.

I felt a sense of calm wash over me as Alyssa’s mind tried to soothe me; I projected a thought towards her. I showed her I’d have to modify him, resolve his conflict, and reduce the anger he was projecting toward me. I felt her acceptance, if not permission, and I pushed my changes into Jerry’s will.

His eyes calmed as I lowered his fanatic obsession with pornography. I molded his moral curve to be more open to others’ alternative lifestyles while firming up his resolve to find the right woman for himself. His curve formed into a more regular pattern. The flashing red and green of his conflict with his porn obsession and a good, normal relationship for himself eased. He blinked, then exhaled in a soft, calm manner.

“Oh, I get it now,” Jerry said softly, dropping his eyes to the ground, then lifting them to focus on me, “I didn’t know….”

“I never told you, Jerry,” I said, “I was trying to figure out how to tell you but didn’t know how to tell you that I love four different women, and they love me.”

Jerry looked around as all four women leaned in and hugged me. They acted in part on an image I sent as well as their own will. We were happy with the situation, and that’s what I wanted to present to Jerry.

“Well, it’s hard to believe,” Jerry smiled. “Since I know how messed up you are….” He smiled at the girls, “You do know what you’re getting yourselves into, I hope.”

“We do, Jerry,” Kelly said, smiling a bit, amazed at how quickly the mood had shifted. “I am glad you understand and hope you and Jeremiah can still be friends.”

“Pft… Of course, “ Jerry said, “Jeremiah, your secret is safe with me.”

The mood lifted, and we all relaxed a bit. The tension had thickened, but my adjustments had resolved Jerry’s internal conflict. I formerly introduced him to Carmen and Lexi.

He apologized for his anger. Lexi said thank you, and Carmen just shrugged.

We started talking about everyday things, even forgetting about Kelly’s pregnancy and my engagement to Alyssa, which had evaporated. He asked about the house and the project we’d discussed when he came over to help move things. He was relaxed and seemed accepting and normal. I scanned him just the same and was relieved to see no conflicts lighting up his thoughts and emotions.

“I’m sorry, y’all, I need to get back to the kitchen.” Carmen said, “Lexi, I could use your help.”

Lexi nodded and handed me the metal briefcase before following after Carmen.

“I should go,” Jerry said. “You guys have a lot on your plate. I’m willing to help with anything you need.”

“Thanks, Jerry,” I said. “I know I can count on you. I will call you later.”

Kelly got up to show Jerry to the door, then slipped into her office to check her email. I sat down with the briefcase in my hand and fingered the locks.

“You know, Jeremiah. You can’t just magic your way out of problems,” Alyssa said.

“It was quicker this way,” I offered. “I saw the problem that caused his reaction, and I smoothed it. Just like we did with Carmen.”

“We asked Carmen if it was okay,” She said, sitting beside me, and resting her hand on my thigh. “Messing with people’s minds needs consent. Sure, there were high emotions, but we could have talked through them.”

I closed my eyes and sighed. “I was pissed that he shoved Lexi. But I didn’t act rashly. I wasn’t controlled by anger. I just needed to get him to a place where he could appreciate a different lifestyle.”

She cocked her head and lifted a brow. “Like a bull in a china shop.”

“Fine,” I said. “You’re right.” I didn’t have to alter him. I knee-jerked.” I pushed my fingers through my hair. “Thanks, I need this accountability.”

“We’ll figure things out,” She said, and hugged me. Then looked at the silver briefcase. “What is that?”

”Lexi found it,” I answered. “From the car wreck. She knew where it was hidden.”

“From the dream?” Alyssa asked. “That’s weird. That we are all dreaming the same thing is weird, but you knew that already.”

“Yeah,” I said, my thoughts drifting. “It’s weird, but it also shows us things. Things we need to do, this briefcase, Montana, it all must be connected.”

“Yeah, about Montana,” Alyssa said. “Have you ever heard of the United Priesthood?”

“Oh, stay away from the UP,” Kelly interrupted as she returned to the room.

“You know about this… priesthood?” I asked, “I’d never heard of them before.”

“They like to think themselves as holy, but are a perverted cult, old school polygamists….” Kelly said, then winced, “Well, the bad kind with child brides and female subjugation. You’ve seen the types on the news, a big compound with lots of girls in long dresses and older men in suits and ties.”

“How do you know about them?” Alyssa asked, sitting on one side of me and taking the briefcase from my hands.

“My grandmother escaped that cult before I was born,” Kelly said with a shrug. “So I’ve heard stories all my life. Part of why this talk with my mother is making me nervous. She has been raised to hate polygamy because of what this UP cult did to my grandmother.”

I groaned inwardly, “That’s good to know beforehand, so we know what we’re dealing with.”

“Did you change, Jerry?” Kelly asked.

“Yeah, I did,” I admitted. “He had a real conflict that wasn’t just affecting how he felt about us, but how he saw all women.”

“But you made him accept our whole relationship, all five of us?” Kelly said firmly, looking at me. “You can do the same with my parents, right?”

“Yes,” Alyssa agreed. “I think that’s the path we need to take for now.”

“I know,” I sighed reluctantly, “I hesitate to do it, especially since it conflicts with your mother’s moral makeup. It might have further ripples for her. Is your grandmother alive?”

Kelly shook her head, “No, she died when I was a baby.” She was quiet for a moment, then said, “My mother used to be harsh, but then she found some of her mother’s old journals. She’s softened up a lot since she learned more about her mother.”

We all sat silently as Alyssa put the briefcase on the coffee table and tried to open it.

“It’s locked,” I said. “Lexi tried to jimmy it open in the car on the way back.”

“Jeremiah,” Kelly asked softly. “There is another thing I’m worried about. I think it has something to do with this UP group.”

“Oh,” I asked, “what is it?”

“Well, the UP is a religious cult, but it’s also a cover for organized crime, or so the stories go.” Kelly started, “They run prostitution rings, trafficking young college girls into their houses in Nevada. It’s always the non-UP girls they use. Their own are too pure-blood to be used for business.”

“That must be what my father was fighting against,” I theorized, “going to college towns and helping women’s shelters.”

“Well, I think my friend Jenn,” Kelly started, then went quiet before closing her eyes. “I think she’s gotten involved.”

I put my arm around her and comforted her, kissing the top of her head, “Why do you think that?”

“Her emails,” Kelly said. “Since we left, she’s been emailing me more often. We patched things up after Lexi, and “—you know. But she’s much more promiscuous. She has a boyfriend and calls him M. She says she’s dropping out of school after the summer term and moving to Nevada.”

“Many people drop out of school,” Alyssa allowed. “Especially after meeting a boy. Two of them are making dinner right now.”

I cringed a bit inside but looked up at Kelly as she spoke.

“I know, Aly, but this is different. Jenn was passionate about school; she constantly studied and wanted to become a doctor. It’s so out of character for her.”

Aly thought for a moment, then asked.

“Is it out of character for you to switch schools? For Carmen or Lexi?”

“Yeah,” Kelly allowed, “That wouldn’t have entered our thoughts two months ago,”

“Then we need to look into that,” Aly said. “If this M guy is from the UP, he might have a similar influence as Jeremiah… only without any ethical restraint.”

“I think I need some air,” I said, rising from the sofa, looking down as the pair looked up at me.

“What’s the matter, J, love?” Aly asked with concern.

“Don’t you see it?” I asked. “I’m as messed up as this M guy? Not only did I alter you four, now I’m altering my friends, your parents….”

I sighed expressively and walked to the door, letting my words stay behind me as my mind teemed with the conflict I’d created. I left the house and walked down the block to the park, thinking about this new information about the UP - United Priesthood. Even the name made me shiver in disgust. Could my power be part of how they work?

But was I any different from them?

When I was older, would I be modifying a young girl to marry me, all with her parents’ permission?

I began to see how my powers could be used for more evil purposes. Could I say that my actions were righteous while permitting myself to make my life easier by having people accept my will?

I walked to the playground and sank into a swing. I slowly swung and kicked my feet as I fought with my thoughts, trying to determine how to best use my powers for good. I barely noticed Kelly and Aly slip into the swings beside mine. I was okay with them following me, but I wanted to be with just my thoughts for a while longer. They sensed my need for solitude, so they remained quietly nearby.

“I need your help,” I finally said. “I don’t want to become a monster.”

“You’re not a monster, J.” Aly started.

“I know, Aly,” I interrupted. “But the path is in front of me. I have a choice: I can do what my father did or follow the dark side. … I’ve got a bad feeling about this.”

I smiled, the Star Wars pun signaling to Aly that I was okay, and she smiled.

“Jeremiah, I know your heart, love, “ then talking like Yoda, “With you, I am, and help you I will.”

“You’re both crazy,” Kelly laughed, then kicked out of her swing and hugged me.

“Jeremiah, I love you, and if you don’t want to adjust to my parents, then don’t. We can make this work and help them understand. They are reasonable people, and they love me. I don’t want to worry you by forcing you to use your powers.”

I looked at her and smiled, “Kelly, we’ll just have to see what happens. I love you too much to let your relationship with your parents suffer because of me.” I looked at Aly. “Aly will help me, and we’ll figure it all out.”

I thought, “That’s our new motto, ‘we’ll figure it out.’”

“So this United Priesthood,” Alyssa said as we walked back to the house together. “Tommy tracked a lot of the shell corporations from your father’s accounts back to the UP. Guess where they are located?”

“Pinebluff,” I said, knowing before she told me. “I take it that is the destination of our vacation? Since the bank is there. Do you have any names of people or just the Priesthood?”

“I need to go to the Library,” Aly said. “Search through the archives and news reports. I seem to remember some new stories from that part decades ago involving the polygamy sect, which might be connected or not.”

We returned to the room, and Lexi and Carmen sat on the couch. Carmen focused on the briefcase latches while Lexi noticed us returning.

“Carmen says there is no lock she can’t pick,” Lexi said, “She’s trying to bust the lock open.”

I slid down next to Carmen as her fingers worked some professional-looking tools.

“You continue to amaze me, Carmen,” I said, watching.

“Oh, Papi, you pick things up living in my world,” Carmen laughed as she twisted a tool, and the left-side latch popped open, soon followed by the right-side latch. “I could probably hot-wire us a nice RV, but it’d probably be better just to buy us one with all your stacks of cash.”

“Yeah,” I laughed as I reached over and lifted the lid. “If I knew anything about cars, trucks, recreational vehicles, I’d buy one today.”

“Oh, I know what we want to get,” Carmen said as she peeked inside the case. “You and I can go RV shopping tomorrow?”

“Deal!” I said, reaching in and lifting out a stack of folders, all holding yellowed photographic prints. I passed one to each of the girls and looked through the folder I had kept for myself.

The photos showed rather ornate plates, and some pictures showed the full stone plates, with little detail visible due to their large size. Others showed the details. They looked like family trees, but they weren’t forked. Each name led to only one other name. The mother’s name wasn’t listed, only the father and the son. One photo in my stack had a name circled: “Isaiah.” Must have been my father. No name listed after his. I traced the line to the top of the page where another name was used as the heading.

Yeqon

“What does Yah-qwan mean to you, Aly?” I asked her as she was looking through her stack of images.

“Nothing, but I have some more names to check at the library, it seems,” Aly said, “This one says Baraqiel…. Weird spelling. Might be an ancient language. I want to find out.”

“That sounds familiar,” Kelly said, “I think my mother said it was my grandmother’s. But, like, a temple name, or something? My mother might remember more.”

“This is nuts,” Carmen said. “Here is another name, Sam-yaza??”

“Mine says Pne… I can’t pronounce it,” Lexi sighed.

“What does all this mean?” Kelly asked.

“That’s Penemue,” Alyssa said, leaning over and pronouncing it as if it were Smith. Then she went quiet, “I know that name….”

Alyssa suddenly gathered all our folders and shoved them back in the briefcase. Closing the lid, checking to ensure it was unlocked, by reopening it. She closed it again, then stood up.

“Can I have my key, J? I need to go to the library.”

I handed her the keys back.

“What’s the matter, Aly? You look like you’ve seen a ghost.”

“Penemue is my family name,” Aly explained, “or was … it was changed to Phillips by the state after I was declared a ward of the state in Washington. I only know it from legal documents that I keep.”

She looked at me, then said.

“Yeqon—Jackson… Jeremiah… this is all connected. I need to research.” Aly locked eyes with me.

“Okay, do you need me to come with you?” I asked.

“No, stay here and help prepare for the dinner; I’ll be back at 6,” Alyssa said, then looked at the other three girls on the sofa and concentrated for a moment. She blinked for a second, then smiled at me as she slid out the door.

I looked at my watch; it was just after 3.

“What do you need me to do, Carmen?” I asked as I looked back at the three girls sitting on the couch.

“Well…” Carmen said with a smile, “Nothing left to do for an hour or so….”

I knew the look in her eyes, and I recognized that I needed a distraction, something to push the confusing thoughts that teemed through my mind. I felt her lean towards me as she slipped off the couch and onto her knees, crawling towards me.

“You are insatiable,” I said as she knelt at my feet, her dark eyes blinking at mine as she looked up at me, her hand on my thigh.

I looked over, and Lexi had scooted over next to Kelly and had curled her fingers in Kelly’s blonde mane, leaning into her and kissing her cheek. I couldn’t help but be aroused as Kelly smiled and started kissing Lexi, her hand moving to Lexi’s thigh and tracing along to her shorts.

Soon, I’d forgotten all of the things I was worried about.

DISTANT PAST

“Are you sure there was nothing left behind?” said a deep voice on the far side of the pig strung up by its hind quarters and hanging face down in front of the two men.

“Yeah, boss,” said Jediah, “We searched the car well, destroyed their identification, and anything that could identify them.”

“How about the vehicle VIN?” Came the boss’s voice, followed by the pig squealing as the body swayed away from the pair.

“The car was burning up, boss,” said Samuel, “nothing we could do without attracting undue attention.”

The pig silenced suddenly as a spray of red spouted from its neck, and then a grotesque gurgling noise as all the blood from the pig drained onto the floor. The pig’s body convulsed a few times, then hung limp, swaying as a tall man walked to face the two men, his hands covered in the pig’s blood.

“For your sakes, I hope so,” Deacon replied. “I don’t want none of his facts making it to the light of day. We know he took photos in the temple. Keep an eye on both his money and his father’s money.”

Deacon took the time to wipe the blood from his hands on a clean rag that was soon soaked crimson.

“Where did we go wrong with the line of Yeqon? That has always been a troublesome family, but now it’s ended. Isaiah left no heirs,” Deacon said flatly, then lifted his eyes to Jediah, “That’s right, isn’t it?”

“Yeah, boss, his wife, Samantha, was barren, no heirs in that line,” Jediah nodded. “Close the books on Yeqon.”

PAST - JEREMIAH

I woke with a start, a vision of blood dripping from fingers spun in my mind. As I stirred, so did Carmen, and she grabbed my wrist and looked at my watch. Cursing in Spanish, she crawled over and put back on the dress she’d discarded.

“Papi, you let me go to sleep?” Carmen smiled. “I’ve got things to do, salsa, guacamole! I don’t have time to sleep! Time to fuck, but sleep? ¡Carajo!”

“Do you need any help?” I asked as I stood up and reached for my discarded shorts.

“Oh, you’ve already helped enough,” Carmen said, kissing my cheek and caressing my balls. “I will have the strength to finish now.”

As Carmen disappeared into the kitchen, I pulled my shorts back on and sat next to Kelly on the sofa, slowly caressing her skin and combing through Lexi’s amber curls.

“Wake up, you two. We need to get ready for the dinner party.” I said softly as they slowly woke from their slumber.

Kelly’s bright blue eyes blinked open as she stretched, giving me a fantastic eyeful as her bare breasts jiggled softly. She blushed and then pulled down her shirt.

“That was wonderful, though a bit impromptu,” Kelly said quietly. “I love having sex with all of you, but weren’t we thinking about some heavy stuff?”

“I’m gonna blame Carmen,” said Lexi with a smile. “She is a nymphomaniac. If she has nothing planned, she’ll find a way to have sex.”

I chuckled at that and pulled my tee-shirt back down as Kelly adjusted her top and searched around for her panties that Lexi had pulled off.

“I think the pink ones are yours,” Lexi said, holding two pairs and handing the pink ones to Kelly as she pulled her pair of green panties up her legs, then found her shorts and pulled them up too.

“It was a bit out of character,” I confessed with a smile. “But I don’t regret it a moment.”

The door opened, and Alyssa came back inside with an armful of books, “You can blame me,” she said, piling the books on the coffee table next to the closed suitcase.

“Why you?” I asked as I looked through the titles. “You left rather quickly.”

“I did,” Aly said with a grin, “And I pushed a command to all of you as I left.”

“How?” I asked curiously. “I am the one with the powers.”

“But you’re not the only one,” Alyssa said. “Though passing them down through the feminine side of the line is rare.”

She held up a book, Unholy Unions—The Nephilim Through The Ages. “This might have some clues for us to figure out; I knew the names we’d found sounded familiar.”

“Nephilim?” I questioned, “Sounds like something medicinal.”

“Fallen angels, also called Watchers,” Alyssa said. “It’s a lot to take in, and I need to read some more. It’s a lot of lore and myth to filter through. The Nephilim were angels that mated with humans and had offspring. It’s in the Bible.”

“The Bible?” I said. “That’s odd.”

“It’s in Genesis, the story of Noah,” Kelly piped in, closing her eyes. “And the sons of God saw the daughters of men that they were fair, and they took for themselves wives of all which they chose,’ or something like that.”

Kelly’s eyes opened, and she blushed a bit as we all looked at her. “What, did you expect Bible Belt Barbie hadn’t read the bible?” then giggled.

“Tres weird,” Lexi said. “I’m going to help Carmen, then get ready for the party. It’ll be nice to see your folks again, Kelly.”

“Well, it is weird,” Alyssa said. “Culturally, we know the basic bibles stories, but we forget that there are more stories from that time that aren’t in the bible. From all different cultures, Hebrew/Jewish, Egyptian, and Sumerian, all have ancient texts that date to the same period as the Old Testament books.”

I looked through the rest of the books in the stack, seeing words I didn’t recognize, a few books on Mormonism, and a few on genealogy. I looked up at Alyssa and fixed my eyes on her be-speckled blues.

“From this, you’ve determined you have powers?” I said, looking at her as her brow creased with thought.

She nodded silently while I pulled my shirt off my back and stood up.

“That seems a bit out of character for you, Professor,” I pushed down my trousers and stood before her naked.“To readily accept a supernatural cause.”

I paused, waiting for her to answer.

“Can you tell me why you’re naked, Jeremiah?” Alyssa asked with a smile.

Only then had I realized I’d stripped without knowing why, and I made a strong double-take back to Alyssa’s eyes as I scrambled for my shorts.

“Fuck,” I cursed, “How did you do that?”

“Fallen Angel Powers!” Alyssa smiled as she emphasized the word “powers,” as if she were announcing a Saturday-morning cartoon.

“You’re such a nerd,” I said as I finished redressing. “Any other lines that have strange powers?”

“Actually, yes,” Alyssa said, looking over at Kelly, “Your grandmother’s line, Baraqiel?”

“Well, I think she changed it to Baron after she’d left the cult,” Kelly said, then grew pale. “What did you find out?”

“The line of beauty and attraction,” Alyssa said. “It’s also associated with the line of Lilith, Adam’s first wife. Other cultures thought up the myth of the succubus that seems to be associated with Baraqiel.”

“So what, I’m like a siren?” Kelly asked, “A sex demon?”


CHAPTER 7
ISAAC IGNITES


DISTANT PAST - ISAIAH

Isaiah walked into the small classroom, waiting at the door until the teacher acknowledged him and waved him forward. As he walked toward the teacher, his eyes scanned the room, seeing for the first time the faces he would spend his last semester of high school with. He handed the hall pass to the teacher, then stood before him, half-facing the room, scanning the faces again.

“Welcome, Mr. Jackson,” the teacher said while reading the pass, then looked up and addressed the quiet classroom. “Meet Isaiah Jackson, from Montana.”

The chorus of hellos from the unknown faces was all too familiar. Isaiah had been a new student in six different schools in the four years he’d been in high school. He hoped this was the last awkward hello. He smiled at the blur of faces and noticed his eyes were always drawn to the brunette with green eyes sitting midway back in the center.

“You can sit there behind, Katherine, Isaiah,” the teacher said, indicating the empty desk behind the green-eyed girl that had captured his vision.

“You can call me Katie,” the young girl said as Isaiah passed her and sat at the empty desk behind her.

“Good to meet you, Katie,” Isaiah said, “What are we studying?”

“Romeo and Juliet,” Katie said, catching his eye, then blushing as she turned back to the front of the class.

“Oh, good,” Isaiah said with a smile, “I studied this at my last school, I won’t be behind like I usually am.”

Katie smiled, then turned slightly, “I don’t think you’d ever be far behind, Isaiah…”

“This might be an interesting semester,” Isaiah thought to himself, getting lost tracing a tendril of the brown tresses in the back of Katie’s hair as it weaved through the braid along the back of her neck.

Katie was in two more of his classes. In choir, her section was across from him, so he often found himself distracted by her smile. In the Science lab, the teacher paired Isaiah with Katie as a lab partner, reassigning her older partner to someone else. The teacher thought Katie would help Isaiah catch up with the rest of the class, as he had missed the first two weeks of the semester. Katie and Isaiah became fast friends.

PAST - JEREMIAH

“So, what, I’m like a siren?” Kelly asked? “A sex demon?”

“Demon is such a misunderstood word,” Alyssa sighed and sat next to Kelly on the sofa. “Angel means ‘messenger,’ and a demon is an angel that chose not to follow God.”

“What if I want to be a sex angel instead of a demon?” Kelly asked with a grin.

Alyssa smiled and cupped Kelly’s jaw.

“You can become whatever you want to be,” before leaning and kissing her softly.

I watched the pair start to deepen the kiss and felt the ripples of sexual energy that radiated from Kelly. Alyssa had to push herself gently away. Her internal struggle was apparent as she licked her lips and looked deep into Kelly’s eyes.

“Yes,” Aly said softly. “Must remember to handle with care.”

“I did that?” Kelly asked innocently, breathing deeply and exhaling.

I had a hard time concentrating on anything other than watching Kelly’s beauty, and only when I felt Aly projecting a thought of self-control was I able to back away. The sexual tension had ramped up with incredible speed, and I remembered how the room had swayed to the four-way tryst right after Alyssa had gone to the library.

“Yes,” Alyssa nodded. “From what I read, I think you may have the power to stimulate sexual arousal.”

“Really?” I asked, sitting down on the opposite side of Kelly and listening to Alyssa.

“It explains so much,” Alyssa continued. “From the initial meeting of the two of you, your power lowered her culturally learned self-control, and her innate ability was able to blossom. Lexi, Carmen, and even you were caught up in her innate, maybe supernatural, allure. Even I felt it at the hotel when we first met.”

“I didn’t realize I was doing anything,” Kelly said, blushing, and I sensed some inner shame and guilt rise along her moral curve.

“It is just who you are,” Aly said. “You might be able to learn to control it now that you know it exists,” Alyssa paused to lift Kelly’s chin, looking in her eyes with concern.

“Think about it, though. It explains Jerry’s kiss, too.”

“Is it evil?” Kelly asked, the lessons her parents and church taught her cycling in her mind.

“Sexual attraction isn’t evil,” Alyssa said. “But it could be manipulated for evil. Just like Jeremiah’s power, he could choose to use it selfishly, which would be evil-ish. I think his lineage’s powers are behind the United Priesthood corruption I’ve read about.”

“Why do you suddenly believe in angels?” I asked Aly. “That is so different than your normal empirical method.”

“I don’t believe in angels,” Alyssa argued. “It’s the only term I could think of to explain these powers we’ve all empirically tested. We’ve all explored our abilities in different ways, at different times. We initially thought it was just your powers, J. But our minds meshing might be more aligned with my powers. You didn’t start to hear my thoughts until the hotel!”

I paused to think and reflect. It made more sense that the three of us had unknown powers than everything centered on me. It explained why I could minutely control my primary influence yet lacked the fine control of everything else. The way our minds shared thoughts and the unabashed sexual energy we often fell into. I had no control over those things because they weren’t within my power. I looked at Kelly, then at Alyssa, with interest.

“I can’t explain it scientifically,” Alyssa shrugged. “But I can’t disprove it either. Perhaps something in our genetic makeup, but I don’t know enough.”

“So you think these lineages charts are the real deal?” I asked. “That we’ve descended from fallen angels?”

“I think using the term ‘fallen angels’ was the best way to explain something supernatural,” Alyssa said, pushing up her glasses. “Normal humans didn’t have these powers, and only a few special people did. They’d have to… make up a story that made sense from their experience. They knew nothing of genes, DNA, or anything we’ve discovered in the last 100 years.”

“Fascinating,” came a sarcastic voice from the direction of the kitchen. “How is all of this going to get the table set for dinner?” asked Carmen with a wink.

“I guess we’ll have to take this up later,” Alyssa said, standing up and heading to the dining room.

Kelly and I followed, and in about half an hour, the table was set as well as it could be, given the state of our cupboard. I’d collected a mishmash of dishes and some flowers Lexi had gathered from the garden in the back. Kelly added a tablecloth from her things, and the table was ready.

“I still smell like sex,” Kelly said as she arranged the chairs. “I need a shower.”

“So do I!” Nodded Lexi, “Sex and rock climbing isn’t a good aroma.”

“Me too,” Carmen agreed. “Fajita-flavored sex is an acquired taste.”

“You three take the downstairs shower,” Alyssa ordered. “No monkey business, or at least not too much.”

The three girls giggled and headed downstairs while Alyssa looked after them, a flash of concentration crossing her brow. Then she looked at me, took my hand, and headed to the upstairs shower.

“What did you tell them to do?” I asked.

“Oh, you caught that?” Alyssa said. “Just to get clean, and a reminder to Kelly to keep the sex angel turned down.”

“What is up with that?” I asked. “When did you start using that power?”

“Before I understood what it was,” Alyssa confessed. “I just started realizing I could influence each of you. At first, I thought it was your connection that I was able to tap into, but I was wrong.”

“So what can you do?” I asked as we entered the upstairs shower room and turned on the water. “And we’d better shower quick. We only have so much hot water.”

“Well, according to that one source,” Alyssa said. “The Peneume lineage can influence thought, a higher power of suggestion. A form of mind control. It’s not like a puppet master, as people seem to react according to their will. The nearest comparison is a hypnotic suggestion, but I don’t require the subject to be in a trance.”

Alyssa stripped and slipped into the shower, and I followed, starting to scrub her back. Her flesh felt so wonderful under my fingers as I leaned and kissed behind her ear.

“You can’t force them to do something against their will?” I asked and turned her around, so the water soaked into her hair. Her breasts and nipples brushed against my chest.

“No. I might need more practice, or it could be where my powers are limited,” Alyssa said, her blue eyes lifting to mine. “Your ability can change wills, making my suggestions more compelling. Together, our powers are a bit overwhelming to conceptualize.”

“I can see why they called people like us demons,” I said. “Without care, we could cause some serious damage.”

We both got quiet as she started soaping my chest, and I poured shampoo into her hair. We concentrated on cleaning each other while mulling on this new knowledge separately for a few moments. We enjoyed small touches and a bit of arousal, but the thoughts in our heads distracted us from the pleasures of the flesh.

“So….” Alyssa shifted to practical matters as we started rinsing the last of the soap. “Kelly’s parents. We can start discussing her mother’s background and her grandmother’s past. That should light up her moral curve with thoughts of polygamy.”

“Yeah,” I agreed. “Then I can shift her to be more accepting, the same sector I’d adjusted in Jerry. Then mirror those onto Bob.”

“Kelly’s pregnancy might need something more,” Alyssa said. You’ll have to think quickly.”

“As a backup,” I said, then quieted.

“What, Jeremiah?” Alyssa said, turning off the water, then looking up at me.

“Well, do you think you can influence them?” I asked with some trepidation, “If the discussion goes in the wrong direction.”

“Oh,” Alyssa said, then covered her mouth as she thought about what I was suggesting, and lifted her eyes to look back up at me. “Yeah, I think I could.”

“I don’t want you to if it makes you uncomfortable,” I said.

“It’s not that I’m uncomfortable using my power of suggestion,” Alyssa explained. “I’m not sure I can influence people I don’t have a connection to. With my sisters, it’s easy, we’ve been entangled together…. Still don’t know how that happened.” Her thoughts drifted more as she thought about it, then firmly, she said, “We have to do this, Jeremiah. This is key to our plans. We need Bob and Betsy on our side.”

I nodded slowly, knowing what she said was true. We toweled off and got dressed in clothes for dinner. The three girls were buzzing with nervous energy as we came back downstairs. We all hugged and then sat on the sofa. Alyssa put away the books and papers. Then the doorbell rang, and Kelly rushed to the door, opened it, and hugged her mother.

“So glad you’re here!” Kelly said excitedly, “Come in and meet everyone!”

As the girls and I exchanged hugs with Kelly’s parents, I took a moment to assess Betsy. Kelly’s mother shared the same genetic lineage as her daughter and her mother. She was a remarkably beautiful woman. She didn’t seem to be the mother of a twenty-year-old. Her dress and demeanor were of a confident woman whose sexuality was a part of her breathing. I could start to see where Alyssa’s theory might have some bearing.

Carmen made a show by bringing out platters of tortillas, braised meats, vegetables, and sauces. The aroma was amazing, and everyone soon set their plates together and ate the delicious meal. I waited and scanned Kelly’s parents. If the discussion started to shift to more tenuous ground, I wanted to understand how they felt when they were relaxed and happy.

Finally, as the meal slowed, Alyssa started the conversation.

“Kelly was telling us about her grandmother,” Aly said with a smile. “It seems we come from the same part of Montana.”

“Oh dear,” Betsy smiled. “I hope it wasn’t the same part as my mother.”

Her curve was suddenly alight with friction and conflict. I listened as Alyssa led the conversation, trying to find the right places to massage her curves and help her accept our relationship.

“I’m afraid it probably was,” Alyssa admitted. “I was removed from my family before I was four and made a ward of the state. I was always curious about what that culture was like to live in.”

“Well, I never lived there,” Betsy said, her face a bit flush, either from the meal, the margaritas Carmen had crafted, or both. “But Momma shared many stories of the group that ran her compound. Some pretty fantastical to tell the truth.”

“Oh, like how?” Allyssa asked. “I’m studying some genealogy to understand my heritage better. It’s hard to piece together as an orphan.”

“You don’t want any part of that heritage,” Betsy said harshly. “You couldn’t imagine the conditions in which they kept the women. Women your age were too old to be used by the lecherous old goats. The lucky ones were able to be wet nurses for the poor young mothers, while the unlucky were used as slave labor—everything from hauling lumber to mining. The men did little work, and the older men would prey on the younger daughters. They would use a ‘word of God to steal younger girls away from the family, and rap….”

The table fell quiet as Betsy stammered, “You know what? This is not a good topic for the table.” Betsy composed herself and smiled at Carmen. “This was an exceptional meal, Carmen, thank you.”

“Maybe we can talk more in the living room,” I asked, then excused myself, standing up. “Kelly and I have some news to share.”

I thought I had the composition of her conflict well mapped out, and as we moved to the living room, the five of us sat on the sofas while Bob sat on the loveseat and Betsy squeezed close to him. Bob looked at me with a steady gaze, and I thought it was best just to tell the truth and move things from there.

“First, I need to apologize to both of you,” I began, placing my hand on Kelly’s thigh. “I wasn’t completely candid when we met the last time. I didn’t meet your daughter on the internet researching bed and breakfasts.”

On my other side, Alyssa quietly slipped her arm beside mine and held my elbow as I spoke. Her unspoken confidence helped me with what I had to say. For the first time, I was going to try to explain everything that had happened between the women I loved. It was high stakes, but I felt confident sitting between Kelly and Alyssa.

“Oh? How did you meet?” asked Betsy, slightly shocked by my confession.

“We met at her dorm,” I said. “I was visiting with my team from ROTC and saw her crying in the stairwell. I tried to comfort her, and we found we had a connection.”

“It was so instantaneous, Mom,” Kelly added, squeezing my hand. “I know you raised me to be chaste until I was married, but….”

She trailed off, and Betsy’s face turned pale as Bob’s turned bright red. That’s when I adjusted their curves as their shock and anger started to take hold. Their conflict over their love for their only daughter and what they raised her to become was relatively simple. Love is a powerful emotion, and pushing aside their self-imposed moral standards was the easy choice. The color in both their faces eased, and they exhaled a sigh as my changes took hold.

“So, what are you telling me?” Betsy asked.

“I’m pregnant,” Kelly said, squeezed my hand, and smiled at me.

Betsy took a moment to digest this revelation. To her credit, she didn’t get angry, nor was she upset with that bit of news. Her eyes darted to mine, and I nodded. Then her gaze shifted to Alyssa and down to where Alyssa’s ringless left hand was curled around my arm, resting in the crook of my elbow. Then her gaze rose to Alyssa’s eyes, and back to mine, narrowing before she returned to her daughter’s. There, they opened as she aligned all the unspoken clues.

“It’s Jeremiah’s?” she said, more statement than a question. “Alyssa knows and is okay with it?”

I could feel her thoughts as they tumbled through her moral structures like a runaway train. Her curve was sparking in many areas. Bob was struck dumb and kept looking back and forth between Kelly and me. The kicker for him was seeing Kelly’s smile, which was so radiant at that moment. His daughter was happy, and he was comfortable with anything that made her happy. All the conflict teeming in his wife’s mind was inconsequential to him. Betsy was a mess, but she at least understood the ramifications of the puzzle she was putting together in her thoughts.

“And, Carmen, … Lexi?” Betsy asked a soft question, her eyes drifting to the other two women I loved as she watched them hold hands, obviously part of the relationship, revealing what we five represented to Betsy.

“Oh, Kelly,” Betsy said. “Are you sure? Is this what you want? Baby? Poly? This? … family?” Her voice asked a question within a question as if the family wasn’t the right word for our five-some.

Kelly got up and went to her mother, sliding to her knees, “Mom, this family means everything to me. Jeremiah, Aly, Lex, and Carmen, we are family. The baby is all of ours. We love each other.”

Kelly’s eyes lifted to her mother’s with such deep emotion. Betsy’s eyes filled with tears as she looked at her daughter, and her love for her daughter broke down her inner conflicts better than any of my adjustments. She leaned down and hugged her daughter tightly, kissing her cheek.

“Then, they are my family too.” Betsy pulled back to look Kelly in the eye, then at all of us individually, as if recording our faces in her memory bank.

Bob looked slightly confused as his mental processes caught up with his spouse’s lightning-fast thoughts. He looked at her with concern as they hugged and cried tears of joy. There was concern in his eyes as he looked up at me, then across the room at the other three women. We caught his gaze one by one, showing him our resolve, and he nodded at us one at a time, then slipped to one knee and gathered Kelly in a big bear hug.

“Kelly, baby girl,” He said in a low voice full of emotion. “We love you, we will love your child, and we accept your family.”

It took a few minutes of silence for the air to return to the room. We all relaxed, and Lexi came to sit between my legs, feeling entirely accepted. Carmen squeezed beside Aly and hugged her tightly. Kelly turned still on her knees and stayed at her mother’s feet, smiling at me with a giant smile of satisfaction. Bob slipped back into his seat and hugged his wife, kissing the top of her head. Betsy quietly combed through Kelly’s hair, then lifted her gaze back to me.

“Will you give me the gift of seeing my baby girl properly married?” she asked quietly.

I nodded and stood up, reaching into my jeans pocket and pulling out the four stoned rings I’d been carrying with me everywhere I went. I held out my hand to Kelly, helped her up, then hugged her tightly. I looked her in the eyes, then bent to one knee.

“Kelly, I love you,” I said honestly. “You mean everything to me. Please marry me.”

The words were what needed to be said, but everyone in the room knew I was repeating them to each of the women I loved. Kelly nodded, and I slipped the ring onto her finger. She held it at arm’s length, then held her hand to her chest. She waved for Aly, Carmen, Lexi, and me, and we hugged tightly. In our web of acceptance, Betsy and Bob watched with complete approval.

If we were indeed fallen angels, this night felt like a miracle. So much could have gone so wrong, but ended up going so right. I had no religious background and no fundamental knowledge of God. But at that moment, I never felt more accepted and loved by the people in the room and the universe.

Moments of peace are fleeting, of course, and as we soon found our seats, Kelly perched on my knee, Aly and Carmen at my sides, and Lexi at my feet, Betsy got back to business.

“I’ve got my best contractor on getting this house ready,” Betsy started, “It would be best if it were empty for a while, but you all need a place to live.”

“Well, we thought we’d take a little driving vacation to Montana. I think we might be gone for a few weeks.” I said.

“Montana?” Betsy asked, then remembered our conversation from the dinner table, “I wish you’d decide to go to the coast or any place other than Montana.”

“I have to finish some details with my father’s estate in Pinebluff,” I said.

The color slipped from her face. “No! Jeremiah, stay away from there.”

“Why?” asked Alyssa, still trying to put the puzzle of Kelly’s grandmother together.

“They are evil incarnate,” Betsy whispered. “The United Priesthood has done inexcusable and immoral things. Why are you going up there?”

“My father—more my grandfather.” I began, “Was part of the priesthood. My father, it seemed, tried to fight back against their corruption. We know he helped in women’s shelters across the Northwest, where UP was active in trafficking.”

Betsy nodded. She knew the stories, and her eyes blazed with anger and hatred as thoughts raced through her head. She knew her mother’s stories, and the more recent news stories exposed their organized crime and prostitution rings. The United Priesthood had gone silent over the last decade as controversies pushed them further underground and out of the blaring spotlight of the news cycle.

“My father left me a key to a safety deposit box in Pinebluff,” I continued. “We need to retrieve its contents. We also need to visit Kelly’s friend Jenn at her school. I don’t want to make any contact with the Priesthood. I just need to know what my father knew.”

“Be careful, Jeremiah,” Betsy said. “I understand you need to go, but why all of you?”

“We can’t be apart,” I explained. “We are linked. Our hearts and fates are combined.”

The girls’ physical bodies all pressed close to me, giving my words a living example. Oddly, Betsy nodded, understanding fully what I was saying.

“I remember my mother,” she said softly. “She had periods, sometimes lasting months, where she experienced withdrawal-like pain after leaving that evil cult. She hated everything about them but was somehow linked in a way I never understood. She constantly wrote letters to her sisters who were still trapped in that cult.”

“I’m sorry,” Alyssa said quietly. “Your mother must have gone through so much pain. I’m researching the United Priesthood, so we know as much as possible. Is there anything of your mother’s that might help me?”

“Come to my house tomorrow,” Betsy said. “I’ll give you all that I have.”

Aly nodded, then I continued with our plans. “Anyway, I think we’ll be gone for a few weeks, then be back home.”

“I’ll need more time to finish here,” Betsy said, looking around at the house, then smiled as she thought, “Have you set a date for the wedding?”

“No,” I answered, squeezing Kelly’s hand. “Did you have a day in mind?”

“How about in three weeks?” Betsy asked, then continued. “Here in the garden, I’m sure we can have that ready by then. Then you five go on a honeymoon to the coast. I’ll reserve space at our best B&B in Newport for two weeks. Then we should have this house ready for a grand opening.”

Kelly looked down at me, then looked at each of her sisters. They all nodded with a buzz of feminine excitement that men like Bob and I would never understand.

“That sounds wonderful, mother, but you must clear any wedding arrangements with me!”

“Of course, dear,” Betsy laughed. “We’ve had enough conversations about this that I know what you want better than you do.”

“I worry,” I admitted. “We’re trying to do too much too soon,”

“We’ll figure it out,” Alyssa said with a grin, lowering her voice to mimic how I sounded.

I laughed.

“Okay, then! I’m brave enough to admit that you all probably have better plans than I do.”

Everyone relaxed and started having side conversations that went in many different directions. Kelly and her mother discussed picking out a dress before leaving for Montana. Carmen pulled me close and reminded me about buying an RV the next day. Lexi begged to come with us. Alyssa talked with Bob about roads and directions. After half an hour, the conversation died, and Bob grabbed Betsy’s hand.

“C’mon, dear,” he said with a smile. “Nothing more we can do tonight; we’ll need our sleep to get all of this done in your accelerated timeline.”

“Yes, my love,” Betsy said, curling into his side and hugging him tightly. “You always take good care of me.”

“Likewise, love,” Bob said as he ushered her out the door, and suddenly the five of us were alone again.

Kelly was practically buzzing. Her happiness had grown exponentially as the night progressed, and her body almost levitated. With our family now alone, she inhaled. Then she closed her eyes, and a flash of concentration creased her forehead. Suddenly, it was as if her whole being began to glow as she surrendered to herself and allowed her true self to bloom. All of us simply stopped thinking of anything that was a distraction. We all turned to her and followed her glowing golden aura to the bed in the basement.

We all shed our clothes as we arrived at our bed in an aroused, almost trance-like state. Kelly slipped onto the bed, lying supine, her breasts full and round. Her nipples were like hard diamonds on mounds of pink flesh. Her tanned flesh almost shone like bronze under the golden glow of her aura.

The four of us crawled wordlessly onto the bed, compelled to join our sex angel. We surrounded Kelly as she breathed in heavy gasps, as we caressed her soft, supple flesh. The chorus of our moans joining hers aroused us even more. She was pulsing with desire that built within each of us.

Her body shivered as she pulsed something from deep inside, sending a psychic wave of sexual need through us. Our lust built as I connected how the three of our powers combined. Alyssa internalized Kelly’s throbbing energy, pushing it through her connections, and I tuned my mind to focus our welling needs. The whole bed shook with our growing lust.

Alyssa and Carmen’s bodies pressed together as they kissed at Kelly’s side, their hands caressing her warm flesh, squeezing her full breasts. Lexi moved her chest, and Kelly her nipple, then opened her mouth as she moaned. Positioned between Kelly’s spread thighs, my cock slid against her abdomen as I leaned to kiss Lexi. Lexi sucked in my tongue as Carmen pressed against my back, kissing and nibbling.

In the middle of the press of female flesh, I lifted my hips, drew my hips back, felt my head slide between her molten lips, then drove forward, filling Kelly’s pussy. She groaned around Lexi’s breast, grinding her hips into mine. Lexi moved, pressing her pussy against Kelly’s moaning mouth, then ground her hips into Kelly’s face. As I rose on my knees, rocking my hips, Alyssa and Carmen laid kisses across my chest. In the mesh of minds and bodies, it felt like I was screwing all of them simultaneously.

I lost track of who was doing what to whom as I sank into the flowing sensations. The combination of physical bodies moving together, and thoughts and emotions within our five-person hive mind, was a dizzying indulgence. The constant pulses of Kelly’s golden aura pushed us in concert to our peaks, and as I shuddered, shooting my load into the goddess, Lexi and I pulled from our kiss to moan out in passionate bliss.

Our bodies sank after riding our peaks, resting for a beat as we fought for breath. Spent, yet also revived, the five of us slowly moved our bodies under the sheets. We slowly slipped into a restful sleep. It felt like a warm glow of golden bliss as we slept dreamlessly.

PRESENT - JEREMIAH

“Wait, what?” Zac asked, a bit perplexed. “You can control people’s minds?”

“We can affect how people make choices,” I re-explained, “by modifying their willpower and moral structures.”

“I’m baffled,” Zac said. His twelve years of schooling hadn’t prepared him for something seemingly supernatural.

Isaac had never heard about my power before. The family had decided to wait until the power manifested—if it did at all—before discussing it with him and training him to use his supernatural gift. The mix between Kelly’s magical attraction and my powerful influence made Isaac a particular case. He was already the most attractive boy in the high school, winning homecoming king recognition, alongside Beth as his queen. The effect on Stacy had been the first apparent manifestation of my genetic line.

“Think back to when you persuaded Stacy to kiss you,” I said. “What was it like from your point of view? Give me as many details as you can.”

“Well, Dad,” Isaac started, still a bit embarrassed. “She was very reluctant to get close to me, with Beth so near. I explained that it was a prank on you for your birthday. She nodded that she understood, but still didn’t engage with me. She could hardly look at me.”

“Go on, Zac,” I prodded.

“Well, I lifted her chin. It was the first time I touched her.” Zac confessed. “Her eyes got wide, and it felt like her resistance to what I was asking just evaporated, and she leaned and kissed me on the lips.”

Zac blushed as he remembered.

“Then I backed away from her and started kissing Beth. Before you walked in, she leaned over and kissed me more, pushing against Beth. Frankly, Beth was slightly upset at how aggressive Stacy had become.”

“Touch is an essential component at the onset of your power’s manifestation,” Alyssa explained. “Over time, you’ll learn that touch isn’t required. You could have pushed down her internal resistance to kissing you when you lifted her chin.”

“There are two parts to your powers, Zac,” I continued. “One is scanning and seeing how people respond to different stimuli, and the other is the substantial modification of their morals and will. This isn’t a power to be used at a whim.”

“I didn’t mean to, Pop,” Zac said. “You’ve got to believe me.”

I smiled and placed my hand on Zac’s shoulder, “I believe you, son. My first experience with my powers was also unintended. I didn’t realize what I had done.”

I looked at Alyssa and smiled, taking her hand.

“It changed my life in an instant. What we want for you is the ability to use our powers in a way that doesn’t cause dramatic changes in your life. I was able to undo your modification to Stacy.”

“How can I learn?” Isaac asked, still a bit confused and wary.

“I’ll set up some experiments with some of my grad students,” Alyssa said. Her connections to the University led to her being on staff as an adjunct professor. “We will run through some scenarios, so you can better understand the moral curves of people. We’ll start tomorrow, after school.”

“Okay, I guess,” Zac said quietly. “I’m a bit afraid to talk to Beth. She’s a bit steamed about what happened with Stacy. But she means so much to me.”

“Tell her that I hypnotized her,” Alyssa said, “I’ll explain to her and apologize if it would help.”

“Thanks, Aly,” Zac said, standing and hugging her tightly. “You’ve always steered me right.”

Isaac left and returned to the party.

Alyssa stood for a moment as a tremor of lust coursed through her nerves, then her body sagged. I reached out and pulled her to me, perching her bottom on my knee.

“That boy,” Alyssa said softly, her knees spreading apart on my lap, “His touch is like fire, much like when Kelly is in one of her moods. We need to discuss that side with him, too.”

Jeremiah slid his hand along Aly’s thigh, cupping her thong-covered mound and feeling her arousal.

“Damn, Aly,” I said with a wink and a smile, “He’s practically your son! Have some restraint.”

“Ohhh, you’ll restrain me?” Aly moaned softly, smiling at the thought. “I don’t even have to beg for it?”

We started kissing and groping in the dim light of my study. We relaxed after the discussion with Isaac was over. It felt good to give in to the bit of lust Isaac had leaked into the room, letting it flow through Alyssa as I pushed my fingers aside her thong and brought her to a quick orgasm. I smiled as I felt her return to a more normal, controlled state, and we kissed softly.

“An incubus that can mold people’s will,” Alyssa sighed, partly in release but troubled, “that boy needs to be watched closely.”

PAST - MICHAEL

“Hello,” said the voice over the pay-phone line. “This is Jediah.”

“Jed, Michael,” said the college-aged kid, looking back at the girl waiting in his car.

“My name isn’t Jed, Michael; it’s Jediah,” the voice said sternly. “What is your report?”

“She’s a hot one, Jediah,” the boy said, over-stressing the syllables to appease his boss. “She is a total slut, does all I want, and wants—probably —more.”

“Excellent,” Jediah said. “She should fill the spot in Fallon nicely. How soon will you have her ready?”

“I don’t know. It won’t take long to finish the background on her.” Michael said darkly, “She doesn’t talk about any parents, but we wouldn’t want parents wondering about her. Something off about her, though?”

“Oh? What is that?” Jediah asked.

“Well, before the last term, she was straight As,” Michael started. “She was a model student until the last few weeks of the term, then she ended up in the hospital.”

“What for?” Jediah drawled.

“Exhaustion and dehydration,” Michael recited. “Oddly, she said she’d gotten sick from too much sex. But I can’t believe it because this girl is simply insatiable, always hungry. Like she’s filling a unifiable void.”

“Interesting,” Jediah said, remembering something about a story from many years ago. “I’ll talk with Deacon; you just keep her on the leash, you hear?”

“Yes, sir,” Michael said. “Call you in a couple of days.”

Michael hung up the phone and pulled the line attached to his coin back, pulling it from the slot. He shuffled back to his car and slid in, looking over at the pretty girl sitting in the passenger seat.

“Where do you want to go, Jenn?” Michael asked kindly.

“Back to your bedroom,” Jenn said with a twinkle in her eye. “I’m famished.”


CHAPTER 8
HORDE RISES


DISTANT PAST - ISAIAH & KATIE

Isaiah and Katie grew closer as the school year went on. They enjoyed becoming friends and then more than friends. They started dating, though none of their parents approved, preferring that the two begin a courtship relationship. In the early sixties, teenagers didn’t always follow the rules their parents expected.

Isaiah asked Katie to the prom, and she accepted. Their relationship had grown much more physical, with extended make-out sessions on a mostly abandoned road that hormonal teenagers frequently visited. Though there was no nearby hill or butte called Blueberry, this tree-lined road shoulder was often referred to as Blueberry Hill. As prom approached, their dates were less and less at the drive-in restaurant and more and more at Blueberry Hill.

One night, their chemical attraction fully bloomed, and Katie willingly succumbed to Isaiah’s advances. She shifted her hips in the backseat and pulled down her underwear, tossing them into the front seat. Isaiah was busy exploring the glory of her breasts after unbuttoning her blouse and unfastening her bra when he felt her shift and move under him.

“Are you sure, Katie?” He asked breathlessly as his eyes focused on hers in the full moon’s light.

Katie only nodded and bit at her lower lip as her chest rose as she inhaled the scent of the fields surrounding them.

Isaiah slipped up and started unbuckling his belt, and Katie rose to help unbutton his khaki trousers, then pushed at his white boxers. Isaiah had to finish pushing them down and shifting his legs free as Katie’s hands were busy holding his rigid cock.

“It’s hot,” she said quietly, “I can feel its pulse….”

As Katie explored the new sensation of a rigid column of male flesh in her hand, Isaiah leaned forward and pushed her skirt up, his hands feeling the humid warmth of her inner thigh, then cupping over her damp folds. Katie writhed and moaned as her hips lifted involuntarily, and Isaiah echoed her groan as he felt her fluids soak his fingers. He cupped and fingered her folds, wanting her to feel as good as her fingers made him by caressing his shaft.

Katie lifted her eyes from the work of her fingers and looked at Isaiah as she felt his fingertip press inside her tight opening.

“I’ve never…” she stammered as she felt his fingertip probe deeper, groaning as an ache of need rose in her core.

“Me either,” Isaiah said and kneed his frame closer, feeling Katie tug at his manhood, “it might hurt when I enter.”

Katie bit her lip and nodded as Isaiah felt her push his crown behind his fingers, withdrawing his hand as his hip drove forward. Katie yelped as she felt his head pause at her unbroken hymen, then thrust her hips up as she pulled at Isaiah’s hip. Isaiah pushed steadily at her tug and felt a pop and the feeling of molten heaven as his shaft slid deep into her no longer virgin slit.

A tear slid down Katie’s cheek, but she only smiled, then lost her breath as her hips rotated and undulated. The pain evaporated as Isaiah slowly moved his heated shaft along her well-lubricated passage, invoking more and more pleasure.

“Oh, this is wonderful. Keep doing that,” Katie cooed.

Isaiah saw that she was more comfortable and started thrusting harder and faster. Katie moaned and whined sweetly with Isaiah’s thrusts, looking up as he lowered his mouth to hers. Her cries muffled as their mouths met, and his tongue mirrored the movement of his cock, thrusting into her open, willing mouth.

Isaiah rose back and groaned, his hips flying faster and faster as he felt his orgasm rapidly approaching. He slammed his hips forward, filling her convulsing passage, and fired hot shots of his seed deep in Katie’s womb. Katie bucked under him at the feel of his pulsing cock, and the hot jets firing inside made her stiffen and scream. Katie arched her back and then jerked as Isaiah froze, his hips vibrating as he rode his orgasm. Finally, he rolled forward and kissed Katie, his cock slowly shrinking inside Katie’s pussy. They lay together in the bliss of the afterglow.

Another round, a few minutes later, started a habit of practicing this new thrill in regular intervals. When prom arrived, Katie was getting sick every morning, and she went to the dance in her beautiful dress, six weeks pregnant with Isaiah’s heir.

Their parents were not amused. Katie’s devout Protestant parents were devastated at Katie’s sin of fornication. Isaiah’s parents were equally shocked at their son’s behavior. The two sets of parents, however, were opposed to each other on how to handle the situation. Isaiah’s father, Zedekiah, demanded that Isaiah take Katie to the neighboring county, where he knew a doctor who could ‘take care of the problem.’ Katie’s father insisted that the two wed and make a home for the child. Although he knew life would be difficult, he recognized that Katie loved Isaiah, and Isaiah loved her in return.

Isaiah couldn’t believe his father’s demands.

“Father, I love her,” Isaiah had said, stricken by what his father demanded was the only solution.

“Isaiah,” Zedekiah said with a piousness that was foreign to Isaiah. “The girl is not pure; she is not like us. We can’t breed with the likes of her!”

Isaiah stood, shocked by what his father had said, silently turning and leaving the house. He never returned and never said another word to his father.

Katie’s parents allowed Isaiah to sleep in the garage until their marriage was official. Isaiah was thankful enough to honor their request and not sneak into her room at night. Katie, however, might have found a reason to explore the garage late at night.

With the marriage official, Katie’s parents allowed the newlyweds to cohabitate in Katie’s room. Isaiah took a job as an auto mechanic and started to earn a living. They both graduated that spring, and Katie’s baby bump was barely visible under her graduation gown. By mid-summer, they had found a small apartment. They were a happy couple, and when their son, Jeremiah, was born that winter, he lived in a loving household. The money was tight, but the house was full of love and happiness.

PAST - JEDIAH

Jediah took off his hat and nodded to the woman at the door. Deacon’s only wife was close to Jediah’s age, ten years younger than Deacon.

“How is he doing, Rebekah?” Jediah asked. “I need to talk to him.”

“He’s awake and can talk,” Rebekah said with a bowed head, turning to let the man inside her husband’s house. “Try not to rile him up, please, Sir. I had a mess of a time trying to settle his coughing down the last time you brought him the news.”

“I’ll try,” Jediah said as he passed by her. “But the old man has a mind of his own sometimes.”

Jediah slipped up the stairs into the Deacon’s large bedroom, the windows overlooking the open areas of the compound. People filed past the large house in random bunches as they went about their business on the bright spring morning. Jediah stood next to Deacon’s bed and lifted a glass of water with a straw.

“Need a drink, boss?” he asked.

Deacon lifted his flinty eyes to see Jediah, then lifted a frail hand to hold the end of the bent straw to his dry lips.

“Thank you, Jediah,” Deacon growled in a low grumble, “I need to remember to drink. I’ve been dry for too long.”

“Well, that’s the thing I wanted to talk about, “ Jediah said, knowing that while Deacon was dehydrated, his thirst was for something more, “Michael found an interesting subject in that Washington college town we sent him.”

“What makes her interesting?” Deacon asked tiredly. After 40 years of this game, nothing surprised him anymore.

“She doesn’t fit the normal profile,” Jediah explained, “Michael says she is insatiable sexually, but she wasn’t only a few weeks ago. He is looking into more background, friends, associates.”

“You know how these young girls often are when they first taste the forbidden fruit,” Deacon sighed.

“Yeah, true boss,” Jediah continued. “But, Michael said he had met her after getting out of the hospital. She was dehydrated and exhausted from too much sex. I know newly deflowered virgins often go a little wild in college. Very few are hospitalized from it.”

“You think she was influenced?” Deacon asked, some color returning to his face, his eyes slightly more alert, “All the lines have dried up; there are just a few left that we are aware of, and they are nowhere near this area.”

The room went quiet as Deacon got lost in some memories, then looked at Jediah.

“Have you heard of what happened to the last Baraqiel? The damage she caused?”

“Happened before I was old enough to join the ordinations,” Jediah commented, “I’ve heard stories, though.”

“Deborah was a remarkable girl. With the pure line females, like her, we waited until they were of maturity to marry.” Deacon said, slipping into a storytelling voice. “She had just turned 18 and was betrothed to one of the powerful elders in the Samyaza line.”

Jediah slipped into a chair near the bed, listening while looking out at the compound. He remembered when he was younger; there seemed to be many more people than those who remained. More children, more mothers. The day was beautiful. More people should be out enjoying the spring sunshine after the brutal winter they had endured.

“The ordination began on a day like today, bright sunshine, no clouds. It seemed perfect.” Deacon said, rubbing his chin and feeling the day of stubble on his usually clean-shaven face. He’d have to remember to tell Rebekah to shave him later. “The formal awakening of the gifted usually resulted in some odd things happening, but nothing like that day. There hadn’t ever been anything like Deborah.”

Jediah knew the story but indulged Deacon as he retold it. It was a source of conflict for the order’s elder leader. It was a turning point in many ways. The most incredible show of supernatural power the order had experienced in a long time. As well as striking the most devastating blow to the body of leadership. A three-day sex orgy, perpetuated by the last and most potent Baraqiel succubus, had absorbed much of the energy of the order, including powerful heads of other lines. Then the young succubus fled in the aftermath, escaping the clutches of their cultic brotherhood.

She left three men dead, including her betrothed, the leader of the cult, and Deacon’s cousin. Deacon was close in age, but his cousin was the last of the pure Samyaza line. Samyaza were the natural leaders, but also horribly corrupt and evil. They gave off an air of piousness, but as a branch, they swore allegiance to a darker, unholy power. Deacon’s branch of Samyaza had never had powerful abilities, and any supernatural strains left had been sullied during the war. The leader was the last to die when the succubus wench bit into his neck and tore out his jugular, spraying the crowd with his warm blood. She fled the scene carrying the leader’s breastplate and was never seen again.

The last Penemue elder was also killed, ending his line as he hadn’t yet produced an heir, only six daughters. His loss was a shock, as the Penemue were known for restraint and self-control. At the height of the orgy, the man had blacked out in the aftermath of a powerful orgasm while taking the young Baraqiel’s anal virginity. He never regained consciousness.

Zedekiah of the Yeqon line represented the only powerful line left. Zedekiah wasn’t present at the ordination, but his father was. His father was the first fatality, trying to overcome Baraqiel’s will and enslave her to him. Her powers induced an artery in his brain to fail while he frantically tried to force his cock down her throat. Zedekiah hadn’t yet acquired his powers but had watched the last day of the ordeal from the sidelines.

The United Priesthood’s once-powerful influence over its members and its expanded organization plummeted. Without the ability of three lines to influence and new lines of corruptible recruits, the institution was left to rely on normal human means to run its organized crime network. Their funds dried up as their followers gradually abandoned the cult.

Zedekiah, the last of the Yeqon line, awoke to his powers and was often away from the compound, recruiting new talent for their brothels or investigating signs and signals that might portend supernatural causes. For a couple of decades, Zedekiah single-handedly kept the United Priesthood brothels supplied with the most beautiful and erotic whores. He also tried to find any remnants of the other lines, but he wasn’t successful.

The murder of Zedekiah twelve years ago brought the end of the Yeqon line. His gruesome murder splashed across the local news and even caught a national headline. With the news media too close and a scandal surrounding the cult, Deacon shuttered the gates to the compound. The United Priesthood’s power withdrew from the larger community, pushing the small cult further underground. The United Priesthood networks started to shrink as their power waxed.

Zedekiah had been on the trail of the disappeared last Baraqiel when he turned up in a cheap hotel in Bozeman, throat slit, abdomen completely torn asunder, his blood soaking the cheap hotel rug. Jediah remembered the shocking photos in the newspaper. Deacon had tried to find Zedekiah’s missing son, Isaiah, after Zedekiah’s murder.

Deacon manufactured a will, feeding some of the money from the United Priesthood’s full coffers into accounts purported to be Zedekiah’s estate. He hired lawyers to track down Isaiah. Isaiah had been hard to find, often roaming throughout the Northwest on his missions. Finally, they had made contact, but before they could do anything, Isaiah was killed in a car crash on that rainy night in Oregon.

The criminal activities of vice and prostitution in Nevada had been the lifeblood of the cult. Supernatural influences from the angelic lines had benefited the recruitment and training of their sought-after prostitutes. The new Baraqiel succubus would have sealed the reputation of their brothels as the most alluring and mind-blowing in the burgeoning Nevada sex trade. Deborah’s abandonment of the cult was the first blow to the United Priesthood plans.

With the sudden end to three powerful angelic lines, Deacon’s transactions meant to entrap Isaiah had instead decimated the finances of the United Priesthood. With a formal estate established under Zedekiah’s name, the money was locked up in accounts they no longer had access to. At the same time, expensive probate lawyers searched for a potential missing heir to Zedekiah’s enormous wealth. The news filtered back to Deacon, and each tendril of hope had given him more life, only to be dropped back into the depths of depression when the lead dried up.

In recent weeks, another lead had arisen. Some slight movements of money in Zedekiah’s estate accounts led Jediah to ask questions of the probate lawyers. He’d kept that news to himself, seeing how weak Deacon had become as his age was pressing 90 years old.

This news of potential succubus activity in the region, only two hundred miles from the compound, was enough to share with Deacon. As Deacon wound down his story of the night of the succubus awakening, the last of the Baraqiel, his color had returned.

“Get me that girl, Jediah,” Deacon said coldly. “I want to see her state for myself. I don’t trust young Michael to see the signs. His line has grown so weak from impure breeding.”

“Sure thing, boss,” Jediah said and thought about telling Deacon the news about Zedekiah’s money. He thought better of it as Deacon closed his eyes and started breathing more slowly.

“I need my rest, Jediah,” Deacon sighed. “Rebekah can show you out.”

As if on cue, Rebekah appeared at Jediah’s side and pulled him out of the room. “I told you not to rile him up, Sir. Tales of another Baraqiel, my word, what has gotten into you?”

Jediah left and headed back into town. He wondered how long it would take Michael to contact him again.

PAST - JEREMIAH

I felt a tug in my groin and blinked my eyes, looking to my right to see a tousled mane of red still sleeping on my chest. Turning to my other side, I noticed the chestnut ringlets of Alyssa’s head shift closer to the ebony locks of Carmen as she shifted in her sleep. Tipping my chin down, I moaned as the halo of blonde strands brushed over my abdomen, inhaling sharply at the exquisite pull of Kelly’s talented mouth.

The three ladies, lightly sleeping, stirred lazily as Kelly’s power started to pulse, then I felt it collapse and feed directly into me. This caused my cock to swell exponentially, and Kelly’s approving purr as she licked at the base, looking up at me, told me she was experimenting with her powers. Her flesh shimmered in a supernatural glow.

“I just want—you, lover,” she said, cupping my balls and fisting my shaft, pulling the skin tight around the base of my crown. “Just you and me.”

Her voice only made my balls swell in need as she slowly lifted her ass, curving her back like a cat getting ready to pounce. She slid her torso forward, warm breasts pressing into my thighs, as her body snaked forward. My arms were trapped by the sleeping heads of the rest of my harem, or I would have grabbed a fistful of her mane and tugged her mouth to mine.

She showed extreme patience, even as waves of arousal flowed from her through me, and each of her sweet kisses lingered as she crept up my abdomen. She used her fingers and palm to stroke my shaft slowly as she enjoyed every inch of my flesh. Her head lifted as she kissed close to Lexi’s sleeping face, turning to look at her with a warm smile before rising and fixing her gaze on me.

She straddled my waist, and I could feel the heat of her sex bathe my shaft. She trapped my rod against my belly and ground her wet folds up and down its length, undulating her hips and thighs as I groaned in pent-up need. I watched her, mesmerized by her glowing, golden aura, as she lifted my cock to her core, pushing my engorged head into her dripping folds. Her eyes blazed a golden sheen around her deep blue iris as I felt her cunt envelop my whole length in one smooth drop of her hips.

Settled into place, she leaned slightly away from Lexi and twisted her torso. She snaked her mouth to meet mine and thrust her tongue into my mouth. She was in complete control of me as her hips circled and ground in a slow rotation, massaging my shaft and head with her inner muscles. She kissed and sucked on me, her breath filling my lungs. I exhaled, and she sucked down our shared breath as we both started to dance quietly amongst our sleeping lovers.

I could feel her pulses of sexual energy flowing into my pleasure centers, and my desire became singular. To make love to her, to fuck her, to fill her, to please her. Every one of my thoughts centered on the blonde goddess riding my cock. My thoughts streamed into her consciousness through our linked psyches, a gift from my other angel, which drove her to the height of passion she desired. I felt Alyssa stir quietly, as if in a dream, while Kelly and I traded messages through the links she had made.

Almost silently, Kelly’s hips moved in molten curves of liquid fire. Her slick arousal flowed down my shaft and over my bouncing balls. Our hips met and parted. What began slowly had sped to the point where our pent-up need had the room echoing with the slapping of our flesh as we fucked.

The sleeping woman stirred as I cried out, erupting torrents of my cum deep in Kelly’s pulsing cunt. She cried out and arched back, her movements waking the three other nymphs beside me, who blinked awake then purred as they watched us both convulse through our waves of orgasms. Lexi shuddered against me, feeling the pulse of sexual energy, and covered one of my nipples with her mouth, sucking hard, making my orgasm crest higher. Alyssa and Carmen slid to their knees beside Kelly. Alyssa moved to suck on the siren’s breasts as Carmen leaned over her to kiss Kelly in a deep kiss.

While hardly awake, the three girls shuddered as Kelly’s powers sucked in their arousal and pushed it out to us, forcing us all to orgasm. My vision tunneled as my head tossed back, sexual energy vibrating through every nerve and synapse. I relished the glorious release surrounded by my family before blackness took me.

I woke up moments later to Lexi’s soft kisses, her green eyes looking at me with concern. Kelly hovered over me as well, her blue eyes wide open.

“Master, wake up,” Lexi said, with a tremor in her voice.

“I’m okay,” I said, sensing a shift in emotions and Kelly’s worried look, “I’m fine… Wow.”

“Jeremiah,” Kelly said with a tremor of fear in her voice, looking to either side of me, “Alyssa… Carmen…”

She couldn’t complete her thought, and I snapped into a high state of consciousness. I rose, twisting into a sitting position, and looked to my side. Kelly slipped behind me, afraid as Lexi clung to my side, her lips quivering on my shoulder. Alyssa was slumped over, and Carmen was prone, lying awkwardly on her. They were both unconscious.

First-aid training flashed through my mind, and I moved toward them. I rolled Carmen onto her back and felt for a pulse… strong, her breath steady. I shifted back to Alyssa, straightening her naked body onto her back, and repeated the same assessment: good steady pulse and regular breathing. They had blacked out like me.

“They’ll be okay,” I said. “Just give them some air, and they’ll come around.”

Kelly and Lexi twisted to my side, hugging me tightly, their nude bodies warm against my sweat-cooled flesh.

“Are you sure, J?” Kelly whispered, “I … I … I can’t…”

She couldn’t complete a thought, so I scanned her curve and saw it alight with fear and worry. She was afraid of her powers. I could relate to that, remembering the panic I felt after it was apparent I had changed Kelly and Lexi. I simply hugged her and watched the rhythmic breathing of Carmen and Alyssa’s chests.

Carmen blinked first and swore a low curse in Spanish as one hand went to her head and another to tug on a brown nipple. Her eyes were unfocused as she touched her flesh, then swung her vision to my two worried girls and me.

“Papi…” Carmen said, smiling at me, “Kel, … wow.”

Alyssa woke next, her fingers rubbing on her temple, her other hand sliding down to cup her sex. She rolled towards us with a feline grin of contentment, then paused as she saw the concern in our eyes. She concentrated for a second, then a low chuckle.

“I’m fine, Kelly, more than….” Alyssa said with a tinge of awe in her voice, “Wow, intense, and maybe we’re more careful with that next time. But…”

Kelly burst into tears and leaped at Aly, pulling Aly into a tight hug.

“Aly, I was so scared,” she cried, as Aly tenderly rubbed her back, “The three of you went out like a light, and Lexi was frozen, trembling, her eyes rolling back in her head like,…” she mumbled more words before she just cried in heaving sobs.

“Shhhh, dearest,” Alyssa cooed in her ear. “We’re fine, we’re fine. More than fine, really love.”

Carmen slid up to hug Kelly, as did Lexi and me. I was a bit at a loss for words. The intensity of the sexual eruption, followed by the palpable fear of the unknown, left my nervous system in a state of gridlock. We all just held each other as Kelly’s cries slowed and then stopped.

Finally, I felt Alyssa’s thoughts in my brain, and she pushed a thought to the rest. We turned and sat in a circle. I concentrated on feelings of contentment and other pleasant thoughts as the girls slowly unwound and then looked around the ring.

“We are all new to this,” Alyssa said quietly. “I remember when J first told me what had happened, how scared and worried he was.”

“I was scared I had permanently damaged you both,” I said, looking at Kelly and Lex. “Is that what you’re feeling, Kel?”

She nodded slowly and then spoke quietly.

“I don’t want special powers, not if it brings you pain or suffering.”

“I thought the same thing, Kel,” I said. “I didn’t know anything. I thought I was a freak. I felt so alone.”

“But you weren’t alone,” Alyssa reminded me. “You came to me, you told me. You’d told Carmen, too.”

Alyssa leaned over and put her head on Kelly’s shoulder and her arm around her waist.

“And you aren’t alone either, Kelly. We will figure this out. You will be able to control your powers.”

“You are already,” I said. “You had it focused right on me to start. The girls slept through our lovemaking until right at the end.”

Kelly nodded and smiled, remembering the supernatural intimacy we had shared.

“I guess you’re right, and it only felt so amazing. I pushed that back to all of you.”

“It WAS amazing, Aye-Yi-Yi,” Carmen said, “to wake up to that feeling, then having it only amplify… I’ve never felt so connected and so loved. Even now, I’m full of the energy you shared. With others, sex left me feeling empty, Kelly. With all of you, I’m always feeling like I am right where I need to be.”

We all smiled, and I leaned across Lexi to hug Carmen; her heartfelt words left us all speechless. Then, as I lifted away, Lexi bent over and hugged me.

“I feel exactly as Carmen said,” Lexi said quietly. “My appetite for sex has morphed a bit differently than all of you, but it feels right, and you all have accepted my… kinky side. I never knew sex before you, Master. And Kelly and Carmen have loved me through it all. Before we met, I felt ashamed of my tendency toward kink. I masturbated secretly to kink videos when Kelly was away from the room….”

She quieted, looking around meekly at her outburst of words. We all watched, encouraged, and loved her just for being her. Feeling our acceptance, she smiled and shifted to kneel on her knees and lowered her breasts to the bed, arms stretched forward. A submissive offering that we all accepted. We surrounded her, touching her and kissing her.

Kelly smiled at all of us as we returned to our circle.

“Okay, my loves, thank you for accepting my fears and discussing them. I feel much better with that off my shoulders.”

With that, our morning started, and five bodies moved to share different showers. Alyssa and Carmen shared the basement bathroom. Kelly was alone on the main floor, “for everyone’s safety,” she laughed after she explained. Lexi followed me nude to the upper story, carrying our clothes and fresh towels for both of us.

I knew Lexi wanted to serve me, so I stepped into the shower and let the water run down my body. Lexi moved close to me, lifting her tiptoes to kiss my lips, then descending into the spray onto her knees, and started to wash my body. Her fingers were light but strong, starting on my feet, then up my calves and thighs. She scrubbed my groin, carefully cleaned my scrotum, and tugged along the length of my shaft. She stayed focused on her task and slipped around to wash my ass. She rose to her full height, stretched to wash my shoulders and back, then twisted around to wash my chest, smiling at me.

By the time she was finished, I was hard as a rock. She looked at me, then turned around and offered me her ass, lifting her toes and leaning into the cool wall of the shower. It felt rude to refuse, even though I knew the day would be busy. I gripped my shaft, pressed it into her folds, and thrust hard and deep.

Lexi whimpered as I gripped her hips and started fucking her harder, then arched her head back, “Oh Master, please… please… I love this, but please… Fuck. My. Ass.”

As I heard her desire, I slammed forward, scanned her automatically, and saw this was a genuine desire, not some remnant of perversion I’d failed to correct. I pulled my cock out, slick with her juices, and pressed the head up. She arched her back more, pressing her tight bottom into my swollen head. I felt the firm resistance of her tight ring muscle, but she sighed and tensed, and suddenly, my head drove into her ass. She yelped at the sudden fullness in her bowels, then pressed backward as she groaned at the pinch of pain. My cock slid deeper in until her tight ass pressed against my thigh.

“Oh yes… Fuck… Take me… Own my slutty ass, Master… PLEASE!” she cried out.

I gripped her hips tightly and drew my hips back, and slammed back inside. My thrusts were heavy and hard, pressing her small frame against the shower as the spray started to cool against my hot flesh. Her body trembled as I took her ass, fucking her harder and harder, then roaring as I felt my orgasm rip from the base of my spine. I thrust hard, burrowing deep as my cock pulsed and jets of cum filled her bowels.

“Good, obedient slut,” said Carmen as Lexi screamed out, shaking on my cock.

“What the fuck,” I said, looking at Carmen, who was fully dressed and peeking in at us as I was still balls deep in Lexi’s ass.

Carmen looked deadpan, with an eyebrow raised, a look of conspiracy that made me feel like she’d tell me more later. She reached out and handed me a heavy rubber plug.

“Make sure the slut puts this in when you’re done with her, Master,” Carmen drawled, “it will keep her full of your seed all day.”

I gave the heavy rubber plug to Lexi, purring in arousal as I shifted back, my cock slipping from her tight ass. She fell immediately to a crouch, knees wide, and fit the rubber mass into her open sphincter, her eyes closing as I watched her abdomen flex as she adjusted to the intrusive shape. Satisfied that it was seated correctly, she turned and washed my cock, before rising and kissing me.

“Please, Master, dry off and get dressed,” Lexi said. “this slut will wash in the cold water.”

I slipped out of the shower with questions streaming through my head, toweling off and looking at Carmen. She laughed a low chuckle, grabbed the towel from me, and dried me off, even kneeling and drying my cock and balls tenderly. Taking my cock in her mouth and sucking it clean.

“Don’t worry.” Carmen said, “I’ve trained your slut to keep her ass clean, even purging her bowels after each movement.”

“This is a bit beyond my experience,” I said, honest and more than a little turned on.

“You need to understand how a submissive thinks, Jeremiah,” Carmen said. She stood, leaned in, and kissed the spot just behind my ear. “If you’re going to be a good Master, you have to know her needs better than she does.”

“That’s a lot,” I said. “But I want to. I’m going to learn everything I can.”

“Good,” Carmen murmured. “Because you’ve got two submissive sluts to look after now, Master.”

She smiled at me with a feline gaze and slipped back downstairs. I put on the clothes Lexi had brought and admired the view as she dried herself off. She showed off the black base of the plug as she dried her calves and feet, bending from the waist. Her limber frame was a visual turn-on, and her pale, freckled flesh offset the black plug. I felt my dick stiffen in my jeans.

Lexi finished dressing, and we walked downstairs. Carmen was sitting on the sofa with a grin on her face. She startled a bit when we entered the room, as if caught doing something she shouldn’t be doing. She laughed for a second, then got up and tossed me Alyssa’s keys.

“Kelly and Alyssa went to Kelly’s parents,” Carmen reported, “something about dress shopping. They said we were on our own until after dinner.”

“RV shopping, right?” I said, trying to remain on track.

“That’s right, Master,” Carmen said. “Lead the way.”

We filed into Alyssa’s car. Our hierarchy worked out. I was the driver, Carmen in the passenger seat, and Lexi curled into the back seat. As I turned to back the car out of the driveway, she sat side-saddle, an alluring sight.

“Can’t sit properly?” I asked good-naturedly.

Carmen whipped her head around to stare at Lexi. Lexi flushed bright red, then turned and sat properly, her bottom pushed to the back of the seat. A slight grimace of discomfort flickered across her brow.

“Better, slut,” Carmen said. “I’d hate for people to wonder why you can’t sit correctly. It might bring embarrassment to our Master.”

I stopped the car abruptly and was about to say something about Carmen’s tone. I stopped as Carmen fixed me with a firm gaze. She reached over and shifted the car into park, right in the middle of the road. She unclipped her seatbelt, then turned away from me, pushing her jeans down. She exposed her ass to me and showed me a similar black plug in her asshole.

I was speechless.

She pulled her clothes back into place and turned to face forward again with a small grunt that sounded suspiciously like satisfaction. She buckled her belt, rolled her hips once as if settling around the toy, and looked at me.

“Two submissive sluts, Master,” Carmen said softly, then hooked her fingers under my chin and closed my open mouth.

I put the car back in gear while my brain caught up. We pulled away and headed toward the interstate. I checked with Carmen about the route; she confirmed the RV SuperCentre forty miles north was where she wanted to go.

We rode in silence for the first few miles. It was about fifteen miles to the interstate and then another forty on the highway—close to an hour before we’d see any campers. It was nearing eleven, and I mentally penciled in a lunch stop before browsing.

Once the plan felt solid, my thoughts drifted back to the more puzzling part: the two girls in my car, and what they clearly wanted from me.

“You’ll have to excuse me,” I said at last, glancing at Lexi in the rearview, then over at Carmen. “I don’t know a lot about BDSM. I hope I can live up to your expectations.”

“Master,” Carmen said, “this slut will help you. You’ll be a great Master. Your dominance is natural—you just need to understand how a submissive thinks.”

“And ‘Master,’” I said, a wry smile tugging at my mouth. “still reminds me of ‘I Dream of Jeannie.’”

Carmen smiled, and Lexi giggled, “It’s the utmost term of respect, Master,” Carmen explained. “Much more than Sir.”

“How about we start at the beginning,” I said. “How can you be submissive if you boss Lexi around?”

“Okay, Master,” Carmen said, and I felt she was being formal as an example for Lexi, but I was only partially correct, “May your slut ask you to listen. It might take a bit to explain.”

“If you can tell me why we’re talking in the third person,” I said, even more confused.

“It will become clearer, Master, this one promises,” Carmen said, rubbing the top of my hand.

“Okay… slut …” I said carefully. “Go ahead, but for now, please talk normally, until I know what it means.”

Carmen purred and settled into the seat a bit, which made me remember her ass was plugged. Lexi remained quiet in the back, listening attentively.

“I am what’s called a switch in the bedroom,” Carmen started, “I can be on top, dominant, or be on the bottom, submissive. Both bring me sexual pleasure. It’s all so much more… stimulating in many senses than vanilla sex. Don’t get me wrong, vanilla sex is amazing.”

I nodded and started compiling a glossary of terms as Carmen continued.

“My mind, though, is completely submissive. A service-whore-slut. I love serving the people I care about. It makes me feel complete, and it’s an honor to do everything I can for them.”

I nodded. I thought it was a role she’d slipped into naturally within our family. She was radiant amid it, taking care of us, feeding us, cleaning, and never complaining.

“It’s confusing, I know,” Carmen said, looking at me. “It was something other boyfriends and girlfriends got wound up about. My serving them made them feel inadequate, and that led to so many hurt feelings. But you, M-mas… Jeremiah, you allow it. It seems like it pleases you to be served.”

“It does,” I admitted, never really thinking about it. “I know I’m capable of taking care of myself, but between you and Lexi, it seems that I have my needs taken care of.”

“Lexi is still learning her submission,” Carmen said. “She might enjoy serving, but right now, it’s more of a trial. I know she is a pain slut, isn’t that right, pet?”

“Yes, Mistress,” Lexi echoed and ground her ass into the back of the seat.

“Okay,” I interrupted. “How can you be her Mistress and still be submissive?”

“Well, I’d rather not,” Carmen said honestly. “But I can assume the role in this hierarchy until you are more comfortable with yours. So long as I’m topped, I’m happy.”

“What makes you think I’ll be comfortable?” I asked seriously.

“Because you love us,” Carmen said. “And your love for us is unselfish, sacrificial love. Once you understand our needs, you can begin to fulfill them. Mmmm… “

She snatched my hand off the gear shift and pulled it to her core as she spread her legs. Her cunt was hot, and her jeans were damp with arousal. I checked that traffic was clear, then stared at her.

“Trust me, Master,” Carmen said, reverting to her title for me, as she rubbed my hand up and down, “Once you realize what your dominance and power does to a loving submissive, you’ll accept it, even crave it.”

I let my hand dwell on her cunt as her hips started to move in a roll from the pressure of my hand and the friction of the plug, making her eyes roll back in her head. She cursed quietly in Spanish, almost panting. She was right. The power I felt having her… under me… at that moment was heady. I slowly drew my hand back and replaced it on the gear shift.

She licked her lips, softly blinked, then smiled at me. “Thank you, Master, for giving this slave a moment.”

Her meaning was so clear and intense that I knew I shouldn’t ask about what a slave was. Part of me tried to pigeonhole it into involuntary servitude. Akin to when I used my power to force her into obedience. Troubled, I scanned her curve and saw it bright green in a segment associated with compliance. She felt like she belonged, felt safe, and was alight with feelings of love. It was odd, but it helped me understand how she felt.

“So it’s not intimidation or involuntary?” I asked after she returned from her moment, but still needed more answers.

“It’s never involuntary, Jeremiah,” she said, almost sounding like Alyssa giving a lecture. “Involuntary would be rape. It’s voluntary. The dominant-submissive relationship is entwined, and the power flows through each. The dominant is nothing without the submissive voluntarily submitting.”

I nodded, still in thought.

“Like when Lexi bowed in our circle,” Carmen said, grasping for an example. “God, that made my cunt pulse, just now, remembering. Her total and unrestricted faith in us, to submit herself like that. Putting her whole being in our hands….”

She faded off, her eyes bright, then brimming with tears.

“That was fucking beautiful, is what that was,” she said, looking out the window at the passing farmland. She blinked a few times, then wiped away her tears.“I hope I can feel that safe and trustful with you, Master,” she said, leaning over and pressing into my shoulder.“This slut has been hurt too many times. It’s hard for me to trust. But I do trust you.”

We all slipped into silence for a few miles. We let the drone of the road noise settle our thoughts. I noticed that each girl would squirm slightly every few seconds, settle down, and repeat. Their bodies were constantly slightly shifting like they couldn’t entirely be comfortable.

“How safe is it to be plugged for so long?” I asked, breaking the silence.

“It’s good you asked, Master,” Carmen replied. “These trainer plugs are good for all day. They are made of rubber and won’t cause damage. They are a bit uncomfortable, but not painful, right slut?”

“I could use something larger, “ Lexi said quietly. “No disrespect, Mistress.”

Carmen chuckled, then sensing the meaning behind my question.

“Do you understand what a plug does to a submissive, Master?”

I shook my head, and she leaned closer to me.

“It is a constant reminder of you, Master. This one feels when the plug begins to ache, and she remembers who placed it there. As she shifts to a new position, she thinks of her Master.”

“But I didn’t put your’s there,” I said, looking over at her.

Carmen’s face blanched, then blushed. She nodded and scanned the road ahead of us.

“Stop at the rest stop,” Carmen said suddenly, seeing the road sign for the turn-off. “Sorry. Please stop, Master.” She caught herself. “You are right.” You didn’t. This slut was sloppy and selfish to plug herself without your knowledge. This slut requests to be disciplined.”

“And if I don’t want to?” I asked because it felt more like I was following her script.

“I submit to your will. It’s your prerogative, Master.”

Interesting. “If I choose to punish you for this…” I paused, reflecting on what she’d done. “Self-plugging. How should she be disciplined?” I asked curiously.

“This slut cannot presume to tell you how to correct your plaything, Master,” she said aloud, then leaned closer and whispered in my ear. “Spank my bare ass in the empty men’s room while Lexi watches and rubs her leaking cunt.”

My thoughts were in a whirl as I pulled into the empty rest stop. I paid particular attention to ensuring that no trucks were in the truck parking lot. Her words were like fire in my brain, and I understood a bit more.

“Get out of the car sluts, now,” I said in a deep growl. ”Follow me.”

I walked to the restroom, putting the keys in my pocket. I realized my jeans were tighter than usual because this strange talk had made my dick hard. I walked inside and scanned the area for security cameras—none. The old rest stop had become unnecessary as the towns along the highway grew. I knew we’d have the place to ourselves, as long as we needed.

I grabbed Carmen as she walked into the men’s room, gripping a handful of her hair. I dragged her to the sinks and pushed her head down into the bowl. Her hands instinctively grabbed the sides to protect herself, but her ass pushed out and rotated like a cat arching its back. She practically purred.

I grabbed the waist of her jeans and dragged them over the curve of her ass and down her thighs, stopping at the knee. “Spread your legs apart, slut.” I said, then turned to grab Lexi and pushed her against the wall. I held her there, staring at her, my hand at her throat. I didn’t choke her. I just held her as my hands unbuttoned and pushed down her jeans.

“Squat, little one,” I spat out. “And watch so that you won’t make the same mistake as your Mistress.”

The more I assumed this dominant role, the more aroused I became. I benefited from scanning them and adjusting my demeanor and words accordingly. They were both buzzing with arousal, despite, or perhaps because of, my degrading speech. I stepped back behind Carmen and spread her cheeks apart.

“You’re plugged, my slut. Who plugged you?” I asked as I pushed the end of the plug, pressing it in.

“This slut did, Master,” she groaned. “I have no excuse.”

“Whose ass is it?” I asked.

“Yours, Master, all yours.”

“Did you plug your ass so I’d punish you?” I cursed, grabbing the edges and tugging, rotating, and pulling the plug out of her ass. I watched as her tight sphincter muscle slowly closed as she groaned in a mix of pain and pleasure.

“No, Master,” she cried. “I wasn’t thinking correctly.”

“You’ve earned ten swats for hiding that from me. I need to know when my slut is plugged.” I said slowly, loud enough for Lexi’s ears. “For your punishment, I’ll give you ten swats. You’ll count them and remember why: your safety is my responsibility.”

“Mmm, yes, Master.”

I swatted her hard, harder than I’d expected to. She yelped, then purred, pushing her ass out and moaning.

“One, Master.”

I turned around and looked at Lexi, wide-eyed, her knees spread apart, her cunt splayed open and glistening.

“Finger fuck your hole, little one, until I tell you to stop.”

“Yes, Master,” Lexi replied with an edge in her voice. Lexi’s hand moved to finger her aroused slit, biting back the moan she made, unsure how much noise she should be making in a public restroom.

She could have screamed, and no one would’ve heard her for miles, but her aroused state had shrunk her awareness. Her brain assumed things that weren’t real, and her focus was entirely on me. I sensed her desire to please me and her trust that I would keep her safe, even if she felt afraid in this musty old men’s room.

I swatted Carmen again, and she sang out the next number. My cock was like a spike in my pants. I felt the power of the moment, a dominant male disciplining his willing submissive, his slave, his slut. The thoughts streamed through my mind as I spanked her hard, reminding her that this ass—and her safety—were mine to protect. And it clicked that BDSM was much more nuanced than leather cuffs and floggers.

I looked through the open door, double-checking that we were alone. The seemingly public display was private. As I left red handprints all over Carmen’s dark flesh, the dissonance between how intimate it was in a public place only amplified our arousal.

“Ten, Master, oh fuck!” Carmen crowed, breaking my reveries and snapping me back into the present.

Finished with spanking Carmen, I went to Lexi and gripped a handful of her hair.

“Open your slut mouth,” I spat as I pushed my jeans down and released my aching cock.

Lexi looked up at me through a glaze of lust, her mouth open and tongue out. Her small hand still fingered her sex. Her fingers dipped inside, then swirled around her clit. I shoved my dick into her open, willing mouth and sank it deep into the back of her throat. She gagged and then swallowed, pressing her head forward in my grip. She lifted her eyes to mine. I tugged her head towards me until I felt her throat fill with thick saliva, pooling around my engorged head.

I looked over at Carmen, who was staring at me over her shoulder, “Did I say you could look at me?” I asked as I repeated the deep thrust into Lexi’s mouth.

Carmen turned away as I held Lexi’s head, her nose pressed into my pubic hair, drool dripping from the side of her mouth. I saw Carmen lift her chin and watch me in the mirror, and I grinned down at Lexi as she was practically trying to choke herself on my cock.

“You’re a good cocksucker, little one,” I said. “You make me harder just watching you.”

I gripped her head and then thrust my hips. Holding her head still and face fucking her. Wet sounds filled the small concrete room that smelled of piss and decay. It wasn’t the tidiest place, but it was the most erotic thing I’d experienced this side of succubus intoxication.

I pushed her head back, and she leaned against the wall, still frigging her dripping cunt. A small puddle appeared on the floor beneath her.

“Make yourself cum, slut.” I said and walked back towards Carmen.

“Grab your ass cheeks and spread them,” I commanded, stepping behind Carmen’s reddened ass.

Carmen did, and as soon as I saw her puckered hole, I gripped my cock, and pressed the spit-slicked crown into her ass. I thrust hard, wanting to be in her, owning her ass, like I owned little Lexi’s ass in the shower. She yelped at the hard thrust, my cock splitting her open. Her ass cheeks were bright red from my spankings, and I gripped the tender flesh in my fingers. I yanked her ass back as I thrust forward.

“This is my fucking ass, slut.” I said as I started to fuck her hard.

“Yes, Master,” she cried, growled, and purred, “only yours, always yours, Master. Fuck your slut’s ass. Oh Fuck YESS!!”

I wasn’t gentle; I reamed her ass. I owned it, made it hurt, and she loved every moment; her body was alight with tremors as I neared my climax.

“Please, Master, may this slave cum, please, please, please,” she panted as she thrust her ass back to meet my pounding.

“Only after Lexi does,” I spat, looking over my shoulder at Lexi, who had three fingers pounding into her cunt, her other hand rolling over her clit.

My look sent Lexi over the edge, and she arched against the cement wall, screaming and shaking. A jet of her fluids coated the floor under her as she came in a rush. Carmen heard, felt, and understood the assignment. She grunted as she climaxed, her ass clenching as her cunt convulsed. I felt her muscles tremble inside, and I slammed home. My balls pulsed, shooting a fresh load of hot sperm into Carmen’s ass. She collapsed forward onto the sink, gasping for breath.

I grabbed the plug from the dirty sink and ran some water to clean it off with my dick still deep in Carmen’s ass. She looked up at me through the mirror, and her dazed grin was made of pure contentment. I slid my cock free and jammed the plug roughly up her butt.

“I’ll tell you when you can take out my plug.” I spat, then washed my cock off in the sink.

“Clean up and meet me in the car,” I said and walked out of the dirty bathroom.

As I walked back to the car, I had to force myself not to go back and check on them. I do admit that I scanned them from a distance. Their curves were bright green with many interconnected feelings. The humiliation seemed to spark arousal. Pain that seemed to morph into contentment. Carmen’s curve hummed with feelings of belonging. Lexi’s was similar but also showed a deeper need for more, as if she’d had a taste of something exquisite and wanted to gorge on it.

I closed my eyes and had to force myself to stop scanning. I waited, eyes half closed, until I felt the car shift, and the two girls slid back inside. Lexi’s face was scrubbed clean, her cheeks bright from washing. Carmen’s hair was pulled back into a ponytail, and her eyes were bright with contentment. They both purred as they ground their plugged asses into their seats. I backed up and headed back up the road without a word.

Carmen leaned over and lay her head on my shoulder, eyes closing in a state of bliss.

“Tell me what I am, Master,” she said softly, almost like a little girl.

“You are mine,” I said, squeezing her shoulders, reaching back to grip Lexi’s knee. “Both of you are mine.”

Carmen smiled and relaxed, “You are a natural, Master.”

Lexi leaned forward, her waist still belted in, and kissed behind my ear. “I love you, Master,” she said, then settled back and closed her eyes. They both slipped into a light sleep for the final miles to the RV superstore.

As I took the exit that led up the frontage road to the large acreage where new and used RVs lined up along the interstate, my stomach grumbled. I realized I had experienced three orgasms in the space of six hours. I knew I was famished and deduced my two slaves were probably hungry too. I turned and drove to a small, greasy-spoon restaurant and woke the girls, wanting to fill my stomach before shopping for a camper.

“Oh, good idea, Papi,” Carmen said as she saw where we were. “I’m starving!”

“Me too!” To my relief, Lexi’s formal protocol of the early drive had lapsed into a more typical form of communication.

Lexi unbuckled and moaned as she moved along the back seat, the plug reminding her, and she looked ashen as her feelings reminded her of her place.

“Thank you, Master, for thinking of this one’s need.”

I chuckled, “I think we should relax the protocol while in public,” I said.

Lexi smiled warmly, then ground her ass into the seat before rising.

“That’s fine, Master, but I’ll be constantly reminded of you, sitting in those hard wooden booths.”

Carmen laughed and shook her head, slipping out of the car, and we all sat and ate a full meal. We talked and laughed like a group of regular friends. Well, if normal friends shared blissful stares of sexual contentment as they groped each other under the table. We ate a voracious meal, and I tipped extravagantly before heading back out to the car and the short drive to the dealership.

Carmen pretty much knew what she wanted. A large class-C motorhome that was more the size of a bus. The salesman told us it actually was a converted bus. The frame and engine were the same as those of a Greyhound cruiser. Everything inside could be customized, and features could be added to comfortably support up to six people. It had another generator to provide electricity and a large water tank with baffles (whatever that meant). A full kitchen that Carmen spent a lot of time looking at, touching the counter, and checking the drawers. The appliances were naturally smaller, and the refrigerator ran on propane.

The living area at the front consisted of two large sofas facing each other. There was just enough room to walk between them when in normal mode. When parked, however, the sides of the bus slid out with the aid of small motors, doubling the width of the main cabin. Both sofas could be made into queen-sized beds, leaving the same small aisle when fully extended.

The rear end of the bus housed the main suite. There was a sliding door just past a small restroom for the front passengers. Opening it reveals an ample space with another queen-sized bed arranged in the center. The door was supposed to stay open for visibility while driving. Still, the salesman added that they mounted rear-facing cameras and monitors to the driver’s area of this model so the back door could be closed in transit. The room also had many storage cabinets and a larger bathroom with a small one-person shower.

The salesman gave me a strange look when I asked if there was an option for a two-person shower. I decided not to pursue that line. He continued the tour of the luxury model, ready for purchase. The driver’s area was comprised of two large captain’s chairs. The passenger’s side could swivel to face backward. The console had large swaths of buttons, controls, gauges, and dials. I felt like I’d need to go to school to drive it.

The salesman showed me it was much simpler to drive than I imagined. Many controls on the console were operation and status gauges for “the plant.” He explained that a home on wheels had all the amenities usually associated with a house: electricity from a portable generator, water from a tank and a pump to provide pressure, and another tank to hold wastewater, along with septic systems. He showed off a series of four VCR tapes that would walk me through the entire system.

“That’s great,” I said. “But if I leave my TV at home, how will I know how to run this thing?”

The salesman smiled and pressed a button, activating a motor that lifted a rolling door, exposing a large television with a complete stereo system and a VCR beside it.

“We’ve thought of everything, sir,” he said with the smile of a salesman at the top of his game.

I nodded and thought about this extravagant purchase. I sat down on one of the sofas. The salesman pulled up a folding table from the side and placed a folder with the prices and a list of options beyond the standard package.

“I’ll leave you to think about it,” he said. “Just wave for me if you want to talk more.”

I opened the folder, looked at the prices, and let out a low whistle. “Wow, this isn’t cheap,” I said. “Wouldn’t it be easier just to use hotels?”

“Jeremiah,” Carmen said. “Think about how much attention you’d get taking four women in and out of a string of hotels? I know we did it when we met at the hotel on the river, but we came in two cars, and we left in two cars.”

I nodded, “That’s a fair point, but this seems like a lot of money for a one-time deal.”

“One-time use?” Carmen asked incredulously, “C’mere, Papi….”

She pulled me up and, taking my hand, guided me to the rear of the cabin into the sizeable main suite. She slid along the side of the bed and then ran her hand up the seam between the wooden panels. About every two feet, there was a recessed D-ring. She pulled one out and pulled hard on it. Nothing happened; the D-ring held fast.

“Hard points,” Carmen said. “I know you’re new to this BDSM thing, but these are made for bearing weight, tying off rope, and… clipping cuffs too.”

She waved her hand around the space, and the little, almost invisible attachment points lined the sides and even across the ceiling.

“They install the D-rings so people can tie down cargo,” Carmen said, sitting down, “they just happen to have a dual purpose for securing wayward sluts.”

I nodded and began to understand. This could be a mobile love shack for the five of us. The Northwest had plenty of secluded campgrounds, old lumber trails, and places where even a bus this big could practically disappear.

Carmen saw me thinking, then slid up to me, slipping her hands along my side and lifting to grip the backs of my shoulders, pressing her breasts to my chest.

“Besides, in the woods, no one can hear the screams….”

I chuckled and looked down at her warm eyes. Lexi was busy touring the small space and yanking on the D-rings, her lithe body leaning back, pulling hard to see if they’d budge. They didn’t, and she scanned the room with a smile. I could feel her thoughts warm as she thought of kinky things I could do to her.

“That’s all fine, but Alyssa and Kelly aren’t into the BDSM,” I said. “Don’t you think it’s a bit rude to assume they’d be okay with our play?”

I was somewhat shocked at myself, having become enthralled with the thoughts of BDSM after only two small scenes. Carmen smiled and shrugged.

“When they are with us, we go a bit more vanilla. But the options here are limitless.”

I nodded, went back to the front, sat down, scanned the price list, and tried to understand the additional options. Carmen settled beside me and pointed to things, asking for additional add-ons to make a mobile lifestyle a bit easier. Lexi sat opposite us, eyes scanning the room as her bottom shifted against the firm cushions. She wasn’t paying attention, and her demeanor made it feel like this decision was outside her privilege.

“What do you think, Lexi?” I asked.

“Master,” she said quietly. “This one trusts your decision.”

“I need more than that, little one,” I said again, prompting her to speak her mind.

“I love it, even just as a way to travel,” she explained quietly. “But the … added features Carmen pointed out…” She faded off, and I could hear the purr in her mind, “my ropes, Carmen’s flogger… so many … options.”

I smiled and checked the boxes for everything Carmen wanted. “Go and wave down that salesman, little one,” I said as I looked at the payment options. “Tell him I need to call my bank.”

The deal was settled after a few hours and a stack of paperwork. The customizations Carmen wanted would take a couple of days, and then they would deliver the coach to our home address.

“Perfect,” I said, shaking the salesman’s hand as we walked back to the car.

“We need to do more shopping, I presume,” I said, turning to Carmen.

“Oh yes, Papi,” she smiled and slipped her arm around my waist, “Camping supplies, and… other things.”

I shook my head and let her guide me to several other stops on the way home. Sexually sated and comfortable with the two lovely, fascinating, and kinky women who trusted me so profoundly. I enjoyed just spending the day with them. We filled Aly’s car with gear for the RV and even stopped at an adult bookstore along a less-populated stretch of highway to buy some more things Carmen said we needed.


PART THREE

GRIGORI


CHAPTER 9
POWERS PULSE


PAST - ALYSSA

I enjoyed my shower with Carmen. We were both still buzzing from the jolt of Kelly’s power. We were content to cleanse each other and discuss the day. She was like an open book to me as she talked about her ideas for RV shopping with Lexi and Jeremiah. She also laid out her plans to introduce Jeremiah to more of the dominant-submissive kink she and Lexi craved.

“Be careful with, Jeremiah,” I said, “I think he’ll enjoy your plans, but he’s concerned about pushing limits and forcing himself onto others.”

“I know, sister,” Carmen said. “I have a plan to educate him on the lifestyle, and Lexi will be patient… or at least she’d better be, or I’ll whip her ass!”

Carmen laughed in a low rumble, then shut off the water and reached for our towels. She tossed one over her damp shoulder, turned me around, and wrapped a towel around my hair to help it dry. Then, with the other towel, she slowly dried me off. Her sensuous service to me felt terrific in the afterglow of our tryst with Kelly.

“Thank you, Carmen,” I said. “You are a good service slut.”

Carmen’s eyes widened as she grinned at me.

“Mistress, you know me well, and I enjoy being at your service.”

“You don’t have to call me that, Carmen,” I said, slightly uncomfortable. I didn’t want to assume more power than my other sisters. “We’re all equals.”

“Excuse me,” Carmen said quickly. “That’s bullshit. Our family needs structure and hierarchy; we all have natural strengths and positions. We all love and serve each other; that’s true. But we can’t all be equal; we need J to lead, and you and Kelly are natural tops. The three of you, it seems, are something more than human. It was plain before you told us about this fallen angel crap.”

I thought about what she’d said. I’d researched enough about BDSM to understand her terms and acquired a growing fascination with the subculture. The prevailing literature listed sadomasochism as a mental disorder, which was being challenged by newer studies that showed an increasing plurality in darker sexual fantasies and preferences.

As much as Lexi preferred the kinky side, I worried that it might become something she would start to obsess over. Jeremiah’s clumsy first uses of his power might require additional adjustments if she became overwhelmed in her pursuit. Carmen’s experience in sexual play added a different voice to my concerns. She knew people in BDSM relationships, she had experienced firsthand, and she was well adjusted in her mind regarding this need.

“It’s a natural order, Alyssa.” Carmen explained, softening her tone, “Lexi and I were made to serve. You three were made to lead.” Carmen said softly, searching my eyes as I got lost in my thoughts. “You will see it if you look.”

“I trust you, Carmen,” I said. “I’d never given it much thought. You are a steady presence in our family. I listen to you and value your views.”

If I had been wearing my glasses, I’d have pushed them up my nose. Carmen saw through my words and licked my cheek, then kissed it.

“Thank you, Doctor,” she said with a tease in her voice, dropping the timbre to mimic Jeremiah’s voice.

She strode out of the shower and into her closet, still damp from the daily ritual. I slipped into my closet and picked out a comfortable sundress and sandals. If Kelly had her way, which she often did, we’d be trying on dresses all day. Carmen waltzed out of her closet, her t-shirt stretched across her bosom and naked below the waist.

“Um, pants, Carmen,” I said with a snicker. “You forgot pants.”

She snorted and tossed her duffle bag of sex toys on the bed, then, bending over, she dug through the collection and pulled out two rubber plugs.

“I need a favor,” she said, tossing one in my direction, digging back through the bag, and finding a tub of lube.

I instinctively caught the plug and looked at it. It was molded from heavy rubber and weighted near its base. The base was broad, then narrowed to a thin section, then bloomed into a cone.

“Um, sure…” I said, walking toward her.

She held out the lube and then turned and put her hands on the mattress, pushing her firm, round ass in my direction.

“Put some of that on the pointy end,” she said, pointing at the tube, then the plug in my hand. “And then press it in here.” She pulled one of her ass cheeks open and pointed at her sphincter.

“Oh!” I said, understanding, “I read about this. You want me to insert this butt plug through your sphincter, keeping it stimulated. Such stimulation keeps the submissive’s thoughts centered on her place in the relationship.”

Carmen shook her head with a grin.

“Or, you could just stuff your slut’s ass,” she said, teasing me.

She leaned forward, her chest compressing as she leaned into the mattress. Her arms reached back and spread her firm ass cheeks apart, giving me a clear view of the target area. I applied a good dollop of the lube, which seemed excessively cold. I spread it over the tip and the cone, letting my fingers warm the slick jelly. I pointed the tip into the center of Carmen’s muscle and pressed steadily.

Carmen let out an indulgent moan as I watched her ring muscle stretch as the plug slid into her tight opening. The plug wasn’t huge, but it took a firm press to slide into her anus fully. When her sphincter surrounded the base of the cone, her muscles contracted along the bottom, sealing the plug in place and leaving a black knob. She groaned and purred into the mattress as she let go of her ass and slowly rose. The black knob was only slightly showing as she stood and searched for some jeans.

“Won’t that be uncomfortable?” I asked curiously.

“That’s the point,” Carmen said. “I don’t care how much it hurts. If I’m going to make Lexi wear one all day, I’m going to wear one too.”

“I think thee doth protest too much,” I said with a smile, heading upstairs to meet Kelly.

“I’m not protesting at all!!” Carmen called after me.

Kelly was waiting for me at the top of the stairs.

“What is Carmen protesting?” she asked innocently.

“Nothing, it’s just Carmen,” I said, smiling. “Are you ready?”

“Yes!” She smiled excitedly, “I know I just saw her last night, but I miss my Mommy.”

“Mommy?” I laughed. “Kelly, you’re 19!”

Kelly blushed and cracked a big grin at me, but stayed silent.

We got in, and she turned on the radio, singing along to a half-familiar tune. She drove fast, easy behind the wheel, and headed for the interstate. Her mother’s house was about ninety minutes away, and her bubbly running commentary made the trip pass quickly.

Kelly was a joy to be with, even if she was a sex demon. I could understand why Carmen could never stay mad at her. She had a natural charm to go with her natural beauty. Adding supernatural allure on top of that felt unfair to plain girls like me. Kelly never flaunted it the way some girls do. She drew me in without effort, talking about weddings and music, slipping my name into every plan. She didn’t drift back to worrying about what had happened this morning. Unlike Jeremiah, she didn’t obsess over things that were already done.

Time flew, and before I realized it, she was turning into her parents’ driveway and bouncing out of the car to hug her mother, who had appeared in the doorway as soon as we pulled up.

“Hello, Alyssa,” Betsy said, brushing my cheek with a kiss as we hugged.

Betsy was dressed flawlessly, her makeup understated but perfectly applied. I could see where Kelly had gotten her beauty. The professional business suit was cut to show off her legs, and her blouse plunged to just above her cleavage, framing an odd brown-stone pendant that hung at the top of her décolletage.

“I’m so glad you came,” she said warmly, squeezing my hand until I lifted my gaze to meet hers. Did she realize I’d been checking her out? I wondered, trying to read her expression.

“I’m happy to spend time with Kelly,” I said truthfully. “Getting to know you better is also high on my to-do list. I never knew my mother well, and you…”

“Yes,” she said, smiling brightly. “I want to learn more about one of the women who stole my daughter’s heart.”

Her words didn’t quite match the brightness of her smile. Did she know we were lovers as well as sisters-in-faith? I didn’t know much about the fundamentalist cult she’d been raised in or their formal plural-marriage vows, but I was pretty sure girl-on-girl wasn’t in the handbook. I tried to skim her thoughts. I let the slip happen because it felt necessary, but I didn’t want to get dependent on my powers just to read people.

Her mind was blank to me, an absence. I could get nothing. That confused me. I was certain I’d touched her thoughts last night, helping Jeremiah ease their turmoil over Kelly’s two shocking revelations. Betsy watched my face shift from curiosity to concentration and smiled enigmatically.

“Let’s get inside,” she said, slipping her arm through the crook of my elbow. “I want to show Kelly some ideas for the wedding, and you have a box of my mother’s things to look through.”

Kelly slipped from her mother’s grasp and hurried into the living room, squealing as she opened the binder her mother had left on the coffee table. It was a massive three-ring binder, pages thick with clippings and magazine scraps glued down at odd angles. I thought someone would surely write a computer program to simplify such things someday. Kelly didn’t mind the mess; she was instantly captivated.

Betsy drew me down the hall into her study and pointed to a low sofa and a cardboard box on the floor. Inside were a dozen or so diaries, their spines cracked but intact. The box also held photo albums, magazines, maps, and other keepsakes from a bygone era.

“Her diaries start in the mid-sixties,” Betsy said. “She escaped the cult about ten years before that. The stories are a bit hard to believe. I’m not even sure I believe every word. My mother carried a constant weariness with her—as if demons beset her.”

Betsy paused, looking down at the books, letting that word hang in the air before glancing back up at me.

“I couldn’t make sense of them,” she said with a small smile. “Perhaps you’ll have better luck.”

She turned as if to go, then looked me square in the eye.

“You’re welcome here, Alyssa,” she said softly. “I think you’re going to help Kelly as she grows into herself. And as she becomes a mother.”

With that, she left. I sank onto the sofa and pulled the first diary from the box. The pages were well preserved, the handwriting a bit rudimentary at first, but very strict—a hand someone had learned in school and never had time to make their own. I skimmed a few pages, then dipped into a later volume at random. The books were all filled; the handwriting loosened, gathering a style as the years passed. In the final ones, the lines went rough again, letters wobbling with age or illness.

I let out a low whistle. What a strange treasure, to hold such a long, unbroken line of someone’s thoughts.

DISTANT PAST - DEBORAH - DIARY ENTRY

I suppose I should write these things down. To lay out my sins and the guilt over what I have done. I have no regrets, though I know taking a life is wrong. I have wondered if the lives I took were truly human. Looking back, perhaps they were as corrupt as I, or more so.

If I accept what I am—who they say I am—I am already damned. If I dwell on my actions, I’m doubly damned. So I can only look toward the light and hope that by writing down my sins, I can bleed them out a little and somehow learn to be happy. Live my life for me and not for any man. Teach my daughter, and hope her fate is better than mine.

So. The beginning. The awakening, my coming of age, and my horrible sin.

I need to explain what surrounded me first. The order had changed after the war. When peace came, I was a young girl, not quite a teen. But I knew enough to understand that our men had gone and died on the beaches of the Pacific, the deserts of Africa, and the streets of Europe. Our small community held a dozen widows and twice as many fatherless children.

My father had been too old to fight. He was a bitter old man, twice my mother’s age. She was his second wife; his first had died of influenza in her early thirties. Mother doted on him as if he could do no wrong. I was their first child, and a girl besides. His shame over me only grew worse as I grew older. Why wasn’t I a boy? He had no heir. I was his last and only child.

His hatred of me simmered as the war drew to a close. Twelve windows held twelve husbandless wives. Few of the gathered elders were decent; most were corrupt. The corrupt, of course, took advantage of the worthy, and a proclamation was made. Widows could be remarried. Plural marriages were legal. The sect had always accepted plural marriages as a word of revelation from their so-called God. But this was different. No discernment, no word of knowledge. The twelve widows were allotted to the heads of the lines, and that was that.

Since he was advanced in years, my father took one of the older widows and her infant son, Jediah. His third wife was a third his age, ten years younger than my mother. She took my mother’s place in his bedroom, and my mother was put out to share a room with me. She never complained; her devotion to that old fool was steadfast. But no seed was planted in the new, fertile soil, and soon my father’s wrath was again felt across my backside.

I took his hatred in stride. Part of me thought I deserved it, not being male. As I grew into puberty, I blossomed. My appearance became more comely; my breasts swelled, my waist narrowed. My eyes and my smile could soften even the sternest of men. My father’s hatred dried up when I looked at him and smiled. It startled him enough that he went to speak with the other elders.

His line of Baraqiel—his temple name, never spoken in public, to keep the true origin of our lines obscured—had mostly been tied to the muscle of the sect. They were powerful men, used to getting their way and, if not given, taking it by force. My father’s treatment of me before I grew into womanhood is proof of that.

But the lore of the Baraqiel line said that ancient females of the line were powerful seductresses. The elders started to call me “little succubi,” which I did not understand at the time.

They confirmed that I had the true blood of Baraqiel and decreed that I would receive an old-school ordination as the Baraqiel priestess at the peak of my maturity. I would not be given to a husband at the usual ripe age.

As I grew, I saw the elders’ corruption more plainly. Their women were treated as chattel. They sought only more power and dominion over the decent and devout men of the sect.

When I began to understand what was expected of me at my ordination, I made my plans. They did not know of them. I kept those thoughts locked away in my own head. I learned what succubi meant and waited, biding my time for that day to come.

PAST - ALYSSA

I closed the book, searching for a scrap of paper to mark my place. The pages felt too precious to dog-ear. In the box I found a photo of a beautiful blonde woman from the mid-sixties, mid-thirties by the look of her, with a voluptuous body and the same familiar allure I’d seen in Kelly and Betsy. I slid the photo between the pages and set the diary back in the box before wandering toward the living room.

The morning’s activities still had me humming. Deborah’s journal had confirmed our theories about her power. I’d already started mapping Kelly’s awakening to Deborah’s, then folding Jeremiah into that same pattern. I grinned wickedly at the thought of him with Carmen and Lexi. I wondered how rough he’d be trying to keep up with their needs.

I focused on him for a moment, reaching.

Lust hit me like a jolt, sudden and hot, flooding my flesh. Slipping into my distant lover’s thoughts, I drew a slow breath. Something dark coiled up in me, feeding on their shared desire. My nipples hardened, heat pooling low in my body.

I blinked and yanked my focus back to the room I was in. Kelly sat on the sofa beside her mother, heads bent together over the wedding binder. My thoughts felt wrong now, bent out of shape. My arousal had a different edge to it. I wanted a new flavor—something rarer, forbidden. It felt like it would be exquisite.

They are both succubi, I thought.

The idea slid into place as if it had been waiting there.

I pushed a thought—a hard, clean suggestion—toward Kelly: Seduce your mother.

Kelly’s back stiffened. She inhaled slowly, eyes fluttering shut for half a heartbeat, then opened them again with a small, almost imperceptible nod. My lungs seized as she let her power roll out.

Her body pulsed, lit from within, flesh taking on a soft, impossible glow. It was like watching a heart start to beat in the air around her. I was awestruck. My cunt went slick instantly. I looked at Betsy with a feral grin I barely recognized as my own. A dark hunger rose in me. I wanted to possess her, drink from every emotion that crossed her face.

Kelly’s aura of sexual energy poured across the room, thick and hot. I could almost taste it. I licked my lips as I stepped closer, gathering my skirt in my hands to pull it over my head.

Betsy, though, sat as if nothing touched her. Sensing my stare, she turned. Her eyes found mine, and her face darkened—not with arousal, but with a frown and a flicker of recognition.

She looked back at her daughter. Kelly’s breath had gone shallow. Some buried taboo, some secret desire, was waking in her. The air felt electric, like the moment before a lightning strike.

Betsy reached out, calm and deliberate, and laid her hand on Kelly’s arm.

“Kelly, stop that. Right now.”

The touch snuffed the flare as cleanly as it had bloomed. Kelly sagged back against the cushions, suddenly limp and ordinary, while her mother kept hold of her arm. Betsy’s gaze stayed on her daughter a beat longer, all concern, then swung back to me. One eyebrow lifted. She gave a single, decisive nod.

Pain lanced through me as the sexual energy ripped out of the room. The absence was a physical thing; my breath stuttered, my hands opened, and my skirt fell back into place. I stared at Betsy, feeling a mess of frustration, confusion, and a dark, gnawing need I didn’t recognize.

“Alyssa,” she said quietly. “Come here. We need to talk.”

I obeyed without thinking, which only rattled me more. I stepped around the sofa and sat beside her. Guilt, shame, arousal, hunger, need, and anger churned in my head like a storm. Sitting that close to Betsy, something in me steadied, enough to replay what I had just done.

Why had I pushed that thought? I knew I’d felt Jeremiah’s lust from a distance, but this—this idea—wasn’t like me. It felt foreign, invasive, and dark as if something had slipped inside me and steered my hand,

“I’m so sorry, Betsy,” I said, forcing myself to meet her eyes. “I don’t know what came over me.”

“I do,” she said.

She reached out and took my hand.

The soothing didn’t come from her fingers, but from deeper in her body, radiating out. A warmth moved through me, washing the filth from my thoughts. I glanced down.

The plain brown stone at her throat was glowing softly, threaded with a web of golden lines. Its power moved through me, flushing out the clinging, evil whisper that had wrapped itself around my mind. My breathing eased. The hunger eased. I sat back, stunned into silence.

“We are all fallen,” Betsy said, drawing a long breath. “Did you really think my mother would leave me without a way to protect myself?”

“Protect from who?” I asked. “I don’t understand.”

“The dark ones. The spirits. The craven.” The old words sounded strange in her mouth, coming from a woman who otherwise fit perfectly into the role of polished white-collar professional.

“Are we of that lineage?” I asked, feeling the shape of it at last.

“Baraqiel is my line,” Betsy said, shaking her head slowly, then nodding toward Kelly. “Our line. We’re the last two I know of. But we are not spirits. We are daughters of the Grigori—the Watchers. Fallen angels. Halflings. Dark spirits, like the thing you just felt, can take no form. They can only lean on flesh, press on emotions, try to twist the wills of mortals or even halflings to draw them into the dark.”

She closed her eyes. The glow in the amulet faded. When she looked up again, her expression had softened back into something almost ordinary.

“That is, if you believe all the ancient mumbo-jumbo.”

I sat there, stunned. Those dark thoughts had latched onto my feelings and turned my actions sideways. I rubbed at my temple as my mind and emotions settled, soothing the dull throb spreading there. When I looked back up, Betsy watched me with calm concern, patient enough to let me answer.

“With what I’ve seen the past few months,” I said. “I don’t know what to believe. I’m not religious. I don’t believe in a God—just the universe we came from.”

“Of course there is a God,” Betsy said, gently but firmly. “You’ll come to your own understanding in time. My mother was sure God hated her—hated anything like her. Given her father and the Priesthood’s teachings, it’d be a miracle if she’d felt any different.”

Kelly blinked, listening hard, confusion flickering in her eyes at the way her mother spoke.

“Kelly, you’ve been using your power,” Betsy went on, trying to bridge the gap. “I have the same power. I’ve only used it sparingly. My mother trained me from the start. She protected me from the Priesthood’s evil and from the dark spirits that had corrupted their leaders. It cost her dearly… maybe even her soul.”

Betsy fell quiet, glancing upward for a breath, then back to me.

“She taught me never to use it for selfish reasons. Other than testing my aura and learning how it worked, I’ve had no reason to use my power. Bob loves me for who I am, not for what I can do.”

Kelly and I both nodded to show we’d heard her. Kelly’s cheeks burned, shame rising, and she leaned forward to hug her mother tightly.

“Kelly,” Betsy said with a small smile, “don’t be ashamed. Please, dear. It’s who you are. It’s part of you. I just want you to understand it and use it well.”

Kelly nodded against her shoulder and began to cry quietly. I reached out and laid my hand on the back of Kelly’s head.

The contact was like someone flipping a light switch. Kelly’s emotions rushed in: fear, confusion, the echo of that bloom of power. She thought of Jeremiah and their first time, how she’d felt when his power hit hers. How the two of them together had pulled Lexi and Carmen along. She couldn’t get the words out, but I could feel the storm of it and pushed calm into the center, trying to steady her.

“Alyssa, how do you understand your power?” Betsy asked, turning her attention to me while she held her daughter.

“I can read thoughts. I can push suggestions,” I said. “The stronger the connection, the easier the push—and the stronger it lands. I’m afraid Kelly’s been one of my test subjects. Jeremiah and I talk mind-to-mind all the time. I can read and nudge Lexi and Carmen, too.”

“Only sexually?” Betsy asked.

I flinched, heat rising in my face at the edge in her question.

“Oh, stop, dear,” she said, squeezing my hand. “We’re all adults here. I love sex. And after Jeremiah’s… adjustments, I’ve used my power a little to draw Bob closer. I only asked if you’ve tried anything beyond the bedroom.”

“Well, I haven’t had much chance for controlled experiments,” I admitted. “But yes—I’ve sent mundane suggestions too. They take. They always respond.” I frowned, caught on what she’d just said. Jeremiah’s adjustments? The thought sat in the back of my mind, nagging, as she went on.

“Do you know your line?” Betsy asked. “I saw your face when you heard Baraqiel.”

“Penemue,” I said. “And Jeremiah is a Yeqon.”

“Of course,” Betsy murmured. “I knew that about Jeremiah. He has his grandfather’s power, but not his grandfather’s rot.”

“You knew his grandfather?” I asked, thrown by the familiarity.

“Me? No.” She shook her head. “My mother knew his wickedness well. It’s all in her diaries.” Her gaze drifted past me, into some older, darker room.

“Be careful what you share with Jeremiah,” she said at last. “Those tales are very dark. He needs to hear them—but gently. His father, from everything I can tell, snapped the chain his grandfather forged.”

“Wait,” I said, finally circling back to the amulet. “This necklace—you’re saying it protects you?”

Betsy nodded. “Yes. And it limits me. No power—angelic, spirit, or halfling—can touch me, or anyone I’m holding, while I wear it. But I can’t project or use my own power either. So it’s… useful. I wear it when I need the dark spirits to keep their distance.”

“Then why didn’t you wear it the first time you met us?” I asked. “You had to suspect something. Kelly changed so fast.”

“I had it,” Betsy said, exhaling. “In my purse. I wanted to trust my daughter. I didn’t want to smother her in fear. And when she started calling again, I could hear the difference. Whoever had touched her wasn’t Priesthood. I’d been afraid they’d found her and enslaved her. But she kept talking about this Jeremiah. I didn’t know who or what he was, but I knew he wasn’t them. I hoped…” She hesitated, then finished. “I hoped he could change me. I wanted him to fix me.”

“Fix you how?” I asked. I genuinely didn’t understand.

“My mother’s hatred for everything that came with being a halfling,” Betsy said, “the refusal of her own power. She used it to escape the dark, but…” She stopped again, clearly unwilling to peel back every layer.

After a long pause, she went on. “She was bitter. Angry. Spiteful, especially when she was young. She taught me to hate, to fight, to stay on guard. Living like that all the time is exhausting. I didn’t want to spend my life hating my own daughter. Surrender was the only way through.” Betsy looked at me steadily. “So I decided to surrender to Jeremiah.”

“And last night…?” I prompted.

“Jeremiah is a special boy,” she said, with a quiet conviction that surprised me. “He treated Bob and me well that first night. I had so much anger stored up that Bob… without Kelly around, he was slipping away from me. Jeremiah saw it and smoothed it out. He let me feel love, and give it back, without that old bile in the way. For that, I trusted him a second time.”

“So you knew all along,” I said softly.

“No,” Betsy said. “Not everything. Not the pregnancy, not the five-way bond. That part I only understood last night. I wouldn’t have chosen it for my baby girl.”

Her voice caught. She pulled Kelly in close, rubbing slow circles on her back.

“But I know my girl is powerful,” Betsy said. “And I know she’ll be a good wife. A good sister. A good mother.”

“I want you to know,” I said, needing to say it outright, “Jeremiah is the most caring man I’ve ever met. He made a mistake out of ignorance. He didn’t know he had power. He never knew his father. Once he realized what he’d done, it tore him up. He’s been trying to make it right ever since.”

“How did you come to know Jeremiah?” Betsy asked.

“We’ve been friends since freshman year,” I said. “He knew I was a lesbian and didn’t flinch. He’s always been loyal. It killed me to see him drowning in guilt over what he did to Kelly and Lexi.”

“What did he do, exactly?” Betsy asked.

I stiffened, not sure how much I should tell. She saw it.

“It’s done, Alyssa,” she said. “I accept that Kelly is still the girl I raised—and that she isn’t. I’m sure college changed you, too.”

I glanced at Kelly. She nodded and rested her head against her mother’s shoulder. I took a breath.

“When they met, he lowered her moral brakes,” I said carefully. “Blunted her self-control. She started chasing anything that felt good.”

“He made them into sluts,” Betsy said, flat but not cruel.

“Yeah,” I said quietly. “I don’t think that’s what he meant to do. I think he was drunk, lonely, horny, and she was there and hurt. He wanted to comfort her. She was heartbroken.”

“I didn’t like him at first,” Kelly said, her voice small. “He seemed like every other college jerk, and I’d just broken up with my boyfriend. Carl.” She shook her head as if shedding something.

“But after we kissed, I felt… stuck to him. Then, like a snap. Then this glow came up out of me and… well. We had sex.”

“You awakened,” Betsy said softly, hand on her daughter’s shoulder. “I should have told you, so you’d know what it was. I was hoping you wouldn’t be like me. I hoped you’d be… normal.”

We ended up telling the whole story. Kelly, unembarrassed, told her mother about her first time with Jeremiah and how the two of them had pulled Lexi and Carmen into it. She described the hunger that followed—wanting sex, and more sex, and more. I filled in Jeremiah’s side: how he’d figured out their “morality curves” and what he’d done to them without understanding it. I explained the tests we’d run to map his power and how he’d changed me—fixed me—so I could love him freely. We passed the thread back and forth, walking Betsy through the hotel meeting to repair Kelly and Lexi, to how Carmen had cared for them, to how Jeremiah had healed Carmen’s heart, to how the five of us had found our connection.

To Betsy’s credit, she took it all in stride.

“It could have been much worse,” she said at last. “Jeremiah was reckless, but his heart was in the right place.”

“Momma,” Kelly said. “I’m worried about my friend Jenn.”

“Oh? Why?”

“Well, one day while Carmen was in class, Jenn stopped by. Lexi and I… seduced her.” Kelly swallowed. “We went too far.”

“She had too much?” Betsy asked.

“Yes.” Kelly nodded, eyes shining. “Carmen came back and had to drag us off her. Jenn was limp. Unconscious. I didn’t know about my powers then—did I? And now this morning… oh, Mom, I’m scared.”

While Betsy soothed her, I laid out what had happened that morning, what we knew about Jenn’s condition.

“It does sound like it might have been your influence,” Betsy said. “In small doses, it’s mostly harmless—overwhelms the nervous system with serotonin. Most people just find it incredibly pleasurable, with no lasting harm. How has she been since?”

“That’s the thing,” Kelly said, wiping at her cheeks. “With moving and everything, I didn’t see her again before we left. Her emails sound… wrong. She talks about sex all the time. She says she found a boyfriend and wants to move to Nevada with him. It’s not her.”

“Oh dear,” Betsy murmured, going pale. “That sounds like addiction. And a ‘boyfriend’ in northern Nevada sounds like old-school Priesthood work. Does she have family close?”

“No. She’s an orphan. Like Lexi,” Kelly said, her worry spiking.

Betsy’s face hardened.

“You need to get to her as soon as you can,” she said. “Jeremiah can fix her—and you can help, Alyssa. But it may already be late.”

“Well, Jeremiah’s buying the RV today,” I said. “We should be able to leave soon. We can swing by campus on the way to Montana.”

“She can’t officially leave until after the summer semester,” Kelly said. “But she sounds like she’s blowing off most of her classes anyway.” She started chewing the tips of her fingers. I nudged her with a thought to stop. She did, and leaned harder into her mother.

“It’ll be all right, sweetheart,” Betsy crooned.

We sat quietly after that, giving Kelly space to feel her way through the guilt and fear. Finally, Betsy shifted, stood, and left the room.

“Kelly,” she called as she came back in, “would you do me the honor of wearing my wedding dress when you marry Jeremiah?”

She held a Bohemian-style gown from the early seventies, embroidered along the skirt and train. The bodice was a strapless halter, heavily beaded, drawing the eye to the narrow waist. Layers of tulle and net gave the skirt fullness. Kelly stood up, pressed it to her chest, and spun in place.

“Oh, Mother, of course,” she cried. “It’s perfect. Thank you!”

She started toward the back room to try it on, but Betsy caught her arm.

“Dear, let Alyssa try it first.”

“What? Why me?” I asked, standing awkwardly. My thin frame was nothing like Kelly’s curves, and we all knew it.

“So Kelly can see what it will look like on her,” Betsy said, offering the dress.

This is weird, I thought, catching Kelly’s wide-eyed look. But I forced a smile.

“Okay…”

I took the dress into the study and shut the door. Up close, it was even more beautiful. The beadwork was precise, the fabric intact despite its age. I laid it carefully over the box of diaries, then shucked my own dress, folding it beside the books. Standing in my bra and panties, I lifted the gown and pulled it over my head.

It didn’t fit.

I was too slim: the bodice gaped, threatening to fall if I didn’t hold it up. Frustration washed over me. The whole exercise left me feeling gawky and wrong-sized. My coltish body belonged behind a library desk or in a lab, not on a bridal platform.

Me, in a wedding dress? I thought. No wonder I gave Jeremiah his ring back. I hated being the center of attention, and I was awkward in my own skin. Kelly would make the beautiful bride. That felt right.

Self-conscious and a little defeated, I went back to the living room. Betsy watched me for a moment, then unclasped the brown stone pendant and set it on the coffee table. I stared, unsure what she was planning now.

“Oh, that is perfect,” Betsy said.

I tugged at the loose bodice. Perfect was not what I saw.

“Now, Alyssa, look at Kelly,” Betsy said, taking my hand.

Kelly stood with the same puzzled expression I was sure I wore. She faced me, studying me in the dress. Her eyes gave away the truth: it didn’t suit me.

“Wouldn’t it make more sense for Kelly to wear it and use a mirror?” I asked. Betsy’s hand grew warm around mine.

“Just a little power,” she said, her tone low and even. “Just to jump-start you. I want you to look at Kelly and, the way you pushed a thought to her earlier, pull her appearance into you.”

I snapped my gaze from Kelly to Betsy.

“What?”

“You are Penemue,” Betsy said. “Beyond what you’ve discovered, your line has other talents—or so my mother’s notes suggest. You’re the first halfling I’ve met besides her. Try to pull Kelly’s appearance into you.”

I looked back at Kelly and let myself really see her: full breasts, slim waist, taut belly, those long legs. I tugged on that image with the bit of power Betsy was feeding me, then felt my own power pulse in answer. I drew in a deep breath.

The room lurched.

Kelly and Betsy both seemed to rise and blur. The dress cinched tight around my chest. Kelly’s eyes went wide.

“You’re…” she breathed.

I turned to glance behind me and saw a curtain of blonde hair swing into view. My hands and arms were wrong in my peripheral vision—bronzed and shapely, not pale and skinny. The gown hugged curves it hadn’t found before.

“Oh,” Betsy said. “This might help.”

She slipped my glasses off.

The world snapped into focus. Kelly was staring at me, smiling as if she’d just seen a magic trick. I looked down. My skin was a warm bronze. My hands were elegant. My breasts filled the bodice perfectly.

“Breathe, dear,” Betsy said.

I hadn’t realized I’d been holding my breath. I let it out in a rush, half expecting everything to pop back to normal. It didn’t. I realized I was eye-to-eye with Kelly now, not a few inches taller. I lifted one perfect hand to my hair and tugged a blonde lock into view, then dropped it and cupped my full breasts.

“What…?” Kelly’s voice said.

I froze. Her mouth wasn’t moving.

Heart pounding, I hurried down the hall, flipped on the bathroom light, and leaned over the sink.

Kelly stared back at me from the mirror.

“The fuck?” I heard her voice say as my lips moved.

I went back to the living room. Kelly and Betsy watched me with matching, stunned expressions.

“I thought you could,” Betsy said. “Reading about it is one thing. Seeing it is another.”

“I did this?” I asked—again in Kelly’s voice.

Betsy nodded. “You can take on any body shape you can see and hold it as long as you choose.”

“Can I change back to me?” I blurted, panicked. “I like me.”

“Push yourself back out,” Betsy said, squeezing my hand.

I focused inward and exhaled. The dress loosened, and the floor dropped a little. The room blurred back to the familiar softness of my naked vision. I looked at Betsy, reached, inhaled—and suddenly the gown fit again, differently.

“Oh, dear,” Betsy said, seeing herself in her own wedding dress. “It still fits.”

“Shit,” I breathed. The word sounded sharper in her cultured tone.

I pushed and slipped back into Aly-form, then pulled Kelly’s image again. My body rode the shifts like a roller coaster, and Kelly laughed, then threw her arms around me.

“Oh, Alyssa,” she said. “It’s amazing. You… are me.”

“Well, no,” I said, still in her voice. “I’m me, looking like you. And apparently talking like you.”

I stepped back, grinning despite myself, and turned in a circle, trying to model the dress. My center of gravity was wrong; I stumbled, then caught myself and struck a pose.

“How do I look as a bride?” I asked, with a ridiculous Kelly-style giggle.

“I look beautiful,” Kelly said, real-Kelly this time. “And you’re beautiful too. The real you, I mean.”

Suddenly, I had to know. I shed the borrowed form, slipped out of the gown, unhooked my bra, and stepped out of my panties.

“I’m not sure that’s necessary,” Betsy said dryly.

“We’re all adults here,” I said, echoing her earlier line. I glanced at Kelly and pulled her shape onto mine.

“Perfect,” Kelly said.

I ran my hands over my—her—breasts. I knew every curve from the outside; touching them from the inside made my nerves sing. I slid a hand lower, through the soft blonde hair between my legs. A light stroke sent a shiver up my spine.

Naked and humming, I looked at Betsy. “Do I have her powers too?”

“No, dear,” she said, utterly flat, as I touched myself. “Just her nervous system.”

A flash of jealousy went through me. Kelly’s body responded like a live wire. Her power started to pulse, answering mine. Betsy caught the swell and grabbed the pendant, then Kelly’s hand.

“We don’t need this to get out of control,” she said with a small smile. “You two have plenty of time to experiment when I’m not here.”

I half expected the stone’s touch to snap me back to myself. It didn’t.

“Why am I still like this?” I asked. “I thought touching the stone shut down powers.”

“It’s a Baraqiel stone,” Betsy said. “It limits our powers, not yours.”

I reached for Betsy’s form, curious, and found… nothing. I exhaled and slid back into my own body. I tried to pull Kelly’s shape again and hit a blank spot—blocked while Betsy still held her hand. Betsy passed me my glasses; I slipped them on.

“Fascinating,” I said, bending to retrieve my underwear and dress. “So it’s keyed to your line’s power, but not Penemue’s. What about Jeremiah and me?”

“There are other stones,” Betsy said. “This one my mother ripped from the high priest’s breastplate right after she killed him.”

“What?”

“It’s all in her diaries,” Betsy said. “She told me it was a relief to write down her sins. Study them. Learn from her mistakes. Help my daughter and Jeremiah.”

She took my hand again.

“You, Alyssa, can help them with your telepathy.” She looked between us. “Between you and Kelly, you hold key pieces of what it will take to bring down the Priesthood.”

Panic fluttered in my chest. I hadn’t signed up to be in some half-angel strike team. I didn’t want to fight evil spirits. I felt out of my depth.

Betsy put her arms around me.

“I know it’s overwhelming,” she said. “I’ve felt it ever since that first dinner at the restaurant. But it’s clear something larger than us is moving, even turning our mistakes to pull you three—no, all five of you—together.”

“Lexi and Carmen aren’t like us,” I said. “I’ve never felt anything in them like what I feel from Jeremiah or Kelly.”

“That doesn’t make them unimportant,” Betsy said. “They are part of you now. You’re all entwined. It’s more than sex. Your souls are tangled. You feel it. That pendant you share tells me you already know.”

“Mom’s right,” Kelly said. “I’ve felt it since I met you. A harmony. Like something clicking into place.”

I nodded and hugged them both, kissing their cheeks. “I never imagined anything like this.”

Betsy lifted the Baraqiel pendant and pressed it into Kelly’s hand.

“This is yours now,” she said. “It will protect any of you from angelic powers and keep the dark spirits at bay.” She glanced at me. “My mother’s diaries are dark. This will help you push back against their whispers. I wish I had a stone for each of you. I fear you’ll need them.”

The way her words settled in my head told me we were done experimenting. Mother and daughter went back to the sofa. I returned to the study, grabbed my skirt, and pulled it back on. As I smoothed it over my hips, I caught sight of myself in the study’s small mirror.

Kelly had been right. I was beautiful—just not in her way. My flesh held a quieter light, but it shone.

I shook my head and went back to join them. We slid into more ordinary talk: wedding dates and decorations, the bed-and-breakfast remodel. Normal things. I let the impossible parts of the afternoon sink into the back of my mind.

When it was time to go, Betsy was heading out to meet Bob for dinner, and Kelly and I were driving home. I carried the box of Deborah’s memories to the car and set it in the trunk. I climbed into the passenger seat and watched as Betsy’s car backed out.

“Ready to go home?” I asked, and slipped Kelly’s form on without thinking. The seat belt tightened across my borrowed breasts; I could feel the soft press against my dress.

Kelly laughed, eyeing me. “Yes. But you look better as you in that dress.”

I let the form go and giggled. Kelly turned on the radio and pulled out. After a moment, she fished in her purse, found the brown stone pendant, and fastened it around her neck.

“I think I’d better play it safe,” she said, smiling. “Seeing myself on you is fucking hot.”

The drive home was a test of my will. The new facet of my power tugged at me; I wanted to play. While Kelly drove and sang along to the radio, I watched the passengers in the other cars. Quietly, I slipped through a series of faces and frames, keeping them close to my own build.

Kelly didn’t need to glance over and see a fat trucker stuffed into my slim dress.

She laughed as I flipped my shape, shrinking into a teenage girl, then her slightly older, more muscular brother. My voice and even my feelings shifted as I assumed each form. In the young mother’s skin, bone-deep exhaustion dragged at me as she tried to soothe her crying baby; all I wanted was sleep. As the grandmother, I ached in my joints while I gently reminded my husband to stay in his lane. I felt her spike of panic as his car drifted a little too close to ours.

The darkness outside hid most of my fun; only the glow of the dashboard lights and the brief flashes from oncoming cars marked the changes. Kelly was my only audience, and she alternated between laughing and groaning.

The only real limit seemed to be my outfit. I wondered if I could pull someone else’s clothes over mine, too. I tested it with a college-aged boy in jeans and a plaid button-up. Kelly flinched when he appeared in the passenger seat.

“Aly?” she asked the young man.

“Yep,” he said in a deeper voice—then giggled. The giggle sounded wrong in that baritone, and Kelly snorted.

I switched back, half expecting to be naked, but my dress sat exactly where I’d left it. It felt like I was layering new bodies over the one I already had, clothes and all.

Size, it turned out, wasn’t a problem either. For a few seconds, the fat trucker filled Kelly’s passenger seat, the car’s chassis dipping under his weight. The thin waif of a waitress driving home in a shiny polyester uniform reminded me why I liked natural fibers.

About ten miles from home, I got bored and stayed in my own form for the rest of the drive.

“Worn out?” Kelly asked.

“Not really,” I said. “It doesn’t drain me. If anything, I feel charged.”

“Same with me,” she said. “When I project—glow—the buzz sticks. I feel energized and powerful. I just wish there was more to it than being a sex demon. Don’t get me wrong, it’s great, but as superpowers go, it’s kind of niche.”

“You know what a sucky superpower is?” I asked. “Super flatulence.”

“Gross!” Kelly laughed, and the mood snapped lighter.

She pulled into the driveway and shut off the engine. “How should we tell them?” she asked.

I already knew from practice that I could use Kelly’s form from earlier in the day, but not her current shape while she wore the stone. I slid into the version of her I’d worn in her mother’s dress, then layered her everyday outfit on top of that. We looked like twins.

“I think we should just show them,” her voice answered from my lips.

“You’re evil,” Kelly said, grinning as she got out of the car.

“Fallen angels are misunderstood,” I said, still in her lilt, slipping out and linking arms as we headed for the front door.

I probably should have scanned the house first.

PAST - JEREMIAH

Carmen and Lexi returned from the sex shop with two bags of things, slipping into the car with mischievous grins, “Take us home, Master!” they exclaimed in unison.

I pulled out and headed back home. “Why do I think my hands will be full when I get home?” I asked.

“Just go, Master, please?” Carmen said. “You won’t be disappointed.”

The drive went quickly as my brain slipped through several possibilities. I wondered if I could even have a fourth erection, but the tightness in my jeans soon made that thought moot. I fell into the empty driveway, and the girls raced out of the car.

“Meet us in the living room, Master,” Carmen called as she entered the house.

I slipped inside the door and figured I would be overdressed if I remained clothed. Stripping down, I tossed my clothes in a pile by the door, noticing their stream of clothes disappeared into Kelly’s office. The door opened, and Lexi came out, naked. Except for the black leather collar around her neck and two leather cuffs secured around both wrists. Behind her, Carmen wore a matching choker, but Lexi’s lithe form masked her body.

Lexi walked towards me, knelt, and looked up at me, shifting her arms behind her back. My eyes watched her as she looked up at me and leaned closer, rubbing her cheek against my cock. Then she opened her mouth and sucked in my head. I groaned at the feel of her warm, wet mouth.

My eyes flicked back up to look at Carmen, and I did a double-take; Carmen had grown a penis. No, it was a strap-on—a lifelike dildo hung between her legs wth a similar skin tone to her mocha flesh. She gripped the base and stroked it slowly, looking at Lexi sucking my cock with humid eyes.

“What’s that for?” I asked, combing through Lexi’s hair and gripping a handful of her amber locks.

I tugged Lexi’s head roughly into me until her nose was buried in my pubic hair, plunging my cock down her throat. I could feel the vibrations of her moaning against my shaft and her purr of arousal at my control buzzing through her mind. Her curve glowed neon green as she worked her throat muscles by swallowing around me.

“That one,” Carmen said, pointing at Lexi, “wants to be double penetrated… If you’ll allow it, Master.”

I groaned at the thought and looked at Carmen with a lustful glare. I held Lexi’s head still, rolled my hips slowly fucking her mouth, then pulled her head back, “Is that right, my slut? Maybe you should beg for it?”

She looked up at me, trembling with desire and pent-up lust, “Please, Master, fill both of my holes, fuck my cunt, fuck my ass… Use me for your pleasure, Master.”

My cock twitched at her plea, and as she focused on it, her irises dilated at sight. Carmen walked up behind her and gripped her head, lowering her mouth to Lexi’s panting lips, kissing her deeply, and then looking up at me as Lexi huffed below her.

“Master, I am at your disposal. Use me as you wish.” Carmen purred, her hand stroked her fake cock, pressing it into her mound and grinding her it on her core.

I paused, then, realizing they were patiently waiting for me to command them, I stepped back.

“On your back right here, right now, slut.” I said, looking at Carmen, and she slipped to her back, lying with her head towards the door, her bare breasts full and enticing.

“Mount her slut,” I commanded Lexi, tugging her head and pushing her towards Carmen’s prone form.

Lexi crawled over to Carmen, her pale, freckled skin a striking contrast to Carmen’s browner flesh. Carmen held her strap-on dildo, stroking it sexily. Lexi slid forward, spreading her thighs astride Carmen’s hips.

I knelt behind Lexi, kneeling between Carmen’s knees. Their curves both signaled green as I placed my hand under Lexi’s sex. She was soaked with slick arousal that coated my. My thumb tapped the base of the ass plug she’d worn all day, as my cock replaced my digits.

“Ohh… fuck!” was all she could say as my cock slid into her cunt. I groaned, flexing my cock to coat it with her slippery arousal. Then I gripped the base and retracted it from her ass.

“Hold still,” I said, swatting her ass hard enough to leave a reddening handprint.

The bite of pain in her buttocks stilled her hips to my command. I kept my rigid member deep in her cunt, and felt the plug retract along my shaft until the base pulled free and the plug slid out. Her ass gaped open, inviting me to slide my thumb into her ass as if saving my place.

“Slide your fake dick in, now,” I commanded Carmen.

Carmen wrapped her arm around Lexi’s back and pulled her chest down, mashing their breasts together. Obedient to command, she pressed the head of the rubber dildo down, rubbing the tip along Lexi’s cunt. Finding the opening, she lifted her hips, and Lexi curled her hips down and groaned.

I watched Carmen’s fake cock cleave into her crease until it was completely inside Lexi, who ground her hips to get as much in her as possible. They ground their pussies together, making their curves pulse in deep green hues. I spat into my hand, added a gob of slick saliva around my engorged crown, and pressed the tip under my invading thumb. As I drew it out, I pressed my hips forward, driving my cock into her tight asshole.

“Ohhh fuck… yes.. unghhh, fuck! MASTER, oh please yes…fill this slut’s ass…,” She groaned as I watched my shaft slowly sink inside her ass.

Carmen started rolling her hips, and I felt her oddly firm rubber dong slide under my invading cock. The tightness of Lexi’s passage increased by the two invasions of shafts, one of hot flesh and the other cooler rubber. I groaned and reached forward, grabbing a handful of Lexi’s red mane and pulling her head back. I then started to fuck her ass with longer strokes, finding a beat that matched Carmen’s rolling thrusts.

“Oh fuck, so fucking tight.” I moaned. “You like getting your ass reamed, little slut?”

The door swung wide as Lexi cried in a deep moan of lust, “Yes! Master, fuck my ass!”

I froze as I saw Kelly standing beside… Kelly and both their eyes widened.

Lexi was pushing her hips back and froze at the odd sight of two blonde goddesses at our entry.

Carmen, seeing the look on my face, craned her neck backward to see the upside-down image of two identical women mouth agape at our lustful tryst.

“The fuck?” Carmen said.

“Jeremiah!” cried the Kelly on the right, “What….”

She trailed off, scanning the scene, noticing the black leather collars that Lexi and Carmen wore. Then her eyes traced Lexi’s neck as my fistful of hair pulled her head back. She gasped slightly at the shock of our scene. Her emotions flicked between revulsion, surprise, disgust, and an odd flavor of arousal flavored with shame. I was momentarily confused as these emotions were something Kelly had never associated with sex.

Then the Kelly on the left grinned, turned to her twin, and lifted off an odd pendant whose brownstone glowed gold.

“We can take this off, I think,” Kelly said to Kelly, and suddenly the temperature of the room bloomed. The lust we’d felt just before the door opened doubled and kept rising. My hips drew back and slammed forward. Right-Kelly began to glow, and Left-Kelly dropped the pendant and then started undressing. Right-Kelly scrambled to disrobe faster than her twin.

I was caught in a mist of confusion that was only fueled by my accelerating lust.

PAST - KELLY

My thoughts were still swimming from the events of the day. The drive up had been so fun. My mother’s house had been a mess of emotions and strangeness. I was still a bit unsettled that my mother had known about the potential for my newfound abilities and had stayed silent about that all my life. I was never allowed to touch my grandmother’s things. I had zero memories of my grandmother, save for some old photos.

My life had been so twisted and canted in the last few months. Overwhelmed with joy at the reunion of my four heart mates, yet clashing with flashes of confusion and dizziness. My mind was awhirl, trying to fit everything into place.

The drive home went by in a flash. I loved being with Aly; we were both so comfortable with each other. She was naturally curious about her new shape-shifting ability, like a child with a new toy. I lost track of how many times she took a new form.

It was hilarious as each new form was slid inside her skirt, and I giggled incessantly. Then it got even stranger, as I suddenly found myself driving with brand-new people beside me. The illusion of her shape-shifting was weird. It seemed that each person’s scent came with each change. Aly's trucker-form reeked of sweat—I cracked the window, giggling.

Both of us were giddy as I pulled up to our home, ready to settle into our circle of five hearts. Aly had taken on my form just as we got out of the car. I hurried around to hook my arm around hers—what appeared to be mine, both of us giggling as we walked to the door. Her giggle even chimed a harmony as it mingled with mine.

Then, opening the door, our joyous chortles turned to shocked gasps at the scene before us.

Lexi’s head was craned back, eyes wide, her mouth open, a thick black leather collar tight against her pale neck. She was moaning and crying about something that I didn’t understand. Jeremiah fucked her from behind, so her body almost jumped at us as the door opened. Jeremiah’s eyes, half-lidded with lust and aggression, opened wide as he caught sight of us. Carmen sucked on Lexi’s firm nipple and was unaware until the pair above her went still. Then she craned her neck back and looked at us.

The lurid scene brought up an array of emotions. Shock, curiosity, and shame mingled with captivation as questions flew through my mind. Should I look away? Should we leave them alone? My numbness was so strange, as for weeks, any sexual contact had me buzzing with energy.

Why did I feel nothing seeing my naked lovers freeze in a moment of lustful passion?

A moment of panic welled, then an edge of jealousy—so foreign as I loved sharing our passion. Even Lexi’s new, strange fascination with BDSM and pain had my thoughts abuzz with sexual lust.

I felt nothing.

Then my doppelgänger, Aly (still so strange!), leaned over and lifted my mother’s pendant from around my neck. As soon as the stone left my flesh, I started to glow as my power awakened. I focused on it dropping down to the floor as the stone’s glow darkened, for a beat, as if soaking up the sexual charge, then pulsed as my supernatural arousal bloomed like a supernova of lust.

I gorged on the decadent sexual energy that permeated the room. The sudden torrent of passion coursing through my nerves made my nipples harden and cunt gush. I exhaled, my brain buzzing so loudly at my sudden shift in energy, I didn’t hear what Alyssa had said when she removed the necklace.

I tore my dress over my head with the urgent need to be as naked as my three lovers. My golden aura throbbed and amplified the lust and passion, pushing the three lovers to their peaks. They cried out in bliss and resumed fucking with abandon.

I realized that Carmen, whom I thought was lying under Lexi while Jeremiah fucked her, was rolling her hips. I fed on her sparks of lust, coursing through her with each roll of her hips. The flavor of Lexi’s double pleasure from the delightful friction in her cunt and ass was exotic.

“More. I want more.” Echoed in my mind.

Frigging my clitoris, I slid down, spreading my lips and pushing my fingers inside me. My twin sensed my need as she shimmered for a second, leaving a blur of Alyssa’s form as another Jeremiah appeared beside me, naked, his cock jutting out from his pelvis beautifully erect.

“Oh fuck,” I said as I felt Jeremiah—Aly’s strong hand push me down on my knees onto the rug, gripping his cock and aligning it with my aching pussy. I nearly came when he—she drove his hot cock deep into my well.

PAST - ALYSSA

The pendant needed to be removed. I knew it. Once it was off, the flash of arousal took my breath away. I felt the heated passion of the threesome before us as they resumed their double fucking of the delectable Lexi, who started to scream as her crest rose rapidly. I looked over at Kelly and felt my nipples (and hers) stiffen, and my/her cunt became molten in an instant. The rapid onset of sexual need made my body shiver.

I looked over at Kelly and felt her arousal soar. Her initial human reaction to the unexpected scene before us was confusion. With the pendant removed, her body absorbed the sexual energy and then recycled it as her aura bloomed. Her need became palpable. My own need mirrored hers.

“I need a cock in me,” I felt her thoughts.

Knowing Jeremiah was previously occupied, I looked at him and pulled his form over me. In a rush, I felt masculine, strong, powerful, and also completely naked. His strength flowed through me, and I felt the odd sensation of an erect appendage brushing against Kelly’s thigh, which almost buckled my knees. I knew I had to be inside her.

I grabbed her hip, turning her body. My other hand pushed her shoulders down, bending her over. She moaned and rolled her ass back, her knees bending as I reached down and gripped my hard, hot cock. So strange to feel my touch, but it felt so good. I stroked it once, then placed the head against Kelly’s flowing cunt. I closed my eyes as the feel of her heated walls surrounded my sensitive cock. It felt like sex turned inside out, and I was instantly hooked on the feeling.

I grabbed both of Kelly’s hips and fucked her in a frenzy. My deep moans echoed and mirrored and echoed Jeremiah’s grunts of need. We locked eyes as our bodies pounded into two separate women from behind. With Kelly locked in, I reflected the tightness Jeremiah felt as he roughly reamed Lexi’s ass, alongside my new sensation of fucking a sex angel. My eyes rolled back as I felt his orgasm flow through his thoughts. Kelly’s power pulled his peak into the room, and it bloomed in a shimmer of light as Jeremiah shot his load of cum deep in Lexi’s bowels.

Lexi’s eyes flared as the feel of hot semen in her ass and the bloom of Kelly’s power set her off. She ground into Carmen, tripping the dark, writhing body on the bottom to arch her back and quiver as she shouted her release. The three bodies in front of us watched us fuck, their eyes wide, as their bodies were frozen amid their super-powered orgasm.

Jeremiah scrambled to his knees in front of Kelly. I looked into Jeremiah’s eyes as I felt his cock slide between Kelly’s eager lips. Then we both went wild, fucking Kelly with abandon. She took each of my thrusts, slamming her ass back at me. Jeremiah’s fingers fouled in her golden mane as he fucked her face.

Carmen and Lexi sat against the sofa in collars and cuffs, marking them as ours. They watched us roar to a shared peak, and then I arched back, feeling my cum spurt into Kelly’s clenching cunt.

As we paused at the end of the frantic fuck fest, I exhaled and pushed my form to the front. Suddenly, on my knees behind Kelly, the remnants of sexual energy in the room overwhelmed my natural body’s senses. Even though I’d just climaxed as Jeremiah, the overheated sexual aura from Kelly was like a double shot of her energy, and I shot through peak arousal in an instant. My orgasm shook through me as I arched and my legs flayed out, my limbs all trembling as my body was overwhelmed. I stopped breathing and froze.

Kelly’s eyes twisted, feeling my body stiffen behind her, then convulse like I was in a seizure. She scrambled beside me with a look of concern in her eyes. I finally gasped, taking a huge breath, then shook my head.

“I’m fine….” I managed. “Oh fuck… I’m fine… shit… damn….”

My words just tumbled as my brain functions returned. The four others calmed as I settled into the bliss of afterglow. We were all silent for a few long minutes. They looked at each other as wonder and curiosity filled their thoughts without Kelly’s sexual aura.

“So,” Carmen finally said, “When did this happen?


CHAPTER 10
BARAQIEL STORM


DISTANT PAST: ISAIAH & KATIE

Isaiah and Katie adored and doted on their son Jeremiah. Apart from Katie’s parents, their financial needs grew as their life together began. Katie worked as a grocery clerk for a while, while Jeremiah found steady work as a mechanic. Katie hated her job and wanted to return to school to pursue a career in nursing. She was passionate about caring for sick people, and Isaiah agreed she needed to find work she enjoyed.

She started night school and was often absent from home. The couple was constantly busy and struggled to manage their schedules to ensure someone was home to watch their growing son. Katie’s mother helped, but the demand became too much. Eventually, they hired a student due to graduate in the spring as their live-in nanny to ensure Jeremiah was cared for. Samantha had been a few years behind them in school, and her parents were friends with Katie’s parents.

Samantha was a welcome presence and doted on Jeremiah almost as much as his parents. Things went well for a while. Isaiah was promoted to shift manager at the auto shop, with a salary increase. Katie was able to enroll as a full-time student but had to pick up additional shifts that ran late into the night to cover expenses. The couple worked hard, proud to make ends meet, and saw a better future ahead. However, Katie’s absence at night started to take its toll on Isaiah. When she was home at night, she was often exhausted. Their physical connection and intimacy began to wane.

Because of Katie’s schedule, Samantha began making dinner for Isaiah and Jeremiah. That led to cleaning up and preparing the kitchen for the next day. She felt like her actions were helpful to Katie. She always seemed so tired. She also wanted to care for Isaiah, who worked so hard. Isaiah enjoyed having someone around to talk with. Samantha was an excellent worker and a welcome companion.

Slowly, over time, Isaiah began to see Samantha as less of a schoolgirl and more like a young woman. She had turned nineteen just before she started working for them. The growing responsibilities of being a nanny and maid for the young couple matured her. Samantha was slightly taller than Katie yet shorter than Isaiah. Her long strawberry-blond hair was tied back into a ponytail with a different colored ribbon each day. Her smile was constant as she performed her duties around the house.

Isaiah became increasingly distracted with his evening ritual of watching her work in the kitchen. The way her skirt danced just under her knees, showing off her shapely calves that stretched nicely as she lifted on her toes to put away the dishes each night. Her breasts became another fixation as he focused on their swell as they pushed against her button-up blouses. His eyes would trace down to her slim waist and round bottom as she did her nightly dance in the kitchen, doing her chores. Her hips rolled as she walked from one end to the other. She reminded him of his wife and the early years of their marriage.

One night, he got up to go to the kitchen, wanting just one more beer before he fell asleep. He was hoping that Katie might wake him when she returned after midnight. He was distracted by thoughts of intimacy with his soulmate as they passed through his mind, and he turned back from getting his beer and ran into Samantha, cutting across the small kitchen to put something away in the pantry on the other side of the refrigerator. Suddenly, her body was pressed against his, and he wrapped his arms around her as she stumbled.

She looked up at him, feeling how strongly he held her. His eyes softened as she looked up at him with her customary smile. Slightly drunk, he confused her with Katie and leaned to kiss her. She struggled, trying to push him away. In his inebriated state, Isaiah was confused by this, and he mentally pushed at the girl in his arms. Suddenly, Samantha was kissing him back in heated passion. She felt a rush of desire as Isaiah placed his beer on the table and ran his hands down her hips to cup her bottom.

She inhaled at her arousal, feeling his firm manhood swell against her lower belly. Knowing that it would feel so good and right. Their kiss deepened, and Isaiah unknowingly continued to adjust her moral curve and willpower during their initial copulation. He didn’t understand why Katie (whom he thought he was kissing) was struggling and unwittingly molded her responses to fit his rising need.

Somehow, they didn’t wake Jeremiah, who slept soundly through their first passionate tryst. In the afterglow of their shared bliss, Isaiah was shocked to find Samantha smiling up at him as he rested after that first time. Samantha had been a virgin, but Jeremiah’s power made it feel incredible. She didn’t even feel the prick of pain or blood drip as he had punctured her hymen. Just as he started to lift away from the love-sick teenager, Katie slipped into their bedroom and caught the pair naked and post-coital.

She was speechless. Her emotions were already a mess from being exhausted. Seeing the pair, her thoughts teemed with rage, anger, jealousy, betrayal, arousal, shame, and other emotions. Isaiah looked at her, shocked and guilty. He rose and went to her, his tumescent cock still glistened with Samantha’s spending. He reached for Katie, and she recoiled. For some reason, a surge of anger went through him. Couldn’t she understand it was an honest mistake? He pushed that thought, then, similar to his adjustment to Samantha, he molded his wife, his first love, to accept what she had seen.

Katie was suddenly aroused by the sexual energy that permeated the room and no longer restricted by the learned societal mores that Jeremiah had changed. Katie stepped close and clung to her husband. Isaiah responded and hugged her tight, kissing her as his manhood rose with arousal. He helped her undress as Samantha watched, slipping off the bed to let the couple have it. Isaiah gripped her hand and pushed a thought to both as he spoke.

“No, stay,” he said, “you belong here too.”

The two naked women could only nod as Isaiah’s words and thoughts melted into their minds, and they hugged each other. Isaiah guided Katie to the bed, and Samantha slid behind her, caressing her, kissing her, and touching her breasts and nipples.

Isaiah made love to his wife as Samantha caressed them both. Three became one that first tumultuous night. None of them quite realized how drastically their lives would change. For that night, though, they were full of love and contentment. The relationship seemed entirely natural for the trio of young lovers.

PAST - JEREMIAH

I looked at Alyssa in amazement, still rigid from the afterglow of Kelly’s power, my brain feeling a bright, warm light of contentment. The memory of the mirror image of myself fucking Kelly from behind made my cock twitch.

“Yeah, good question, Carmen,” I said. “How did you find out you could do that?”

“Ummm…” Alyssa said, her body still twitching in aftershocks of her last mind-bending instant orgasm, when she shifted back to her form. “Can I take a minute? There is too much.” Alyssa struggled with words.

Kelly slipped back and picked up the brownstone pendant. Upon touching it, she slumped, suddenly exhausted. She sprang back from it, rolling back towards Carmen. Her eyes, which had dulled at the touch, were now shining brighter again, her flesh resuming the glow she had after our lovemaking.

“I can’t touch that thing right now,” Kelly sighed. “But my mother gave it to me. It restricts my power and protects me from others’ powers.”

“Wait, what?” I asked.

“Too much,” Alyssa panted, waving at Kelly and me, exhausted, “Need to sum up….”

I waited, leaning over to rub Lexi’s shoulder as she rolled to her back, looking up at me. I pulled her back, letting her rest her pert bottom between my legs. I relaxed, and she curled to her side, her cheek against my chest, her breath warming my cooling flesh.

“Too much is right,” Lexi sighed, “I’m exhausted, Master… You guys talk amongst yourselves.”

Carmen turned over and rose to sit on the sofa. She unclipped and pulled the fake cock from her waist. Her hand cupped her pussy, and softly rubbed to soothe the sensations, her hand lifting to her breast to cup and tug softly at a nipple.

“Ay…” Carmen started to say, then shifted her view around the room and just sat back speechless, resting her head on the cushion.

Kelly crawled over and slid to sit beside Carmen, leaning against her. Kelly kissed Carmen’s shoulder and then wrapped her in her arms. Kelly was alert and radiant as she pulled Carmen to her, letting her rest her brown cheek against Kelly’s tanned breast. Kelly caressed her flesh, smiled, and touched her black leather collar.

“What is this?” Kelly asked curiously.

“A collar, Mistress,” Carmen said. I sensed her deep submission to Kelly was similar to how she felt for me. She began explaining the collar’s symbolism to a submissive. For the next few minutes, she caught Kelly and Alyssa up with her and Lexi’s desire to be our submissive slaves. How she felt compelled to service, that the collar was as unique to her as a wedding ring was to a typical woman.

“I know this is a lot for you to understand,” Carment admitted. She lowered her eyes, not out of humility but in respect. Her voice was soft with more emotion than she’d usually let on when she spoke again. “I belong here, under you all. I will serve you willingly, as you desire,” Carmen said seriously, the formality of her words betraying her deeply felt desires, “Everything in me resonates that this is where I belong.”

“What she said,” Lexi said softly, looking at Alyssa, Kelly, then up at me. “Everything she said, I agree with. I am yours, all of yours. I don’t need a ring. When you understand my feelings, I only desire a collar of your choosing.”

Carmen nodded wordlessly. Her head bowed.

“I am still learning,” I said, kissing Lexi’s head and reaching to touch Carmen’s leg. “But I am beginning to understand your needs. Be patient with me as I learn to learn your needs.”

“This is all so new,” Kelly said, her aura softly and slowly dimming, “My power is new. This service and submission idea is even newer. I love you two, with no reservations and no conditions. If you want this, then I will learn more for you.”

Alyssa had finally risen to a sitting position and was leaning on my shoulder, facing Carmen and Kelly. She drew her fingers across Lexi’s brow and kissed her forehead.

“I love you, little one. You too—Carmen-slut.”

Carmen grinned and seemed to buzz with the bestowed title.

“It is new to me, too,” Alyssa confessed. “But like J, I will learn your needs, and, speaking for the three of us, we want nothing more than to see you be healthy, be happy, and be where you belong. I know in my heart you belong here, with us.”

Carmen smiled and then shifted as she rested against Kelly, “With that settled, can this slut take this plug out of her ass?”

“No,” I said, leaning towards her. “But if you roll over, your Master will take it out.”

Carmen grinned at me and rolled into Kelly, lifting her hips to offer me her ass. I leaned and spread her cheeks apart with one hand, gripped the end, and drew it out slowly. She grunted at the feeling, then purred a growl of contentment as her sphincter muscle opened, then closed after I pulled the cone-shaped plug clear. Carmen rolled back into the cushion and settled against Kelly’s side.

After I set the plug aside, I asked Kelly, “What did you learn from your mother?”

“Well, a lot,” she said. “All of it was a surprise. I’m still ruminating on what it all means.” She continued to relate everything Betsy told them about her grandmother, the United Priesthood, and the stone pendant.

“It was a shock that she knew all of this, and I’d never suspected that I was a halfling,” she said, a troubled look crossing her eyes. “That’s weird to say, aloud. I never knew who I really was, until today. I guess I’ll be learning more as we grow into this together,” she said, looking over at Alyssa.

“She knew you were a halfling, too, Jeremiah,” Alyssa said. “She knew about your family from reading Deborah’s diaries that reference your grandfather. She knew you would be able to fix her, remove her hate, and restore her relationship with Bob and Kelly. She trusts you so much.”

I nodded slowly, not knowing what to say, looking at each of the girls who had put their trust in me. Despite being impulsive and selfish in my first use of power, I knew and accepted that I was working to make everything good and to think of others’ needs before my own. I finally accepted who I was and only wanted to honor the power I was given. I felt a small flash of light, a pulse of energy. I didn’t know where it came from, but I accepted it as encouragement.

“You all have trusted me,” I said. “I want to live up to that trust and to Betsy’s, too.”

We grew silent again. Then Carmen looked at Alyssa.

“Is now a good time to talk about how good your cock tasted in my mouth?”

Alyssa laughed, her eyes sparkling.

“Carmen, you always use the best segues!”

“Yeah,” I said. “Tell us about this new twist to your powers.”

“Betsy showed me how,” Alyssa said. “It freaked me out at first. But…”

Her form flickered, and suddenly, I had two Lexis leaning on my shoulders, looking into each other’s eyes. Then Carmen leaned forward and kissed the new Lexi, while the Lexi in my lap and I watched.

“It feels like Lexi,” Carmen said, kissing deeper. “Feels nothing like Alyssa.”

Awestruck, I watched Alyssa shift into my image, and then Carmen was kissing me. I felt my cock stiffen when Alyssa in my form twisted, and I felt her—my cock pressed against me. Carmen kissed my doppelgänger deeper, making the strange new cock grow thicker against my thigh. I watched as my image parted the kiss and looked up at me. I pushed back a bit, giving some distance as Alyssa shifted into herself.

“You’re a heterosexual, Jeremiah,” she said, laughing. “In your form, I feel how heterosexual you are, don’t worry.

The room began to glow again, and I felt my cock stiffen. I could feel Lexi’s breath begin to leak where she was straddling my thigh. Alyssa looked at me and kissed me deeply, and I thrust my tongue deep into her throat. I felt Lexi’s hand cup my thickening shaft and start to stroke it. Then, suddenly, the desire shifted and began to decrease. I felt drained, tired, and almost exhausted.

“Sorry, my loves,” Kelly said, straightening the pendant between her breasts, “I need to learn to control myself, and you all need to rest. March straight down to bed and sleep.”

We rose and followed her commands, rolling into the bed and pulling up covers as we curled into a ball of warm, tired, contented flesh. I think I was asleep before my eyes had fully closed.

PAST - MICHAEL AND JENN

Michael startled awake as he felt a hand lift his cock, and lips surround his crown. Looking down, he saw Jenn’s eyes lift to his, and the resultant sigh had a hint of frustration. The girl was greedy. He hadn’t had a whole night’s rest in the two weeks they’d been together.

“Did you get the money?” he asked. “From that John in the hotel bar?”

“Yes,” she said, slipping her lips from Michael’s cock-head. “He paid for the full night, even though I was only in his room for about 45 minutes.”

She slowly stroked her fist up and down Michael’s aching shaft, “He didn’t last very long. He spent most of the time undressing. And he wanted to talk first.” Jenn said, rolling her eyes, then reported, “I blew him for about five minutes, then he pushed me down on the bed, entered me. Tap, tap, bang!”

She smiled and resumed her slow, languorous blow job. Michael knew she wouldn’t stop until she rode his cock until he came, and then until he couldn’t stand her anymore. He groaned inwardly, only wanting to sleep. Outwardly, he smiled confidently at his recruit. The brothel would pay handsomely for such a talented and hard-working girl.

“Pretty easy way to make a buck,” he said, still selling her the new lifestyle she would have, whether she chose it or not.

“Meh,” she said. “I’d have blown him for free if he’d lasted longer and cum inside me. I hate cleaning sperm off my belly.”

Michael gripped the sheets as she started to work his cock. Half from pleasure and half from soreness. He wanted to scream and shove her away, but instead rolled over and found a rabbit dildo.

“I need to sleep, Jenn,” he said, handing over her favorite toy. “You can use this, or you can go back downstairs and try to find another John. Just don’t wake me until the sun is up.”

Jenn smirked at him and snatched the toy from his hand. She rolled over and started playing with it, then fucking it. Her moans and tiny screams were almost a lullaby as he faded to sleep. He struggled with sleep for some moments, thinking he probably shouldn’t leave her unattended.

But Michael’s exhaustion overcame common sense, and he fell asleep. He didn’t hear her get dressed. He didn’t wake to the hallway light spilling into the room. The door closing with a soft click barely registered as he rolled over and slept.

Jenn slipped down the hallway, her new slip of a dress hugging her hips. She knew her high heels made her legs look sexy. The cut of the dress kept an excellent pleasant draft blowing across her bare pussy. She would have to bend down more carefully because she and Michael were tossed from the hotel the last time she did. Her ass hurt for hours from the spanking he’d given her. It would have been worth the pain if he had fucked her afterward. Instead, he made her sleep in the shower of the next shabby motel, where her cries from using the rabbit echoed off the walls.

She looked at the clock over the bar and thought.

“10:30 … not too bad. I might get three tricks before the sun comes up if I choose my Johns well… or maybe one perfect man who will fuck me all night.”

She stayed in the corner of the bar, where the red light from the exit sign bathed her skin in its glow. She looked at an older businessman, his close haircut possibly hinting at previous military experience. The ring on his finger and a slight pudge at his belly pegged him as a married husband, maybe a father. His kids would be college-aged, like her. That thought made her oddly aroused. Regardless, married businesspeople were usually more willing to splurge on a whole night, depending on their expense account and cash allowance.

When he looked at her, she smiled seductively and slowly licked the water from her lips. Michael wouldn’t allow her to drink alcohol. That was fine with her. She didn’t like the way it dulled her senses when she was fucking. She squirmed a bit when the man smiled at her. He picked up his drink and walked her way. She was already thinking of the menu she’d give him. The feral look he’d given her made her feel she might have found her all-nighter.

PAST - JEREMIAH

We slept soundly, and we enjoyed our closeness when we woke. The hunger for sexual contact at every opportunity had waned, and no one complained. Kelly smiled as she kissed me, wanting my touch. The arousal had a nice everyday feel, and I could tell her self-control was well intact.

“This is nice,” Kelly said. “I mean, I love the pull of sex, but since we’ve moved in together, it’s been pretty intense. I love being able to relax with all of you.”

Carmen stretched out towards Lexi and cupped her breasts before nibbling and biting at Lexi’s nipple. Lexi’s yelp and then purr of arousal were nice to watch as she pulled Carmen closer.

“Speak for yourself,” Carmen said. “A day without sex is a wasted day.”

She talked a good game, but her heart wasn’t quite in it. The previous day’s series of sex romps had taken its toll on her body.

“My ass still aches, though,” she admitted, and Lexi nodded.

“I suppose we can take a day off,” Lexi added, flicking one of Carmen’s nipples with her finger.

They wrestled for a few moments and then settled into a cozy hug.

“You think it’s this amulet?” Alyssa whispered to Kelly within my earshot as we watched the pair relax into each other.

“Yeah,” Kelly said. “What else could it be?”

Alyssa slipped her glasses up her nose and looked at me.

“Monitor them, and us too, Jeremiah. We need a control experiment,” she said with a whisper. “If Betsy’s theory is true, so long as you hold this pendant, you will be unaffected. Okay? Without it, my theory is, Kelly, will instinctively respond to sexual energy and amplify it.”

I nodded, understanding my role as she slipped the pendant over Kelly’s head and placed it in my hand. I clenched it in my fist but didn’t feel anything. Then, as I monitored Carmen and Lexi, they moved closer, kissing more deeply, and the stone warmed in my hand. I opened my fist, watching as the stone began to pulse with a web of golden lines.

Kelly took an intake of breath, becoming aroused watching Lexi and Carmen. I felt nothing other than normal arousal from watching two females kissing. Carmen growled and pushed Lexi on her back, pressing her mouth to Lexi’s very erect nipples. Alyssa had slipped down and was cupping one of Kelly’s breasts, feeding a turgid nipple between her lips. Kelly tossed her head back, her eyes glowing a brighter blue.

The four of them sank into an arousal that I couldn’t feel. Scanning each of them, I saw their arousal rise as the light green pulses along their moral curves grew brighter in real time while their self-control disappeared.

Carmen was eating Lexi out while reaching and gripping Lexi’s small breasts with a rugged grip that had Lexi wincing. I watched as the pain flickered a faint red across Lexi’s curve, then twisted, morphing into green arousal as her hips ground up into Carmen’s mouth. Kelly slid down, kissing Alyssa from her breasts, down her abdomen, and across her thigh. As Kelly’s mouth slid between Alyssa’s thighs, I saw her arousal spike before she twisted and rolled over on top of Kelly. They were soon both eagerly lapping at each other’s cunts, moaning their arousal.

All this happened in a few scant minutes while I monitored their curves and watched. During that time, the tide of sexual energy arousal rose around them, without any ebb in intensity. Kelly’s flesh took on a golden glow under Alyssa’s undulating body. From between Aly’s thighs, her eyes flickered up at me, begging me to drop the stone and join them. I clenched the stone tighter, feeling the warmth of its glowing pulse between my fingers.

Holding the stone, I heard the latent noise of thoughts and emotions from Aly’s mesh zap out. The silence seemed loud as I watched my four lovers absorb Kelly’s golden energy and transform it into their lustful actions.

Carmen lifted her head and saw my cock jutting from my lap, as I sat watching. She licked her lips and looked up at me with a lustful gaze. I could feel her feral hunger in her growled plea. “Papi, come fuck this slut’s cunt.” she begged, “I need to be stuffed.”

I looked at her, her need plain on her face, and decided to try a different experiment. I slipped the necklace over my head. Kelly’s eyes followed me for a moment, still pleading with her eyes for me to drop the stone. When I settled it onto my chest, she complained with a moan, then returned her gaze to Aly’s dripping cunt, pressing her tongue deep as Aly ground her hips against her.

I scooted to the edge of the bed, spitting on my hand and using the slick fluid to stroke my cock. It ached, even with the saliva as a lubricant. I recalled how many times I’d fucked various holes on my lovers yesterday and realized this was a normal feeling. I slipped behind Carmen, who purred as she pressed her ass out at me, her legs spreading apart. Her cunt glistened from arousal as I stepped forward.

I glanced at Lexi, who eyed me hungrily as I guided the top of my cock to Carmen’s folds. Just as my head touched her flowered lips, she stilled her hips. A groan of pain flowed from her mouth. She was still lubricated, but her hips drew away from the contact. As she moved forward, the connection broke, and she started to grind her hips back. This time, I aimed and thrust as my head touched her cunt lips, slipping deeper inside.

She shrieked in pain.

“Owwww! Papi!, no no no, it hurts… damn it, stop!”

I drew back. Her cunt was dripping, and the thrust was tight, but her fluids made it slick. The mere touch of my cock made her ache painfully. After I backed away, she settled back into Lexi’s cunt and lapped happily. She even slid her hand down to finger her pussy. Her fingers entered quickly, and her groan of arousal made it apparent that she felt no pain.

One more sample. I moved to Lexi, on my knees, then stood on the mattress. With my sore cock in my hand, I grabbed a fistful of crimson hair and pulled her to my cock. Her mouth opened hungrily, and she took my crown in her mouth, sucking. The soreness of my head made me wince, but her suction felt good. She whimpered, and though she continued to suck my cock willingly, her hand pushed Carmen away from her cunt.

Pulling my cock from her lips, her tiny fingers stroking it gently.

“No, please, Car, it hurts when you do it like that.”

She sucked my cock back into her mouth, but her suction made me wince, and I stepped back. She looked up at me as I broke contact. Her eyes lidded as a wave of lust flowed over her, then she looked down at Carmen, gripping her black curls and tugging her head closer. Lexi moaned in hungry lust as she pressed her cunt back to the hungry mouth of her Latina pussy licker.

Convinced, I stepped around the bed. It was odd to be near the sexual energy that I could tell pulsated the room, but be utterly immune to it. I slipped to the bed and combed my fingers through Kelly’s blonde hair, touching her scalp as her mouth lapped up at Aly’s grinding cunt.

Immediately, the room’s energy plummeted. The girls shrieked and rolled away from each other. Everyone pulled away or was pushed from sensitive body parts. Their moans of lust morphed into whines of pain from their sore bodies. Everyone’s arousal plummeted, and they all looked at me, panicked.

“Why did you let us go so long?” Alyssa asked, unable to see my actions as she lapped Kelly’s cunt.

“Not only was I immune,” I said, still touching Kelly. “But anyone I touch is immune.”

I lifted my hand from Kelly, and though not as instantaneous, the heat ramped up again. The girls started to look at each other heatedly again, moving closer. I quickly pulled the necklace around my neck and placed it on Kelly’s bosom.

“You’ve all had enough,” I said.

I felt terrible when I heard the tortured whines of pain they sang out earlier. My tender cock had deflated. Without the power that always seemed present around Kelly, we were all a bit overstimulated.

“Today is a day of rest,” I declared. “No sex!”

“Yes, Master,” groaned Lexi and Carmen in chorus, still wincing from the soreness.

“I think we’ve tested Kelly’s theory enough to confirm it,” I said to Alyssa, who was on her back, her hand between her legs, cupping her tender lips carefully.

She nodded, with her eyes closed, just lying still. Kelly rolled over and pulled the necklace over her head with a sigh. I could sense her reluctance, but admired her self-control for limiting her powers.

“You gain energy from it?” I asked, knowing the answer.

She nodded.

“I do. It’s a lovely feeling to feed on the arousal you all emit. But I need to be able to control my output. I think I can do it, but it will take practice. My mother must be able to, or that’s why she wore the stone?”

I nodded with a shrug and headed to the shower, ready to start the day. Each girl either waited or went to another of our bathrooms to shower as we all washed our bodies carefully. One thing was true: having a succubus in the house made most pains disappear.

The girls all busied themselves making preparations for the trip. The lack of Kelly’s energy left us tired, but the rest of our connections still worked. We were affectionate and still craved touching each other. We moved together in a chorus. I was packing my clothes when I felt a call from Alyssa flash through my brain.

I walked up the stairs, and she was on the sofa, looking at me expectantly, “Okay, so that still works,” she said with a grin.

She looked through books in the box she’d gotten from Kelly’s mother. A few were open, strewn across the couch and coffee table. She held one in her lap and looked up at me.

“You’re not using all of your powers,” she said. “Yours has a physical component as well.”

“How do you know?” I asked, moving a pair of books back to the box and sitting beside her.

“These are Kelly’s grandmother’s diaries,” she said. “More of a memoir. She slips between stories of her youth, some rather disturbing tales of when she escaped the Priesthood, and then there are sections where she describes the various powers of the line, where she sketched this drawing.”

She pointed to a rough sketch of a square, apparently a metal plate. Twelve stones were spaced in a grid, each shaded differently with colored pencils. The author had circled the brownstone and wrote in the margin, ‘in my possession.’ Each stone had the name of its line lettered neatly under it. The brown was Baraqiel. It was in the top right corner. The top left was a deep navy blue and was labeled Yeqon, my line. The bottom corners held a black stone labeled Samyaza and a deep red stone marked Penemue.

“That’s your line,” I said, “right?”

She nodded, flipped a few pages, and stopped on two facing pages in a tabular format. I followed the familiar names.

Baraqiel - psionic vampires, sexual energy feeders, incubus/succubus, physical beauty. Light and dark.

Samyaza - dark powers, corruption, power, manipulation, speakers of the word.

Penemue - teachers, telepathy, telekinesis, shapeshifters, light.

Yeqon - counselors, designers, manipulation, mind-molders, body molders, dark and light.

“Fascinating,” I said, my finger tracing down the columns past several lines of unfamiliar names, “What does the light and dark mean?”

“Well,” Alyssa stated. “I’m still studying the fallen angels. Grigori watchers, really, but Deborah calls them angels. The text describes them as all fallen and disobedient to the creator, but also as all imbued with free will. They are capable of making their own choices. These labels, it seems, are Deborah’s assessment, not an inherent trait. More than likely, they are from her observations. She grew up in the cult before escaping in a rather incredible way shortly after her 18th birthday.”

“So you think the same with the powers?” I asked, tracing down the lines.

“It matches with our observations so far,” she said, “Baraqiel are psionic vampires and feed off of energy, people’s emotions. Sexual energy seems to have its section. Reading her account, the female Baraqiel had better control of sexual energy than a male. They were often close advisors to the leaders of the lines. The leadership shifted between the three main powers. The leader during her time was a Samyaza. Her description of him isn’t flattering.”

I nodded, letting Alyssa lecture as I looked up at her and the books she referenced from time to time. She had an incredible ability to read things and align them with stories and easy-to-understand examples. Studying with her at school always made the material we learned much more fun, and letting her fly her nerd flag in this would be a great asset to all of us.

“My line, Penemue, is also accurate, “ she continued. “My love for learning makes me a natural teacher. We already knew about my telepathy, though… At first, I had misapplied that power to you. I still think you have a component of telepathy to your powers.”

She stopped. “We’ll get back to you… Continuing. From last night, we know I can shapeshift.”

I nodded as she looked at me, checking that I was connecting to what she was saying, then said with a bit of anticipation.

“Okay, now watch this!”

She concentrated for a moment, then the book beside me started to shake, then levitate. Her gaze focused, and the book moved through the air.

“What the fuck?” Carmen said as she passed behind us, going to the kitchen.

The book tumbled into my lap as Aly’s concentration broke, and Carmen glared at us.

“We have no time for magic tricks, kids. We’ve got an RV to provision!”

Then she disappeared into the kitchen, and we both laughed. Carmen may have been a sexual submissive who yearned to submit fully to service, but she was still full of momma bear passions. It didn’t bother me because I figured she saw it as a service to keep us on a schedule.

“Anyway,” Alyssa continued. “I need practice, but I can check the telekinesis block. That leaves your line, Yeqon.”

Her fingers traced down the line of powers supposedly aligned with my heritage.

“You’ve shown aptitude in all these. You have manipulated our minds, designed our responses. You have molded our wills and self-control.”

Alyssa pushed her glasses up her nose as I nodded.

“Okay, those three I agree, I have demonstrated,” I said, “but what does counselor mean? And body molding? I don’t get what that could mean.”

“Let’s talk about the body molding first since I think I have some background that would help you understand,” Alyssa started. “According to Deborah’s diaries, the cult had their hand in organized crime in Nevada. They started some rural brothels and ran an underground prostitution ring. They never used Priesthood women to fill the brothels but recruited from young girls in towns around the Northwest.”

I nodded. We’d already put parts of that puzzle together; Deborah’s first-hand story just corroborated our theories of the Priesthood. I watched her as she continued.

“The Yeqon halflings, like your grandfather, who was probably the most powerful, as he is explicitly mentioned in Deborah’s stories repeatedly, would mold their minds to be willing to enter prostitution. But, he would also shape their bodies.”

“Shape their bodies? Why?”

“Jeremiah, sometimes you are a bit naive,” Alyssa smiled, “Especially for a red-blooded sexual male. He made them into the most beautiful and sexy females in the business. According to Deborah, Priesthood brothels were some of the most frequently visited from the fifties through the mid-seventies. They were known for having the most alluring whores. Many of them were hotter than the glamor actresses of the time. Then, after your grandfather died, the quality of Priesthood prostitutes regressed to the mean as far as the body shape of young Nevada prostitutes.”

Knowing that she wouldn’t tell me a tale without fact-checking as much as she could, I asked, “Do I want to read more about my grandfather?” trusting Alyssa to be honest.

“Now?” she asked, then shook her head. “No, you do not. Maybe over time, you’ll be ready. Your grandfather wasn’t a good man, Jeremiah. I’m sorry.”

“So body molding,” I said, changing the topic.

I was more than willing to drop the subject of my family. I thought my father was evil, but it seemed he had led a more innocent life than I had imagined. I knew nothing about my paternal grandfather. I was happy to keep it that way.

“Yes,” Alyssa said with a smile, scooting a bit closer, “Do you want to try it?”

“Of course,” I said, looking around. “Do we have a test subject?”

“Me! Silly,” Alyssa said, leaning and kissing me.

“What should I try molding?” I asked. “I have no idea what I’m capable of.”

“Well,” Alyssa said, “Deborah alludes to a skin tone change that might be easy to test.”

I reached for her hand and pulled her arm closer. She wasn’t as pale as Lexi, but tanned wouldn’t be a good word for her skin tone. Since she mostly kept indoors reading books, her flesh was pale and a bit flushed. Exposure to sunlight would leave a red glow on her skin before fading to her normal pale tone.

I thought painting a picture might be an excellent mental image to start with, so I ran my hand up her arm, imagining it was a paintbrush. Behind my hand, the color darkened into a tawny tan, though still lighter than Kelly’s well-tanned flesh. I knew Kelly spent time in tanning booths, but she still had a natural color that was more sun-kissed than a beach bunny. Alyssa’s flesh on her forearm was now considerably darker than moments before.

“Wow,” Alyssa said with a whistle, “Do all of me!”

Feeling the power triggered in my brain, I waved my arms and focused. In a wave of flickering energy, the flesh tone of her entire body darkened to match the hue of my first brush.

Alyssa held out her arms, admired my work, lifted her shirt, and peeked inside her bra. “Wow, no tan lines,” she said, reaching for her shorts.

I held her hand and just shook my head.

“No tan lines. We don’t have to look.”

“Okay, what about body hair?” Alyssa asked, holding out her arm again.

Her forearms had dark wisps of hair that I knew made her feel self-conscious. I concentrated and thought of brushing the dust off a surface, and her hair vanished where I was focusing. Then, with another broad gesture, her exposed flesh was bare save her hair and eyebrows.

Alyssa’s eyes widened, and again she went to her waistband. I let her look, mostly because I was curious too. Her pussy no longer had a soft brown bush of hair but showed her exposed labia, her bare mound.

“Well, that’s new,” she said. “I kind of like it.”

“Saw it in a porn movie,” I said. “I hear they use wax to pluck out the hairs.”

“Barbaric!” she said, then purred as her fingers felt the soft flesh around her vulva. “But very nice.”

She stood up and pushed her denim shorts the rest of the way down, exposing a nicely toned ass and legs. Then she took off her top and bra, and I whistled approvingly at her new flesh tone and hairless body.

“We’ll save money on razors,” she remarked, always the practical one. “Can you do something with these?” she asked, cupping her breasts.

“What needs to be done? They are perfect!” I said truthfully. I loved her breasts. They filled her C-cup bras, but glancing at her, I saw they sagged a bit.

“They sag too much. I want them up here,” she started lifting them higher, “And the areola is a bit too large, I think.”

I stood up and took her hand, guiding her to the bathroom so she could watch as I tried to mold her body. She looked at her breasts in the mirror with a somewhat defeated look. I concentrated and thought about lifting them, and they rose higher on her chest, and the fold of flesh disappeared. The full cups bounced buoyantly but stayed in their perky new shape. The lift looked natural, unlike the horrible breast implants in porn movies.

As I continued to mold her breasts, Alyssa’s features brightened to a beautiful grin while she watched my delicate adjustments. I thought of pinching her nipples, and the dusky areola around her pert nipples shrank. She gasped at the sight and wanted to lift to touch them, but held her hands at her sides.

“Make the areola darker, and the nipples just a shade more.”

I painted and looked as she nodded, then turned to the side.

“Lift the nipple a bit, not too much.”

I swayed in my thoughts, and the shape of the breast shifted into perfect crescents, not orbs.

She smiled, then turned her hips.

“Make my ass smoother and tighter.”

“Alyssa, your ass is perfect,” I said, then looked down and noticed a few dimples of cellulite and sag, so I mentally cupped and lifted, and her ass was suddenly more perfect.

“Oh yes,” she said, glancing over her shoulder at her reflection. “Great work.”

A crease of concentration crossed her eyes as she said, “Now, the acid test.”

In a blink, I was staring at myself, her having switched to my form. Then, in the next blink, Alyssa was back. Looking like she did when I’d finished all the adjustments. All of my molding experiments were fully intact.

“Whoa,” she said. “You’ve changed… Me. It’s permanent.”

She turned and kissed me, her perfect breasts pressing into my shirt. She pulled back and looked at me with a grin.

“Can you do you?” she asked.

Without giving it a second thought, I stripped until I stood naked beside her. She was tall, but I had a couple of inches on her, and my cock hung nicely just above the sink as we examined each other’s reflection.

“A beard,” she began. “Not full. Maybe a goatee, though?”

I thought, and hair curled from my chin, and a mustache appeared.

“Wow,” I said, “Not bad, but how about this,”

The hair shrank back, and more grew, leaving an even stubble, just past a five o’clock shadow.

“Me likey,” Alyssa said, playing with her nipples absently. “Can you change sensitivity?” she asked, pulling on her rubbery tip.

I frowned in concentration, then suddenly Alyssa gasped and moaned, her nipples were rock hard on her chest.

“That’s a yes. Dial back a bit, please,” she whimpered.

I dialed back, and she nodded as the sensitivity shifted, more sensitive than before but not intense.

We spent the next half an hour watching ourselves as I practiced molding our bodies. My chest hair shifted slightly darker and not so lush. My back hair disappeared. My abdomen grew trim with the shadow of well-defined abs, but not highly cut. Alyssa wanted a bit of hair from my belly button down to my mass of pubic hair. Then coached me through grooming my pubic hair. She also suggested I remove the hair on my balls.

Finally, she guided me through an intricate reshaping of my cock. First, she wanted me to restore my circumcision, and my foreskin grew and covered my head, extending past the crown. She pulled back the extra skin and had me adjust the sensitivity of my head. I groaned. It was difficult to concentrate, but with patience, the feeling of my foreskin shifting up and down over my glans was like heaven. She added an inch to my erect length and suggested I add a bit of girth. Holding my vertical shaft as I pulsed the circumference of the column.

Finally, she asked me to go flaccid, and I did. My cock hung impressively with a slight turn to the left. Then she asked if I could make it erect at will. I pushed a thought, and my cock sprang and engorged; my knees nearly buckled.

“Remember,” I said, “this is a no-sex day.”

“How about making it a no succubus sex day?” She asked and leaned her perfect naked breasts into my enhanced chest, her nipples hard against my flesh.

I groaned. My erection lifted and pressed against my belly as she kissed me. Her hand reached between us and stroked my cock. It was no longer as sore as it was this morning when we tested the effects of Kelly’s aura. The molding of my body must have renewed the natural feeling, effectively healing it. I couldn’t resist her allure. I propped her onto the edge of the sink, and she leaned back against the mirror.

“One more thing,” she sighed, reaching for a hand mirror. “Would you mind working on my vagina and labia?”

“So clinical,” I teased, then lowered to my knees and pressed my mouth to her bare mound, my lips sucking gently at her folds.

She gripped my hair, and I looked up.

“No, not like that… In a minute, just a few more things.”

Holding a hand mirror, she directed me, molding her labia into a symmetry she liked. She wanted her clit just a touch larger and the hood slightly more extensive and flexible. Then she reached up and pulled a small hoop earring from her ear.

I looked up at her quizzically. “Piercing?”

She nodded, biting her bottom lip. “Something else to test. I want it through the clit hood, but vertical.” She explained how it worked.

I nodded and took the ring. My powers, it seemed, could also shape metals, and I used the material of her earring to make a slightly thicker rod, then molded a ball on one end. Leaning close, as she spread her labia, revealing her clit and hood, I concentrated and pushed until her hood pulled apart, leaving a small hole. I fit the point through the slit, the ball stopping it. Then made another ball on the point. In the end, it looked like a tiny curled dumbbell.

“Now…” she said, widening her legs, her fingers combing through my hair, as she set aside the mirror. “Test it.”

I leaned in and licked her tender flesh, flicking at the tips of the metal stud. She gasped and gripped my head tighter, nodding her head as I inhaled the scent of her flowering vagina. “Oh, me likey.”

Her molded labia flowered open, and I pressed my tongue between their welcoming folds. Her taste left me dizzy with lust and passion as her arousal flooded my tongue. I lapped and sucked her flesh as she lifted her feet and curled them behind my hairless shoulders. She drew me in, and I made love to her flowing cunt.

“Fuck, Jeremiah,” she said. “Are you sure you’re not a lesbian? You suck my pussy soooo good.”

“I am a lesbian, trapped in a man’s body,” I growled, taking a final lick and flicking the tip of my tongue over the metal ring, making her shudder.

I stood up, gripped my cock, and pulled my new foreskin down, exposing the crown. I pressed the sensitive fleshy knob into her open folds and pushed slowly inside. Wanting to feel every inch of my newly molded phallus as it slid inside between her beautiful, flowered lips.

“Just a bit tighter,” she crooned into my ear as my cock slipped inside her tunnel.

“So picky,” I said and pushed a thought, groaning as I felt her cunt walls squeeze me tighter. I moaned as I drew back, my foreskin pulling over my sensitive glans.

Looking into her big blue eyes, mine widened as I thrust back in, feeling the foreskin peel back. I groaned at the feeling of my bare glans moving deep inside her hot cunt. We both stared at each other as we fucked slowly, enjoying each new sensation.

Soon, we lost ourselves to our passions, and we fucked harder. Her hips pushed out to meet my heavy thrusts. I reached up, gripped one of her perfect breasts, and then pulled at her sensitive nipples. She cried out as she felt her peak race towards her. I slammed forward and ground my hips as she lifted hers to mine. My pubic bone ground against her new ring, and she vibrated, levitating off the sink as her arms gripped my shoulders.

She came with a scream, and I bellowed as my hairless balls contracted and shot bolts of hot cum deep into her tight cunt. I bucked, the foreskin slipping over my head as I rutted in small strokes, amplifying my orgasm until my knees buckled, and leaned against her, pressing Alyssa back into the cold mirror. I panted into her ear as I came down from the peak, her hands running up and down my back as she cooed wordless sounds into my ear.

“Just a notch below succubus sex,” she said as I looked at her with a smile.

We parted, kissed, and I helped her down from the sink. I picked up my clothes, and she opened the door. Kelly, Lexi, and Carmen stood on the other side and glared at us.

“No sex day,” Kelly said, with a frown that turned into a grin the longer she looked at us.

“Wow, never mind that,” Carmen said. “You both look beautiful, gorgeous…” she gasped, staring at us.

“Yummy,” Lexi agreed, looking back and forth between us.

Alyssa had to explain my new powers, and the mostly completed RV preparations were put on hold as I worked well into the night, lovingly molding my already perfect lovers. Oddly, each small change only added to their perfection. They remained fully recognizable as who they were, but… supercharged into sexual beings.

Thanks to the magic of body molding, we spent a reasonable amount of time enjoying our enhanced bodies, which were now free of the aches from the previous day. Kelly kept her pendant on and enjoyed the typical feeling of sex. She whispered into my ear as we cuddled together in the afterglow, “Succubus sex is still better.”

I nodded in agreement, “Truly, my love.”

PAST - JENN

“So, what’s your name?” I purred as I entered the man’s hotel room.

I spun around, peeled the straps of my dress off my shoulders, and walked backward to watch the older man enter the room teasingly. He had taken off his tie in the elevator, and his sports jacket hit the floor as the door clicked shut loudly behind him.

I turned and bent over to shimmy my dress down, stepping out of the puddle at my feet in only my high heels. I swayed back and forth to show off my bare breasts and stiff nipples. My eyes were lidded as I felt the arousal I craved flowing into my lust-addled brain. I stepped forward to the older man, my hands moving to his button-down shirt, and started unbuttoning it.

“Jediah,” he said, then slid his hand to my throat and tightened his grip. “But you can call me Sir.”

I gulped, unused to the physicality of this man. Most Johns I’d met were timid, but this man knew what he wanted and was hungry. Hungry for something I’d not experienced before, it tasted odd in the back of my throat, but his ferocity fired in my core. I gasped, and my hand rose to grip his wrists, suddenly struggling to breathe.

“Ppuh please, Suhhr,” I managed before I was unable to speak.

Jediah gripped me, holding me up as I danced on my toes. His eyes raked down and feasted on my naked body. He pulled me closer with his firm grip on my throat and inhaled deeply. He seemed to feed off my rising fear and my atypical arousal. He released my neck, pulled back his hand, and slapped me savagely across the cheek.

“Ughhh Owww!” I cried, staggering face down into the nearest bed of the double occupancy room. My cheek felt like fire, and I tasted blood on my tongue. I rolled onto my back and crabbed backward from the suddenly very violent man.

Jediah tore off his shirt, leaned over, slapped me again, then backhanded me ferociously. I felt my neck whip from side to side. I reeled in a red fog of pain as his strikes bruised my cheeks, and my tongue slid over my split lip, tasting the tang of my blood as it began to bleed.

“Why the fuck was my cunt leaking?”

I felt my mind detach; my presence seemed to hover over the pair below me, watching as the man struck and beat the woman—me.

As I floated, I sensed, innately, that Jediah’s sadistic nature craved this part of the recruitment phase Michael kept talking about. He wanted sluts like me to know that not all Johns were disgruntled family men. Many were prowlers, hunting for their prey, willing to pay good money for a target they could beat. Some brothels catered to these craven men. The money they brought to sate their sadistic needs earned secrecy from Jediah’s corrupt organization.

Yes, Jediah enjoyed the recruitment and training of pain-sluts like I was becoming. My psyche dropped back into my body and screamed as the raw pain overwhelmed my senses.

I was in trouble.

My sexual arousal already had endorphins swimming in my bloodstream. The sudden pain and extreme fear dumped more endorphins in response. I felt my vision blur from the near narcotic response my body naturally produced. The pain faded, and a pleasant ache rose in response. My body shifted, trying to process the pain, while a deeper craving sought the intense feeling it left behind.

Jediah slammed me back down on the mattress and straddled my waist, pinning me under him. His hand dug in his trouser pocket. He gripped my nose with one hand and pulled it upwards, forcing me to open my mouth wide with a gurgle of shocking pain. Now holding a ball-gag, his hand gripped my chin and shoved the ball between my teeth.

I tried to scream but could only gurgle, my mouth filling with saliva and drool. Small sounds and muffled grunts of pain were the only sounds I could manage with my mouth filled with the rubber. My tongue flattened against the bottom of my jaw, and my mouth started filling with saliva overflowing at the ends of my stretched lips. I couldn’t swallow well with my jaws forced open. I had to focus on breathing.

“Shtaaph!” I tried to plead, “eith hhursss.”

Jediah only grinned ferally as he used me to feed his dark, sadistic needs. He drew power from my struggle and welcomed my feeble attempts to hit him back. I detached again, floating up as he used his hands and fists to hammer into the girl’s—my flesh.

As I floated idly watching the scene, I sensed that his power was low. His influence grew by fear, then manifested as aggression. He hadn’t fed off fear like this girl’s—mine—in a long time. What he was doing to her would energize him—strengthen him. So he worked patiently to draw out my struggle, pushing me to drown the narcotic buzz of my natural endorphins, and overwhelmed my lust-addled brain after weeks of constant sex.

I loved every excruciating touch.

He was careful, knowing he couldn’t maim the girl or leave excessive marks on her—me. He flipped her over and held a hand to her back as I slipped back into my mind. He attacked my ass with his hand, spanking, punching, clawing, and raking his nails over my flesh. I arched in response and groaned into the mattress, his body weight too much for my petite frame to fight against. I sank into the bed and began to seek and process the pain.

“Fuck will he ever hammer my needy cunt?”

I innately knew that ordinary girls would need to be tortured for days to be trained to handle pain. Something was different with me. The sensations that flowed through my senses had amplified and morphed since that night with Kelly and Lexi. Even in the short time, he’d tortured me. I was already processing the pain, indulging in the heady high of teaming endorphins. I wanted it—craved it.

My nerves and synapses came alive as painful sensations rushed through them. My body chemistry flooded with endorphins, and I was soon drunk with their narcotic effect, dulling the pain. My arousal grew with each rough handling.

Jediah reversed himself and sat lightly on the small of my back, facing my toes, his knees at my waist. He grabbed my thighs and opened them.

“Keep them spread apart, slut, or this will seem like a tickle,” his voice invaded the echoes in my ears.

I groaned, my thoughts jumbled in the fog of pain morphing into lust. I spread my thighs, exposing my bare cunt and tight anus. I growled a low purr as I pressed back into the rubber plug.

“ysssthhh Daaadahh,” I moaned, hoping it would be more than just a little plug.

I felt his hand work between my open thighs and the curves of my reddened and abraded ass. My cunt was leaking with arousal, not a remnant of my arousal in the bar or my last quick fuck with a feckless John. No, this new flavor of lust made my body tremble with desire. The extreme pain flowing through me was like pouring gasoline on a fire. Everything amplified the cycle of pain-feeding arousal. I ground my bruised sex into his fingers as he shoved them deeply, forcing three, then four fingers into my splayed cunt lips.

I felt him pull his fingers away, then twist off of me. My hips rolled, and I tried to squirm back, seeking his fingers. I groaned in frustration around the ever-present ball, forcing my jaw open. Then I heard him push down his trousers and boxers.

I twisted my head to look back at him as he gripped and stroked his cock. I crabbed backward towards him on the bed. He grabbed my hands and brought my wrists together, trapping them at the base of my spine. I nodded into the sheet, lifted my ass, waved it, and offered my cunt to him. I felt him crawl on his knees until his cock teased my heated opening. I writhed at the contact, rolling my hips to feel his man-meat finally penetrating my emptiness.

Jediah’s solid hands and arms worked my wrists and arms, twisting my palms together and rotating my fingers to point up my spine. The painful strain on my elbows and shoulders barely registered as I groaned meekly at this new taste of pain. Looking back over my shoulder at Jediah with lust-filled eyes, I rolled my head to the side. I knew what I wanted.

“Futh muh khuunn,” I begged through the gag, driving my hips back as Jediah forced my hands higher up my spine.

He grabbed my elbows and pushed them in; my arms twisted in a reverse prayer pose. My shoulders rolled as I screamed my pain into the gag. He slammed into my cunt with a hard thrust, and I bucked, welcoming the stiff, hot shaft into my buzzing cunt. I growled as my hips rolled, squeezing the invading cock with my inner muscles.

Jediah started rutting like an animal, letting his lust take over. One hand gripped a handful of my hair and yanked my head back. My extended jaws, the giant rubber gag, and now my craned neck made breathing a chore. I gagged on my drool and gurgled as I tried to draw a breath of oxygen. Jediah hammered my cunt with powerful strokes, and I bucked into orgasm.

In my oxygen-deprived, pain-filled state, the orgasm was a rush of release mixed with pain. My nerves flexed as they used up the last of the oxygen, and I felt my eyes roll back, and my muscles slumped as I blacked out.

I detached and watched my body slump lifeless on the bed. Jediah let go of her—my hair and unclipped the gag, making sure my body was still breathing.

Stroking his still-rigid cock, he grunted his release and coated my reddened back and ass with his hot white cream. When he recovered, he went to his suitcase for supplies. He cuffed my ankles together, then my wrists behind my back. He locked my limbs together using the clips and left me limp in a rough, hog-tied position.

As my breathing returned to normal, he pushed the gag back into my slack mouth and stood up to admire his work, ensuring I was breathing regularly. My body was a mess. The once smooth, vibrant flesh was bruised and scratched along my sides and ass. This girl who looked like me slept with an odd grin, even gagged, that seemed content, at least to Jediah’s demented vision.

I watched from the ceiling as he slipped to his knees on the opposite bed; the room came with a pair of full-sized mattresses. He said his prayers quickly, then slipped between the sheets. I felt myself sink back into my body and then trembled as the pain returned, followed by the constant ache of need in my dripping, throbbing cunt.

DISTANT PAST - DEBORAH - DIARY ENTRY

I was craven. I see that now, I weakly succumbed to murderous revenge. I wasn’t strong enough to walk away. I needed to leave my mark as I fled that hellhole.

I still remember how the stench of the three-day orgy filled my nostrils as I fled the scene. My powers hadn’t waned during the ordeal—they blossomed. I had fed on their constant arousal. I was always alert and knew what I was doing. The men of the compound were in a frenzy of lust. Lust they hadn’t felt in their lifetimes. My powers bloomed in an incredible display, my body an object of desire for their demented fantasies. I let them feed. I let them get drunk on their perversions.

“Use me,” I’d said to myself.

While their mortal flesh tired from their dark fantasies, my flesh was energized — the power flowing and building inside me.

I remember how they clawed at me, trying to mark me. My power kept me radiant and unharmed. I let them into my body, taking them willingly into my ass, cunt, and mouth. Sucking their lust and passion into me, each connection making me even more powerful. Their human seed tasted like the feast of Bacchus to me, and I let myself get carried away as I gorged on the feast. I watched with feral eyes the younger men, too young to participate in the rite of passage, hovering as spectators around this orgy of the gods.

Zedekiah was near my age, and though genders kept to themselves in our patriarchal slum, I knew of him. He was a brooding young man, though handsome physically. His eyes darkened with his desire to control, manipulate, and corrupt, just like his father.

Zedekiah’s father was the Yeqon leader and a power-hungry man. He was involved in my awakening, trying to coordinate the men with the ultimate desire to control me. He used his powers to manipulate them as best he could. In the early parts of the first night, the lads’ overheated lust for me made it difficult for them to control their impulses. Ultimately, the strength of my allure and the needy, feckless youth ignoring his mental commands overwhelmed him early in the night. He fell to an aneurysm, lying still to the side of the flesh pit I thrived within.

I was in the center while eight pairs of hands gripped me, and I fed from their lust when the older man slumped to his knees and fell. Zedekiah kept his eyes on me. I remember his icy cold stare; I think he knew my goal. After he watched as my first victim, his father, fell dead, he turned and walked away. I felt the dark spirits cackle as I had done their bidding. The first victim only whetted the dark sprites’ appetites, and they goaded me to continue.

And continue I did, through the next day, letting the younger men have their fun. I enjoyed their antics and fed on their power and their seed. The first victim had left me feeling powerful, and I reflected that power as lust with the willing young men. I maintained my watch on the elders, my targets. My first victim was crippling, but Zedekiah had promise as his heir. I wanted to end a line with my next victim. I finally saw my target.

He was considered the wise one, a Penemue, a so-called teacher. I knew the dark spirits influenced him. His false teachings led to female enslavement on and off the ranch. I had friends in each of the leaders’ houses. They fed me intel as my body was prepped for unholy birthing into a succubus.

The Penemue fool had counseled that I would become addicted to the power, and then they could enslave me. I laughed as I watched him orbit outside the pleasure pit of young male flesh surrounding me. The fact that he had only produced six daughters must have made him feel ashamed and frustrated. No male would be left to continue his line when I conquered him.

I admit I goaded him when one virile young man hit me in the right spot, and I blossomed into an orgasm that left me pulsing with power. I fed on the young man’s powerful release and focused my energies directly on the old man. His fall from an infarction brought on by a massive erection was even more shocking to the crowd as they cleaned up the mess before eagerly restarting their ordination rite.

I was granted a brief respite while they cleaned up his mess. Even allowing me to cool and cleanse my heated, sweaty, and cum glazed flesh with water and a soft rag. I didn’t want or need the cleaning and spent the time pushing my power to keep the young men in the game. I needed them to stay aroused—I wasn’t done yet. They rallied as my power entranced them, their youthful cocks stiffening inside my supernatural aura.

One more victim, I promised myself, then I’d leave this place forever—even if it killed me. I focused on the dark Samyaza puppet master, sitting on his silly throne and wearing the perverse breastplate. I knew he was protected from my powers as long as he wore that charm. But I didn’t need to use my abilities to trap him. He was a male. His lusts weakened him; I only had to use his natural fleshy desires to trap him.

I worked the crowd of boys that teemed around me, taking them in each hole and two more in my hands. When a cock exploded in a pulsing flow of white cream that now decorated my flesh, leaving a glaze over the glow of my powers, I pulled another one forward. I danced and showed every male watching that I could make them feel like a god. I’d feed them the power of angels. I fulfilled their sexual lusts beyond their beliefs. I worked for a day, enticing that damned Samyaza dictator. The stream of young men kept me charged and full of power.

The leader finally succumbed to his inborn lust. Rising from his silly throne and tossing the breastplate to the ground, his erection throbbed from his pudgy gut. I giggled in glee as he shoved the boys away from me, his eyes dark as he felt my lust flow through him. As he took me, my power bloomed, and I let my fangs grow, claws stretching from my fingers.

I struck as the darkness consumed me.

When my senses returned, I walked away from the mob in the shadows. Alone, I felt the high priest’s metallic breastplate with twelve stones hang from my sore fingers. My body was naked and sticky from the ordeal. I felt tired, weary, and painful. As I recalled what I had done, I shivered in disgust and realized I needed to flee.

I saw a young girl, almost my age, walking alone through a small opening between two of the compound’s uniform houses. I rushed to her and grabbed her dress. She struggled as I pulled it off her torso. She turned around and was stunned at the sight of my naked flesh. I was powerless as I held the breastplate and must have looked horrible. While she was stunned by the gruesome sight of me, I pulled the dress from her, leaving her in just her temple garments. I tore off her top garment, exposing her breasts, and she shrieked and ran.

I dropped the breastplate to the ground and felt my power bloom again, feeding on the latent lust in the air. I pulled the dress over my head, covering my flesh that had felt torn and abraded without my powers. I kneeled and worked the breastplate, gripping the brownstone, and the relic sapped my strength as my power ebbed. I managed to pry it free, clawing at it before I dropped the plate to the dust. I wrapped the brownstone inside the girl’s bodice and paused, slipping the bundle into a pocket of the dress I stole. I sighed as my now-unrestricted power released itself and fueled me. I knew that I could escape now. I raced down the compound’s drive and into the night.

I was free.

DISTANT PATH - ZEDEKIAH

The succubus bitch had gotten away. The shock of the high priest’s fall was still buzzing through the compound. I was shocked but not surprised that my father had perished. He was never as controlled as he should have been. Our power was subtle, and he used it recklessly, overconfident in his ability.

I traced the trail of blood from the platform, the blood of our leader dripping off the edge. Young men, only a few years older than I, writhed in pain from their folly. Fucking anything and anyone to please a full-blown succubus for three days was excess. Fools. I hadn’t been invited onto the platform, and I knew I wanted no part of the stench of that craven whore. They deserved the pain they’d feel. I had turned away after watching my father fall. I was the eldest Yeqon now. The continuation of our line rested on me.

Night was thinning, a pale line of light creeping along the eastern horizon. My dim lantern would not be needed for long. Its yellow glow slid across a slab of dusty metal, and I kicked it over—the breastplate. I recognized the stones. Grancha Hezekiah’s stones. He had brought them with him from Wales and fashioned his breastplate from them. He’d told me the tale dozens of times as I sat on his knee and listened to his cryptic Cymraeg yarns.

He would point at each stone and tell me its name until I could recite the twelve from memory. Strange names, like his Seelie and Unseelie fairy tales—echoes of Enoch’s angelic host: Yeqon, Baraqiel, Peneume. I heard myself murmuring them now, thumb circling the hole in the plate. Baraqiel was missing. The succubus whore had torn it out. Her bloody fingers had marked the brass fittings.

“Just leave it,” came a voice behind me. “I’ll take care of that, son.”

The man was bearded, his eyes a pale, unreadable grey. His clothes and bearing were travel-worn, but his presence felt untouched by fatigue. I watched his hands; the palms were deeply scarred, as if from wounds long healed. He stooped, lifted the breastplate, and slipped it beneath his arm with a familiar ease. His gaze rested on me, weighing me, and for a moment I felt a wisdom on me that outstripped any man’s years.

“You are close,” he said quietly, “but not completely gone. There is still a choice you can make.”

“What do you mean?” I asked. Heat flared behind my eyes. Who was this man to judge me?

His mouth twitched toward a smile, then sank into a knowing frown. He closed his eyes as the sun cleared the horizon and sighed as the warmth touched his face.

“Darkness is hard,” he murmured, not quite speaking to me, and turned toward the rising light.

“Mind your choices, Zedekiah.”

He walked away, carrying my family relic without apology, and slipped between two nearby houses. By the time I thought to follow, he was gone.

“How did he know my name?” I wondered and turned back toward the elders. They would need counsel.


CHAPTER 11
FUTURE PAST


DISTANT PAST - ISAIAH, KATIE AND SAMMIE

After Samantha graduated from high school, Isaiah promoted her to a full-time nanny. Part of her compensation was room and board. The money was tight for three people, and four people didn’t make it any easier. The arrangement’s benefits made it easy for the three adults to make the most of the situation. Samantha loved to serve her two lovers and cared for Jeremiah as he grew into a toddler.

Isaiah started calling her Sammie, which made Katie smile. The two women grew closer. They thought it was merely a typical attraction. Isaiah’s gift had helped to convince them their love was natural and unique. They had no reason to doubt it; everything they felt made Isaiah’s words seem genuine. When they questioned something, Isaiah leaned closer, concentrated, and then explained what they should understand. They’d giggle and nod their heads.

“Of course, Isaiah, I should have known that” was their common refrain.

Isaiah had known his family had special powers. His father was never able to explain his legacy thoroughly. He would allude to them and hint at them, but never commit to teaching his son anything. He was gone so often that, even with frequent moves across the region, Zedekiah’s sales job kept him out of the house. Isaiah loved his mother, but she was clueless. Any question about this strange idea of powers would be met with the same refrain.

“You have to talk to your father. He’ll know the answer.”

The aftermath of his leaving home and choosing Katie and their son over his family only further isolated him. He did his best. His guilt at being caught in bed with the babysitter had made him instantly sober. He could fool himself and blame the three beers on his seduction. Though he knew the truth, he had led both girls to accept his selfish pleasures.

It wasn’t a horrible situation; the culture of the early 1970s almost reveled in alternative relationships. Even the mostly rural community in Oregon seemed to shrug and allow the trio to live in a semblance of peace.

They had Katie and Sammie’s parents over for Jeremiah’s third birthday. The older adults were initially concerned, seeing how close Sammie was to Katie and Isaiah. Protective fathers and worried mothers tossed a few accusing words. Isaiah’s smile and reasonable explanations seemed to calm their fears. The expanded family accepted the unorthodox trio and truly loved the little boy, Jeremiah.

Isaiah was troubled, though, and he fell into phases of depression. He knew he was living a lie of his own making. That more lies handled the consequences only made his moods darker. Finally, he decided he needed to know more about his powers. He needed to find his father and talk to him. He hated the idea of returning to his father with every fiber of his being. However, he took some leave from work while Katie was between semesters and traveled to Montana to find his father.

PAST - JEREMIAH

I woke up to the sound of a telephone ringing. As I blinked, the small form in the shape of a nicely tanned Lexi was heading to the phone. She turned back, her red hair looking amazing against her now tawny and freckle-less flesh.

“Hello,” she said. “Lexi speaking.”

I raised an eyebrow, wondering how the person on the other end of the line would react. To my knowledge, no one knew that Lexi lived here, nor would they associate her voice with mine. Maybe Jerry would, but he’d be more apt to drop by unannounced than ring me at 8:45 in the morning.

Lexi smiled at me. “Oh, yes, Mr. Jones, I remember you,” she said while posing nude for me. My eyes followed the flawless curves of her flexible, toned body, and I felt my cock stiffen.

I crawled over the still sleeping bodies of the three flawless girls in my bed. “I’m sleeping with supermodels,” I thought, still amazed at the long night of body sculpting.

“Sure,” Lexi said as I approached. “He’s right here.”

She handed me the phone and kissed my cheek.

“Good morning, Master.”

“Hello,” I said into the receiver as I hugged Lexi quickly before she strolled into her closet, dressing for her morning run, “This is Jeremiah.”

“Mr. Jackson,” the salesman said on the other end. “Just wanted to let you know your cruiser is on its way. It should be at your address in about an hour and a half. Can I confirm your address and that you’ll be present to receive your new cruiser?”

“Oh wow,” I said, suddenly remembering how much we needed to do when the cruiser arrived. I repeated my address and assured him that I would be home. As I hung up the phone, I went back to bed and woke my sleeping beauties.

“Time to get moving, lovers,” I said, softly touching each of them. “The RV will be here in an hour and a half.”

Carmen looked over at me with a yawn and a stretch. Then, as she processed the words, she shot up. Her new, firmer breasts still had a nice bounce. She slipped out of bed as I admired my work.

“Why didn’t you tell me sooner?” Carmen lamented, scrambling to get dressed. “We wasted so much time yesterday!”

That may have been true, but I enjoyed the fruits of my work as I watched the three sleeping beauties slip naked across the room to their closets to get dressed. Lexi appeared in her skimpy running attire and promised Carmen she’d be quick.

I followed Alyssa into our closet and distractedly pulled at my erection as she tugged her jeans up her taut legs. My erection pulsed at the view of her bending over to lift a t-shirt off a shelf. She looked at me as she pulled the shirt over her top, stretching the logo across her perky breasts. She noticed me absently stroking my cock at the shift of her stiff nipples under the cotton tee.

“Like what you see?” she smiled and slipped forward, putting her hand over mine, and pulling with me. “I know I do.”

She took a few moments to stroke with me, then kissed my cheek, “C’mon, Carmen will have our hides if we get distracted again today.”

“Focus,” I repeated to myself and sighed as I pulled some boxers over my turgid shaft, then tucked them inside my jeans and put on a t-shirt. I shook my head to clear my thoughts, then headed upstairs to check in with Carmen about what needed to be done.

DISTANT PAST - ISAIAH

Isaiah felt a slow, dull pain grow in his gut as his car sped further away from his home. Katie and Sammie would be fine while he was on his trip, and Jeremiah adored both of his mothers. The precocious toddler would probably not even realize his father’s absence. He drove east and wound up the highway through the foothills of the Cascade range, then deeper into the mountains. He reckoned his route across the high desert of Eastern Oregon through Boise and south of the Bitterroot mountains would clear him of any snowfall before he drove north towards Pinebluff.

The rain dumping on the western half of the Cascades would only be a bother for the first few hours of his trip. The rain shadow of those towering mountain peaks kept the state’s eastern half dry most of the time. As he wound through the hills, he realized he was hungry. The fall day was cold and rainy, but the parks were still open for most of the lakes. The skiing season hadn’t begun, and fishermen would be looking for their last catch. He remembered a small lodge on the edge of a small lake formed by an artesian spring.

“They serve good hamburgers,” Isaiah recalled as he downshifted and turned down the winding entrance to the park, “I’ll fill my stomach and can still make Burns by nightfall.”

He parked in the gravel parking lot and walked quickly in the rain to the wooden cabin that served as a lunch counter/boat rental office. The lake allowed no motorboats, and the tight, winding road to the park discouraged most boat trailers from entering. The lodge rented out rowboats by the hour, and on this rainy day, most were clipped to the pier with short chains and drifted in the wind.

Isaiah shook the rain from his hair as he entered the lodge and found a stool at the lunch counter. The kind older woman who split time taking orders and filling out a crossword came and poured him a cup of coffee.

“I’d like a burger and fries, please,” Isaiah said as she looked at him with a smile and a lifted brow.

She nodded, penciled it onto her pad, then turned and rang a bell, slipping the sheet onto a metal ring. He was the only one as she swung it around towards the kitchen. Some noises came from the kitchen, and soon the sizzle of ground beef hitting hot steel filled the air.

The door opened, and the lady looked up again with a smile and raised an eyebrow at the new guest. His bearded face and gaunt form led Isaiah to think he might be a vagrant traveler.

“The usual, Marge,” the man said with a smile, then looked at Isaiah. “Mind some company for lunch?”

“Um, sure,” Isaiah said with a wave, inviting the man to sit next to him.

Marge repeated her routine and settled quietly back at her crossword. It seemed this lunch counter ran on telepathy, as she hadn’t said a word, but two lunches were being cooked with quiet efficiency.

Isaiah had expected a different smell from the rough-looking man beside him. Instead of sweat and other body odors, the fragrance of the forest emanated from his form, with notes of pine and a hint of smoke. The older man’s scent wasn’t unpleasant at all.

“What brings you here?” the man asked, with the air of someone who was a regular, protecting his turf. Isaiah understood that the question stemmed from curiosity, though not from malice.

“Passing through,” Isaiah said. “I’m headed to Montana to search for my father.”

The man smiled and ran his fingers through his beard, shedding the rainwater collected there, “Searching for a father is good work, though sometimes it can be frightening.”

Isaiah nodded, unsure what to say, and the man slid a copper plate with eleven stones across the counter towards Isaiah. Isaiah looked at it curiously. It seemed one stone was missing from the hole it left along the top row. The other stones were not spectacular. In this setting, they looked more like a fishing lure than anything else. Isaiah looked at the man, whose kind grey eyes caught his smile, though his beard masked his lips.

“That’s for you,” the man said. “It’ll protect you on your journey.”

“Ummm, thanks… “ Isaiah said, picking up the odd thing to look at it more closely.“ I didn’t catch your name.”

“These people call me Josh,” he said, spreading his arms to indicate—Marge and the unseen cook. At least that was all that was currently present in the tiny cabin. In such a small company, Isaiah thought the statement was a bit weird.

Josh started on some fishing stories, and Isaiah, wanting to be polite, accepted the strange gift and slipped the odd metal plate into his jacket pocket. By the time the older man had finished his tales, the pair had finished their lunches. They both rose to leave, and the older man caught Isaiah’s hand as he reached for his wallet.

“Put them both on my tab, Marge.” Josh said, smiling again, “It was a pleasure to break bread with you, Isaiah.”

Isaiah looked curiously at the man, thinking, “I don’t remember telling him my name,” but holding out his hand to shake and thank the man for an enjoyable lunch and his stories.

The man’s palms were scarred, making his touch feel slightly different. “Must have gotten snagged on a fish hook or net,” Isaiah thought, recalling some of the more exciting tales the man had shared.

“Keep looking up, Isaiah,” the man said as they parted ways in the pouring rain. “There is always light above the clouds.”

Isaiah smiled at the saying and the truth in the man’s words. Isaiah waved and then rushed back through the sheeting rain to his car. He started the engine and headed up the winding exit. He turned back onto the highway and accelerated towards the pass’s summit, eager to put some miles behind him. He still felt the ache of missing his two lovers and his son, but he felt oddly energized about making the trip.

PAST - JEREMIAH

I finished hauling my luggage into the living room, where Carmen had us stage our gear. I had two suitcases and a duffel bag. With the details of our hasty trip still undefined, I had no idea what to pack, so I settled on about ten days’ worth of clothes that would work in various climates. It was summer, and in the Northwest, that could mean anything from hot, humid days to drenching thunderstorms. I added my bags to the growing pile of suitcases and boxes as we waited for the coach to arrive.

Carmen had us well organized. She’d stacked kitchen supplies she’d picked up during the expanded shopping trip after we bought the coach. Her ability to track long lists in her head was incredible, and I trusted her intuition—she had yet to forget a single thing. Her personal gear was also surprisingly compact for a grown woman. She knew what she liked and didn’t need many options. I’d told the girls I wanted each of them to bring at least one outfit suitable for a nice restaurant. Carmen modeled a form-fitting black dress that clung to her thighs, and I immediately approved.

Lexi’s gear was just as compact. Her love of running and rope climbing added an extra equipment bag, but she made up for it with a streamlined wardrobe that fit her comfortably. Her dress for the night out was a stunning green A-line skirt that highlighted her muscular legs, paired with a cropped top that had me smiling at the glimpse of her tight, toned abdomen.

Alyssa packed much like I did: mainly comfortable jeans and T-shirts, with a few flannel button-ups for the cooler mountain days. She added a couple of oversized sweaters she loved to wear while studying, often curling her knees up inside them to keep her legs warm. Her special outfit was a warm red one-piece dress whose skirt swung just above her knees.

Kelly, though… Kelly was different, maybe more typical. Where most of us had two or three bags, Kelly had eight. One was strictly for cosmetics and hair supplies. Why a dazzling succubus needed such mundane things was a mystery to me. She’d packed three outfits for every possible weather combination, plus another suitcase crammed with belts, cheap costume jewelry, and other accessories. I shrugged; the motor coach had plenty of storage underneath the carriage, so the extra luggage wasn’t much of a concern.

Carmen loved teasing Kelly about her extravagance. Kelly’s Barbie-like personality was on full display as she hauled three armloads of her things up from the basement. I knew she’d look fantastic in anything, but she insisted each environment demanded just the right look. She had three different “special” outfits picked out—just in case.

“You never know exactly what you need, Jeremiah,” she told me, modeling each outfit in turn, her perfect form looking fabulous in every one. “I can’t possibly take only one.”

“Okay, Kelly,” I said, surrendering. “If you can convince Carmen, it’s fine with me.” I didn’t mind passing the buck, but with a thought, I warned Carmen not to be too strict with her.

They haggled, and Carmen managed to cut Kelly’s load down to five bags and a much smaller makeup kit. In the middle of their final round of negotiations, a loud horn played a jaunty tune, and the rumble of a bus drifted in from outside.

We filed out the front door to watch our large cruiser ease neatly up to the curb. The driver waved from the window, left the engine running, and climbed out of the seat. He walked through the main cabin and exited from the side door.

“Jeremiah Jackson?” he asked with a smile, just as a smaller car pulled up behind the bus.

“That’s me,” I said. “Thanks for bringing her down safely.” I shook his hand and slipped a tip into his palm, not entirely sure what the protocol was for delivering a camper.

He felt the bill and smiled, smoothly pocketing the money. I signed the receipt, and he gave me a quick tour of the driver’s panel and plant management console. Once he was satisfied I understood the basics, he waved and climbed into the passenger seat of the other car. We were left with our new, fully customized motor coach parked in front of our yard.

Carmen whistled through her teeth, and we started ferrying gear from the house to the camper. She seemed to know exactly where everything belonged. Once the cargo was loaded, she shooed Kelly and Alyssa out of the cabin.

“Lexi and I have some arranging to do,” she said. “You three will just be in the way. Go find something to do.”

I shrugged and headed back toward the house, already thinking of what enjoyable things I might do with this unexpected free time, when the phone rang. Kelly slipped inside, answered, and smiled brightly.

“Oh, hi, Tommy!” she said. The way the girls addressed my uncle still sounded strange to me. I had too much respect for the man to call him anything but Thomas or Uncle. Still, I was glad they felt close enough to him to use his preferred nickname.

“Sure,” Kelly said, glancing at Alyssa and me. “We can come down right now. Is it okay if Alyssa comes along?”

She nodded at his response, hung up, and took both our hands. “Tommy has the marriage license and paperwork for us to sign. We should get that done so Mother won’t have to worry about it while we’re gone.”

Alyssa smiled and hugged Kelly tight.

“Thank you for inviting me, Kelly,” she said. “But that’s for you and Jeremiah. I want to read and study some more. I’ll see you when you get back.”

I studied Alyssa, making sure she was truly fine. She sent me a happy thought, letting me know this was exactly what she wanted—and reassuring me that marrying Kelly was the right thing for all of us.

I took Kelly’s hand, and we walked toward my uncle’s house. The summer air was perfectly warm. We were both tired from loading the cruiser, and the light breeze felt good on our sweaty skin.

Uncle Thomas was waiting on his porch. “Where is Alyssa?” he asked.

“She stayed home,” I said. “She’s in research mode. You can’t turn her brain off when she’s curious about something.”

Kelly giggled, remembering her ride home with Alyssa bouncing between forms.

“That’s so true of her!” Kelly said, then hugged Thomas and kissed his cheek.

Thomas blushed and ushered us inside.

“There’s someone I’d like you two to meet,” he said, leading us into his study.

A broad-shouldered woman with brown hair rose from a chair as we entered. She was slightly plump, but the first thing you noticed was her warm, open smile. She stepped forward and took Kelly’s hand.

“I’m Miranda,” she said. “I’m the pastor of the Universal Church.”

She studied Kelly for a moment, then lowered her gaze and noticed the brown pendant Carmen had insisted Kelly wear.

“We can’t be getting distracted,” Carmen had said with a smile. “We’ll never leave if we stop to fuck every five minutes. You keep that thing on, Mistress.”

Kelly blushed at the memory, then focused again on Miranda.

“What a fascinating stone,” Miranda said, snapping us back into the present. “I’m sure there’s a story behind it.”

Kelly nodded, hesitating over how much to say, but Miranda had already turned to me.

“You must be Jeremiah,” she said. “I knew your mother and father many years ago, before I was ordained. They were a lovely couple.”

I smiled, unsure how to respond, as she motioned for us to sit. She glanced at Thomas with a pointed, expectant look.

Thomas cleared his throat.

“Yes, well, your marriage license requires premarital counseling,” he said. He looked at us, then at Miranda, who gave a reassuring smile. “Miranda has generously offered her services to take care of that requirement. Miranda…”

Now that I understood the purpose of the meeting, a new worry crept in: what if our stories didn’t match? What if she saw through our façade? I forced myself to keep smiling.

“That’s wonderful,” I said. “I know this may feel rushed. Kelly’s parents have a very tight schedule, and three weeks is the best fit.”

“Tell me how you met Kelly, Jeremiah,” Miranda said.

Her gaze moved steadily between us. Her warm smile and relaxed manner started to put me at ease. She wasn’t an enemy—not in Thomas’s house.

I described my trip to Kelly’s school in Eastern Washington—how we met, how we felt an immediate connection, and how we fell in love. I told her how it felt being apart, how we met up halfway between our schools in mid-semester. Kelly picked up the story and explained that her parents lived closer to State, and that she transferred there to be with me.

“Sounds like a lovely, if rapid, romance,” Miranda said, bringing the narrative to a close.

“The state of Oregon takes marriage between a man and a woman very seriously,” she continued gently. “I believe the union of male and female is the basis of our society. Two people pledging fidelity solely to each other is what makes our culture work.”

We both nodded, letting her continue.

“Thomas tells me you’re pregnant, Kelly,” she said. “I must ask—and please don’t take this as judgment; that’s not my intention—are you certain it is Jeremiah’s child?”

Kelly blushed but nodded.

“Jeremiah is the only man I’ve ever been with. It must be his.” Her simple honesty reassured Miranda, and I nodded as well.

“We connected so naturally,” I said. “I never thought about birth control. We didn’t plan to have a child, but I take full responsibility for raising ours.”

Miranda laughed softly, her eyes bright with an inner wisdom.

“It is man’s folly to think he has control over procreation.”

Her words hung between us for a moment. Then her warm smile returned.

“You’re both very committed. I can feel the connection. The state believes that a father-and-mother union provides a safe place for a child to feel loved and grow in a genuine relationship. Is that what you seek?”

“Yes,” I said immediately, surprised by how deeply her words struck me. I’d never really thought about what a child needed, but her simple picture of a husband and wife raising a child together resonated with me.

“I want that for our child, as much as I’m able,” I said.

Kelly slipped a hand around my arm and leaned in. “We both do,” she said.

Miranda leaned back, studying us for a moment, then turned to Thomas.

“I’ll sign the papers, Thomas. They’re exactly as you described: a wonderful young couple.”

After signing the affidavit, she turned back to me. “I hope your love burns as brightly as your parents’ and lasts much longer. They died too young.”

She touched my hands, and it felt as though she were absorbing my feelings as I thought about my parents—or what I thought I knew about them. The stories from my childhood, even the ones from my uncle, didn’t quite match what we’d learned about my father. She smiled enigmatically and squeezed my hands as she rose to leave.

“You were loved, Jeremiah,” she said softly, “very deeply. I can feel their souls in your touch, and I know they still look after you, even on the next plane.”

I smiled, thanked her, and turned her words over in my mind. I didn’t know anything about religion or the teachings of the Universal Church, but her presence was calming, and her words felt like sincere encouragement. I held on to them, determined to remember as we uncovered more of the truth.

After Miranda left, my uncle shifted into full business mode. We signed the marriage license application, and he assured me the legal paperwork would be completed.

“When are you expected back?” he asked, stacking the last paper and rising to hug us both.

I looked to Kelly, and she answered.

“We’ll be back in three weeks,” she said. “Mother has made plans for three weeks from Saturday, in our garden. Please tell me you can come—and bring your wife and family. We’re all family now.”

“Of course. We wouldn’t miss it,” Thomas said, kissing her cheek. “You two be safe and careful. The things Alyssa and I found about that evil cult are disturbing. Get what you need to learn about your father and get out. No good will come from lingering in that region. Tell the girls I send my love.”

Kelly and I walked back home, our arms linked. We were happy, looking forward to a bright future. A sunny Oregon summer day can be fleeting, and we hurried as we spotted a rain cloud building and drifting west toward us. We slipped up the steps of the house just as the first drops began to fall.

DISTANT PAST - DEBORAH - DIARY ENTY

My soul hurts. I was selfish to leave the Priesthood. I knew I had to escape, but had I known the cost, I should have killed myself in the end. My selfishness kept me alive. I don’t know why I survived, why the instinct to keep breathing kept me going.

I had no idea as I walked that lonely road to the neighboring town that night, I had left the compound with the seed of so many evil men stirring in my womb. It never crossed my mind that I could become pregnant with their spawn.

A couple took me in, cleaned me up and fed me, listened to my story, and gave me money. Putting me on a bus and sending me to a home for battered women, which they knew of in Boise. They didn’t realize the whore they helped was bearing the seed of demons. They should have left me beside the road to die.

I couldn’t kill the thing that made my belly rise a month after arriving at the shelter. The sisters of the rite didn’t believe in abortion, regardless of parentage. I pleaded with them not to let this spawn breathe. They had no idea what to do with me; I’m sure my ravings sounded like a madwoman. They found a spot in a mental hospital, and I spent most of the rest of the pregnancy restrained at night. I was lying on my back, looking up at the window to the stars in the sky; my wrists and feet were bound “for my safety.”

My hatred for the cult grew as I sat in this jail of soft white walls and leather straps. This place was no different, really. Always controlling the females, can’t let them make their own decisions. I was filled with hate, darkness, and anger as my belly slowly grew more prominent.

I was plotting how to kill my child when the time came to give birth. I fantasized about how to make it look natural as I breathed through the contractions. They felt like tickles compared to the pain my father often tortured me with. As I started to push, I plotted how a single pillow at night could make the beast stop breathing. My vagina opened to allow the spawn of demons to find the air of light. I cursed at the fates as the wriggling creature started to cry its pitiful tune.

Then the cursed nurses put the baby girl on my breast.

One look in her eyes, and I was gone.

I can’t harm my child! I must protect her! I must keep her safe!

Her eyes sought mine, and a bond of love, so strange to my young body, formed. Her tiny fingers wrapped around my fingers. I felt my heart leap in joy, and I knew her name.

“Call her Elizabeth,” I said to the nurse. “Please, her name is Elizabeth.”

PAST - JEDIAH AND JENN

Jediah tugged at Jenn’s dark tangle of hair, her half-nude body scrambling in the ripped dress he’d pulled over her bruised flesh. He looked at the door numbers as he pulled her down the hall. Jenn’s mouth dripped a drop of blood on the floor as she worked her tongue over the hole in her jaw where a tooth had been.

Jediah pulled to a halt outside a room and slammed the girl’s head into the door. His feral grin was dark as he licked his lip, inhaling her sudden flash of pain as her skull pounded into the door.

“Key,” he said.

The girl put the brass key she clung to into his hand. Her arms were shaking from the shock her body was lapsing in and out of. Her humiliation of waking hogtied to the bed and the pain of an hour of torture she’d endured before he dressed her and took her down the hall. She was filled with shame, fear, humiliation, and a dark part of her brain was thrilled by the feelings, even as her physical body ached and poured more endorphins into her blood.

The girl shivered, her eyes dull and unfocused. Her mind must have detached from her body to cope with the events of the last 8 hours. Her unfocused, spacey eyes were unresponsive as he pushed in the door and shoved her body awkwardly into the room.

He tossed her limp frame to the bed, and the man sleeping woke with a start, looking wildly around until he saw Jediah looking down at him. He shrank back as he saw the rage in the older man’s dark eyes. The girl’s body twitched, and her unfocused eyes blinked slowly as she shifted in and out of consciousness.

“You’re supposed to be protecting her, Michael,” the older man spat at the younger man.

“I know, Jediah,” he said, looking wildly around and finding the girl slumped on the bed beside him. He rolled towards her, then recoiled as he saw how badly she’d been beaten.

“I was exhausted. Who did this to her?”

Jediah leaned toward the boy and spat at him. “I did, you fool.”

Michael shrank back from Jediah and looked back and forth from the beaten girl to the angry man. Jediah fixed his gaze on Michael until Michael dropped his eyes to the floor. Then he slumped into a chair and exhaled a long breath.

The girl groaned and curled into a fetal position, unaware of her surroundings. Jediah had driven her through a pain-arousal cycle this morning, addicting her to the endorphin rush. He truncated it with frustration because she started craving the pain a bit too much. It was a balance he needed. A good whore served her John’s passions, not her own perverse needs.

He shifted his eyes back to Michael, who looked exhausted. Now with Jediah’s scolding, he felt shame. Michael had let his guard down. He could have lost this girl to a predator that wouldn’t have stopped. She could have been killed.

“Take it as a lesson, Michael,” Jediah said, slipping into a mentoring tone. “These girls are the merchandise. They are our product. We must look out for them until they are safe in their houses. I want you to return to the field and find a new mark.”

“What?” Michael said, looking up at him. “I was going to take her to the compound, see her through the whole process, then take her to her assignment.”

“I’ll take her,” Jediah said. “She’s a special one, and I think a bit above your level.”

“Let me go with you,” Michael said. “I want to see the rest of the process. Please Jediah? This has been a hard year. That first mark was a waste of time.”

Jediah nodded.

“True, a desert is what you told me, but she led you to this one, right?”

“Yeah,” Michael said tiredly. “That first mark, Kelly, just disappeared. She was a cold fish. I was playing the wrong role. I can’t be a college boyfriend. I’m better at playing the bad boy. Forbidden fruit. I’ve invested a lot of time into Jenn and want to see the finished product.”

Jediah thought to himself, remembering the toil it took to be on the road, trying to seduce and corrupt women. It took a while to get the process down. Michael was showing promise. He looked over at Jenn, still a mess from his treatment. And that had only whetted his appetite. He needed another conquest to soothe his hunger. Jenn had been used up.

“Take the day, get the girl cleaned up,” Jediah said, standing and walking out of the room. “I want to leave first thing in the morning. You do a good job; I’ll consider letting you come along.”

“Understood, boss,” Michael said, turning and waking Jenn with a slap to the face.

Jediah left the boy to his task and walked back to his room. A short nap and he could be on the prowl by dinner time. He had several targets that fed his dark thoughts; they all showed up in places like this from time to time. Rural areas had their share of lonely housewives or newly divorced cougars. He looked forward to his hunt.

PAST - JEREMIAH

Alyssa looked worn down as Kelly and I returned to our empty house. Her eyes were damp as if she’d been crying. She marked her place with an old photo and put aside the diary she’d been reading. She stood and greeted Kelly first, hugging her tightly. She lifted her hand and gripped the brown stone pendant tight, looking into Kelly’s eyes.

I watched, confused, as her eyes brightened and her posture straightened. When we walked in, the room seemed darker, and suddenly it felt brighter as I felt power radiate from the stone, filling the space.

“Thank you,” Alyssa said with a deep sigh, leaning and hugging Kelly as she relaxed from the tension she’d been experiencing.

“What was that about?” I asked as the pair of girls touched foreheads, taking a moment to share a bond.

“The effect of Kelly’s grandmother’s diaries,” Alyssa finally said, turning to me, as Kelly lowered her head and leaned into Alyssa, placing her head on her shoulder, resting it there.

“What about them?” I asked, concerned suddenly.

“They are surrounded by darkness,” Alyssa said. “She was tormented by dark spirits her entire life. Her experiences fill their pages, and I’m beginning to feel how she must have felt. Those spirits still linger over her possessions. They…”

She drifted off, looking at me cryptically, then continued. She must have seen my eyes growing wider, my mouth opening to question her explanation. She straightened and fixed me with a glare.

“I have no empirical way to describe this, Jeremiah. But I’m learning this world is beset with spiritual powers, light, and dark.” She pointed at the diaries. “Those books are dark,” she lifted Kelly’s pendant, “this is light.”

I nodded, but was still confused as she continued trying to explain.

“Light always overcomes darkness, J. The only hope the darkness has is to hide.”

I shook my head, puzzled. It sounded like some old religious dogma from when I was a kid in my grandfather’s church. Complete foreign to hear from Alyssa, who usually has precisely scientific explanations. I put my arms around her and Kelly. I pushed as much love, contentment, and … light into them, and they relaxed. Slowly, we all straightened as the power pulse from the stone faded into the background.

“I don’t understand,” I admitted.

“I need to read those books, even if they are dark,” Alyssa said. “I need to know the secrets if we want to survive.”

“That sounds melodramatic,” I said. “We’re going to a bank in a small town. Then we’re coming back. We will enjoy the nature, mountains, and springs along the way. I don’t think this is a trip to Mordor.”

Suddenly, Carmen was at the door.

“Okay, Master, Mistress, and Mistress, your carriage awaits!”

We forgot about what we were doing and headed toward the coach. Aly stopped me and pulled me back.

“Carry those books for me, J,” she said. “I want to have them as we drive.”

I picked up the box, still thinking she was being unreasonable, lifting the small box easily and heading towards the door. When I reached the steps and climbed into the motor coach’s main cabin, my arms felt weakened, and my mind held dark thoughts. Flashes of anger pulsed through my brain. I felt jealousy, hate, and rage try to slip into my brain. I plopped the box down and slid it into one of the closets. The feelings lessened but didn’t go away.

I looked around for Kelly. My eyes must have looked wild because there was a hint of fear in her eyes when she saw me. Then she softened and hugged me, pressing that brownstone against the flesh of my neck. I felt it pulse again, and my mind cleared, filling with different thoughts, hope, and love.

“Okay,” I managed as Carmen looked back at me as if I had grown a second head, “I understand better now, Alyssa.”

Carmen slipped into the driver’s seat and pulled a pair of shades over her eyes, “Hold on, kids, we’re underway.”

I started thinking, “What was the plan? Did Carmen know the way?”

Kelly and Alyssa started talking before I could voice my concerns.

“The contractor will be here in an hour or two, you’ve already signed power-of-attorney, and he has everything he needs to start,” Kelly said.

“His workers are going to move the rest of our stuff to storage this afternoon,” Alyssa continued.

“We’re going to Betsy’s first,” Lexi said, curling up next to me on the sofa I was sitting in.

“I want to try to contact Jenn one more time before we’re without a phone line,” Kelly explained. “Mom wants to cook us all dinner.”

“I have something I want to talk to her about, too,” Alyssa said.

She leaned into Kelly, discussing something in depth. She turned to try to explain to me. Then just waved a hand at me. Lexi leaned in and changed sofas, talking about more plans with the pair. Soon, the three of them were deep in planning and discussion.

I looked up to see Carmen laughing at me in the rear-view mirror. I got up and slid into the co-pilot seat.

“Don’t worry, Papi,” she said, “we’ve got everything under control.”

I smiled and closed my eyes, believing her completely, but the question buzzed in the back of my brain.

“Control of what?”

DISTANT PAST - ISAIAH

The lights of the town glowed on the horizon as Isaiah cruised the deserted highway. He knew there was a hotel ahead. He was tired and could use the rest. He was also lonely. He thought of Katie and Sammie and hoped they were doing well.

He pulled into the hotel—an older building—parked, and went inside. Opposite the front desk was a small bar with a few tables for food service. He reserved a room, then headed to the bar for a beer and a bite to eat.

The barmaid was a trim, dark-skinned young woman. Probably has Native American blood, Isaiah thought. She smiled brightly at him. He ordered his beer, and the simple act only deepened his loneliness. Absently watching her tend to the few customers, he lingered longer than he’d planned.

She wore tight jeans that hugged her shapely ass, and her button-down shirt stretched the hotel logo across her ample breasts. Three buttons were undone, revealing a deep cleavage that her darker complexion only emphasized. He smiled more at her as he ordered a second beer. He usually stuck to one; he was too much of a lightweight to drink more and stay sober.

He remembered the feeling he’d had the first night he seduced Sammie, when their lives changed. Watching the young woman drift closer, he scanned her to see if his power still worked. He didn’t fully understand what he saw in her, but when her eyes lifted to his, he smiled. He felt her spark with arousal and curiosity, though those feelings were held in check by steady self-control. She was attracted to Isaiah but noticed his ring and didn’t pursue it.

Intoxicated, Isaiah wanted more. With his brain blurred by alcohol, he slid his hand into his jacket pocket. Leaning back, he tried to nudge her into flirting more. His power failed as his fingers brushed the metal plate he’d placed there. He blinked, startled, and tried again—and failed again. He pulled out the plate and studied it. One dark blue stone was alight with golden lines that pulsed, then faded.

Strange, Isaiah thought. Keeping his hands away from the plate, he tried once more to push a thought toward the intoxicating young woman behind the bar. She turned from the far end and walked back toward him.

“Are you staying the night here?” she asked, her dark eyes glinting. “I’m Maria.”

She leaned over the bar to look at him. Her moral curve sparked with arousal as Isaiah smiled back.

She was thinking, I don’t have to be so afraid of married men—at least not with travelers. He’s attractive, and his eyes are so kind. I could enjoy a night with him. A one-nighter wouldn’t be so bad.

Isaiah watched, studying her eyes as she looked him over. She met his gaze, then glanced at his lips. She wet her bottom lip and caught it briefly between her teeth. Her eyes dropped to his chest, flicking between his face and his firm-looking body.

Guilt hit him as he felt her begin to heat up. He grabbed the copper plate. Her eyes cooled, and she offered him a polite, professional smile. She wiped the counter and walked back to her station.

Isaiah left a big tip and hurried up to his room, fleeing the bar with the strange plate clenched in his fist. He lay down, rested his hand on the scale, and drifted into sleep, his thoughts a confused tangle of what he might have done.

Maria watched the handsome man leave so suddenly. He looked like he’d seen a ghost. She sighed. He was attractive but unavailable, and she wanted nothing to do with a married man. Besides, her boyfriend would be by soon, and he’d be angry if he caught her flirting with anyone. She finished cleaning the bar and didn’t give the man another thought.

PRESENT - JEREMIAH

Jeremiah sat at his desk, lost in thought after Alyssa returned to the party. After bringing her to a quick orgasm to burn off the latent effects of Zac’s aura, he thought of her last words, dispelling Isaac’s latent sexual energy.

“An incubus that can mold people’s wills,” she’d said. “That boy needs to be watched.”

A woman entered my study, knocking on the door as if on cue. Even in the dim light, he recognized her head’s halo of white hair. Her frame was familiar as she smiled and walked to his desk, sitting in a chair opposite me.

“Jeremiah,” she said. “I’m worried about my grandson.”

“I know, Mom,” Jeremiah told Betsy as she scooted closer. “Alyssa and I were talking about him. We’ve told him about our family.”

“You should have told him sooner, Jeremiah,” she said stridently. “He could have been ready. He should have been trained by now.”

“Betsy, we didn’t know if he would even have powers,” Jeremiah explained. “Nothing in Alyssa’s research has ever mentioned two halflings having children that had powers.”

“Well, you should expect that would have been hidden, kept secret,” Betsy said, with exasperation. “I just felt him move through the house. He isn’t aware of the effect he has on everyone.”

“He is a bit overcharged right now,” Jeremiah admitted. “That poor girl was kissing him half the night. I adjusted her. He unconsciously slipped a bit and made her kiss him to surprise me. The girls wanted a surprise party. That part at least was a surprise.”

“It’s not a joke, Jeremiah!” she said earnestly. “You, of anyone else here, even Kelly, should know the dangers.”

“Mom, we’ve discussed this, Aly, Kelly, and me,” Jeremiah reminded her. “You watch him like a hawk. Even Carmen and Lexi watch him. They are like mother hens, sending me reports on his daily behavior. No other halfling has ever had this much adult supervision. We have a plan.”

Betsy sighed and slumped back in the chair, “I know, dear,” she said, retreating. “I’m just worried, and I’ll have to talk to whoever thought up that stunt. We can’t go around tempting that boy so.”

“I’ll talk to Carmen,” Jeremiah said, and she nodded knowingly.

“I love that girl as if she were one of mine,” Betsy said in a soft tone.” But she is as mischievous as a sprite,” she quieted more as she thought about Carmen. “It is good that she met you, Jeremiah… the darkness would have used her up, and spit her out. With you, she’s known love and light. I forget that sometimes, my love. Sometimes I have too much of my mother in me.”

“Thank you, Betsy,” Jeremiah said, standing up and hugging her, “You are the best grandmother to Zac; he is well-loved and surrounded by light. We will keep him safe, all of us. We’ll figure it out.”

Betsy slipped her arm into Jeremiah’s, and he escorted her back to the party. Later that night, Betsy would retire to her room in the large estate. She would remember her husband as she said her prayers. She would stand vigil over her beloved family until she fell asleep, just as her mother had protected her.

PAST - JEREMIAH

I stretched out in the comfortable co-pilot chair as Carmen confidently drove the cruiser out of town and headed towards the interstate. She smiled over at me, then shimmied in her newly molded flesh.

“I still can’t believe what you did to me?” Carmen said as she glanced at her flawless physique.

Her training as a dancer had built a foundation of strong, flexible muscles in her sturdy frame. Her genetics made it easy to add more curves to her when she went lax on her diet. She hadn’t paid much attention for the past six weeks. Last night, as we all paid careful attention to every curve, she’d become a bit self-conscious about how loose some sections of her arms and belly had become. By the night’s end, her flesh was tight, exposing her washboard abs and tight, round butt. Carmen had a dancer’s body through and through.

“And that thing you did with my bush, Papi?” she whistled. “I like that a lot, but it got me thinking...”

“That’s always trouble, Carmen,” I said, smiling over at her.

“Yeah, yeah, but listen to me. You know how you molded those rings you put in our ... you know what,” she said, usually not so shy with her words.

“Clit hood,” I said.

“Yeah, fuck, I always forget the name of that,” she continued. “Fuck, Papi, that was hot...”

She wriggled a bit, thinking about it, which led to more wriggles, and I had to cough to get her attention.

“Anyways,” she said. “I’ve always had a hermaphrodite fantasy...”

“Hermafra-what?” I said, “You forget clit-hood, but you remember that?”

“Hush,” she said with a blush. “A chick with a dick and pussy, is that more plain for you, Master? Could you make one of us like that?”

I thought about it and thought maybe I could, but the last couple of hours of thinking about marriage and the effects of the dark spirits made the whole thing a bit heavy.

“I probably could,” I said. “But right now, the last thing I want to talk about is sex fantasy.”

“Oh, I understand, Master,” she said. “This is some deep shit you’re going through.”

“I’ll figure it out,” I said, reciting my mantra. “Tell me more about you, though. How did you grow up?”

Carmen looked over at me for a long moment, then let out a long sigh.

“I don’t like to talk about my family, Master.”

“I know,” I said. “But I’m curious. I know more about Lexi’s foster parentage than you.”

She was silent for a moment, then stiffened her back as she drove and started talking.

“My mother, Maria, was half Indian, the teepee type, not the Hindu type. My father was 100% Mexican.”

I leaned back to listen and encouraged her with comforting thoughts.

“They met in a small town in Eastern Oregon,” she continued. “Her family was small and poor, and the town didn’t have many opportunities for minorities. She started working in a hotel, keeping their bar.”

“Anyway,” she relayed. “My father was part of a motorcycle gang. He had a wild past, and the gang felt like family to him. He didn’t do drugs or get drunk too much. But his gang started running drugs from Northern California to Nevada. They’d found that a roundabout path through Oregon was less noticeable than a direct route through Reno.”

I thought about the geography and nodded, understanding. The direct route was crowded with tourists and would have many watchful eyes. The couple of times his uncle took him duck hunting in the high desert east of the Cascades, it always seemed deserted.

“That makes sense,” I said. “What kind of drugs?”

“Oh, every kind, they made the rounds to all the whore houses outside Reno and along the northern interstate of Nevada. The Johns came for pussy and stayed for the drugs,” she said.

I wasn’t sure if Carmen understood that our quest would pass through that area or that my grandfather may have recruited and corrupted young girls to work as whores. The whole story started to sound like deja vu.

“One night, the gang stayed in my mother’s town.” Carmen continued, “He spent the first night talking to her at the bar. They were attracted to each other, but she didn’t want to be involved in a one-night stand. My father respected that and treated her like a lady.”

“Go on,” I said.

“Well, one night, after several months of seeing each other on his standard route,” she recited. “My mother leaned over the bar and kissed him. She told him she liked how he made her feel desirable and like a treasure. She said she felt trapped in this town, but she wasn’t certain she’d be safe if she left. Then she looked at him and said, ‘I think I’ll always be safe with you.’”

I smiled, and she grinned.

“I never knew you had a romantic soul,” I said.

“Mama and Papa,” she smiled. “They were lovers. She packed her bag and rode out of town on the back of his Harley the next morning. She stayed with him, protected by his status in the gang, and the whole gang took care of her. She made a home in Northern California, and a few months later, I was born.”

“That sounds nice, Carmen,” I said

“Well, that’s the story my father’s father told me,” she said. “My parents were killed in a gang fight six months after I was born.”

“Oh my god, Carmen,” I said, “I’m so sorry.”

She shrugged and lifted her sunglasses, rubbing a finger along the bottom of her eyes. She stared ahead at the road and was silent for a while, her bottom row of teeth pressed into her upper lip. Then she stiffened and started again, feeling determined.

“My paternal grandparents raised me,” she said. “Abuelo was a senior member of the gang. He didn’t ride but was part of every decision. He loved me deeply but was a very flawed man. The people around my house were rough and knew how to jack cars, get alcohol, have sex, smoke dope, and do drugs.”

“As much as he wanted to raise me right, I was a rebel at heart,” she confessed. “He tried to contain me, and I just pushed him away. I ran away from Abuelo after Abuela died. He was too depressed from her death to even notice. He died three months later. I was sixteen and alone. I had learned from Abuelo that you needed to use what you had to succeed.”

She ran her hand down her body, “All I had was this...”

“I tried to join an MC, and lost my virginity when the leader raped me.” Carmen stiffened as she told her story,”

“Carmen,” I said, “you don’t have to...”

“No, Papi, I DO!” she said and tossed off her glasses, tears streaming down her face.

Carmen quickly turned off into an abandoned weigh station and parked. She looked at me, took a ragged breath to steel her nerves, and started reciting. The other girls, confused at the sudden stop and Carmen’s tears, drew closer to listen.

“I was raped at 16 and had an abortion two months later. I sold my body to get the drugs I craved. I sold drugs to teenagers who should never taste that shit. I cooked meth and packaged heroin naked. I was a drug mule. When I turned 18, I danced in strip clubs and turned tricks in back alleys all over Northern California.”

She wiped her eyes that were now black from her mascara, her breath coming in sobs.

“I wanted to kill myself. I hated everything about myself. I would have had it if I had not found a church and decided to pray for one last chance. I planned to overdose on heroin.”

Her voice softened as the tale shifted.

“The Padre there, Josué, was a kind man.” Her voice cracked slightly at the name, “He didn’t judge me. He hugged me and sent me to a women’s shelter. At the shelter, I got clean. In six months, I worked for the shelter, cooking, cleaning, taking care of strung-out whores and homeless drug addicts.”

She continued, her face beginning to brighten at the happier memories.

“The Padre reappeared and gave me a scholarship brochure. It seemed tailor-made for me and my background. I didn’t have a high school diploma, so I had to get my GED. For the next three months, I learned everything I should have learned in four years of high school. I passed the GED and earned that scholarship.”

“I chose to go to our school,” she said, looking up at Lexi and Kelly, her smile breaking through tears. “Because it was as far away from Northern California as I could imagine. Living next to you two putas... It felt like I was finally home, and I loved it.”

She went silent, sagged under the weight of her story, looked at me, and laughed.

“Then I saw you fucking Lexi, and my whole world turned upside down. Wonderfully so!”

We surrounded her, hugged her, and poured our love into Carmen. None of us expected to hear about her life in such candid detail. I was proud of her for facing the past and bringing it to light. She felt less burdened.

“Okay, fuck you bitches,” she said, wiping her eyes and finding her sunglasses. “We need to get to where we’re going, and we won’t get there crying like babies; back to your seats.”

I chuckled to myself, and Alyssa slipped behind me and hugged me.

“You are a wonderful man, Jeremiah. Without using your powers, you helped her. You asked earlier what a counselor is...” She kissed behind my ear. “That, that right there... that is a counselor.”

PRESENT - JEREMIAH

I entered my bedroom from the main entrance. The double doors were centered on a broad wing of the sprawling mansion we called home. Alyssa and Kelly’s rooms were directly beside mine, with Carmen’s on Alyssa’s end and Lexi’s room beyond Kelly’s.

My doors opened to a broad parlor. My retreat upstairs had a large HDTV and comfortable chairs. A wet bar on one side was mainly for appearance, as I didn’t drink more than an occasional beer, and soda was too sweet for my palate.

I paced through the inner parlor and passed through my dressing room to our bedroom. It was a large room that extended across the entire wing of our house. A set of windows across the back wall brought natural light during the day. The view encompassed all my property: a lush forest overlooking a valley with a small creek running through it. With a full moon, it was a spectacular view.

Along the front of the sprawling room were five doors, the center one I’d just walked through, and the other doors led to my lovers’ boudoirs. At one end was a hot tub with a sliding door that opened onto an expanded deck along the side of the house, and beside it was a full bathroom with a spacious shower.

The girls’ front rooms were a facade, though each was custom-made for them. They spent time in their room with their varied interests, but we shared this bedroom each night. The bed was also custom; basically, two king-sized beds pressed together, with a sturdy frame and custom bedding.

As I walked in after the party, a single body was already there. Carmen knelt before the bed, wearing a leather training collar around her neck. She wore cuffs on her wrists and ankles. She bowed her head. I scanned and sensed the shame she felt for the slip-up with Zac. I shook my head and walked forward, standing before her and touching her dark hair’s crown.

“Did you plug yourself already?” I asked.

“No, Master,” she sighed. “It is not this slut’s place.”

“Knees. Arms flat. Ass up,” I commanded. I sensed what she thought she needed, but refused to be harsh with her.

I opened a closet where toys and other paraphernalia were kept. I picked out a medium-sized plug with a jeweled base. Then I grabbed an insertable vibrator. I’d need it soon, as I thought of my plan. A couple of skeins of rope went over my shoulder. Holding a tube of quality lubricant, I tossed the toys in the bed.

Keeping my button-down shirt and dark trousers on, I kicked off my loafers and rolled up my sleeves. I looked over, seeing Carmen prone on the floor, her breasts pressing into the carpet, her arms stretched above her head, her ass raised, her knees doubled under her. Her appearance was relaxed, but I felt her curve, and she was in a frenzy of emotions.

I lubed up the plug and stood behind her. I tapped one of her soles with my stockinged foot. Feeling my cue, she reached back and pulled her ass cheeks apart. I grabbed the jeweled end of the plug, pressed the pointed tip shiny with the slick lube, and pressed it firmly into her ass. She groaned at the feeling, and her curve purred with arousal as the plug seated firmly.

I swatted her ass, “Bed. On your back—center. Spread eagle,” I commanded in a low voice.

She crawled to the bed and slunk up to the center. She held her head down, her dark ebony veil of hair clouding her. I went back to the closet and retrieved a blindfold. I could feel her desire to hide her eyes; I was sure they were streaked from her tears and blackened from her makeup. As she climbed into bed, I slipped the blindfold over her eyes. She nodded her quiet thanks and continued her journey.

“Spread-eagled, slut.” I reminded her and started unfurling the ropes. Kelly walked in as I was finishing knotting the cords. Her naked form was bronzed and toned. The brown-stone pendant she’d worn all night, just in case, was gone. She saw Carmen lying bound to the bed, and the room pulsed as she allowed her power to bloom, feeding on Carmen’s arousal. Kelly noticed the room was quiet and looked at me. I nodded toward Carmen, whose body was trembling, her breasts rising and falling, then shuddering as she cried.

I slipped beside Kelly and whispered in her ear.

“She’s feeling guilty. She thinks she fucked up with Zac, making him find a second girl to kiss.”

Kelly frowned. “That’s silly,” she mouthed quietly. “We all played a part in that.”

I nodded in agreement, then whispered my plan to her. She smiled, crawled up the bed, and started caressing and cupping Carmen’s breasts. She played with her nipples, making them hard as rocks. I shed my clothes and slid onto the bed, grabbing the insertable vibrator and teasing the wand along her thighs. She trembled at the touch, with Kelly’s fingertips still massaging her breasts as her body started to hum. I rubbed the tip along her moist, bare cunt lips and then pushed it inside.

“Don’t let that fallout,” I growled, then swatted her clitoris with my bare palm.

Kelly watched, and I nodded to her. She slipped to the headboard and spread her legs astride Carmen’s head. Carmen craned her neck back, and Kelly leaned forward, then ground her cunt into Carmen’s open lips.

Lexi entered next, in just her silver collar that she always wore. I had the only key to remove it, and the loop around her neck always reminded her of her Master. She crawled up next to me and kissed my thigh. I motioned for her to be quiet and wait, and she knelt as she watched me.

I started molding Carmen. Small motions of my fingers made her clit stiffen and grow. Carmen arched her back at the feeling and moaned into Kelly’s cunt. I slowly adjusted her sensitivity level, making her clit into a cock would overload her nervous system. I tugged at the lengthening tender ball of nerves, molding a porous structure inside, feeling it engorge as Carmen’s blood filled the new appendage.

Lexi watched, captivated as I developed it into the shape of a cock, not overly large. It was made of flesh and had no plumbing, but it would serve my intentions. I stroked the erection, feeling its firmness, then motioned to Lexi, and she wrapped her hand around it and stroked it.

Kelly started moaning as Carmen’s tongue found her clitoris. The visual of Lexi stroking Carmen’s new cock induced her body to pulse with sexual energy. Lexi leaned and started sucking on Carmen’s cock. I reached down and turned the insertable vibrator on, and Carmen stiffened as the plastic phallus started buzzing inside her. Her hips rolled as Lexi sucked on her cock.

Alyssa finally joined us, only in her glasses. She stood at the side of the bed watching, then looked over at me. I pointed at Lexi, who had started fingering her cunt as she tried to swallow all of Carmen’s cock.

I sent the thought “Airtight” to Alyssa, and she smiled, nodding. I held up two fingers, and she pointed to me. I grinned, then pointed to my mouth, then to her, and she nodded. In a flash, Alyssa turned into my form, her cock rigid as my own, and started stroking it.

I tapped Lexi, who was too interested in Carmen’s pulsing cock to notice the shift. “Face, Kel, and fuck Carmen’s cock, slut.”

She grinned and climbed up Carmen’s trembling body. Kelly rolled her hips, letting her power flow through the room, but keeping it at a low simmer. Carmen lapped at her Mistress’s flowering lips, drinking her delicious arousal. Lexi leaned forward and kissed Kelly as her legs spread across Carmen’s hips. I grabbed Carmen’s stiff cock and stroked it, then pushed it into Lexi’s cunt, feeling her rock back and grind down until Carmen’s clit-cock filled her.

Carmen screamed into Kelly’s cunt, as she came, then undulated through her orgasm. We were far from done with her. I kneeled behind Lexi and slathered my swollen cock with lube. Alyssa crawled across the bed and knelt, looking like me, beside Carmen. She stroked her cock, then pressed it between Kelly and Lexi’s lips. Kelly sucked the crown into her mouth, and Lexi licked along the shaft. I pressed my slick crown against Lexi’s tight sphincter. She jumped, not realizing what I was doing, then pushed back as I probed again.

I grabbed her hips, nudged her anus, then pressed hard, tugging her hips back. I felt her sphincter open, and I thrust hard, feeling Carmen’s swollen clit-cock pulse under my thrust. Lexi growled as she felt her ass fill with my throbbing cock. Her hips rolled as she fucked Carmen through my stiff intrusion.

I looked at my doppelgänger, and Alyssa grabbed Lexi’s head and fed her my cock. Kelly rose, and Alyssa leaned her form down and kissed the blonde goddess deeply, her firm, masculine hands gripping the blonde tendrils of Kelly’s mane. We all started moving, connected, the nexus of our arousal focused on Carmen, trapped under Lexi, purring as all three of her holes were filled with throbbing cock.

Kelly pushed our combined arousal, making us swoon with her power. Our passion and lust drove our bodies in a vortex of physical motions. With a vibrator in her cunt, her super sensitive clitoris stretched to the size of a cock, firmly gripped by Lexi’s pussy; Carmen’s orgasms broke into waves, then a continuous shake as she feasted on Kelly’s cunt. Kelly succumbed, shaking and clinging to Alyssa’s side. Lexi jerked and vibrated as her cunt clamped down and sprayed Carmen with her spending. Alyssa and I roared and simultaneously poured our cum into Lexi’s ass and mouth.

We hung on the edge as Kelly’s power glowed around us, then we rolled over. Alyssa flashed back to her form and softly touched Carmen. I leaned back on my haunches and turned off the vibrating cock in Carmen’s pussy, pulling it free. She shook and jerked as her orgasms still flowed through her.

Lexi rolled off her and looked up at me with a smile, then closed her eyes and breathed. I formed Carmen’s clitoris back to normal. Then, with a nod to Alyssa and Kelly, we untied her cuffs.

Carmen rolled on her side, pulled her knees up into a fetal position, and just sobbed. The girls surrounded her and talked to her softly. I slid over her and kissed her ear.

“I love you, Carmen, always.”

I scanned her, feeling her guilt and remorse evaporate as the loves of her life surrounded her.

I felt Lexi slide against me, her breath on my neck. I turned and kissed Lexi softly, and she peered into my eyes.

“Master,” she whispered. “I think you misunderstood the discipline she wanted….”

“Oh?” I asked and listened to her.

“That is one of her favorite things, what you did to her,” Lexi explained. “She needed to be corrected, to feel the bite of her Master’s whip.”

“Hmmm…” I smiled and looked at her. “Do you think my whip could have damaged her as much as the guilt and disappointment she was torturing herself with?”

I paused as she considered my words, recalling when she occasionally disobeyed me, and nodded softly.

“No, little one,” I said, kissing her forehead. “ She needed to feel loved and be reconnected. She needed to be in her place, with all of us.”

Lexi smiled and stretched to hug me tight, “That’s why you’re the Master, Master.” She kissed me deeply.


CHAPTER 12
REMNANT CALL


DISTANT PAST - ISAIAH

Isaiah woke up refreshed, feeling the tremor of power from the breastplate as the stones flickered in an odd golden glow. Blinking and rubbing his eyes, he dismissed the effects as remnants of a dream. Having fallen asleep fully clothed, Isaiah didn’t take long to get ready for the road again. He relieved his full bladder, washed his mouth, and smoothed his tightly cropped hair. Checking the mirror, he returned to the bed, pocketed the bronze plate, and went to check out.

“Hey,” he asked the desk clerk as he paid for the night, “do you know the bartender? Her name was Maria, I think. Could I leave her a message? I wanted to apologize to her. I was a bit depressed last night.”

“She quit,” the older lady said without emotion. “She ran off with her boyfriend. Didn’t you hear the loud bikes drive up? We’ve gotten complaints all morning from their noise. Good riddance if you ask me….”

Isaiah plastered a grin and nodded as the lady continued gossiping about things that were none of her business. He took his receipt and headed to the car. He was only slightly concerned about the girl, as he was sure he would leave before he’d done anything permanent. Still, it bothered him for a few miles down the road, but he had forgotten her name when he drove through Boise.

PAST - JEREMIAH

Carmen pulled the cruiser up along the curb at Bob and Betsy’s house. The couple must have heard our rumble as they appeared at the door before the engine turned off. Kelly first slipped out of the cabin and flew to hug her father, then her mother. Alyssa hugged Betsy and then Bob, who blushed at the contact. Lexi and Carmen followed, hugging the couple as if they were their parents. I came down last, shook Bob’s hand, and then leaned to hug Betsy.

“Someone’s been experimenting,” she whispered as she squeezed me tight. She pushed herself back, her eyes knowingly looking into mine. “Be careful, Jeremiah. These powers aren’t a toy.”

She paused, looking at me, and I nodded, a bit cowed by her stare. She broke into a large smile and kissed my cheek.

“You are taking good care of my girl, I can tell. Thank you.”

She turned and shooed everyone inside.

“Dinner is served. Help yourself. I never imagined having seven people around a table. The seating is a bit tight.”

She had made pasta for dinner, and the small dining room table felt cozy and crowded as we sat in three mismatched chairs. The dinner conversation flowed over several topics. First, an update on the Bed & Breakfast: the contractor cleaned the house and spent a good amount of time demolishing the areas slated for renovation. They had moved our bed to storage, as Betsy had expanded the plans to have four guest rooms, with our family quarters still on the top floor.

Secondly, Betsy covered the wedding preparations. Her gardener assured her that the backyard would be ready in three weeks. A call from my Uncle had persuaded Betsy to invite Miranda to officiate the ceremony. Kelly and I smiled as we’d enjoyed her interview, but I was curious.

“What about your pastor?” I asked. “Wouldn’t Kelly be more comfortable with someone she knew better?”

Betsy looked at Kelly and laughed, “Oh no, dear. Jeremiah, Kelly hates him. She thought he was creepy when I forced her to go to bible studies.”

“It’s true,” Kelly said. “He creeped me out. He couldn’t stop staring.”

“Truthfully,” Bob said. “We’ve been spending some time away from our church with Kelly gone. We need something more … well, different in how we worship God.”

The table got quiet, and I expected Alyssa to test the topic with her tendency toward an atheistic viewpoint. To my surprise, she nodded. “I think we can all appreciate that each of us seeks god differently. It’s good to keep seeking.” Alyssa said.

I almost choked when she said that, but the topic soon passed to our trip to Montana. We talked about the route we would take. Bob was convinced the Interstates were the best bet, given the size of our motor coach. I wanted to take a more direct route, even if it meant driving through the mountains. We settled on going along the Columbia Gorge until it split, then deciding from there based on the weather.

The girls retired to the living room, talking more wedding talk. Bob prodded me to go to the back deck. He offered me a cigar and a glass of bourbon as he reclined in the cooling night air. It got dark late in the evening in Oregon, so we enjoyed the darkening twilight.

“So,” Bob said hesitantly, unsure where to start. “Betsy says you are a halfling like her.”

I must have paled a bit and coughed on the sip of alcohol in my mouth.

“Pardon?” I finally sputtered.

“Look, Jeremiah,” Bob said, leaning over to look at me. “I’ve loved Betsy for as long as I’ve known her. Her mother had some strange theories about life, but I know she loved her daughter despite her dark spells. Since she passed when Kelly was born, it seems Betsy has….” He paused and looked at the stars. “She has accepted some of her mother’s ideas, even opening up and explaining them to me.”

I nodded that I understood. “I’m not quite sure I know what to say?” I said. I didn’t deny my identity, and I didn’t exactly confirm it either. I tried to relax as Bob continued.

“She says she is a halfling, Betsy does,” Bob rambled. “And to be honest, when she stopped wearing that brownstone necklace she constantly wore, well, she seems much happier. I felt less tired, … and, well … the sex…” he bled off into silence.

I let my eye focus on the amber alcohol in my glass for the awkward moment.

“I’m not a super spiritual guy, Jeremiah,” Bob continued. “What the bible says is usually good enough for me. However, Betsy’s stories have a glimmer of truth to them, at least from my experience.”

I finally felt comfortable enough to scan Bob as he talked about everything, his mind lit with fears, troubles, and love for his wife and daughter. His hopes for the three other girls in his daughter’s life and me. I could have resolved his conflict with a push or a nudge, but I just observed as he worked through what was on his mind. His moral curve morphed as he accepted some problematic thoughts, and his posture sagged as he confessed more things to me.

“Well, Jeremiah,” he summarized, puffing the last of his cigar. “I don’t know much, but I know this — my daughter loves you, and my wife approves of you, even respects you. So if you are a halfling, you seem like a good one. Protect my daughter, son,” he said quietly. “Please.”

“Of course, Bob,” I said, snuffing out my cigar and standing next to him, reaching for his hand. He took my hand, then pulled me and hugged me tightly.

“I love that girl with every fiber of my being. She is exceptional.”

“Yes, she is,” I said and squeezed his shoulders. “I will protect her with all I have inside of me. You have my word.”

Alyssa slipped her head out of the sliding glass door, a crease of worry across her brow,

“Jeremiah, we need you,” she said and disappeared back into the house.

I hurried after her, with Bob right behind me. Kelly was on the couch, close to tears. I looked at Alyssa with a question, and she pushed a thought for me to listen to.

“It’s Jenn,” said Kelly. “She’s in trouble. I know it!”

She held a piece of paper and pushed it to me, “Read that, Jeremiah, tell me what you think.”

It was a sheet of dot-matrix paper. The computer text revealed it was an email from Jenn to Kelly. It was dated two days ago.

Kelly,

I'm so excited. M thinks I'll be perfect for the job! He is going to take me to Montana to meet the boss. How lucky am I? I get to combine my favorite thing, SEX, with making money. M is taking me to a hotel so I can try my hand at turning tricks. I'm a bit nervous, but M thinks I'm a natural. He indeed loves the way I please him. Say Hi to Lex and Car; I wouldn't be where I am without their help.

Xoxo Jenn.

I looked at Betsy, and she nodded.

“‘Going to the boss’ means they’re headed to the Priesthood. They like to have a visual test of their new workers. They have some… “ she paused and looked at me, then at my molded companions, “ … procedures to get them ready.”

I felt like I’d been punched in the gut. Enhancing my companions’ beauty was such an easy step for me. Did that make me any different than the ones that would be molding Jenn, making her a sex slave and prostitute? As my thoughts ran wild, Alyssa took my hand, her thoughts calming me as I felt sick with shame. She wordlessly soothed me, because we guarded words for Bob’s sake.

“We can try to do something,” I said to Kelly. “But they have a head start on us.”

“Can’t we just get to Pinebluff as quickly as we can?” Kelly asked, “Maybe we’ll find her at a hotel?”

I shrugged, overwhelmed by the possible troubles we might encounter. We didn’t know what the Priesthood was capable of. We barely knew our powers. My mind lit up with fears and apprehension. Alyssa squeezed my hand.

“That’s what we’ll do, Kelly,” Alyssa said. “We’ll start early in the morning and drive straight through. Each of us can drive the cruiser, right, Carmen?”

“Yeah, they made that thing easy,” Carmen said of the expensive upgraded cabin. “You guys should be able to handle it.”

The phone rang in the background. “Let the machine get it,” Betsy said.

We started planning the next leg of the trip when the answering machine beeped, and the voice on the phone began speaking.

“Kel? Are you there? I need help.”

PAST - JEDIAH

Jediah was still buzzing from his turn with the playmate he’d found in the bar. He wondered if that was what the middle-aged woman considered him after their brief and very violent affair. Half-dressed, he’d left her dangling off the end of her hotel room bed. He had ripped her dress and torn off her panties in the heat of the moment.

“A bit sloppy,” Jediah thought. “She might regret the whole encounter when she revives and decides she’d been raped.”

Jediah laughed bitterly. It wasn’t his first rodeo. He never used his real name, and his visits to any town were always short. He’d have the molders adjust his appearance if a woman ever complained. They never did; they got their thrill. If you looked for the right signs, the rape fantasy type was a bit easy to discern. He never left an open wound, and the pain they felt would soon leave their flesh. They’d regret it in the morning, but they knew they were looking for it.

This one, though, she was a bit taken by surprise by his sudden aggression once inside his room. He couldn’t fault himself. He’d had a rough day. He was still upset that Michael had let Jenn fish for a John alone. He needed to remind that boy to watch the merchandise more closely.

As he thought of Michael, he was reminded of Jenn, whom he was sure Michael had pampered after her ordeal with Jediah the previous night. The woman in the lobby had only whetted his thirst. Jenn had shown promise near the end. Maybe he could start back with training her if she’d spent the day recovering.

Oh, how he loved the hunt. That’s part of the reason he’d let Michael clean her back up. Wait for the darkness to fall before stalking back to the bar, looking for fresh prey. Part of the recruitment game was always looking for the next pretty face. The molders could work miracles, but it was always better to have a well-defined base model.

The woman he’d left hanging off the bed, whose name escaped him, was too old for recruiting. But her desperate looks around the bar first convinced him that she was looking for something. Something that she couldn’t find at home. She thought he didn’t see the dimple on her ring finger. He even glanced at it to sell his line.

“Why isn’t a pretty thing as you married yet?” he had drawled at her, smiling, then gaping at her cleavage.

Clue number two, they always advertised. Always. Her dress was too short for her age, and her blouse too tight. Dipped too low, and the lack of a bra, and her jutting, hard nipples. Jediah knew he had something to freshen his palate.

He walked to Michael’s room. He wanted to check on Jenn to see if she was in good shape, then drag her back to his room and have another go. Jediah slipped the key in the lock, then rushed in as he heard Jenn’s voice on the other side of the door.

“… I need help,” Jenn whined, pain clearly in her voice, “Kelly, can you find me? I don’t know….”

She looked up as the cord ripped from the wall, and her eyes widened in fear as Jediah looked like he was going to choke her. He did, of course, but not enough to strangle her. He slammed her body against the wall and looked around for Michael. Michael had fallen asleep again. He should kill him and find a new hunter. Not enough time—they needed the pipeline filled—he’d make him watch, show him how it was done. He kicked the fool in the ass. Michael just rolled over and snored louder.

“She did a number on that kid,” Jediah thought. “She’ll work well in the field.”

His hand muffled her cries as he pushed her against the wall, savagely spanking her ass. He grabbed and tugged at her sore breasts as she screamed into his palms. In the maelstrom, her system rallied and poured the needed endorphins into her bloodstream. The pain numbed, and her head swam, and then she watched, detached, floating in the corner of the room, as that hard man took her limp body, grotesquely splayed over the bed. She almost enjoyed it when he pulled out of her and sprayed her back with his white offering. Her mind clouded with thoughts of what it might taste like as the lights went completely out.

PRESENT - JEREMIAH

Jeremiah awoke to an empty bed. An everyday occurrence for him, as his wives had busy lives. He looked at the sun streaming through the bedroom windows and reckoned it was about 8:00. If the day were typical, Lexi would return from her run shortly. Kelly would be in the gym doing yoga and light weight lifting. Alyssa would read in her boudoir before she came downstairs around 9, grabbing a muffin before heading to the office. Carmen always did brisk thirty minutes on the stair-master after waking up with Lexi, then proceeded to the kitchen to make breakfast.

The house had staff to clean the main areas and maintain the grounds and systems that such a large house required. Carmen, however, still insisted on making the family’s meals. They would hire a caterer for Kelly’s large parties, and the cost would be passed on to my practice.

Alyssa and I worked together in relationship management, one of our many services. Kelly would consult on some of the more specialized needs of broken relationships. Her official title was a sex therapist. She got more enjoyment from hostessing parties, though helping couples enjoy lovemaking was also fulfilling.

Jeremiah pulled on some gym shorts and a T-shirt and headed towards the stairs. He sat on a stool at the counter, and Carmen passed him a plate of his breakfast. She hugged Jeremiah as he took a mouthful of her famous Chilaquiles.

“Thank you, Master,” she said softly. “I very much enjoyed your discipline.”

Jeremiah smiled and hugged her back, whispering in her ear,

“I love you, Carmen. We’ve got to be careful with Zac. It was a mistake any of us could have made.”

Betsy came into the kitchen in her dressing gown. It was a big fancy thing that accentuated her features; her hair might have been white, but her skin was still full and supple. She slipped into the chair beside me, and Carmen fell back to the serving side and passed her a plate.

“Thank you, Carmen,” she said, yawning and poking at her eggs.

“You’re welcome, Abuela!” she said, her affectionate term for Zac’s grandmother.

Betsy looked at me, her eyes showing a shift in her thoughts

“About Zac,” she said. “He’s eighteen now. He should have more freedom to spend time with that delightful girl, Beth.”

Jeremiah paused and looked at her, blinking slowly.

“Sorry, Mom,” Jeremiah said. “What?”

Carmen slipped to the other corner of the kitchen and spied Lexi, still sweaty from her run.

“Have a seat, Lex; I’ll bring you some water and breakfast.”

“Thanks, Carmen,” Lexi said and slipped beside me, pressing her sweaty brow to my back as she hugged me tightly.

“Good morning, Mas… J!” She was careful to keep terms regular around Betsy.

“Yes,” Betsy continued. “I think it would be good for the boy to have alone time with Beth, bring them closer together. She is the right girl for the boy.”

Lexi froze and looked around Jeremiah’s shoulder at Betsy, then at Jeremiah as his mouth hung open and closed. He opened it to say something, then closed it again to think.

“Um, Mom,” he said finally, “Have you seen Zac this morning?”

“Oh yes,” she said, “I just passed him on my way in. He hugged me as he returned to his room, sipping that coffee he likes too much.”

Jeremiah nodded, then stiffened, his mouth opening.

“ISAAC!” he yelled loud enough to be heard in the spacious mansion, “COME SEE YOUR FATHER BEFORE SCHOOL!!!”

PAST - JEREMIAH

We all froze as we heard the line go dead, the echo of Jenn’s last words from the answering machine. “Kelly, can you find me? I don’t …” still ringing in our ears.

Kelly jumped first, going to the phone and dialing *69, which activated the call return feature on Betsy’s landline. We all huddled around her as she listened, saying aloud, “Stage Coach Inn, Pullman, Washington.”

“That’s where our school is!” Kelly said, looking at Lexi and Carmen,

“Maybe you can get her before they take her to the compound,” Betsy said. “Hearing her, I’m sure that’s the next step.”

“Where is the compound?” Jeremiah asked. “Where’s the road atlas?”

Lexi bounded out to the RV and came back with the thick book of highway maps that covered all of Oregon, Washington, Idaho, and the western part of Montana.

Betsy grabbed it and flipped through it.

“It’s here, Jeremiah,” pointing to a valley running south of Missoula between the Bitterroot Range and the Sapphire Mountains.

“What is the best way to get there?” I asked.

“To Where? Pullman?” Bob asked.

I nodded, “If we leave now, we can make it there before morning. Maybe get to her before they have a chance to take her to the compound.”

“Well, I’d go east to Pendleton, then up the Interstate here, then turn and go straight east to Pullman from there,” he pointed to the map, “It’s all good road. Kelly knows the way. I’m sure Carmen does too.”

“Can we just go!?!” Kelly asked, itching to find her friend.

I waved her to the bus, and Carmen and Lexi followed behind her. Alyssa took my hand, then looked at Betsy. “Is there anything we need to know?” she asked. “Anything you can tell us that will help us.”

Betsy thought for a moment, “Paralysis. “ Look for Paralysis in my mother’s journals,” Betsy’s thoughts clouded. “I’ve never used it, but I know she did once.” I pray that Kelly never has to.”

Alyssa hugged her, “We’ll do everything we can to keep Kelly safe and find Jenn.”

I hugged Betsy tight, “I’ll protect her, Betsy,” I looked up at Bob, “I promise you!”

With that, we ran to the bus. Carmen accelerated from the curb before the door was fully closed. Lexi had the road atlas in her lap and helped to navigate out of the neighborhood, and we hit the eastbound lanes heading towards the Columbia Gorge as night closed in.

I sat behind Lexi and thought aloud, “How many miles to Pullman?”

Lexi had to flip through the book and count the mileage. The small college town wasn’t listed on any of the tables. I tried to do the math in my head, thinking of the nearby cities and better-known routes. My thoughts had me paralyzed as I kept hearing Jenn’s haunting voice.

“About 350 miles, Master,” she said, and I looked over at Carmen.

“How fast can this go? Do we need to stop for gas?” I asked, looking over at Kelly crying on Alyssa’s shoulder.

“This thing can do the speed limit, not much more,” Carmen said. “We have full tanks, so we shouldn’t have to stop.”

“About 6 hours,” I said, after doing the math, then looked at the clock on the console. “It’s near midnight now, so we’ll be there around 6 … 7 in the morning?”

Carmen nodded, and I looked over at Kelly.

“We’ll be there by morning,” I said. “With any luck, she’ll still be there.”

I slid up beside her, and she leaned into me, sobbing. “It’s my fault. I did this to her. Curse these powers.”

I was blaming myself. I was the first link in the chain. I pulled her to my chest and let her cry. Alyssa slipped off the sofa and headed further down the cabin. She pulled out the box of Deborah’s diaries and started scanning through the pages.

“What are you looking for?” I asked Alyssa as I hugged and soothed Kelly.

“Betsy said that there was a mention of paralysis,” Alyssa reminded me, “I want to find it and check the context. It should keep me busy for a couple of hours.”

I nodded and leaned back, stroking Kelly’s back as she worked through her feelings. I struggled with mine. I had only glimpsed Jenn for a moment that first night with Kelly. She was just a shadow in the hallway who was checking on her friend. She had interrupted us before we even started. If I hadn’t adjusted Kelly, nothing would have happened to Jenn.

I’d pushed the first domino. I felt sick to my stomach the more I thought about it.

“Aha!” Alyssa said, then flipped back a few pages and started reading quietly to herself.

DISTANT PAST - DEBORAH - DIARY ENTRY

I shouldn’t have left her alone that night. Another reason I’m damned. If I had stayed home… Damn my eyes, so blinded by hate, my hate drove me to insanity, and now my Elizabeth will pay the price.

I did leave her alone, and I don’t regret what happened in my hunt. The demon-spawn halfling I hunted was entrapping young women, like my Elizabeth, and turning them into whores.

I remembered the dead eyes of Zedekiah Jackson. He had watched me as his father fell under my influence the night of my escape. I felt him following me as I fled that night. He needed to be removed from this plane. I was just the bitch to do it. I just had to find him.

I knew he liked the small schools. The ones with religious girls looking for Mrs. degrees. He wanted to reverse their piety, corrupt them, and enslave them to carnal desires. The Priesthood preyed on these young, innocent girls, then bled them dry and filled their pockets after they had addicted them to the sins of the flesh.

One of many reasons I had done what I had done the night of my awakening. I wished more of them had fallen.

I left my Elizabeth, who wanted me to call her Betsy, a name that filled my mouth with bile. A boy at school had called her that, and she liked it. Oh, why did I ever leave her alone?

To my credit, I did make her wear the stone. I wouldn’t need it tonight. If I found Zed, he would feel my full strength. I only hoped I could survive so I could continue to protect my precious daughter, so close to her awakening.

I drove to the outskirts of a small college town. The college taught a similar religion to the godforsaken Priesthood. Just past the city limits, alcohol was allowed, and a seedy hotel and bar were lit up starkly in the night. The college girls there were young and naive, indoctrinated from an early age. Their greatest goal was to submit to a man and become his wife. They were already halfway programmed. A few were on the wild side, alone for the first time. A place like this was like a bug light, drawing them to their doom.

I pulled into the hotel parking lot and let myself feel. I knew if I allowed it, I could feel the power of my kind. Halflings could always identify other halflings. I felt him, Zedekiah; his presence made bile constrict my throat. I paused and felt another weaker presence.

I contemplated.

“Did Zed bring protection? Did he bring another along for the ride?”

No, everything I knew of him told me he was solo. This other presence was a coincidence. I pushed that aside and homed in on Zedekiah.

I found him in a dark corner of the hotel bar. I slipped to the far side of the bar and ordered a drink. I stayed in the shadows, watching Zedekiah scan the room. If he saw me, I’d have to flee. I drank cautiously, the sting of the alcohol steeling my nerves.

Zedekiah was focused. He wasn’t looking for old hags like me. He wanted young meat for his dark purposes. He found her after about an hour. Two girls came in all smiles, one a mousy brunette, the other a halo of blonde curls. She reminded me of Elizabeth. Not my Elizabeth…

I looked twice. The girl was pretty, but no, not Elizabeth. Zed slithered out of his booth like the snake he was and approached the pair at the bar. A few words, and the mousy one found a reason to leave, and Zed led the blonde back to the table. I waited, trying to keep my powers hidden, not leaking into the heady air of the seedy bar. They had a dance floor, and men and women would get up and start dancing. Their climbing arousal made it hard to keep my power focused. I fought against it and stalked my prey.

The blonde apparently passed Zed’s wicked test, and he escorted her to the lobby and the elevators. I watched the lights and noticed the car stopped on the fourth floor. I let a bit of my power leak, went to the bathroom, and checked my appearance. I went to the front desk and smiled at the male desk clerk. Not that it mattered, my allure affected both genders.

I turned my allure up and smiled, leaning over to let him see the tops of my breasts.

“Can you help me? I’m meeting my husband, Mr. Jackson. He said you could give me a key.” I smiled and made myself giggle.

It was too easy.

“Of course, Mrs. Jackson,” he had said to my boobs and handed me a key.

“What room? I forgot,” I giggled a helpless laugh.

He said, “fourth floor, but…,” I let my question linger, leaning closer and breathing my pheromones across his features.

“408,” he repeated like he was in a trance, his carnal thoughts fed me, and I welcomed it.

I thanked him, flirted more, letting his lust and arousal refill my batteries, then I went to the elevators and the fourth floor. I quickly found my way and double-checked, scanning for Zed’s presence. He was behind the door. If anything, the muffled scream from his captive gave it away. I put the key in the lock, turned, and pushed out my most potent power.

Succubi can paralyze people and make them helpless as they fill their minds with sexual thoughts and carnal desires. Unable to move, we feed on their thoughts. It’s delicious and mostly harmless, as they wake up thinking it is all a dream. It’s not, but they fool themselves, unable to accept that dark angels roam this plane.

I shot my power towards the pair, making them freeze instantly. I felt the girl succumb to my will, leaning limply against the wall. Zedekiah turned to see me as the door closed behind me. He tried to push me away with his power, and I batted his suggestions away. The blonde girl slumped to the floor, her blouse torn away and her breasts exposed.

My only excuse is that she looked like Elizabeth, and that thought drove me insane. I shrieked and pushed my paralysis curse again. Zedekiah’s eyes went wide, then stayed there. I lost myself to my anger; I have no memory of what I did…

When I came to myself, Zedekiah was dead. His eyes frozen, his head the only recognizable feature. Below the neck, his body was an unrecognizable mess of blood, flesh, and bones. I choked back the gore I felt at sight and looked up at the girl.

I drew back in horror. She appeared like a skeleton, her flesh gaunt against her bones, all of her life sucked out of her. Her blonde hair shone in the freakish display. It was an omen, I felt, if I continued to let my hate consume me, my Elizabeth would end up like this poor girl.

I shrieked in horror and fled. Whipping past a body coming from the opposite room and headed towards the back stairs. Bloody and half mad with rage and horror, I found my car and drove off, stopping and turning off to drive deep into the forest. I cried until I couldn’t anymore, then fell asleep exhausted.

PAST - JEREMIAH

Alyssa lifted her head, noticing that Kelly and I were watching her read.

“So?” I asked. “What did you find?”

Her thoughts clouded as she put the pieces of the puzzle together, and I could feel the conflict in her mind about what to tell us. She looked at Kelly and me and frowned as if steeling herself. She cleared her throat.

“This is dark stuff,” she said and slid onto the sofa opposite Kelly and me. “Both of your grandparents are involved.”

I blinked and nodded.

“Okay, Alyssa, tell me what I need to know. Who was my grandfather?”

“He was the main recruiter and sex trafficker for the Priesthood,” Alyssa said slowly and precisely. “He enslaved many women into prostitution and sexual slavery. He and Deborah, Kelly’s grandmother, were foes—deadly foes.”

“How deadly,” Kelly asked in a hushed whisper.

“Deborah killed Zedekiah,” Alyssa said, then continued in a clinical voice. “She ripped his body to shreds and, in the process, sucked the life force from a young girl that he was trying to recruit. The young girl died too.”

Kelly went white and then clung to her pendant. I did a double-take, then put my head in my hands and combed my hair. I exhaled and looked at Kelly, then hugged her tightly. Alyssa slid to her knees and leaned to hug us both. Lexi slipped behind Alyssa and leaned into us all. Carmen set her jaw and drove along the gorge’s dark rise, a full moon showing the way.

After a few moments, I lifted my head. The girls found seats, and I looked at Alyssa.

“Okay, so how does this help Jenn?” I asked. “What does it have to do with paralysis?”

“Okay,” Alyssa said, thinking, “For one, I learned from the story that the Priesthood uses hotel lounges to recruit. Since Jenn called from a hotel, we can assume that whoever has her is Priesthood.”

I nodded, and Kelly shuddered and leaned against me, seeking my comfort. I put my arm around her and rubbed her shoulder. I wasn’t my grandfather; his actions repulsed me. Kelly wasn’t her grandmother. We couldn’t get lost in the past, yet I struggled to listen to Alyssa.

“I also know from reading Deborah’s diaries that she felt she’d crippled the Priesthood organization. She saw the elimination of Zedekiah as the final blow. From that, I’d assume the powerful halflings had all been left weakened or dead. Any halfling we may or may not encounter is probably not as powerful as our lines.”

I thought about that as Alyssa also went quiet.

“That’s odd, though,” I said. “For whatever reason, our three lines were removed from Priesthood influence and kept safe while we grew up.”

Alyssa nodded. “It’s bizarre that we were scattered, then came back together. Random events led to us reconnecting. I can’t explain any of it beyond a strange coincidence. If I believed in fate, I’d put us coming together as a mark in our column.”

“I believe in fate,” said Lexi. “I couldn’t have planned any of this, and nothing I could imagine has me feel the same connection as I do with you guys. Whatever powers we might face, we can overcome them if we work together.”

Lexi’s spontaneous speech helped to ground us, and we leaned closer, trying to figure out a plan to help Jenn.

“Okay, so what about paralysis?” I asked. “Betsy seemed to think that it was important.”

“Well, the idea of sleep paralysis is tightly linked to the succubus lore. The common myth is that the succubus will force a man to sleep, paralyze them, and feed off their arousal and sexual excitation.” Alyssa quoted from her past research, “But Deborah used her power to push paralysis to the two she killed. Then she physically attacked Zedekiah; I don’t know if she formed claws and fangs—she isn’t clear, but she does describe the condition of his body. The other death is harder to explain. I don’t think Deborah expected that to happen. It might have been that she sucked all the life force from the other girl in her frenzy.”

I shook my head, the explanation sounding fantastic, and Alyssa tried again.

“Think of how you send us images and suggestions,” she explained. “That could be how Deborah could project paralysis.”

“Okay, but Kelly’s never done that,” I said.

“I never shape-shifted until I did,” Alyssa said. “You never body molded until you did.”

“So, what are you suggesting?” I asked.

“Kelly needs to practice,” she said, looking at Kelly.

“Will this help Jenn?” asked Kelly, looking a bit ashen.

“It could. Putting an enemy down would be of great benefit if we were confronted,” Alyssa reasoned, then, seeing Kelly’s reaction. “Look, we don’t need to go down this path. If you’re uncomfortable.”

“I can try,” Kelly said, trying to be brave, then straightening. “I will do it if it can help free Jenn.”

“We need a volunteer,” I said.

“I will,” Lexi said, standing up. “I feel partly at fault for Jenn, though I’m not gifted like you three. I willingly volunteer if I can help Kelly discover and master this power.”

The three of us looked at her, then she blushed.

“Besides, being completely restrained is a kinky fantasy of mine.”

“Okay, wait for a second,” Alyssa said as Kelly straightened and started to close her eyes. “Before we go all gung-ho on this, I should remind you we are traveling almost 60 miles an hour down a twisting highway. Suddenly activating our powers might have disastrous consequences.”

“You’re right, Alyssa,” I said. “Let’s not rush into this. We need to think about safety.”

I looked at Kelly and then lifted off her pendant.

“Carmen should wear this. She needs to be unaffected while she drives.” I handed it to Lexi, and she took it to Carmen, who slipped it over her head.

“Only Lexi and Kelly need to be present to try this,” I said to Alyssa. “But one of us should be present to observe and call for help.”

“Good point,” said Alyssa, “I’ll go sit up by Carmen. I want to read more and see if I can find anything else to help. I’ll monitor your thoughts from there.”

“Okay, I’ll close the door, so we don’t distract Carmen,” I said and rose, leading Lexi and Kelly to the rear cabin and closing the door.

The room was dark, and I was still chasing dark thoughts in my mind with the news of my grandfather’s murder. I felt angry, for no real reason, hurt, and upset. It felt like a dark shadow was resting on my back. Flashes of anger, rage, and turmoil danced through my thoughts. I turned on a light, illuminating the small cabin.

“Well,” Lexi said, “where should I stand?”

Kelly also looked disturbed.

“Um, I’m not sure how to just activate my powers,” she said. “I usually need some sexual energy to feed it.”

We all looked at each other, neither feeling a spark of desire.

“That could be a problem,” I said. “Maybe we all just lie down and cuddle for a bit.”

Lexi slipped up onto the bed. “I’m game,” she smiled,

Lexi peeled her shirt off, exposing her evenly toned breasts, free of freckles. Her nipples stood firmly, and the buzz of arousal started in the back of my mind. I tried to shake an odd sensation of dark thoughts weaving in my mind.

I slid behind Lexi and cupped a firm, pert breast as Kelly lay down on the other side. Kelly and I looked at each other. I watched with a feral grin as a shadow shifted in her eyes as she sank her manicured nails into Lexi’s flesh. I began to feel hungry as the room grew darker, shadows physically pressing around us. Kelly’s appearance began to glow, her eyes shifting to a reddish hue. I bit my lip and salivated as the tension rose.

“Mmmm,” Lexi said, enjoying the rough handling both Kelly and I wanted, and with eyes locked, we both drank on her arousal.

Without her stone, Kelly’s power bloomed, warming the room. I pushed my hand to Lexi’s shorts, shoving them down her hips. She wriggled helpfully, and soon she was naked between Kelly and me. I raked my nails up her thigh, and she bit back a scream as she spread her legs. I grabbed her bare, slick sex and felt a pulse of arousal coat my fingers.

Kelly raised her long nails as talons sank into her top. She tore her shirt, freeing her breasts, and stretched as she felt her power bloom from her core. Her eyes were a dark red as she looked at me, and I felt my cock swell in my jeans.

Even as dead as we felt moments ago, Kelly’s power grew, feeding on the darker energy that permeated the small room and captured our thoughts. Her teeth gnashed as if tasting the ignited lust filling the room.

A dark shadow pushed at me, then filled me. I shoved my fingers into Lexi’s cunt and gnawed at her flesh. She growled, and I felt her hips lift, shocked but enjoying my harsh treatment. Kelly slipped from the bed and stood at the side.

“I think I can try now,” she growled with a low purr and a deeper voice. “Kneel in the middle, slut.”

My shock at the sound of Kelly’s voice evaporated quickly, chased by darker thoughts as I watched Lexi kneel. I slipped off to the side of the cabin and watched. Shedding my jeans and released my cock. I stroked it as I watched, licked my lips, and anticipated the feel of what was to come. Any misgivings were chased from my brain by darker thoughts of possession, power, and fear.

Kelly focused her red eyes on Lexi and opened her mouth, and shrieked—a whisper. I felt a pulse in her power, and Lexi swayed, then slumped lifeless to the mattress, limbs akimbo. Kelly looked at me, and I felt an odd dark arousal at the limp, prone form. Kelly smiled a crooked smile as I knelt up on the bed.

“Hold her legs open,” I commanded her, “I want to see if she can feel me fuck her.” The words felt foreign to my tongue, like a bitter syrup.

Kelly eagerly complied, licking her lips as she slid behind Lexi’s limp body. She pulled the small girl back roughly, grabbing under her breasts and lifting her like a rag doll over Kelly’s glowing flesh.

Lexi’s body was oddly canted as she rested on Kelly’s abdomen, her head lolling between Kelly’s breasts. Kelly reached down and grabbed Lexi’s legs behind her knees, spreading her legs apart and making her wet cunt lips splay open.

“Fuck her, Jeremiah,” she hissed in a dark tone. “Fuck the bitch hard.”

I looked at Lexi. Her body was lifeless, but her eyes were wide. Arousal, fear, and dread passed through her thoughts. I fed on them, savored them, craved more.

I leaped forward, possessed by a dark need, and dropped to my knees, my cock throbbing in my fist. I slammed my cock deep into her tight cunt. Her body was limp and wobbled lifelessly—dead weight on Kelly’s body.

I reached and grabbed Lexi’s hip, drawing back and slamming forward. Fucking her lifeless form was different, she breathed, but it was even. Her cunt was lubricated, but nothing else moved. I had to work to find the proper position. Then, with a smirked grin to the glowing goddess under my prey, I started fucking her harder.

Kelly’s red eyes gleamed at me as her tongue traced her lips. She drew her lips back and bared her fangs as I slammed into her limp friend. Her fangs shone in the dim light as she opened her jaws and bit into Lexi’s shoulder.

PAST - ALYSSA

I was in deep thought as I studied Deborah’s dark diaries. The thoughts of the threesome streaming from the back of the cruiser felt dark and black, then dissipated. I was focused on learning more, so I pored through the book and thought I’d check back in a few minutes. When I looked up again, thirty minutes had passed. I reached out to listen to my connected lovers’ thoughts.

“HELP ALYSSA!!!” Lexi’s thoughts screamed into my brain, “Aly, please. Help me!!!”

“She’s mine. I will fill her,” came another darker, unfamiliar thought.

“I will consume her,” echoed another dark thought.

Under those were Jeremiah and Kelly, aroused but not fully present, as if they were under an inky, sour-tasting influence.

“CARMEN!” I shouted suddenly, my brain making the connections and cursing my stupidity, “STOP THE BUS!!”

She looked at me like I’d grown three heads and pulled onto the shoulder, braking hard.

“What the hell!?!” She asked as she worked the brakes and the wheel to pull over safely.

“Give me the pendant,” I shrieked, and leaped at her, “Fuck Carmen, give me the fucking pendant!! Now!”

I grabbed the necklace as she tried to pull it over her head, almost yanking out some of Carmen’s hair. I raced to the back, and the bus shifted and came to a halt. I threw open the door, eyes wide as Jeremiah’s body was hammering into Lexi’s lifeless body. Kelly’s jaws were sucking on Lexi’s shoulder, and she opened her mouth to hiss at me, her fangs dripping Lexi’s blood.

I pushed forward, pressed the brownstone into Kelly’s calf, the closest part of her body to me, and gripped Jeremiah’s arm. The room brightened, having gone dim even with the illumination of the camper’s light, and Kelly’s features shifted back to normal. Jeremiah froze and slid back, shock filling his eyes as he looked down at Lexi’s lifeless body.

I held the stone to Kelly’s flesh as her power ebbed. Her eyes rolled back in her head, and a deep, odd voice growled.

“Noo, I don’t want to leaaave….”

Jeremiah growled, even as his body slumped.

“Nooo, I am so hungry, let me feed….”

The voices fled as the orb glowed in golden webs, and dark shadows slipped from Jeremiah and Kelly’s bodies. Jeremiah slumped to the side, breathing and awake but confused. Kelly’s eyes widened, and she screamed, feeling Lexi’s limp body resting on her.

“Is she dead? Did I kill her? Noooo!” Kelly wailed, fully panicked.

With a start, Lexi inhaled, then bucked forward, eyes wide and sucking in breath after breath. She saw and reached for me, clinging to me as she fought to form words.

I sat on the edge of the mattress, holding the stone to Kelly’s flesh and reaching for Jeremiah to keep touching him. The stone purged the room of the dark shadows, sprites, and other craven beings.

“What. The. Fuck.” Carmen asked at the doorway.

I slumped my head against Lexi’s shoulder, kissing her and tasting the tang of her blood on my lips.

“Get the first aid kit, Carmen, please.”

I searched my thoughts as I waited, and my loves just breathed. The darkness passed, and we waited.

PAST - JEDIAH

Jediah cursed himself as he tried to revive the limp body on the bed. She was breathing. That was good. She had a pulse, another positive. The rest of her was a mess. She needed a shower, covered in blood. Old wounds had opened, and fresh wounds too. His own dried cum still crusted her back and abdomen. He needed her awake. He missed something in his rage at hearing her on the phone.

He pulled her up and carried her to the shower, thinking, “Two birds, one stone.”

He shifted her to sit against the back of the tub, then turned on the water. She jumped at the cold water striking her, then lapsed into a barely conscious mode. He let the water warm, then began washing her clean. Jediah used the hotel bar of soap and a washcloth as the water ran red, as the blood and gore were cleansed off her bare flesh. He washed her scratched and abraded flesh with the soap; it stung, and she cried out in whimpers as Jediah cleaned all her flesh.

When she could stand, he got in the shower, letting her hang on to his soaked body as he washed her backside. He rinsed her, and she relaxed into him. He let her rest for a moment, then turned off the warm water, wrapped her in towels, and dragged her back to bed.

Her eyes blinked, then she drew back in horror. He grinned at her and gripped her jaw.

“You said a name,” Jediah said lowly. “What was the name?”

Jenn thought. Her whole brain felt blurry.

“Who, Kelly?”

That was it, he thought.

“Yes, that’s right—good girl.”

Jenn smiled at the praise, happy to help out this man. Her thoughts were a mess, her mind drifting between memories and pain.

“Kelly is a dream,” she slurred. “So beautiful, I crushed on her so hard….”

Jediah let her continue, listening.

“She was my first. She and Lexi… Then Carmen,” she smiled, then giggled. “Those three are insatiable sluts. They still make me horny thinking about it.”

“Is that right?” Jediah said, leering at her. “Where is Kelly? Is she close?”

“Phffss… she’s at her Mom’s. I just called her.” Jenn slurred, then leaned and kissed the friendly man helping her. “She’s nowhere close, lover… she’s in Portland. We’re alone….”

She lifted her arms and drew him close, her legs opening.

“Fuck me, Daddy, I need to be stuffed…” Her eyes rolled back, and she was suddenly unconscious again.

He let go of her, letting her slump lifeless to the bed. “Portland,” he thought, working the problem, “six hours away.” He paced, thinking and looking at the clock, performing the time-distance calculation. He should move her, change hotels at least. If he stayed here, where she made the call, there could be trouble coming. In about four hours, he could meet this Kelly in person.

Wait, that was Michael’s first mark? Was she the Baraqiel influence?

He paced.

He didn’t have time to chase ghosts, not with Jenn in such rough shape. He needed to get Jenn to the compound. There, his friend Samuel could mold her and erase the marks that marred her flesh. He looked at her, then at Michael, who had slept through the beating he’d given Jenn and the interrogation that followed.

“I’ll leave him here,” Jediah thought. “Jenn checked in with him, so if her friends showed up looking for her. Michael could misdirect them. Hell, the boy won’t even know where she is. That should buy him more time.”

Set on a plan, he looked back at the girl. She needed to wake up and fast. He dug through Michael’s suitcase and found the boy’s kit. Drawing a syringe, he injected a dose of pure adrenaline into her thigh. She inhaled sharply and bucked, then sat up and held her head in her hands. He tossed her a new slip of a dress.

“Get dressed, baby girl. Daddy’s going to take you for a ride,” he said, using her words, hoping she’d connect him with a pleasant memory.

She purred and looked at him.

“I’d rather ride you undressed, Daddy,” She slurred, sounding half drunk. ”But I am an obedient slut for you.”

She dressed, and he gathered what he thought were her things, leaving Michael asleep. He left the room as it was, blood and strewn with torn clothes. None of the blood was his, just the girl’s. He found his car and drove out of the parking lot at 4 AM, heading east. He leaned back as Jenn leaned over, unzipped his trousers, and sank her mouth around his cock.

“She is an insatiable slut,” he thought. “Michael was right about that.”

DISTANT PAST - ISAIAH

Isaiah was tired. He was tired of driving. He was tired of his thoughts. He was tired of his guilt. He was just tired.

Seeing a road sign for a hotel, he thought, “I can rest here, the drive to Pinebluff in the morning will be easy, and I won’t show up worn out.”

He wasn’t looking forward to meeting his father. He might be able to learn about the Priesthood and his father’s role from others. He remembered boys his age in the few times they lived at the compound. None of the faces he recalled struck a chord or a memory. Blank faces with blank memories.

He sighed, pulled into the hotel, stretched, then tiredly got out and removed his suitcase. He went through a series of thoughts, his body still feeling as if it were moving down the road.

“A shower, a new change of clothes, I’ll feel like a new man,” he thought, “Tonight, I’m ordering room service; no need to tempt fate.”

His fingers traced the edges of the strange jeweled plate that seemed to stop his powers when he touched it. It made him feel calmer, knowing he had some control. The minor adjustments he constantly made to Katie and Sammie seemed too manipulative. He knew that he loved them, though. The bond he felt with them ached as he drove further and further away.

He thought about his father as he entered the lobby. He headed to the desk clerk, preoccupied, blankly asking for a room for the night.

“Certainly,” the desk clerk said, “I need identification and a license plate number.”

He slid his driver’s license across and recited his license plate number.

“Thank you, Mr. Jackson, from Oregon,” the front clerk smiled, “Sign here and here, and I’ll get you your key. How many do you need?”

“Just one,” Isaiah said absently.

“Something feels familiar about this place,” he thought. Maybe his father took him here as a boy. They’d certainly stayed at plenty of hotels. His father always got a separate room, saying he did his business at night.

“It’s just work, Isaiah,” his father had said many times. “I’ll get you in the morning, and we’ll get breakfast.”

Isaiah sighed, took the key, and gave the clerk a half-smile that seemed familiar to the man.

“What an odd deja vu,” the desk clerk thought, then dismissed the idea. He’d seen too many faces today.

Isaiah unlocked his door, letting it shut as the door opposite him opened, and a silhouette walked down the hall in a flash of grey.

“An older man,” he felt his thoughts, “hoping to score a companion in the bar.”

Looking at his watch, he turned on the TV and picked up the room service menu. He blanched at the prices; then he realized if he skipped the regular beer he drank, it would be about right.

“I don’t need the drink,” he said to himself.

He watched TV absently, still lost in memories of his lovers and his follies. He got up and opened the door, letting the man in with his room service. He tipped him and shut the door, “Hopefully, for the last time tonight.” He ate woodenly, missing Sammie’s well-crafted meals and the cherubic smile of Jeremiah as he made his daily mess.

He did have to open the door again to put his tray outside. Then he took his shower, laid out a new set of clothes on the spare bed, and rolled into bed, naked.

An untold number of hours later, he woke up. His cock was rigid, and the air was filled with a strange glow. He thought of his loves as his hand found his cock, and he stroked it. It felt good to stroke it, thinking of each of their bodies. His arousal felt different as he pulled at his manhood.

Usually, it peaked, but tonight it seemed as if his arousal was sucked away, even as his lust grew. Growing frustrated, he stopped. He listened to the sounds of the hotel and was startled to hear growling and snuffling, like an animal’s. He rose and pulled on his pants; his cock had deflated, and the strange arousal was sucked out of the room.

He pulled open the door; his room service had been collected as his brain registered a feminine form slipping from the room opposite his and running towards the fire escape. Her features felt crazed, and he closed his eyes, trying to recall her fleeting image. She had blonde hair and was probably older than him, more his father’s age. Her eyes were wide, and her… wait, she was covered in blood?

The door across the hall was ajar. No sounds came from it, and he was drawn across the hallway and pushed the door open.

“Hello,” he called quietly. “Your door was open, and…” the words stuck in his throat as he moved in from the entry, seeing a bloody corpse on the floor and a hollow shell of a … was that a girl? leaning against the wall.

“Holy hell,” he thought, biting his tongue before he screamed for help; the bloody face on the dead man looked fam… “DAD??!?”

Isaiah crept closer, avoiding puddles of blood, and looked, “Yep, that’s Dad,” he thought.

He was surprised that he felt little remorse for his father as he stared at Zedekiah’s unfocused eyes. His gaze didn’t look much different than when he lived and breathed. Breathing would be a bit hard, seeing that he had no lungs.

Pushing the macabre scene from his mind, he looked around. His father’s silver briefcase was open on the desk, and some papers were stacked neatly beside it. He stepped carefully, not wanting to disturb the scene, but his mind had convinced him that his father’s papers would give him the answers he needed. He shoved everything in the case, closed it, and turned to leave.

He exited the room and checked his watch. He was wide awake and doubted he could fall asleep. He could probably be back home in 10 hours, back to Jeremiah, Katie, and Sammie. That put a smile on his face, and he grabbed his suitcase and headed downstairs to check out. He didn’t feel guilty about his lack of remorse for his father. Whatever he did to that poor girl, who slumped lifelessly against the wall, he’d paid the price with his gruesome death.

He tossed his bag and the briefcase in the back seat, slipped into the front, and started the car. As he hit the road that early morning, he hoped he’d never think of his father again.

DISTANT PAST - ELIZABETH

My mother was gone, and I reveled in the freedom I felt without her dark shadow hovering over me. I loved my mother, and I knew she loved me deeply. As a single mother in the late sixties, she was an outcast from most of society. She didn’t mind that, but her particular attention to my care was almost suffocating at times. I was eighteen, though, celebrating that birthday earlier in the week, and I wanted to be my own woman.

Deborah’s strange tales were also a bit overbearing. She had convinced herself that she was some half-angel, half-human being that possessed the powers to control men’s minds sexually. I did admit she was pretty, and I had inherited her looks. That was one of the reasons that I’d invited Bob over in her absence. He made me feel even more beautiful, and his nickname for me, Betsy, made my heart melt a little.

He was a good student, a member of the honor society, and a leader in our small church. Most of the teenage boys in our small town pursued spiritual purity, at least outwardly. They had learned the path from birth and knew that to become exalted in the next life, a man had to follow the right direction in this life. Bob was well-liked by the teachers at school, and my few friends thought he was very handsome. He was large, a football player, and kept his hair in a short military-like cut. So many of the boys were growing longer hair, even in the rural parts of Idaho where we lived.

I had smiled at myself as I prepared for Bob’s arrival at my doorstep. My skirt was just the right length, right at the knees, completely in line with the dress code. My full breasts, which I felt a little self-conscious about, tended to get unwanted attention. They stretched the buttons of my blouse. I usually wore a sweater to obscure their shape, but tonight… Tonight I wanted Bob to notice. I checked the mirror one last time and saw the ugly brownstone my mother had given me. It did nothing for my outfit.

I took it off, looked at it, and let it rest in my palm. A strange warmth emanated from it as I thought of Bob. It seemed to pulse. I wrote it off as too much of my feminine hormones, knowing that my time would come in a few weeks. I put the stone on my dresser and picked up a silver necklace. A silver pendant of flowers looked much better tucked at the top of my décolletage.

I heard a knock at the door and Bob’s call, “Hello, the door is open? Betsy?”

I rushed through the kitchen and double-checked the table I’d prepared: fried chicken, corn, potatoes, all of Bob’s favorites. I moved through to the entry and smiled at him.

“There’s my Betsy,” he grinned.

I melted a bit at the possessive tone, “I am his,” I thought to myself.

The room seemed to shift in color, brightening as I leaned to kiss his cheek. He hugged me tight, smiling, then pushed me back to look in my eyes.

“Thanks for inviting me to dinner,” he said, and hugged me tighter.

He felt so good holding me, and I felt something inside me shift, then bloom. He felt even better.

I turned to him, suddenly breathless, and he looked at me, then at my open lips. He pulled me close and kissed me. It felt delightful, and I moaned in arousal in his arms. We’d kissed and held hands from time to time, but our moral upbringing had the rules well-formed in our minds. Our bodies suddenly didn’t care about any rules.

Bob’s hand lifted my breast, and I shamelessly pushed my chest into his palm. My hand ran from his chest down to his waist, holding on to his belt. I kissed him back, my tongue sliding along his lips. Suddenly, we were taking off each other’s clothes in the light of the entryway. I didn’t care. I just wanted whatever I was feeling to continue. It did. It grew more and more as we touched each other.

Bob lowered his mouth to my bare breast, and I held onto the back of his head as he nursed at my nipple. My hand drew down and slipped inside the waistband of his white boxers. I gasped at the hot feel of his rigid manhood. I stroked it slowly, and he moaned into my breast. His hand dropped, and he fed his fingers along my thigh, sliding through the leg opening of my panties, brushing my tight blonde curls, and then feeling my lips.

I couldn’t get enough.

“I need you in me, Bob, more than anything I’ve ever felt.”

He pushed me back and looked in my eyes. I pushed all my allure at him, and he pushed his boxers down, releasing his turgid cock. I wriggled my hips and stepped out of my panties. We looked at each other, fully naked and feeling no shame, only heated arousal. I reached and grabbed his cock, and led him past the forgotten dinner and to my bedroom.

I hardly noticed the brownstone glowing on the dresser as I lay on my back, and I spread my legs as Bob kneeled between them. I kissed him, my hands at his hips, then touched that pulsing muscle and guided him to my moist and ready womanhood. He moved cautiously, aware of my virginity. I lifted my hips and pushed another wave of arousal as his head parted my flesh. I barked at the pain but then felt nothing but bliss.

“Go deeper, Bob,” I said. “Fill me… please….”

“Oh, Betsy,” he said before sealing his mouth to mine.

He thrust a few times. Too soon, I felt his cock pulse, then a hot flash as his seed filled my womb. I wormed against him feverishly.

“Nooo,” I thought, “More..”

I pulsed from my core and felt that strange light bloom again. Bob’s cock flared, his eyes lit up, and he started thrusting again. I reveled in the heat of the moment. My body was on fire like I’d never felt before, waves of pleasure crashing through me—through Bob. We made passionate love, lost in each other’s bodies. Then fell asleep entangled in each other’s arms.
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SNEAK PEEK - DUELING DEMONS

Chapter 1 - Past - Jeremiah

The coach’s snug rear cabin had dimmed from the supernatural reddish glow into natural lighting, thanks to Alyssa’s use of the stone. Still trembling from fright, I drew back against the rear corner of the RV. The cruiser parked at a standstill on the shoulder of the highway. It was late at night, but there was regular traffic, bright headlights illuminating the room as they sped past. The stark bands of light passed over Lexi’s nude body as Alyssa tended to the bite wound along her shoulder.

Kelly was curled against the bulkhead on the opposite side of the window; like me, she was shaken. We both understood we’d been out of our minds and not in control of our actions. As the stone made the dark spirits beat a hasty retreat, those facts slowly knit into our conscious thoughts. The influence of the evil craven sprites had possessed us, taken over our flesh. Kelly was concerned for Lexi but was calm in her mind. Scared but not beset with remorse over what the evil possession had done with our unwilling bodies.

Lexi was calming down. Once she had regained control over her body, she started crying into Alyssa’s neck. I knew that I never wanted to hear her cry like that again. She had been frightened, and I was glad Alyssa had acted so quickly once she realized what had happened.

Carmen looked at us like we’d all lost our minds. She was also worried about Lexi, but the small bite was quickly cleaned and bandaged. As Lexi calmed down, Carmen relaxed. She sat beside Alyssa, rubbed Lexi’s shoulders, and kissed her neck.

Alyssa was frustrated with herself. “I should have been listening,” she said, “I should have been back here.”

“If you had been back here, then you too could have been influenced,” I reasoned.

Standing from the edge of the bed, I started putting my clothes back on. I knew the drivers passing by couldn’t see past the one-way glass and see three naked bodies, but the stark lights were a periodic reminder of where we were.

“Not if I had the stone with me,” Alyssa said, still beating herself up.

“If you had the stone with you, Carmen could have been influenced,” Kelly said.

We looked back through the windshield at the front of the coach, the headlights of traffic illuminating the winding road we’d been traveling. The road clung along a tight cliff that plunged to the broad river on the other side of the four-lane highway. We all understood that we were lucky to be alive, breathing, and a bit beat up.

“Paralysis sucks,” Lexi said, her voice and reaction making the room a bit lighter, “I might get a kinky thrill from being restrained, but I can at least fight against the ropes. I felt completely helpless and unable to move. Not. For. Me.”

“I’m so sorry, Lex,” Kelly said, “Had I known how you felt, I would have stopped immediately! …” she paused as she remembered the dark whispers and shadows we’d been possessed by, “Well, if I could have”

Kelly shivered again at the memory and leaned to hug Lexi. They gripped each other for long moments, bare flesh pressing against naked flesh. Aly had let the stone slip to the mattress as the tight space returned to normal. I felt my arousal rise, watching my two supernaturally enhanced lovers embrace. My cock thickened along the leg of my shorts as Kelly’s flesh took on a golden hue and began to glow. Alyssa looked down at my erection and licked her lips, then blinked as she caught herself and grabbed the stone beside her, and shoved the charmed stone into Kelly’s back.

“You’d better wear this,” she whispered, biting back a moan.

Kelly parted from the deepened kiss she shared with Lexi as her glow faded and nodded. “I need to do better. When I’m tired, my control evaporates.”

Carmen sighed and stopped playing with her nipple. “Okay, look, we need to be going down this road if we’re going to help Jenn.” she directed in her unique way, “Y’all need to rest, and I’ll need a break in a couple of hours. So stop fucking around with ‘special angel powers’ and sleep. If you need me, I’ll be in the front.”

One click to grab Dueling Demons to keep binge-reading.


SUBSCRIBE AND FOLLOW JACKL PUBLISHING


[image: JACKL Publishing Logo with logos for Hank Dolworth, Mack Landry, and Drake Storm]


Are you a fan of these guys? Complete these steps.

	Follow JACKL Publishing’s Facebook Page 

	Join The Straight JACKL Facebook Group 

	Subscribe to The Straight JACKL newsletter 




Find all JACKL heat at jacklpublishing.com

[image: Facebook icon]


ABOUT MACK LANDRY


[image: Mack Landry Logo]


Mack Landry crafts scorching, male-led harems where polyamory meets slice-of-life bliss and every story ends in heart-pounding happily ever afters. A former tech instructor turned romance rebel, he fuels your fantasies with ethical heat.

Explore all his titles at books.macklandry.com.

Follow on Amazon or Goodreads.

[image: Facebook icon] [image: Amazon icon] [image: Goodreads icon]


OUR ETHEREAL LEGACY


Our Ethereal Legacy contains all four novels about Jeremiah’s harem family and legacy in one volume and the correct series order. All of the individual books and expanded universe stories are available here:

Singles: https://books.macklandry.com/OEL

	Molding Minds 

	Awakening Angels 

	Dueling Demons 

	Familiar Fairytales 




Omnibus

https://books.macklandry.com/ourethereallegacy


OUR ETHEREAL LEGACY - CALIFORNIA


The Jackson Family is moving to Serra Bay, and what they find is more magical than expected. Alyssa and Jeremiah are pulled in to help clean up the aftermath of an out-of-control feeder and link up with the resident fae in the area, bringing their powers to benefit humans and fae alike.

Explore the magic and mysteries of Our Ethereal Legacy as they relocate to Serra Bay, California.

Series includes:

	JACKL Inc. 

	Once Bitten 

	Twice Shy 

	Thrice Charmed 




Our Ethereal Legacy—California

https://books.macklandry.com/oel-california


CASCADE MOUNTAIN HAREM
SECOND CHANCE HAREM ROMANCE


Kurt Darby's impromptu vacation in the Cascade Mountains takes him back to growing up nearby and some old friends from high school. The years have passed, but Kurt and Amy's connection as teenagers sparked a fire between the old flames. Kurt's challenges grow when Amy's friends join them to spend a wild weekend in Amy's mountain cabin resort.

Cascade Mountain Harem

books.macklandry.com/cascade-harem


MACK LANDRY COLLECTION
DIVE INTO MORE POLY HEAT, HAREMS, AND HARD-WON LOVE BELOW


Chef’s Kiss Barbecue—A smoky slice-of-life men’s romance about a burned-out tech guy, three fierce heroines, and the Texas BBQ circuit, blending polyamorous heat with cartel danger and a hard-won found family.

Home Office Harem—My life was perfect—until my wife Naomi left, stripping everything and leaving me an overwhelmed single dad. In the wreckage, four devoted young women offered unexpected love and support, forging a devoted harem to heal my soul. Then Naomi returned, forcing us to redefine family... or lose it all.

Cascade Mountain Harem - Second-chance harem romance in the Cascades: wounded hearts reunite at a remote mountain resort, where a mystical spring forges a slow-burn harem as one guy claims a whole new life with the women who insist on sharing it. Six-book series with a spine-tingling ending.

The Candy Man’s Harem (Rocky Cove Candy Company) — Sweet, sticky, and a tad strange: divorced candy man Dominic leads his devoted young team in a quirky age-gap harem at Rocky Cove's coastal shop. They twist taffy—and taboos—into spicy-sweet bliss, unearthing echoes from his grandfather's past.

Belinda and the Beast—Standalone paranormal harem romance: Young Belinda chooses her dream-monster lover, only to lose everything. Amid grief and bisexual awakening, the beast under her bed isn't her only savior—her three devoted friends join the heat. Explicit magic forges an HEA from desire and found family.

Our Ethereal Legacy - A super spicy urban fantasy harem origin: ordinary friends awaken wild powers through trial, error, and tangled desire—binding as lovers against demons, succubi, and ethereal forces in an epic adventure of devotion.

Basics: Neural Control Node—Work-from-home retail therapy buys Josh a dead-on-arrival gadget—until his gamer-girl neighbor activates its seductive AI. She morphs into his perfect assistant for cooking, cleaning, and more, sparking a slice-of-life men's fantasy harem romance.

Explore Mack Landry’s Amazon Author page or find all his stories at his website:

https://books.macklandry.com/mack-landry-collection

[image: Facebook icon]


JACKL PUBLISHING AUTHORS


[image: Mack Landry logo]


Mack Landry ignites passionate tales of lust, love, slice-of-life adventures, male-led harems, and irresistible romance.

Mack Landry’s Author Page

[image: Hank Dolworth Logo]


Hank Dolworth pens scorching hotwife and freeuse tales brimming with sizzling sex, mind-melting orgasms, and feel-good romance.

Hank Dolworth’s Author Page

[image: Drake Storm Logo]


Drake Storm crafts spicy romances packed with slow-burn tension, on-page heat, delicious angst, swoony grand gestures, and guaranteed HEAs

.Drake Storm’s Author Page

[image: Facebook icon]

OEBPS/image_rsrc3MV.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3MM.jpg





OEBPS/font_rsrc3MJ.ttf


cover.jpeg
A SPICY PARANORMAL URBAN FANTASY HAREM ADVENTURE

. WAKENING






OEBPS/image_rsrc3MT.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3MU.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3MS.jpg





OEBPS/font_rsrc3MH.ttf


OEBPS/image_rsrc3MR.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3MP.jpg
Hank
Dolworth

HOTWIFE FREEUSE EROTICA

spicy romance

ssssssssssssssssss





OEBPS/font_rsrc3MG.ttf


OEBPS/image_rsrc3MX.jpg
DRAKE
STORM





OEBPS/image_rsrc3MW.jpg
Hank
Dolworth





OEBPS/image_rsrc3MN.jpg





