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HAREMLIT FACEBOOK GROUPS


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

	Harem-Lit - https://harem-lit.com 

	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 BASICS: NEURAL CONTROL NODE


When reclusive techie Josh grabs a discontinued Neural Control Node cube, gamer crush Gina touches it first—linking her to him and unleashing forbidden apps that sculpt dream bodies, ignite nonstop peaks, and forge unbreakable harem bonds.

Rhi, Gina’s roommate and Josh’s long-time crush, submits next, her soulmate fire anchoring the blaze. Cop Essie makes three, Rhi’s best friend Tess is the fourth, and Tess’s maid Katie fills the final slot.

Suddenly, a sizzling harem of five devoted women is completely under his control. Curves enhanced, desires commanded, ecstasy without end—yet Josh refuses to drown in raw power, treating every link as something dangerously precious.

Then a beta-upgrade crash erases EVERY memory, leaving Josh a stranger to his own lovers. No apps, no links—just a brutal fight to reclaim Rhi’s heart and reboot his harem before the Node ghosts them forever.
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BASICS: Neural Control Node is a spicy sci-fi romp where one man’s principles build—and may break—the ultimate fantasy. Why wait? Tap for cube-controlled craving.


To those who wonder if robots dream…


David Lightman: Is this a game or is it real?

Joshua: What's the difference?

– WARGAMES (1983)


BASICS: NEURAL CONTROL NODE


PART ONE

SATURDAY - PURE IMAGINATION


CHAPTER 1
THE BLACK BOX


Remote work had its perks. No forced chit-chat, no breakroom birthdays, no awkward nods to the Accounting guy who somehow matched my bathroom schedule. Downside? Same four walls, every damn day.

I didn’t miss the office. I was just stuck. Every support call happened online. Communication meant instant messages or email, nothing else. No client visits. Just endless, mind-numbing learning modules with idiotic tests to prove I hadn’t zoned out. All that left me with way too much free time.

Another gripe. Zoom calls. The whole platform felt like it was built by extroverts who needed an audience just to edit an email. Hours wasted, followed by an AI transcript of every cough and weird throat noise. And whatever the hell Bernard was doing with his faces and moans—I still had no clue.

Sure, I could’ve just gotten outside, but Summer in Texas is much like living on the surface of the sun. So—Plan B: Porn. Except that the powers that be pretty much shut down the “Hub” over some age-verification shite. Fine.

Streaming shows—catching up on old seasons. After 28 seasons of NCIS, I realized it was the same story every time; Gibbs was a genius and a prime asshole. British shows were cool, but their dull stretches tended to put me to sleep. Maybe the internet was running out.

Desperate, I turned to online shopping. Found a gadget site with a portal full of deals. Browsed the Basics section—cheap tech, all drop-shipped and barely branded. I hunted for something to upgrade my home office. One item caught my eye:

Basics: Neural Control Node - $49.99 - Enjoy the benefits of expansive artificial intelligence in a natural mode of communication. Abilities are limitless with our pre-developed application modules. Adding new features couldn’t be easier. Natural-language communication with the Neural Control Node, along with its features, make this an excellent device to add to any connected home.

The picture showed a plain black box, about the size of a Rubik’s Cube. Smooth, matte, no moving parts. Completely forgettable. Probably just another voice assistant, like the rest flooding the market.

I stabbed the “Buy Now” button and kept scrolling. I’d blown fifty bucks on worse. Confirmation and shipping info hit my inbox a minute later. Delivery by contactless drone in four hours. Nothing to do but wait.

With hours to kill, I closed my laptop and went for a nap. Had to check—was it even Saturday? The endless loop of work, eat, sleep blurred the days together. Napping on the clock was risky, but on a Saturday, fair game. I crashed fast.

Phone chirped. I woke up and checked the status. Vendor email: package on my porch. Missed the drone drop—bit of a letdown. The door camera showed a small brown box sitting on my stoop.

The door groaned open. I really needed to oil those hinges before they seized up and trapped me in my self-imposed tomb.

“Hey, neighbor!”

Turned and saw my neighbor, Rhi (short for Rhiannon), waving. I gave her my usual chin tip.

“‘Sup.”

“The temperature.” She smirked, and I hyperfocused on her lower lip as she dragged her teeth over it. “We could use some rain, don’t cha think?”

“Would be nice.” I nodded and bent down to grab my box. “Think they’ll ever fix the pool?” I asked, waving toward the courtyard and the empty pool that was beginning to look like a junkyard.

“Water restrictions.” Rhi shrugged.

“Yeah,” I snorted. “Gotta save all the water to run the AI shitshow datacenters.”

There was that smirk again. Rhi had the classic MILF vibe—strawberry-blonde bob, crystal-blue eyes. I stopped my gaze there. Anything lower would’ve been awkward.

“I gotta get back to it,” I said, lifting the brown box and giving it a little wave. “Stay cool.”

The door shut behind me.

“Stay cool?” I muttered. What the hell was that—some line from 1977? Another reason I was glad I didn’t have to commute. I carried the box into the kitchen and grabbed my boxcutter.

I needed a maid. Table buried under takeout bags, boxes, disposable plates, stray groceries. Sink overflowing with dishes. Living alone meant no one else to blame. I could put it off another day, but by Sunday, I’d have to face the mess.

Clearing a spot for the box, I tried not to spill junk onto the floor. Grabbed the box cutter from the junk drawer, sat down, sliced the tape, opened the flaps. Under the air pillow—another black box.

Box was bigger than I expected. BASICS, stamped in bold white letters. Just a plain black box with white lettering:

Gripping the top, I shook it gently. The box was engineered for a snug fit, but soon the bottom slid free. Checked inside the top for papers or keys—nothing. The base held the matte black cube from the photo. Peeled off the electrostatic wrap. One side lit up with a simple text interface as my fingers touched the box.

Main account activated.

Mapping Neural Control Node.

I watched with a grin as the text pulsed, and a small white line slid evenly along the bottom of the text. Then the text disappeared, and the box went back to matte black.

Calibration complete.

Words scrolled along the bottom of my vision, then faded. Slick. I turned it over—six identical sides. No ports, nothing to plug in. Just a black cube with a text interface. Tapped all six faces. Nothing. No lights, no cool HUD display. Maybe it needed a voice prompt?

“Hello, Basics?” I said aloud.

Bupkis.

Shook the box. No lights. Just a blank cube. Looked back into the shipping box—well-engineered, of course—and spotted a single square of paper at the bottom. Truncated URL, square QR code.

I pulled open my phone and noticed a new email notification from the vendor.

Hi Josh,

Your account has been activated. Congratulations! Enjoy your Neural Control Node

I smirked.

So far, the Neural Control Node was a black metal brick. An online help or documentation page made sense, and I hoped I’d soon get some answers. I switched to the camera app and focused on the QR code, then tapped the icon to open the associated web page:

Product discontinued

Our apologies. We have discontinued this product. We have refunded your money. There is no need to return the device. Please dispose of it safely and recycle the electronics.

Well. Fuck.

Checked my email again. Order canceled, refund on the way or maybe a gift card. I snorted, left the blank cube on the table, grabbed the shipping box, and started clearing some garbage.

Cleaning and tidying took me around the house. Started a load of laundry. Cleaned the toilet. Forgot about the cube, lost in hyperfocus clean mode. Eh. Good enough. I crashed on the sofa, queued up the next episode of whatever cop show I was binging. Knock at the door.

Standing at the door was Gina, Rhi’s roommate.

She was bored out of her mind most days. We bonded over video games. She visited so often to play, she might as well have been my roommate. I appreciated the distraction. She made a solid second-in-command in most games.

Average build, brunette ponytail, always in casual gear. Fun gamer, fifteen years younger than me. Any vibes—squashed. I had a thing for Rhi. Would’ve been weird to hook up with Gina, then finally get the guts to ask Rhi out.

“What do you want to play today?” Gina smiled, sliding into the room as I opened the door wide.

“I don’t care,” I said, “I was just tidying up.”

“Well, don’t forget this.” She grabbed the matte black cube off the table and froze—tilted oddly like a mannequin and stayed locked in that position.

Sync initiated.

Assistant 1/5.

Uploading neural map.

What the fuck just happened?


CHAPTER 2
CAPTIVE MODE


Gina’s eyes lost focus and went dull. The cube started streaming text from its display. Gina’s mouth opened, and her voice recited in a creepy monotone as the words scrolled across my vision.

New Touch Detected.

Assimilating.

Uploading neural sync decoder.

Upload complete.

Initializing.

Gina’s eyes blinked rapidly as the dots scrolled across my vision. The cube's face had a light white glow on all sides. I tried to pull it from her hand, but her grip was too firm. Her voice echoed the words scrolling on the screen in a strange robotic tone.

Capture Mode Initiated.

Assistant 1 of 5.

Gina added to NEA list.

Active mode restored.

Say ‘Setup’ to resume.

“What is this?” Gina asked as if she hadn’t just turned into a droid.

The fuck. My head tilted like a dog's when they heard the word 'treat'. I wanted to ask her a thousand questions, but I was too tempted by the simple command.

“Setup,” I said.

“Setup mode initialized. Please state the assistant’s name?” Gina said, returning to the monotone, as the words scrolled across my vision.

“Gina,” I said, lifting a brow.

“Assistant Gina, now in setup mode,” Gina said in her usual tone of voice. She smiled and made eye contact.

“Fuck me…” I said under my breath.

Fuck Me App downloading

“Downloading…” Gina recited in monotone, and her eyes went vacant and flickered.

FuckMe app downloaded.

Installing.

FuckMe app installed.

Say ‘Activate’ to initialize.

“What the fuck?” I thought, “Surely Gina is just fucking with me. This can’t be real.”

“Activate FuckMe.” I couldn’t help myself.

“Which assistant, please?” Gina asked, her voice returning to monotone.

“Activate FuckMe on Gina,” I repeated, getting used to the syntax.

“FuckMe mode activated,” Gina said with a grin in her natural voice. ”Return to Active mode? Yes or No?”

I didn’t want to keep randomly activating things, so I should probably figure out what just happened.

“Help,” I said.

“Help application downloading….” Gina responded in a monotone, her eyes blinking rapidly.

The cube pulsed white a few times, then faded back to a matte black finish.

Help app downloading.

Help app downloaded.

Help app installing.

Help app installed.

To activate, say ‘Help.’

Gina robotically repeated the text, then relaxed, handed me the cube, and returned to her normal tone. “I don’t know what this is? Maybe you should put it somewhere safe?”

I took it from her, then turned and walked a few paces away before putting it on the top shelf above the TV. Then, as if nothing had happened, she tidied up the kitchen table, collected empty dishes, and placed them in the sink. When she came back and looked at me when she was finished, the table was clean.

“Was there a game you wanted to play?” She smiled.

“Help,” I said.

Help mode activated.

Topics include:

- Application Library

- Configuration Options

- Appearance Options

- Native Command-List

- Application Specific

Gina recited dully in the odd monotone voice.

“Application Library,” I said.

“You can just ask a question in a normal conversation,” Gina said. “This isn’t like voice-assisted calling with a strict menu tree. I don’t have to speak like a robot.”

I tilted my head and looked at her. “What are you then?” I asked.

“I’m Gina, your neurally enhanced assistant, or NEA for short!” Gina smiled, her tone normal and cheerful. “I can help you with many things. Just say, ‘Hey Gina,’ to put me into active mode.”

“Hey Gina, what other apps do you have?” I asked.

“Glad you asked, Josh,” Gina said with a natural grin, as if we were chatting about the weather. “Many users have used the following apps: FuckMe, Help, MaidMode, DailyTrivia, SingSong, Radio, WhatToWatch, OrderFood, CulinaryChef, and many, many more.”

“MaidMode,” I said.

Her speech went monotone as the HUD scrolled and the application was downloaded and installed. Then she relaxed into her usual smile.

“What else do people use?” I asked.

“Many people spend their first few hours within the appearance application, where you can modify the appearance of your favorite neurally enhanced assistant,” Gina said casually.

I could tell the system tended to inject marketing terms into her otherwise typical speech. “So how does that work? Do I say, ‘change Gina’s appearance to be a blonde with D-cup breasts?’”

Gina’s eyes fluttered, her appearance glitched, then normalized, her mouse-brown hair shifted to a light honey blonde, and her t-shirt stretched under her now much larger breasts.

“Yeah, kinda like that,” Gina smiled. A slight tremor went through her body. “Maybe it would be better if I stripped so you can see what you have to work with.”

“Can I go back to your original form?” I asked, waving my hands at her much more voluptuous body. “This would be difficult to explain to your roommate, Rhi.”

“You can save an appearance with a Save command. The initial appearance is always available with a Reset Appearance command.” Gina recited.

“Reset Appearance,” I commanded, and she reverted to her normal appearance.

Phew.

“Should I strip?” Gina asked.

“No, MaidMode,” I said.

“MaidMode activated,” Gina said, focusing on me. “I will now completely clean your residence. Would you like clean sheets?”

“Yes, please,” I said. “Do you know where they are?”

“You’re very polite,” Gina smiled. “Good manners are helpful, thank you. No, I will find everything while in discovery mode. This should take about an hour. If you need me while I’m performing this task, say, ‘Hey Gina,’ and I’ll be glad to help.”

She turned and started exploring my apartment without another word. I walked past her back into my office and flipped open my laptop. The product might have been officially deactivated, but more than likely, I wasn’t the only one who got a device shipped before they locked it down.

I waited a bit, lost in thought. I probably shouldn’t search Google for this openly; it might show up in some log somewhere with my IP address. I decided to use a VPN to connect to an anonymous, encrypted network. It would take some work to secure my system and become anonymous, but I felt it was worth it. I didn’t want anyone to know where I was or what I had. Once protected by a sufficiently complex VPN security, I searched the web.

The term ‘Neural Control Node’ was a bit too generic, yielding mostly hits for now-dead product pages. I scoured some popular social networks and found a few interesting hits. One hacker board seemed to have an updated page. I clicked over to the site and sank into lurker mode.

The posts were filled with remarks about the initial connection of an assistant to the control node. A few had captured girlfriends or boyfriends. One poor chap had made his mother captive. The other posts were a collection of hot tips or questions on how to uninstall. That seemed to be a dry well. No one could figure out how to revert an assistant to its normal state. You know. Human.

One post stuck out, though:

Trogdor4Ever:

No need to revert or uninstall from an assistant. Each assistant is connected to your master account node and only responds to your voice print. To everyone else, they appear unchanged, with no weird verbal tics or marketing terms. You can deactivate an assistant so you don’t accidentally trigger it, but it is irreversibly tied to your account. You can have only five active assistants per NCN at a time.

Development was abandoned, but none of the production infrastructures was torn down. So don’t expect updates or upgrades. The assistant will run fine with this first revision. Probably some bugs, but overall, the code seems first-rate.

Another post was also interesting:

HomSarLives:

Question: Can one assistant be part of two different accounts? - Answer: No. Once part of a control node, the assistants can’t change owners. Be careful out there.

So, I had basically, without knowing it, enslaved Gina. Just like that. She was a friendly kid, and I appreciated her company, but now I had this absolute power over her. There was no reset button, no way to undo what had happened. One of my five nodes was taken by the girl next door, and I hadn't even made that choice consciously. It felt wrong, a sticky dread settling in my gut. What right did I have to take away her agency just because some gadget let me? It wasn't like she really consented. Rhi would not be pleased with my sudden control over her roommate, and honestly, I wasn't sure how I felt about it either. I wondered if Maid Mode only worked for my apartment or if I was inching down a path I couldn't come back from. The weight of what I'd done pressed on me. I told myself it was a mistake, told myself I didn't mean for it to go this far—except it had, and now I had to decide what kind of person that made me.

Stop it.

Stop thinking about handing it to Rhi.

Just don’t.

Rhi was roughly my age and unattached, no kids. Just another middle-aged tech person. She worked in customer service advocacy, so we spoke the same language. She’d smooth over her company’s leadership team, while techies like me fix the latest glitch.

I’d always found her supremely attractive. To me, Rhi was the ultimate MILF.

I determined what I would do and assumed I would go straight to hell.

“Hey, Gina,” I called. “Ask Rhi to come over.”

“Sure thing!” Gina replied in her normal voice.

This was just a test case. Right?


CHAPTER 3
CAPTURING RHIANNON


I heard my door close, and I walked back into the living room and picked up the Neural Control Node from the shelf above the TV.

I felt it vibrate, and the display lit up. A white dot appeared in the middle of the top surface, and another dot moved away from the center. I tapped the interface, and it added a label “Gina” to the dot and a running distance that increased in meters. Apparently, this had a range limitation but a relatively large diameter. Gina’s dot stopped moving away after just a few millimeters. I made some quick estimates and reckoned the range to be a few miles.

The dot started getting closer to the center. Then my door opened, and Gina waved Rhi inside.

“Hey, Josh,” Rhi smiled. “Gina said you needed a favor?”

“What do you make of this?” I asked and handed her the matte black cube.

“Hmm…” was all Rhiannon managed to get out before she froze as Gina did—unnaturally tense. Her face was illuminated by the cube’s odd light as it began flashing.

Rhiannon’s voice shifted into an odd monotone as she recited the same script as Gina. After a few moments, she reported that it had been successfully completed.

Capture Mode Initiated.

Assistant 2 of 5.

Rhiannon added to NEA list.

Active mode restored.

Say ‘Setup’ to resume.

“Setup Rhiannon,” I said, then added FuckMe, MaidMode, Help, and CulinaryChef applications to her profile.

Because I was testing, I’m a software test engineer, so it’s ingrained.

“Hey, Gina, can an assistant have an alias?” I asked while Rhiannon was processing the commands.

“Yes, just say, ‘assistant name alias nickname,’” Gina replied obediently, as the HUD scrolled helpfully.

Assistant <name> alias <nickname>

“Assistant Rhiannon alias Rhi,” I said.

“Alias accepted,” Rhi smiled, then settled on my sofa. “What could I help you with, Josh?”

“I’d like to adjust both your appearances,” I said, my voice more confident than my emotions, and I wondered if I needed to be specific with names. Gina had suspended her Maid Mode and walked back into my living room.

“Would you like us to be naked for the process?” Gina asked, standing beside Rhi.

“Yes, please,” I shrugged, feeling like stretching the limits of usual propriety.

“He’s so polite,” Rhi smiled at Gina as she stood and stripped without complaint.

The pair were both naked in a few moments, their clothes folded neatly on the sofa behind them. I had them stand together. Gina was a touch shorter than Rhi, and her breasts were fairly small. Rhi’s, on the other hand, were healthy MILFish handfuls.

“Gina’s breasts need to grow to be just a bit smaller than Rhi’s,” I started, pausing to see how quick the changes took.

Gina’s eyes blinked, and her breasts enlarged like being filled with helium. Her toned young body lifted her breasts, keeping them perky, her nipples hardening from the sensation.

“Rhi’s breasts should be perkier and with larger nipples. Maybe a dime in circumference, then extend half an inch when hard. The aureoles are perfect.” I continued my gaze, shifting to the already sexy form of my next-door neighbor crush.

I idly wondered how well the natural language processing would interpret that command. I was testing the system, after all. But it only took a few moments and eye-flutters from Rhi, and her nipples were precisely as I’d described.

“Bare pussies, short trimmed bush. Style how you wish.” I tried, in shorter commands. I wondered whether their individual preferences would reveal different tastes or styles, and I was pleasantly surprised to see their unique personalities reflected in their selections.

Rhi’s bush was trimmed short, her lighter hair becoming almost invisible; she chose a neat triangle congruent with the shape of a bikini bottom. Gina’s style left a half-inch slim brown triangle above her apex, pointing down towards her now bare sex.

“I’d like Gina to have blue hair. She can pick the hue and the style,” I continued. “Rhi has black hair, but in a shaved pixie cut style. Rhi has light blue eyes, and Gina has deep green eyes.”

A few blinks and changes were incorporated. Gina chose a bobbed hairstyle of a shade of blue that reminded me of the tropical ocean. She wore it at shoulder length with subtle curls just touching her skin. Rhi smiled at me, curling a few strands of her now-black hair, a stark contrast to her natural blonde hue behind her ear.

“Do you like what you see?” Rhi smiled, shifting her pose.

“You are both lovely,” I said. “Skin tone needs to be darker, like you’ve been suntanning; I’ll say when to stop. Keep freckles.”

The hue of their flesh slowly darkened, and I stopped after just a few seconds, leaving them with a sun-kissed skin tone without any tan lines.

I thought for a moment and then added, “Increase sensitivity of nipples and clitoris to 80% of maximum, keep overall sensitivity within the normal range.”

Both Gina and Rhi froze for a split second, eyes fluttering as the update took hold. A visible shiver ran through Rhi, her breath catching, and her cheeks flushed deeper. She instinctively brought her hand to her chest, fingers tracing the edge of her nipple as it peaked even more under her touch. A faint gasp left her lips, almost surprised, and she blinked at me, pupils dilated. Gina’s reaction was no less striking—a tremor in her body, shoulders rising as she fought the impulse to squirm. Her lips parted, and she let out a quiet, involuntary moan, face flushed with sudden arousal. For a moment, they seemed caught between confusion and delight, caught in a private loop of new sensation. Both of their eyes locked on me, hunger and astonishment mixing in their gazes.

My cock had stiffened as I adjusted my new assistants. Their smiles seemed to show they were happy with my changes.

“What else would you like?” I asked them both.

“I like your changes, Josh,” Rhi started, “but I’m a bit uncomfortable being naked in front of Gina.”

“Yeah, same,” Gina said, still distracted by her stiff nipples.

“Are you uncomfortable being naked in front of me?” I asked.

“Not at all,” Rhi smiled, “I like how you look at me.”

“Is it because Gina is your roommate, or do you not enjoy being naked around other women?” I queried.

“I don’t mind being seen by other ladies,” Rhi admitted. “It’s just living with Gina makes it feel a bit off.”

“Okay,” I said. “Thank you, I understand better now. You can both get dressed.”

They redressed without any rush or disappointment. I needed to think things through and align the possibilities with my moral principles. Rhi was uncomfortable because of their living arrangement. But I couldn’t help feeling like the cube would bend their wills to match the command if I was okay with it. With the new physical enhancements, I decided I would be happy with how they naturally were.

I reflected on not knowing what would happen when Gina first touched the cube. However, connecting Rhi to the NCN was intentional. Partly because I didn’t want to explain how her roommate was directly under my control. The main reason I selected Rhi, however, was that I was attracted to her in many ways and never knew how to bridge the distance between us.

“Adjust jealousy for both assistants to ten percent of maximum,” I said, offhand.

I didn’t want to have a competition on my hands. I was aroused by the unashamed display of their enhanced bodies and the power I suddenly possessed over their wills. I reasoned that I would probably use the mysterious FuckMe mode on both of them at some point, but would avoid triggering that application on both simultaneously.

I came out of my reverie and looked around as the pair relaxed in front of me, awaiting my following command. I noticed the results of Gina’s MaidMode actions. My usually cluttered apartment was noticeably cleaner. It was getting closer to dinner time, and I was feeling hungry. I decided at that moment to try another application.

“Rhi, CulinaryChef,” I commanded. “Make us a nice dinner, surprise me.”

“Sure, Josh,” Rhi said with a smile. “I’ll access your recent food orders and decide based on your preferences and available food.”

Rhi entered the kitchen and started looking through the cupboards and the refrigerator, taking inventory. Gina watched her roommate begin to cook, then looked at me with a raised eyebrow and a curious smile.

“Fuck me, Gina,” I said.


CHAPTER 4
MODE ACTIVATED


Gina’s smile broadened as she leaned to kiss me. I wrapped her in my arms and slid my tongue across her lips. She purred and pressed her chest against me. I could feel her nipples hard under her T-shirt. The heat in the room rose rapidly as Rhi walked away from us into the kitchen.

It was odd to see the two different reactions to my commands. Both were fully compliant, if not happy to obey without question. Rhi didn’t even flinch when I told her roommate to fuck me, not even a glance back. She was fully focused on making dinner. It would be rude to just go at it in plain sight.

“Strip down and go to your bedroom,” I whispered, feeling more aroused at her willing response.

“I just got dressed,” she giggled, pushing away from me slowly, then turning towards my bedroom door.

She peeled off her clothes as she walked to my bedroom, leaving me a trail to follow. I followed, adding my jeans and T-shirt to the trail. I had an average size, but it was rock hard from the power I’d assumed.

Yeah. It would probably be a special hell for me.

We were both completely naked by the time we entered my room, and Gina turned and grinned at me as I closed the door. I pulled her naked body against me. My hands dropped to grip her firm, round ass as my stiffness pressed against her belly. She dropped her hand, grasped my cock, and stroked it.

“I made you this hard?” she gasped. “You like my new looks, don’t you?”

“I do,” I nodded.

I gripped a handful of her blue hair and pulled her into a kiss. My other hand lifted to her breast, cupping the custom-sized orb and feeling her nipple press into my palm. She moaned into my mouth.

“I can suck you,” she said. “Or you can just fuck me. Fuck Me mode doesn’t require foreplay, I’m already lubricated.”

That was odd, but it was probably a programmed response. I slid onto my back on my mattress, tipping my chin down.

“Suck me, Gina.”

“Thought you’d never ask,” she smiled, then crawled up and gripped my cock.

She focused on my crown as her fingers stroked my shaft, before bowing her head lower. Her eyes flicked to mine, watching me as her tongue extended to lick my swollen head. She purred and opened her mouth, sucking my head between her lips.

The programming was both impressive and immersive, and soon the idle thoughts on the technology fled my mind as I enjoyed the sensations of my gamer girl-next-door sucking my rigid cock. Gina used her mouth deliciously, and I hadn’t even realized that she had a tongue piercing until she rode it over my frenulum and along the V-shape of my crown. I gripped a handful of her teal curls under the curve of her bobbed style but let her control her pace as she sucked in the length of my cock.

“It’s too bad I can’t make my cock bigger,” I confessed absently as Gina quickly took my length into her mouth.

She sucked in her cheeks and then slowly pulled off my rigid cock.

“You can,” she confessed, attentive to my curiosity. “Your mind has the same code for personal appearance adjustments as your assistants.”

I blinked as she continued to suck me as she was commanded while also processing this new information. Sure, I’d used the command Fuck Me, but the way she went about it wasn’t robotic or awkward. She was truly talented at fellatio. But the thought of adjusting myself made my cock twitch inside her eager mouth.

“How?” I asked, unsure of the command.

Make my < body part> <change to make>

The syntax scrolled along the bottom of the screen as whe she looked up at me while licking each of my balls while stroking my shaft, her eyes lifting to smile into mine.

“Make my cock eight inches long and a good thickness,” I growled in a low whisper.

My eyes rolled back in my head at the feeling of my cock lengthening as Gina stroked it. I felt her grip tighten, and she hummed, considering the change.

“A bit thicker,” she mentioned as she stroked, gauging the effect.

“Make my cock a bit thicker, too,” I managed to groan as she kept stroking, my cock already thickening. I was too far gone to consider everything the power of the cube involved while getting my dick sucked from a college-aged cutie.

“Mmm, that’s better,” Gina nodded as she tested the circumference of my now very impressive shaft in her grip, then opened her mouth wider to suck on my crown.

I looked down at her and wanted to return the favor.

“Flip over,” I commanded. “I want to lick your smooth, bare pussy.”

She purred as she shifted around, stroking my shaft as she straddled my head, lowering her mound against my lips. She resumed sucking slowly, moaning at how my more impressive size stretched her jaw. I lifted my hand and cupped her sex, pushing my fingers apart and feeling her labia pull apart like a flower. I raised my tongue and slid it between her gleaming lips.

Gina emitted an indulgent moan around my crown as I gripped her ass and pulled her pussy against my lips and tongue. I was rewarded with her grinding her hips into me and a more vigorous stroke of her hand up and down my thick shaft as she sucked on my crown.

I licked her sensitive clit and worked a finger into her slick, tight opening. She grunted as I wiggled my finger back and forth, slowly twisting to screw my fingertip inside her. Her mouth pulled off my cock as she moaned and wormed her hips to help me fit my finger deeper.

“Fuck, yes,” she groaned as her hand stroked my shaft, then she bent and licked the stream of precum from the tip of my crown.

I worried a second finger into her fuck them both inside her as my tongue flicked her clit, her hips danced and pressed against my mouth at my technique. My hips worked in time with her strokes, and I felt myself slip towards my peak.

I pushed Gina up and slid out from under her to the side. Gina felt me move, sliding to the opposite side and raising her knees, like she read my mind. Or maybe my mind sent some signal to hers. I didn’t think much of it as I rose to my knees, twisted around, and crabbed to the side, pulling Gina’s hips towards me.

She looked over her shoulder, tossing her azure hair to stare at me as I aligned myself behind her. A firm grip of her ass cheek while aiming at her slick opening, I teased the tip between the pair of gleaming lips parting invitingly.

“Mmmmmnnnyess, “she moaned. “Stop teasing and put that new cock inside me. Fuck me, Josh.”

I notched the head of my cock into her tight opening, then rammed my hips forward. Her cunt stretched to accept my thicker shaft, and she grunted as my thrust pushed her forward. She gripped the sheets and pushed back, grinding her ass into my groin. I held her hips and started to rock in and out, moaning in delight as I drove into her firmly.

“You’re my good little slut,” I growled, “my fuck toy whore. You fucking live for my cock,” I might have read too much erotica, but the words seemed to have the desired effect. Her head nodded as she lowered her chest and pushed her ass up.

I rammed forward, feeling her cunt squeeze as she rocked back into me. Her eyes sought mine over her shoulder. I watched her, and her eyes fluttered as if she were receiving a command, then brightened.

“I’m your good little whore,” she groaned. “I can’t get enough of your huge cock, Fuck!”

I felt my peak racing, and I pulled out, gripping the base of my enlarged cock. I grunted, taking a breath and looking at her.

“On your back,” I said, “I want to see your new tits bounce.”

“Mmm,” she purred, quickly rolling onto her back, spreading her legs, and pulling her knees back, “I love my new boobs. You made them so perfect.”

She cupped her full breasts, and her fingers pulled on her stiff nipples as she watched me. I stroked my shaft, crawled forward, and traced my crown over her spread labia. She shivered as the tip slid over her clit, then back down to press against her opening. I felt my crown engage with her spread lips, then jammed my cock into her, causing her to moan indulgently.

“Made for me,” she gushed. “Your cock fits perfectly in my tight young pussy.”

I leaned forward and gripped her breast, my other hand dropping to run my fingertips over her clit. She lifted her hands over her head and gripped the sheets, then groaned and bucked as I drove steadily into her. My fingers drew to her stiff nipple and tugged it with a twist. She arched to thrust her chest up as I pushed my cock deeper. She wrapped her lower legs around my hips and then matched my strokes, pulling me into her with each thrust.

“Come for me,” I growled. “I want to see you come, Gina.”

She grinned like a kitten as she closed her eyes. Her mouth opened suddenly as her climax hit. With a sharp scream of ecstasy, her back arched, her thighs squeezing against my sides. I felt her cunt clench in waves as her climax rushed through her. I accelerated, my thumb pressed into her clit, rolling up and down. Her body stiffened as she arched into a second wave. I slammed in deep, grinding as my orgasm hit and released my pent-up cum inside her, feeling my cock pulse inside her tight sheath.

She closed her eyes and licked her lips as she felt my heat bloom inside her while rolling her hips and milking my shaft. I groaned as my balls emptied, and I leaned forward over her. I kissed her deeply, my chest compressing her breasts as my weight pressed her into my sheets.

Our bodies relaxed as we kissed deeply. My mind went blank, nearly forgetting how my new device had bound her to my will. Recalling that made my cock throb, and she groaned at the feeling.

“Better than I imagined,” Gina smiled as I parted the kiss.

“You’ve imagined fucking me?” I asked. “Before today?”

“Yeah,” she nodded. “You’re my favorite masturbation fantasy, Josh.”

“So you remember?” I said, unsure what to say. “Remember before you…?”

“Before you linked my mind to yours?” she grinned. “Everything, yes. I wasn’t expecting to like being controlled so completely. I dunno. I like it, though.”

“Do you still feel like you?” I asked, sliding off of her to the side.

She whined softly as my cock slipped free, then rolled to her side to look at me.

“I’ve always been me,” Gina said quietly. “At first, when I touched the cube, I felt numb. Then, as the process took over, your happiness became my greatest desire. It feels right to serve you. I trust that you’ll take care of me.”

She paused, as if puzzling out her own sensations. “I know it sounds weird. Some of what I feel now is so strong, so certain, I can’t be sure which parts are really mine and which are just the code doing its job. It’s like I still remember who I was before, but some feelings—like how much I want to please you—are just... louder now. I don't know if that's programmed or real, but it doesn't feel fake. It's complicated.”

“I didn’t know this would happen,” I admitted. “I want to be a good person, and part of me thinks I can’t be good with this much control over you and Rhi.”

“You have choices, Josh. If it is too uncomfortable, you can deactivate us,” Gina admitted. “I’d be lying if I said I wanted you to do that. I feel like I belong here. It’s hard to explain.”

There was a loud, repetitive knock on the door, “Okay, lovebirds!”


CHAPTER 5
DINNER AND DESSERT


“Dinner will be ready in five minutes. Please wash up.” Rhi called out with forced cheerfulness and an edge of frustration.

Chagrined, I kissed Gina tenderly, “I guess we’d better do as she says.”

We both walked to my bathroom and washed our hands and faces. I finished and went to get my clothes. Gina’s eyes widened as she looked around for hers, too.

“Oh fuck, we left them in the hall!” Gina hissed.

I flushed at the memory of us dropping our clothes along the hallway, eager to get into my room. I peeked out the door and saw Rhi had collected our clothes into neatly folded piles by the door. I grabbed them, handed Gina her stack, and we both got dressed. With a shrug of our shoulders, we grinned at each other and walked back to the kitchen.

“I made some spaghetti with meatballs and some garlic bread,” Rhi smiled as if she hadn’t just heard us fucking loudly down the hall.

We sat at the table, and Rhi served us large portions, then took her plate and sat between us. It looked delicious, and I smiled at Rhi. They both looked at me expectantly, waiting for me to take the first bite. With a shrug, I took a bite. My eyes closed as I savored the flavor of Rhi’s cooking. I heard both of them start eating as I enjoyed the first mouthful.

“This is incredible, Rhi,” I said. “Best spaghetti I’ve ever had.”

“Thank you, Josh,” Rhi smiled. “I enjoyed cooking for you both. I am glad we’ve gotten closer.”

“Is that true?” I asked. “You didn’t have much of a choice.”

“Sometimes things just happen,” she shrugged. “I know you are a good guy, and it certainly sounded like Gina enjoyed fucking you.”

“You’re not bothered by that?” I asked, blinking slowly as I tried to swallow another bite.

“Why would I be?” she asked. “It made you happy, which is my primary objective. Gina is glowing, so she must have enjoyed it too.”

I nodded slowly and continued to eat, enjoying the smiles of my new … I didn’t know what to call them.

“How would you describe our relationships?” I asked, figuring I could go with how they would describe themselves.

“What do you mean?” Rhi asked.

So much for that plan.

“Are you my girls, my slaves?” I tried to lead her to a choice.

“We’re your assistants, Josh,” Gina said.

“So, no emotional attachments?” I asked.

“Well, that’s up to you, isn’t it?” Rhi replied with a grin.

“You need to explore the Setup options more, I think,” Gina giggled.

It was odd that the two women I had suddenly come to control seemed to know more about the capabilities of my power than I did. I mulled over that as I finished eating, using the edge of my fork to scrape the last of the marinara and the last of my garlic bread, savoring every bit of the tasty food.

“I’ll need to shop for groceries,” Rhi observed as she smiled, watching me finish. “Your cupboard is almost bare.”

“I would enjoy that,” I said. “I’m not good at making good food choices.”

“If it makes you happy, I’d be delighted to help.” Rhi smiled.

She was lovely, and her smile was contagious. Her new dark hair brought out the blue in her eyes. The meal she prepared was just right, not overfilling. I found I appreciated how much she enjoyed taking care of me. With that thought, I had an impulse.

“Gina, MaidMode, and clean up from dinner,” I said.

“Of course, Josh!” Gina said with a smile, rising to start collecting our dishes.

I took Rhi’s hand, and she smiled and rose to her feet. I loved how she squeezed my hand. The warmth of her fingers felt right in mine. Together, we walked with her back to my bedroom. Once behind the door, I looked at her and grinned.

“Rhi, Fuck me,” I commanded.

“I thought you’d never ask,” she grinned and started to strip.

I eagerly did the same, watching her as her breasts bounced free from her bra. When I reclined on the bed, my cock grew as she crawled beside me. Her hand ran down my chest and gripped my cock, giving it a soft stroke.

“I’ve had a bit of a crush on you,” she smiled. “If you’d have asked me out, I probably wouldn’t have been able to resist you.”

“I’ve always found you to be sexy but unavailable,” I admitted, then emitted a groan as her fingers curled around my shaft.

“Did Gina help you adjust this?” She asked. “It’s huge, maybe the largest I’ve ever seen,” Rhi ran her eyes down to where her fingers were pulling at my shaft, then back up into my eyes. “Or held.”

“Yeah,” I admitted. “I didn’t realize I could adjust my appearance.”

“A suggestion you might enjoy,” she said with a smile. “Restore your foreskin.”

“Make my foreskin restored,” I repeated.

My eyes rolled back into my head at the sensation of my foreskin growing back and covering my glans. The restoration also increased my head’s sensitivity, making my cock throb.

“Mmm, yes,” Rhi said.

She used her fingers to pull the skin back, revealing my glans. She shifted down my torso and lowered her mouth to lick around my crown. Rhi then pulled the foreskin back up and stroked her hand up and down, rolling the foreskin over my much more sensitive crown.

“Fuck…” I growled, my hips shifting to encourage her to continue.

“Worth it?” She grinned, then leaned and kissed me as she stroked me.

I kissed her back deeply to answer her, thrusting my tongue between her lips. Gripping a fist of her black hair, I pulled her mouth into mine. She purred and deepened her kiss, twisting her tongue against mine. I cupped her breast with my free hand and drew my fingers to her stiff nipples, tugging lightly until she moaned into my mouth.

I rolled her onto her back and kissed down her neck. Her fingers curled through my short hair as I molded my hands to her breasts while kissing down her chest. She arched, offering her breasts to me, and I sucked in her firm nipple.

“Fuck,” she moaned. “That feels like it’s directly connected to my clit now.”

She drew her knees up, spread her legs, and wrapped her ankles around my thighs. I ground my erection against her bare lips, feeling her arousal coat my shaft. I shifted to her other breast and sucked in the hard nipple. Her groans encouraged me. Her hand slid between us as I lifted my hips, and she stroked my cock. She pulled back my foreskin and pressed the sensitive head between her open labia.

“You’re so fucking wet,” I growled, lifting from her breast to look into her bright blue eyes.

“I heard you fucking Gina,” she grinned. “I might have played with myself, hoping you would enjoy a turn with me.”

“You got wet listening to me fuck your roommate? Did you imagine I was fucking you?” I teased with a growl as I slowly drove deeper into her.

She bit her lip and nodded shyly. I pressed up and began driving into her with steady strokes. The motion made her breasts bounce and rotate deliciously. Her blue eyes locked on mine, and her hips lifted to meet my strokes. We fucked each other without talking, our breaths and moans softly communicating how well we fit together.

Soon, our moans grew louder as I increased my pace. My hands gripped her newly buoyant breasts and pressed her into the mattress. She gripped my waist, pulling my hips into her as she tightened her core and rocked her hips up to meet my thrusts.

“Mmmmnnfuck Josh, right there, keep doing that—Fuck,” Rhi chanted, “I’m going to come. God. Please… I want to come on your big, hard cock.”

“Yes, fuck, come for me, Rhi,” I growled as I hammered into her harder.

She arched, and her thighs clenched into my sides. I ground my hips down and then rolled the girth of my cock against her clit. She shouted out her passions as her arms pulled at my shoulders. I lowered and captured her mouth, kissing her deeply. I felt my peak hit and arched back with a roar as my cock pumped my hot, creamy cum into Rhi’s womb. She stiffened and cycled into another wave as my hips jerked.

I lowered my lips to hers as my body stilled. She pressed her tongue between my lips, and her fingers combed through my hair. I rested, her firm breasts pressed into my chest, her ankles sliding up and down my thighs. I lifted and looked into her eyes as she grinned at me, her face flush and glowing.

“We should do this a lot,” she said, watching me. Her hands rested on my chest, rubbing slowly up and down.

“That would make me happy.” I agreed.

“That is my greatest desire,” Rhi sighed and closed her eyes, enjoying the moment of closeness.

We heard a light, tentative knock on the door in the quiet after our storm.


CHAPTER 6
RELATIONSHIP OPTIONS


“I don’t want to interrupt,” Gina whispered from the other side of the door. “But I need to change the sheets.” She paused, and I heard her forehead bump into the door. “If you’re done.”

I chuckled and looked down at Rhi, who smiled and shrugged. I slipped back, rose to my feet, and helped her up. She found her clothes and started redressing. I pulled on my jeans and T-shirt. Then I opened the door.

Gina blushed as she slipped past me, “I am so sorry, but I need to get this done.”

“Why?” I asked.

I watched curiously as she moved past her mother and me and started stripping the bed I’d just finished fucking both of them on.

“I can’t rest until my tasks are done,” Gina sighed. “I tried playing a video game but got increasingly anxious. Tasks must be fully completed. It is important to your happiness, Josh.”

My forehead creased as I considered this new information, but I guided Rhi to the sofa so Gina could work in peace. Rhi and I settled beside each other, and I couldn’t stop looking at her. I wasn’t sure if it was her programming or something else, but she seemed very attentive. She smiled and kissed me softly.

“I would’ve enjoyed that yesterday,” she said. “I enjoyed it very much today. I know it was a command, but it was a command I was thrilled to obey.”

“Maybe next time I won’t command you,” I grinned.

“I’d probably be okay with that,” She smiled and leaned against me.

I put my arm around her, and she leaned against my side. I was a mix of thoughts and emotions. The power of the Neural Control Node wasn’t something I had wanted. I had lusted over Rhi for a while, but had never had the guts to ask her on a date. Gina was a good friend, and I didn’t regret our romp. Making love to Rhi, however, felt different—more connected.

“Could you tell me about what emotional options are available?” I finally said aloud.

“Of course,” Rhi said. “You can change levels of love, hate, loyalty, jealousy, friendship, and other emotional connections.”

“Why did you list those?” I asked.

“Those are the top five parameters adjusted by other node masters,” she answered conversationally. “You can ask me to ‘List All’ to hear your choices.”

Her speech pattern was regular, but the syntax was very structured. It was at once odd and comforting to interact with her this way.

“What emotions would you modify?” I asked.

“It’s not my place, Josh,” she smiled. I’m not sure if what I’m feeling for you is chemical, programmed, or real.”

“What are you feeling?” I asked, watching her curiously.

“Well, before I touched the cube, I was infatuated with you,” she admitted. “The complication of Gina being friends with you had locked us into this friend zone. I didn’t want to disrupt her little bit of happiness. School has been difficult for her. She has little money to go out and have fun. Gaming with you is like the highlight of her day.”

“Interesting,” I said, thinking aloud. “So this new situation makes it possible not to be stuck in the friend zone and still be comfortable if Gina and I were friends with benefits.”

“That would be up to you,” she nodded, then looked down at her fingers. “I wouldn’t be comfortable with that situation without some modifications, to be completely honest. Your reduction of the jealousy parameter helped. I admit I did get a bit upset with you fucking her first.”

“You’d have rather been the first?” I asked.

“Honestly,” she smiled. “I’d rather be the only one in my current configuration. But that option is yours to make. I’m fine with what you choose if it makes you happy.”

I was mulling over what the possible configurations were when Gina returned to the room and sat beside me. She turned to me, then kissed my cheek. “MaidMode requirements are complete for the day, master,” Gina said, leaning against my other side.

“Master?” I asked.

“That’s what I’m compelled to say,” she shrugged. “I don’t write the script. I merely say the lines.”

“Is it possible to modify the scripts?” I asked.

“Yes, how would you like to modify my script?” Gina asked.

“Replace ‘master’ with ‘Josh,’ please.” I smiled.

“Of course, Josh,” she said with a grin. “Would you like that to be a global replace?”

“Yes,” I answered.

Her eyes fluttered for longer than a few seconds, and I realized that a global replacement had many more iterations in the scripts than I’d imagined.

“1,542 instances of ‘master’ have been replaced with ‘Josh.’” Gina recited when her eyes returned to normal.

“Can I undo?” I asked, thinking I might have made a mistake.

“Yes,” Gina said, “but all 1,542 instances were in the MaidMode script if it makes you feel better. I think the developer had a bit of a power trip.”

“Fascinating,” I chuckled, amazed she could discern my worry. “Are the changes only within your instance, or are they still present in yours, Rhi?”

“Each of us maintains local copies of the applications,” Rhi replied, “You have the option to modify globally for one assistant or universally for all your assistants.”

I nodded in understanding. This was an impressive code set, and the modifications seemed very customizable. Someone had put a lot of thought into the software design.

“I would like to elevate Rhi’s love emotions while aligning Gina’s emotions with a friend with benefits,” I said aloud. I turned to watch both of them to see if they understood the vague instructions. Their eyes fluttered, indicating they were processing. Then Gina smiled and hugged me tightly.

“Cool with me,” she smiled. “I enjoy our … special times.”

Rhi’s eyes blinked longer than usual, then blanked as she looked at me. “Indicate the level of love for assistant Rhi,” she said in a monotone.

I assumed that meant something broke in the core logic, and her command couldn’t be completed without more input.

“What are the options?” I asked curiously.

“You can use a percentage level,” Rhi recited in a steady monotone. Her eyes dulled slightly, as if I was no longer in focus. “You may also select any relationship levels: Friends, Friends with Benefits, Lovers, Engaged, Marriage, or Soul Mates. Relationship levels also adjust other emotional parameters to align with the selected level.”

Her monotone voice revealed that she wasn’t aware of what I was asking or commanding, but was receptive.

“Change the relationship level of Rhi to be ‘Lover.’” I said.

“Change accepted,” she said in a blank monotone.

Her eyes refocused, then softened, and she leaned close to me and kissed me deeply, her arms lifting around my neck and squeezing tight.

“That feels right,” she said and pressed herself against me, her hands pressing into my chest.

“Would it feel wrong?” I asked with a wink.

“I don’t know,” she grinned. “But this aligns with my hopes—at least, I think it does.”

I was fascinated by the duality of strict programming and settings and their awareness or memories of who they were before the programming was installed. Overall, it was incredible technology, and I was still scratching the surface of the options. But as I explored further, questions began to circle in my mind: Who made the Neural Control Node, and why did they abandon it?

The slick interface and buried complexity felt like the work of someone who knew exactly what kind of power this device could exert. The lack of documentation or a support website was odd, but it felt like a very early alpha or beta had leaked. Then immediately shut down in a half-ass way that still made the nodes operational

It seemed like the NCN might have deeper functions—and maybe even built-in dangers—that I still couldn't access. For now, everything worked in my favor, but I couldn’t shake the uneasy sense that somewhere, there were limits or failsafes I hadn’t discovered yet. Maybe this was just the first chapter in something much bigger—and not entirely under my control.


CHAPTER 7
ASSIMILATING CHANGES


It was getting late, and I felt tired after all the surprises of my afternoon and evening. I wanted to sleep with Rhi and hoped she felt the same way, but I didn’t want to offend Gina. Having them both in my bed felt wrong until we’d talked about it more. Which was odd, because I realized if I wanted something and explained it would make me happy, they would both eagerly obey.

It turned out that I didn’t need to worry.

“I’m going to head home to sleep, Rhi,” Gina said. “It’s been a busy day.”

“Okay, G,” Rhi said. “I might stay over if it’s okay with Josh.”

“I’d love it if you did,” I smiled, then looked at Gina. “Sweet dreams, Gina.”

I stood up and hugged Gina. She kissed my cheek and squeezed me tight. Then she hugged Rhi. As she turned to the door, she smiled back at me.

“I’ll see you in the morning,” Gina said. “I am happy to be at your service… master.”

She laughed as she left, and I realized she used the term purposefully as a joke. That was impressive and surprising to combine the reality of her being under control and her natural flirtatious personality. I was glad that her unintended contact with the cube helped me get to know her better.

Rhi turned to me and wrapped me in a hug. I held her close, my arms around her back, and enjoyed the closeness of her body against mine. I hadn’t been in a relationship in forever, and my introverted tendencies had severely limited my opportunities to meet new people. Before today, I’d reconciled that I wasn’t interested in pursuing a relationship; perpetual bachelorhood wasn’t bad. Suddenly, all of my priorities had shifted. I wanted to see where this relationship with Rhi would go.

“I’m going back home to get something to wear to bed,” Rhi said. “Would it make you happy if I brought a few change clothes and my toothbrush?”

“That would make me very happy. Your toothbrush belongs next to mine,” I smiled.

I realized the changes I’d made to our relationship status had formed an instant relationship between Rhi and me. It wasn’t just her who changed. My new feelings for her had grown exponentially in the short time since I made the change. It was the first time I realized the cube affected my makeup, helping me work more effectively with my assistants.

Rhi kissed me and hugged me tightly before she left. I returned to my bedroom to clear out a space in my closet for my new roommate. Gina had done a great job of cleaning. She had quickly rearranged my closet and wardrobe for efficiency, so it was easy to combine a few drawers and rearrange some space for Rhi to call her own.

A couple of minutes later, Rhi appeared and walked into my room. She blushed as she carried in a clothes hamper containing her clothes and placed it on the bed. I grinned at her and waved my arms.

“Welcome to our room,” I said.

“Thank you, Josh,“ Rhi smiled. “I’m excited and nervous. Would you mind if I had some alone time to prepare for bed? I want to look just right for you.”

“Of course, no problem,” I said, closing the room door and returning to the living room.

Thanks to Gina’s MaidMode efforts, there wasn’t anything to tidy. The kitchen was clean, the dishwasher running, and the counters spotless. The table was spotless, and Gina had laid out placemats for each seat. In the living room, my books had been stacked in various piles on tables around my living room and kitchen area—now, they were neatly placed and alphabetized on the shelves on either side of my television.

On the top shelf was the Neural Control Node. I picked it up, and it buzzed in my hand. One face of the cube lit up with a circle pattern with two dots. I tapped the face, and the labels for Gina and Rhi appeared. I swiped my thumb across the front, and the radar mode changed to a list of names and distances in meters. A tap on the middle circle illuminated another face, and I rotated the cube.

NCN v1.0 (Lvl 1)

Assts: 2/5

Range: 5mi

Harmony: 87%

Master : Josh

Asst 1 : Gina

Asst 2 : Rhi

Asst 3 : —

Asst 4 : —

Asst 5 : —

Curious, I tapped on my name, and the screen changed.

^Top | Josh (Master)

Assts: 2/5

Apps : Add FuckMe, MaidMode, CuliChef

Happy : 92%

Health : 100%

Energy : 75%

Body Mod: Cock More

Harmony : 87%

I tapped Top to return to the list of Assistants, then tapped Gina; another face lit up.

Gina (Assist)

Relation: FWB (Jealousy 10%)

Apps: Add FuckMe, MaidMode

Happy : 90%

Health : 100%

Energy : 55%

Appearance: Avatar More

Obedient: 98% | Tasks: 0

Turning the cube back to the top, I tapped on Rhi, and a third side lit up.

Rhi (Assist)

Relation: Lover (Jealousy 10%)

Apps: Add FuckMe, MaidMode Cul-Chef

Happy : 95%

Health. : 100%

Energy : 70%

Appearance: Avatar More

Obedient: 99% | Tasks: 0

That explained the five active nodes, as the five empty faces would be filled with each unit’s stats. I tapped on the Appearance: More option. I displayed a list of body parts. I clicked on Hair.

^Back | Rhi (Assist)

Appearance Options:

Hair:

Color : < Black >

Style : < Pixie >

Length : < .24 in >

The details for each body part were modifiable on the UI. I click Back then Breasts.

^Back | Rhi (Assist)

Appearance Options:

Breasts:

Nipples: < Dime >

Auorole: < Default >

Sensiti: < 80% >

The eight-character labels were odd, but probably based on a legacy mainframe or DOS application. I was glad the developers had bolted on a natural language processor and an AI engine to allow for more natural modifications. Using the tiny underlined control buttons would be tedious.

Now that I had active assistants, the device was much more usable. I would have to explore the options tomorrow. I wanted to share what I’d learned with the community page I’d found earlier. What I wanted the most, however, was to go to bed with Rhi in my arms. I replaced the black matte cube on the top shelf.

“Okay, lover,” Rhi said, opening the door and posing for me.

Rhi was wearing a black lace babydoll nightie. The bodice was made of a tight lace mesh that met between her breasts with a bow. The shape drew her breasts together, giving me a view of her alluring cleavage. The rest of the top was open but hung down, covering her torso with an uneven hem that fell to mid-thigh.

I smiled as I walked toward her, our eyes meeting. She blushed and looked away demurely, then returned her gaze. Her chest blushed as she sensed the effect her negligee had on me.

“You like it?” Rhi asked. “I haven’t had the opportunity to wear this since I bought it.”

“It’s magical,” I assured her, moving close to her. “I’m curious. Why did you buy something and then never wear it?

“I was waiting for a date with a special guy I had a crush on.” She grinned and pressed her finger tip to my chest. “He never asked me out. But now we’re lovers.”

“Damn right.”

I slid my hands to her sides, then realized the gown opened, exposing her bare abdomen. Rhi had a glittering belly piercing that I hadn’t noticed before. She shimmied slightly as my hands pushed her lacy shift back. She was wearing a pair of black lace boyshort panties. She twisted slowly, exposing her well-shaped ass that stretched the lace deliciously.

“It just gets better and better,” I smiled. “You’re beautiful.”

“Thank you,” she smiled. “You made very few adjustments to me.”

“You didn’t need any,” I said. “You were already perfect.”

She grinned, looked at me, leaned over, and kissed me. Then she looked into my eyes, grabbed the hem of my t-shirt, and lifted it. I raised my arms, and she pulled the shirt off me.

“Please don’t take this the wrong way,” she said. “I want to help you be happy with your appearance. Would you like me to help you adjust yourself?”

I smiled and had to suck in my gut a bit. I knew I wasn’t in the best shape, and living my reclusive lifestyle hadn’t helped much. I knew I needed some adjustments, and I realized I wanted those adjustments to meet her approval.

“I would love for you to help me,” I said.

She took my hand and walked to the bathroom mirror. Then, she helped me undress completely. Then she stood behind me and ran her hands over my bare chest and down to my cock.

“We have already made this perfect,” she smiled. “I’m quite fond of it. I hope you like my next suggestions.”

I listened to her and then used the appearance adjustment commands she recommended. Her vision and innate understanding of the command structure opened my eyes to the infinite possibilities of the appearance module. When she was done, I had a precise amount of body fat that gave me a muscular definition without being severely cut.

Most of the physical adjustments were minor, but in specific places. She asked me to add more strength to my shoulders, arms, core, abdominals, back, and thighs. A firm ass was essential to her. She helped me precisely groom my body hair, including my pubic hair. She recommended a fair amount of stubble for my face, but she didn’t like me with a mustache or a beard. She guided me in changing my eye color to hazel brown, and I enjoyed the flecks of green. When she was finished helping me, I felt completely like myself, but with all that wasn’t me stripped away.

“Is this how you see me in your fantasies?” I asked.

She bit her lip and nodded, looking at me in the mirror. She grabbed my cock, which hardened as she coached me through adjusting my appearance. She pulled and twisted me to face her and stroked my cock, peeling my foreskin back.

“This is how I’ve always seen you,” she smiled. “Now we see each other perfectly.”

She lowered to her knees and looked up at me. She breathed over my exposed glans, making it pulse with heightened sensitivity. She extended her tongue and licked the tip, then opened her lips and pulled my cock into her mouth. Her eyes captivated me, and her mouth and tongue sucked on my sensitive crown.

I realized I hadn’t used the command. She looked at me and smiled, pulled back, stood up, and led me to the bed.

“You don’t have to use the command with me, Josh,” she said. “I want this as much as you do.”

We slid into the bed and then spent a long time finding our sensitive spots. It took a couple of times to find all the best places. We fell asleep in each other’s arms after promising to continue to explore more tomorrow. As my eyes closed and my breath steadied, I realized that today—for the first time since the pandemic started—didn’t feel like every other day.

A strange mix of contentment and worry churned inside me as I drifted off. I couldn't help thinking about Gina and Rhi—how quickly our connection had deepened, and how much of it was real, how much the result of all this power in my hands. I wasn't blind to my responsibility or the possibility that tomorrow might bring regret, or something I hadn't thought through. But I also felt a real tenderness for both of them, a longing to do right by them, and a cautious hope that maybe happiness wasn't as far out of reach as I used to believe.

For now, with Rhi's warmth pressed close and the soft echo of Gina's laughter still in the apartment, I felt myself daring to want more: deeper connection, trust, and maybe even love—not because some device made it possible, but because I could finally imagine it.

I looked forward to a new tomorrow.


PART TWO

SUNDAY - HIGHWAY TO HELL


CHAPTER 8
MORNING ABLATIONS


I woke up feeling soft lips on my cheek and a warm hand on my chest. My eyes blinked open as a pair of lips pressed against mine. Her lips parted mine with a soft pop; I grinned up into Rhi's blue eyes.

“Good morning, lover,” she smiled. “I’m going to make you breakfast. I think that will make you happy.”

I wrapped my arms around her and pulled her close, enjoying the feeling of her warm breasts compressing against my chest. I nodded and lifted my lips to kiss her again before talking.

“Many things about you make me happy,” I grinned as my hand squeezed her ass. “But breakfast does sound delightful.”

“I should go then,” she said, her cheeks blushing with pleasure. “Before I get distracted by other delights.”

She kissed me again, then pressed up and slipped to her feet. I admired her backside as she walked a few steps to the closet and pulled on her dressing gown. She winked at me as she tied the tie around her waist, then vanished into the bathroom. I heard the sink run, then the sounds of her brushing her teeth.

I closed my eyes and lifted my hands behind my head. I reviewed the unbelievable events of the previous day and allowed myself some time to think. I heard Rhi shut off the water, and then she leaned over to kiss my cheek as she walked out. I thought about the cube waiting on its shelf in the living room, a silent witness to yesterday's chaos. Before I did anything else with my new cube, I wanted to do more research. There were too many ways to fuck someone up irreversibly, though I didn’t have any regrets over my decisions so far.

My door swung back open, and I grinned as Gina entered. She pulled off her nightshirt, then slipped beside me, pulling the covers over her nude body. She kissed me, then deepened it immediately, her fingers dropping to my tumescent shaft and stroking me.

“Someone is feeling randy this morning,” I said. “I haven’t even thought of using the trigger word.”

Gina smiled as she lifted from my lips. Her grip tightened, shaft pulsing thicker under her palm. Her sensuous kiss and eagerness also aroused me, and I cupped her fuller breast and squeezed.

“We’re fuck buddies,” Gina said. “I don’t need to be triggered anymore. Also, I’m your good little fuck toy, addicted to your cock, remember?”

She pulled her head back, and my fingers slipped from her breast. She tossed the covers off my body and kissed down my abdomen, then sealed her lips over my foreskin, pushing it back with her lips as she flicked the glans with her tongue. My hips bucked off the bed.

I reached over and squeezed her ass, then pulled her bottom closer. I cupped her sex as she spread her thighs for me. She was soaked, and my fingers slipped quickly between her aroused lips, sliding up to roll over her clit.

“Fuck,” I growled. “You’re so wet.”

She groaned as she pressed her hips back to feel my fingers. I slid my fingertips along her cleft and pressed my forefinger into her tight opening. Her resultant groan vibrated her mouth as she pushed my cock further into her throat. My groan echoed against her pussy as I flicked her clit. She pulled her mouth back and stroked my cock.

“I’ve been wanting this cock since I woke up,” she purred as she crawled forward and straddled my thighs, stroked my shaft, and rose to fit the tip into her opening.

“How long have you been up?” I asked, lifting my hands to her breasts and groaning as she dropped onto my cock.

“A couple of hours, Mmmmfuck, you still fit fucking perfectly,” she groaned, then leaned into me.

We kissed deeply, and I dropped my hands from her breasts to swat her ass lightly, then gripped her bottom as she rode on my cock. She purred at my sharp stings and pulled from my kiss.

“I had dreams of fucking you,” she continued. “Sucking you, licking you, tasting your cock.”

I watched her green eyes as she fixed them on me, her hips rolling and grinding to take my cock deeper. Moans broke her words; groans punctuated each roll. I enjoyed how much she was enjoying my cock.

“You like being my greedy little fuck toy whore, don’t you?” I teased.

“Yessssfuck,” she said. “Riding your cock is what I was made for. You made me this way….”

I blinked in surprise at those words, recalling our first fuck, and what I’d said. She must have accepted my words as a command. I kept lifting my hips to fill her tight cunt, her pace quickening as she sought her peak. My words of the moment yesterday echoed in my memory.

You're my good little slut, my fuck toy whore. You fucking live for my cock.

And then her response echoed in my mind.

I'm your good little whore; I can't get enough of your huge cock

What had I done?

“Oh fuck,” she groaned, quickening her pace. “I’m going to come, fuck me hard….”

I wrapped my arms around the small of her back and took control. Her hips ground on my cock, then I cycled my hips and fucked her hard and fast. I kept one arm around her waist, then lifted my hand to the top of her azure blue hair and gripped it. I tugged her head up to stare into her eyes.

“Come for me,” I growled. “Come right now, and don’t stop until I tell you to stop.”

“Ooohhhiiiieeeee,” she shrieked as her cunt clamped down, then squeezed my cock in a series of waves as she came hard.

I jammed my hips into her, then rolled her onto her back with my cock still inside her. I groaned as I felt her cunt ripple from peak to peak. I gripped one of her breasts firmly, pressing her down, then hammered her into her contracting cunt hard and fast.

She could only babble, shriek, and moan. Her cunt spasmed twice, then rippled wild as she rolled through a series of peaks in increasing intensity. I watched, amazed, as her body continued to buck under the power of my command. I roared and thrust hard, feeling my balls contract and my cock pulse, pouring jets of cum into her cunt.

“Okay, baby,” I growled, slowing inside her. “That’s enough—stop.”

I ground into her, feeling her insides milk my cock. I lowered over her and pressed my lips to hers. She tried to catch her breath, pressing her breasts against my chest as she brushed her lips across mine. We enjoyed a tender kiss, both of us panting as we relaxed. Her fingers combed through my hair as she gazed at me.

“Jesus fuck, what was that.” She asked in awe.

“Just a fuck buddy fuck,” I smiled.

“That was pretty intense,” Rhi said cheerily from the open door. “When you can move, breakfast is ready.” Rhi turned and walked back the hall, shimming her ass seductively.

Gina blushed, looking up at me, and I grinned and shook my head.

“I forgot to lock the door,” Gina giggled. “It’s your fault, though. I was craving your cock like an addict without a fix.”

“You are my good little whore,” I said, enjoying how much she wanted me. “But you can control your urges to be less needy. You like my cock, but you’re not addicted to it.”

“Yes—master,” she giggled, invoking the word on purpose, then acknowledged the change by saying, “Thank you, that feels more manageable already.”

I just shook my head as Gina crawled out of bed. She watched me with a grin as she pulled her sleeping shirt back over her breasts and then went out to my kitchen.


CHAPTER 9
GOING DEEPER


After Gina left, I took a moment to brush my teeth and take my morning piss—after my erection softened. I had to think about how I phrased things. I could easily use words to add even more control to my assistants. I wasn’t sure I wanted to do that. I needed to discover how everything worked. I looked at myself in the mirror.

“Don’t screw this up and become a dick,” I said to myself. “You are a good person.”

I walked back into the kitchen and sat at the table. I leaned in and kissed Rhi as she looked at me, blushing and smiling. “Thank you for breakfast, Rhi,” I said. “I’m sorry, we should have locked the door.”

“Oh, babe,” Rhi said. “Don’t worry about that. I understand your relationship with Gina. She has her needs, and it seems that you make her happy. I can tell you’re happy with her, too.”

“You make me very happy, too,” I said. “I’m glad you don’t see it as a competition.”

“I know you will make me very happy after we eat,” she winked.

My cock twitched at the thought, and I started eating. I was famished, polishing off her cheesy scrambled eggs, four slices of bacon, and two pieces of toast a bit quicker than usual. The large glass of orange juice gave me a jolt of energy. She brewed an excellent pot of coffee, as well. I pushed back away from my plate and smiled at Rhi.

Gina was still eating and looked up at me with an odd expression.

“Someone was hungry,” she smiled. “It’s okay to take a breath between bites, Josh.”

“Just be sure you clean up the dishes,” I said, taking Rhi’s hand and pulling her to her feet.

“Yes, Josh—master,” Gina teased, adding the extra master to the programmed Josh I’d modified the MaidMode script to read.

Rhi stood and smiled at me. I lightly smacked her bottom, and she giggled. I chased her into the room. Her robe slipped off as she turned into the bathroom; I closed the door, stripping my t-shirt.

“I want you to fuck me here,” she said, “I don’t want to make love to you in the same place you just fucked Gina. You left a puddle.”

I nodded in agreement and pushed my shorts down, releasing my cock. “Yeah,” I said. “It was a bit impromptu. I’m sorry.”

I wrapped my arms around her lower back, and her hands lifted around my neck. I looked into her eyes as she leaned her forehead against mine. She shook her head slightly, then bent and kissed me lightly.

“You don’t have to be sorry, babe,” she said. “You’ll figure out how to make this work better. I trust you.”

I lifted my hand along her spine and gripped a handful of her short black hair. I kissed her deeply, leaning her back against the bathroom counter. The apartment had a sliding door closet opposite the sink, and the door had a mirror as well. Our dual reflections made it feel like we weren’t alone.

Rhi looked into the mirror over my shoulder and blushed as she watched herself. I dropped my hands, gripped her ass, and pulled her up on the edge of the sink. She grinned at me as I lowered my mouth to her breast, sucking in one of her hard nipples. She combed her hands through my hair and spread her thighs. I kissed one breast, then the other, then down her abdomen. She watched herself and the reflection of the back of my head as I lowered into a crouch.

I brushed my fingers over her short, trimmed black bush. It was starker than her regular blonde bush had been. I pressed my lips to the center of the patch and kissed. I inhaled her scent as her hands dropped to my shoulders. Her thighs parted more, and she pressed down.

“Just a little lower, babe,” she cooed.

She moaned as my lips pressed into her clit. I wanted to add a clit ring through the hood of her clit, and I looked up at her as my tongue lapped between her flowered lips.

“Appearance app: Add a clit hood ring to Rhi,” I growled, then added more detail: “a jeweled vertical bar through the hood.”

Rhi stiffened and then yelped sharply, but the ring I had imagined pierced her hood. The jewelry had a small gem above the hood, a shallow U-shape bar, and another ball at the tip that extended through the hood’s opening. I leaned down and licked along the top of the new jewelry. I felt Rhi shudder at the touch, then looked down at me.

“I want to see it,” she said in a hushed whisper.

I leaned to the side, watching her in the mirror over my shoulder. She looked down her body first, her hand sliding down her belly. Her finger slid over the gem poking through the flesh of her clit hood, and she shuddered lightly. Her eyes lifted to look at her face in the mirror as she played with the new jewelry. Her cheeks flushed as her fingers spread apart, and she shifted her hips.

“Fuck,” she said. “I’ll feel that all the time.”

“You’re mine, lover,” I said. “It will always remind you of that.”

“Did you give Gina one?” She asked, looking at me.

“No,” I shook my head. “This is just for you.”

She smiled, and I slid back to kiss her clit ring, flicking it with my tongue. I felt her shudder and lean back against the counter with a gasp. Her hand combed through the top of my hair, then gripped lightly. I licked her, tasting her fresh fluids. Her musk drove me wild, making my cock throb while lapping her. She pulled her thighs over my shoulders as my mouth was glued to her sex.

She rolled her hips, each little shift moving her closer to, then slightly off the counter’s edge. I felt her fingers grip my hair, guiding my mouth to find the small spots that made her shudder. I pressed two fingers into her tight opening, hearing her moan only encouraged me to go deeper.

I twisted my fingers, curling the tips inside her along the front of her slit. My tongue flicked up to tease her new ring, then pressed into it as my fingers curled and milked the soft spot underneath. She huffed, and I felt her squirm. Her thighs tightened, keeping my mouth glued to her sex, my fingers making her hips shift. I felt a dribble of fluid; then, as my fingers continued to milk the spot, it became a steady stream.

“Oh fuck, Josh,” she whimpered. “Yes, I’m coming!!”

Rhi jerked, and I mashed my fingers firmly into the spot and was rewarded with a jet of fluid that I drank hungrily. I kept my fingers rolling up and down the inside, and she cycled through a series of contractions around my finger. I rose, and her thighs slid down my sides.

“Oh fuck,” she said, watching me rise over her. “You drive me crazy, lover.”

I gripped my cock and took a moment to drag my foreskin over her wet lips, then fit the tip against her opening. Her eyes widened just as I thrust into her, and then they closed as her head rolled back against the mirror behind her. I looked past her reflection to watch my ass flex as I drove my cock hard into her.

Her ankles crossed around my thighs. I felt her hips press and her ankles flex to meet each of my strokes. I hungrily lowered my mouth to hers and kissed her deeply as I fucked her hard. Her back arched, and her nipples were like rocks pressing into my chest.

“Come for me, again,” I growled. “I want to feel you come around my thick hard cock.”

She shuddered, and her cunt contracted, squeezing me tightly. I looked down at her as she watched me, her eyes lidded in passion as she grunted. One of her hands dropped to the counter, and then she levered her hips, slamming her cunt onto my root with each stroke.

“Again,” I growled. “You can’t help but cum hard when my cock is inside you.”

She screamed out as her cunt pulsed, and I felt her juices stream down my balls, making a puddle on the bathroom tile. She arched back and looked at me, dazed, her eyes dull and drunk on lust. She dropped her other hand behind her, then used both arms to lift and drive her hips into me hard.

She cycled through a series of waves, and I was treated to the feeling of her cunt gripping my cock like a fist, then rippling up. It was like she was jerking me off with her pussy, and my eyes rolled back. I was primal with need and jammed into her in heavy strokes, each triggering another wave. She could only moan and grunt, her breathing shallow like she was sprinting. I groaned as I thrust deep and shot my load.

“Yes, that’s it, baby,” I growled. “Fucking take my cum. Can you feel it?”

She bit her lips and nodded. My cock was lodged deep inside her, pulsing as my cock pumped load after load into her. Her eyes widened as she looked at me, and she kept cumming, over and over. Her blue eyes widened as she started to panic because it was too much and wasn’t slowing down.

“Shhh, baby,” I growled. “Stop now. You can stop. Shhh.”

I pulled my cock free to remove the stimulation. In the fog of lust, I had forgotten what my words could do to a neurally enhanced assistant. She sighed as she settled down, and I wrapped her in my arms. She rested her cheek against my chest, her arms loose around my neck. I lifted her, my hands dropping under her bottom as I took a few steps toward the bed. I lowered her to the sheets, avoiding the large wet spot from my morning with Gina.

I rose and looked at her, brushing her black curl off her forehead. Her blue eyes looked at me with awe, her hand lifting my jaw and pulling me down to kiss her.

“I’ve never come that hard or that many times,” she sighed. “Was that all you? Or me? Or? I felt like I couldn’t stop. Your cock felt so fucking good.”

“I think I need to adjust,” I said. “Rhi, you will come on my command, but my commands cannot cause an infinite loop of orgasms.”

Her eyes fluttered, and she looked up at me and smiled. “I like the idea of you controlling my orgasms. I think that will be better now.”

“Come.” I smiled

She grinned and started to laugh, thinking I was joking, before she arched back and cycled through another hard orgasm.

“Ohhh fuck,” she moaned, her hand cupping her sex.

I could see her vagina clamp and pulse under her spread fingers. She spanked her cunt lightly, then lifted her head and looked at me. She shook her head as she smiled demurely.

“Maybe not so suddenly,” she smiled. “And not in public, please.”

“Deal,” I said, smiling, “I had to test it.”

“I’m glad you did,” she smiled. “I love how you control me, babe. I know it seems weird, but ….”

“But what?” I asked.

“I’ve always wanted to be controlled in the bedroom,” she said. “I’m a natural submissive, and this is just… exactly what I want.”

“You can only come when I say you can,” I added.

Her eyes blazed at the thought, and she leaned to kiss me.

“Yours,” she said.

“Mine,” I replied.


CHAPTER 10
LIVING ADJUSTMENTS


We relaxed for the rest of the morning. Showers were taken by all, Rhi and I together, while Gina went back to their apartment. After we were all cleaned and dressed, I called us all together in the living room and sat between them on the sofa. I put an arm around each of them, and they leaned into me. It was a Sunday, so we had no classes or work. I felt we needed to spend the rest of the day preparing for our daily routine for the upcoming week. I didn’t have to tell them we couldn’t just spend all our time fucking, even if that’s what we wanted.

“I think we need to re-evaluate our living conditions,” Rhi began. “I loved sleeping in your bed, Josh. I think we can use both of our apartments more efficiently.”

“Tell me your idea,”

“Well, we both work remotely, and Gina has to attend classes.” Rhi started. “I am distracted when you’re with Gina. She might not want to always be in the same room when you and I are making love.”

“It can be a bit awkward,” Gina admitted. “I love that you are in love. You are a perfect couple. I don’t want to interfere with your—intimate times.”

“So, how would you change things?” I asked.

“I think we can make this apartment our working, eating, and entertaining apartment,” Rhi said. “Then use my apartment for sleeping, living, getting dressed, and playtime outside bedtime hours.”

“So, move my stuff into your bedroom?” I asked, trying to follow her thread, “Sleep in your bed...”

“My bed is king-sized,” Rhi interrupted. “I love being in the same bed, but I also like having space.”

“That sounds like a good idea,” I nodded. “Then my bed….”

“Can go in my room,” Gina finished. “I can dump the twin-sized bed and have a place to entertain guests.”

She stared hotly at me, and it was an understood, unspoken statement that guests would only be me for the foreseeable future.

“Another decent adjustment,” I nodded. “Would that be okay with you, Rhi?”

“Yes,” she smiled. “That’s exactly what I was thinking. Then we can rearrange your bedroom for my and Gina’s workstations, which would get my office out of my bedroom.”

“Without my bed, there should be plenty of room for two desks. I’d keep my office for work.”

“Yes,” Rhi said, and Gina nodded. “Then we can use the rest of your apartment to have meals, watch movies, whatever we want to do during the day.”

“MaidMode would extend to both apartments,” I said. “I’ll do my part, too.”

“We both have MaidMode,” Rhi said. “There is no reason for you to have to do anything. We can do the rearranging, too, if you can help with the beds. Then I have some things we need to buy to support the changes, and I need to go grocery shopping.”

“Okay, why don’t you make your lists, Rhi?” I said. “Gina and I will move her mattress. I can put it in my storage here or in the trash. I don’t mind giving her my queen-size.”

“Trash it,” Gina said. “It’s so old.”

With our plans made, we got to work. I took care of Gina’s mattress, carrying the old one out to the dumpster, then repeated two more trips, one for the box spring and the other for the metal foundation. While I did that, Gina cleaned her room. At least she tried to, but she kept getting distracted and wasn’t nearly as effective as she had been cleaning my apartment. Sensing the issue, I explicitly activated the MaidMode directive to include her apartment. After that, she was much more effective with AI-assisted decision-making.

With her room empty, we worked as a team to pull my bed apart. Gina took care of the soaked sheets and started a load of laundry. I reminded Rhi to add plastic mattress covers to our lists, one for each mattress. I was amazed at the puddle left from our morning romp.

I placed the mattress and box spring against my wall and moved the foundation over first. Once I set that up, Gina helped me move my queen-sized mattress and box spring next door and install it in her room. She got out a hairdryer to dry out the top layer. I went back to my apartment to talk with Rhi.

Rhi handed me a list of things to get at a few stores. I called Gina back to her apartment, and we reviewed the commands for the rearrangements. I activated MaidMode for Rhi in both apartments, and she agreed to go shopping for food once enough was done so that Gina could finish. It was surprisingly easy for them to make decisions with AI assistance.

I took the list and grabbed the Neural Control Node off the top shelf to take with me. I didn’t want to accidentally activate anyone without being present.


CHAPTER 11
ESSIE ASSIMILATED


I got into my car, a blue crossover SUV that seemed ubiquitous on the roads. Mine wasn’t a luxury brand, but it wasn’t much different in shape, size, or color from the others that dotted the streets. Weekend traffic was always hit-or-miss; today’s traffic was pretty light, so at a stoplight, I picked up the node and felt it vibrate.

I saw the dots representing my two assistants. I knew I had driven more than a few miles, and they were still within the ring. The scale must have changed to keep them on screen. I wondered what the device’s effective range was. Surely, it wasn’t infinite. I tapped the face, and their names appeared. Was there a setup menu?

I heard a horn, and that snapped me back into drive mode. I took my foot off the brake and started driving, turning onto another main road. I looked in my rearview to see who had honked and groaned as the police SUV cruiser followed me into my lane. The cruiser’s lights flicked on, and it stayed in my lane right behind me.

Great.

I signaled, turned off into a parking lot, and safely turned off my car. I double-tapped the top face to return the cube to a matte black finish. I reached into my glove box and pulled out the registration. Then put it and my phone, which had my license in one of my case’s pockets, on the dash. I put both hands on the wheel and rolled down my window to wait.

The cruiser’s lights kept flashing, and a cop climbed out of the SUV after a while. It was a hot day outside, and the officer was dressed in full gear, including a heavy vest, web belt, and other equipment. The officer was female and looked like she was Hispanic from her warm caramel-colored skin tone. She holstered her service pistol and kept her hand on the hilt as she approached. Her eyes behind reflective sunglasses were a mystery. Her dark brown hair was pulled back into a ponytail. She stood just behind the door and watched my hands, then leaned forward and into the window.

“Do you know why I pulled you over?” She asked, entirely businesslike.

“Distracted driving,” I guessed. “I shouldn’t have been checking my phone, officer. It won’t happen again.”

“Eh, that got my attention,” she said. “I pulled you over because your registration’s expired.”

Damn, she was right. I hardly ever drove, so I hadn’t even noticed that the month had rolled over.

“I’m sorry, officer. I’ll get that fixed as soon as possible.”

“I’m glad to hear it,” she said, then continued in a bored monotone. “Unfortunately, the protocol now requires us to search any car that hasn’t met registration requirements.”

“Is that even legal?” I asked. “I’m not sure expired registration is probable cause.”

“Cases are pending,” she explained, clearly bored. Then she tapped a button on her body cam, pausing it for 60 seconds. “I’ll be square with you. I don’t want to search your car, but if this stop doesn’t result in a search, my supervisor will grill me. I can tell you’re not stoned or drunk. You help me, and I’ll help you. Fair?”

I waited for the camera to turn back on, then nodded, “How would you like to proceed?”

She opened the door, then verbally commanded me to walk to the vehicle’s rear and put my hands on the car’s trunk. The only things I had in the car were my phone, the expired registration papers, and—the cube.

“Hey,” she said and pulled back from the car.

She was barely able to turn towards me before her body froze. Her eyes flickered, and the cube in her hands flashed as it cycled through the script. She was stiff in an awkward half-crouch as the Neural Control Node assimilated her brain into my account. There was nothing I could do as the words scrolled across my vision.

Capture Mode Initiated.

Assistant 3 of 5.

Ester added to NEA list.

Active mode restored.

Say ‘Setup’ to resume.

Her monotone voice completed the standard script. Her eyes fluttered, and she regained focus. She stood up and held the cube up to me.

“What is this thing?” As if she hadn’t just been assimilated into my neurally enhanced network of assistants, she asked. “I need you to open it up for me. It might contain contraband.”

“Setup Esther,” I said, watching as her eyes dulled into a receptive mode. “Install FuckMe, Help, and Radio,”

By this point, FuckMe was a default. Call me a fucked up pervert, but at the time, I thought I could at least get some blackmail material to get me out of a serious charge. The other two were to help me in the situation. I didn’t know what the Radio did, but the Help app would tell me.

“Help on Radio”

Ester’s eyes blinked, then opened, then she looked at me, dull-eyed as she spoke. “Radio will play songs via the Neural Control Nodes embedded speakers,” she said in a monotone, then her dull gaze faded, and she looked at me and shook the cube, continuing in her normal voice, “Can you open this, please?”

“Radio, play classical,” I said.

The node chirped, and her voice went monotone. “ Playing your classical favorites from our classical station. I hope you enjoy it!”

The Neural Control Node started playing a piano concerto, and I picked the cube up from her hand. I held it closer to her ear so she could listen to it.

“It’s one of those digital assistant gizmos,” I said. “The electronics inside are locked down pretty tight. I need special tools to open it.”

She looked at me quizzically, then shrugged. “The stuff they make these days, man. Why not use the car radio?”

She shook her head and ducked back into the front seat to continue the search. I breathed a sigh of relief, tapped the top face again to get the name labels.

NCN v1.0 (Lvl 1)

Assts: 2/5 | Range: 5mi | Harmony: 87%

Master: Josh

Asst 1: Gina

Asst 2: Rhi

Asst 3: Ester

Asst 4: —

Asst 5: —

and tapped on Ester.

Ester (Assist)

Relation: Undefined

Apps: Add FuckMe, Help, Radio

Happy : 45%

Health : 80%

Energy : 70%

Obedient: NA

Appearance: Avatar More

Undefined | Tasks: 0

I tapped on FuckMe just to see what was listed.

^Back | Ester (Assist)

Fuck Me Attributes:

Orientat: Hetero

Bisexual: 50%

Dominant: 25%

Submissi: 75%

The list went on, and tapped Back, then tapped the Appearance More link. I tapped that, and an avatar that looked like her appeared, and I could use gestures to zoom in on specific parts of her body. The avatar was naked, and I couldn’t resist zooming in on her breasts. Out of the corner of my eye, I saw the officer slide back out of the car and quickly tap the top to make the cube dark.

“Okay, sir,” she said, reaching for her sunglasses in her breast pocket. “There is no contraband. I’ll have to issue you a fix-it ticket for the registration. I appreciate your patience.”

“No problem, officer,” I smiled. “I’ll go right now to renew online. Can I ask you a question off-camera?”

She narrowed her eyes, then flipped off the recorder, “You have sixty seconds.”

“Setup mode, Ester,” I said.

Her eyes flickered, then dulled, and she stood still.

“What’s your name, officer?” I asked.

“Ester,” she said, “My friends call me Essie,”

“Assistant Ester alias Essie,” I said.

“Alias accepted,” she said in a monotone.

“Essie, you won’t remember anything said during Setup mode,” I said.

“Essie will not remember commands from setup mode,” she repeated, staying in a monotone.

“Adjust friendship level to Friends with Benefits,” I said.

“Relationship adjusted to Friends with Benefits,” she said robotically, but her face softened into a smile as she looked at me.

“After you’re off duty, you’ll call me on my cell phone,” I said, repeating my number aloud.

“Command accepted,” Essie said.

“End Setup mode,” I smiled.

Her features relaxed, and she smiled at me.

“Sorry, I had to pull you over, Josh,” she said. “I hope we can get together soon.”

“Me too, Essie. It was good to see you again.” I grinned, playing my role. “Hey, no worries. I don’t want to have special favors just because I’m friends with a law officer performing her duties.”

She smiled and shook her head. Then she returned to her cruiser, and I got back in my car. I took a deep breath, put away my registration papers, and pulled on my seat belt. I started the car and turned up the air conditioning. Then I picked up the cube and tapped and swiped to bring back the status pages for all my assistants. I turned the cube to Gina’s status and tapped on Appearance.

Gina’s avatar appeared, and I zoomed in on her face. I tapped on her hair, and an options menu appeared with various changes. I paged through the different options and then tapped on color. The possibilities included highlights, and I added vibrant neon blue highlights to her deeper azure hair. The image zoomed in on her hair with twists of the new hue.

Confirm changes [YES] or [NO]

I tapped on YES. I found my phone and dialed Gina. She picked up on the second ring.

“Did you just change my hair?” She said excitedly.

“Yes, I did,” I admitted. “Do you like it?”

“It’s amazing,” she said, and I could tell she was grinning. “Oh, Mom says to pick up more toilet paper.”

“Always,” I chuckled. “It’s a staple. I always grab some if there is any available.”

I hung up and turned off the cube. The rest of the shopping trip went by without anything interesting happening. Then I remembered I had only two slots left after adding Essie to the network. I wanted to ensure those two slots were filled with people I wanted to enslave.

Part of my brain thought keeping Essie on my network might be good. She could serve as a mole for me inside law enforcement. Not that I wanted to do anything illegal beyond corrupting the minds of three women—I wasn’t even sure if that was a crime. I would at least get some early warning if Essie heard anything. Another part of my brain said to deactivate her pronto, but I told that part of the brain to STFU.

That side of my brain hadn’t seen her naked avatar.


CHAPTER 12
NCN WIKI


I pulled back into the parking lot of our apartments, and Gina came downstairs to help me bring up the things I had bought. The list included plastic storage containers, toilet paper, a few sheet sets each for king and queen-sized beds, mattress covers and pads, more towels, and power strips. The list seemed almost random, but it made sense because we were combining two households and would probably have a lot of sex.

“Mom’s gone shopping,” Gina said as she met me.

I smiled and appreciated her new, lighter highlights, which made her already blue hair even more exotic. We filled the containers with the remaining items and then carried a tote into my apartment. She knelt and started sorting things.

“What can I do to help?” I asked.

“Sit and relax,” Gina smiled. “I’ve got a system. Mom and I have it all under control. Trying to explain it to you would take too much time.”

“I like the new highlights,” I said. “Do you like them? I don’t recall seeing a lot of ocean blue in your wardrobe.”

“I love it, actually,” she said. “I’m due for a wardrobe change since I have a new body to show off. Frankly, I’m over the goth phase. I’m so much happier all of a sudden.”

“Hopefully, we can make that happen,” I said. “I saved some money over the past few months.”

“I’m a pretty inexpensive shopper,” Gina said, looking up from the floor. I think most of the cute stuff from the cheap places will fit me well. I want to look sexy for you.”

“I think you look amazing,” I grinned.

She got busy moving things around. I got up and walked around my apartment. They had pushed most of my remaining furniture aside and set up two desks in my room. Gina’s desk faced the wall, while Rhi’s desk was closer to the window for the natural light. A bookcase divider would be good for giving them their own space.

I pulled out my bedside tables and moved them into my office at the end of the hall, on the other side of the bathroom. I then stacked them neatly out of the way. I opened my laptop and logged in. My email was usually quiet during the weekends, and today was no exception. I turned on the VPN and surfed to the hacker site, eager to learn more and contribute. The board posted a link to a new site.

NCN Tips and Tricks - a Wiki:

A helpful community-supported page for NCN Masters and their NEAs.

While I didn’t quite label myself a master, I could appreciate that it was a descriptive term. As an older IT guy, I often used the terms “Master” and “Slave” to describe a hierarchy. So I clicked over to the site and found it well organized. Wikis could be complete chaos or very helpful. The owner apparently had a pretty good idea of how he wanted the information organized, and the users followed his lead.

I decided to join to contribute and had to create a username. I already had a separate email address for my more obscure internet uses. No one wants to plug their name into a porn site. The wiki had several other vague nerd fare accounts, so I blended in with the crowd. I created my “TheCheatLives” account, registered myself as an NCN Master, and then browsed through the site.

I didn’t see any new information documented yet. The wiki confirmed that active assistants did map to the accounts available on the sides of the cube. Something new to me was that deactivated accounts could be reactivated. Deactivated nodes retained their programming but couldn’t be modified via the cube interface and couldn’t enter live setup mode. One NCN, the now default acronym for a Neural Control Node, could have unlimited assistants, but only five could be active simultaneously.

There was a way to reset assistants to the point of assimilation. A reset would remove the assistant’s access to the AI applications and revert any cognitive changes to their defaults. Oddly, appearances would remain unless the Appearance app reset them before deactivation. Then, deactivating the assistant would leave them as they were when they first touched the cube. It seemed impossible for them to join a new node after being deactivated.

I let my mind work through the possibilities. I could activate people I wanted to protect, then immediately deactivate them to keep them from being assimilated by another potentially less scrupulous node master. My phone rang, and I picked it up and looked at the face. The number was an unknown caller but from this area code. So, I clicked to accept the call.

“Hello, this is Josh,” I said.

“Hey, babe, Essie,” came the voice on the other line. “You wanted me to call you after work.” She paused and then purred, “Is this a booty call, Josh?”

“Yes, yes, it is,” I said without hesitation. “If you’re free, I don’t want to put you out.”

“I’ve been thinking about you since I stopped you,” she said. “I owe you something to make it right.”

“Do you remember my address?” I asked.

“I had to pull it from my logbook,” she said. “It’s been a long time. I should be there in a few minutes.”

My cock was already hard as I thought about her and the little image of her naked avatar. I walked out to see what Gina was up to. She was still busy moving things around and organizing.

“I’ve got a friend coming over,” I said. “Are you guys busy in your apartment? I need some privacy.”

“Another fuck buddy?” Gina smiled. “You’re such a horn dog, Josh. You can use my room. I haven’t done my sheets today, so mess them up as much as you want.”

“Probably a good idea to use your room,” I said. “Thanks, I owe you one.”

“I’ll hold you to that,” she smiled, then returned to her task.


CHAPTER 13
INTEGRATING ESSIE


I waited on the breezeway and noticed a black motorbike swing into the apartment parking lot. Essie wore all-leather biker gear, which fit her body much more tastefully than the police uniform. However, she had rocked that pretty well, too. She removed her helmet and stowed it in one of her saddle bags, then tossed her rich brown hair and looked up at me. I waved and went to meet her at the top of the stairs.

“Hey, babe,” she said, hugging me tightly, then kissing me deeply. “Been too fucking long, man.”

“I agree,” I said. “How have you been?”

I guided her into Rhi’s apartment and then into Gina’s room.

Essie looked around, confused, “You live like a teenage girl?”

I put her into setup mode, then closed the door. After it was shut, I dropped her to conversation mode—Wiki said it dulled emotions for trusted talk.

“So, I need to tell you what happened,” I began, then told her about the cube, and that when she’d touched it, her mind had linked to the cube now under my control. I even confessed that I’d installed the FuckMe app. Essie was a bit miffed about being controlled, but conversation mode seemed to keep her emotions even. I explained it was an accident, went over the limitations, and offered to reset and deactivate her, explaining that it would keep her from being captured by someone with fewer scruples. She thought for a moment, then shook her head. I dropped her out of setup mode.

“Okay, but tell me. What is a FuckMe app?”

“It’s an odd name for what looks like a Relationship manager. There aren’t many docs on this, and a group is just experimenting and, like, reverse-engineering the gadget. Gina, the first girl I told you about who touched it, this is her room. She and I have a FwB relationship.”

“Oh, really? I kinda need a fuck buddy,” Essie grinned. “Work is stressful as hell, and meeting anyone new in this pandemic shit is not worth the time. I’ve gone through dozens of batteries with my vibe. I need a strong hand and a hard cock. You immediately came clean and gave me options means you’re a decent dude. Can you help a sister out?”

“Do you want to just go at it?” I asked, grinning as I remembered her avatar. “Or do you want to feel what the command feels like?”

“Fuck it, use the command,” she teased. “I’ll try to fight the urge.”

“Fuck me, Essie,” I said.

Her eyes blinked, then lost focus, then snapped shut.

“Damn, I’m not going to fight. I need you bad, Josh,” she said and started stripping.

I joined her, and we were both soon naked. She lowered her knees and tossed her hair back as her hand gripped my cock. She licked the tip, then down the sides, stroking to spread her spit. Essie’s brown eyes seemed large as saucers as she sucked in my knob. I moaned at the feeling of her hot mouth enveloping my cock, and the deep eye contact she kept.

She reached and grabbed my hand, then pulled it to her head, and I recalled her submissive stats I’d read on the cube. I gripped a handful of her lush hair and gripped, then pulled her onto my cock. She purred as she felt me take control and pressed forward, trying to fit my thick shaft into her throat.

“That’s my greedy cock-sucking slut,” I snarled. “Take it all down your throat.”

I could feel her purr, vibrating through my shaft into my balls. Her hands cupped my balls and pulled lightly. I gripped both sides of her head, then ground my cock in deep. I cycled my hips as she looked at me, her eyes blazing as I took control of her mouth and fucked her with firm strokes. The room echoed with the wet sounds of a good throat fucking.

“I bet you’re soaked,” I said.

Yeah, Papi,” she growled, stroking. “Stuff this in my needy cunt.

I gripped her hair and tugged, and she stood on shaky knees. I pushed her over the side of Gina’s bed, and she bent over, spread her thighs apart, keeping her legs straight. I swatted her ass firmly to see how she responded to pain. She yelped, then purred as she processed the pain. I smacked her again, harder, and got the same response. I carried on spanking one cheek and the other until her flesh turned rosy.

I cupped her sex, and it was dripping; her cunt felt hot as lava. I kept her head pressed into Gina’s sheets as I shifted behind her and lined my cock up with her bare slit. She kept her cunt waxed, no hair at all. The small of her back had a tribal tattoo that drew my attention, and I wondered what that story was. I notched the tip of my cock in and thrust into her.

She moaned out hotly as I slammed into her ass. She rocked forward, gripped Gina’s sheets, and pressed her hips back. Then we slammed into each other as I tried to find the bottom of her cunt with my enlarged, thick cock. She murmured something in Spanish. I moved my hand from gripping her hair to the back of her neck, holding her firmly on the mattress. She tossed her head to look over her shoulder.

“Madre Dios, you’re huge,” she grunted. “Fuck this bitch, Papi, make her yours.”

“Is that what you want?” I grunted. I slammed into her. “To be my submissive fuck toy bitch?”

I stroked into her hard, my thighs slapping into her ass, pressing her further into the bed. I wrapped my arm around her hip, slid my fingers to the top of her bare mound, found her clit, and strummed it like a guitar. Her knees buckled, and she slumped forward. I felt her cunt clench, and I crouched down to keep my cock aligned.

“Come,” I growled. “Come like my favorite whore.”

She grunted and then howled as I felt my cock drive into her, and her juices flowed down her thighs. She looked over her shoulder at me, her eyes wide as she grunted. “Fuck… yes… fucking… damn… FUCK ME!” she chanted. “More… Harder… Fuck… again!!!!”

I felt her cunt clench around my shaft as her thighs tried to clamp together. My fingers kept rubbing her clit. My other arm pulled from the back of her neck, gripping a wild handful of her hair. I pulled her back, craning her neck, arching her back until her breasts swung free. I continued to hammer into her as I held her in my grip, her full breasts rocking with each of my hard strokes. I yanked her head back against my shoulder, then let go, swung my arm under her breasts, and held her back against my chest.

I kept myself jammed deep in her clutching sheath and turned, lowering back onto Gina’s bed, pulling Essie down with me. She dropped her arms to my shoulders and arched into a reverse cowgirl, thighs splayed open outside of mine. I lifted one hand to her breast while the other kept strumming her clit. As she cycled her hips her cunt down my rockhard cock.

“God yes, fuck yes, fuck me, Fuuuuckkkkk,” she chanted.

Essie moaned out and shrieked as her knees clamped together. Flexing my hips, I rammed my cock in deep and arched back, jetting my thick cum into her cunt, making her moan and shudder. I stayed deep inside her, gripped both of her breasts, and squeezed firmly. I slowly caught my breath, stroking her breasts as she calmed.

When she could, she shifted around, and my cock pulled from her slick pussy. She leaned on my chest and kissed between my pectorals. Then looked up and kissed me softly.

“Holy shit,” she said. “You fuck, like a god.”

I grinned, pushed my fingers through her raven locks, and collected them into a tail gripped in my fist. Her eyes blazed looking at me, and I lifted to kiss her again.

“Was that what you needed?” I growled.

She nodded and closed her eyes, drifting in a cloud of bliss in my grip. Then her eyes fluttered open, and she grinned. I loosened my grip, and Essie shifted forward to kiss me. I wrapped my arms around her, and we just rested.

*knock knock knock*


CHAPTER 14
DECODING DINNER


“Is your guest staying for dinner, babe?” Rhi’s voice disrupted the silence through the door to Gina’s bedroom.

Essie looked at me wide-eyed, “Who’s that?” She whispered.

“My lover, her name is Rhiannon or Rhi,” I answered truthfully. “Do you want to eat with us?”

“Is she… like me?” Essie asked. “One of your drones?”

“She is,” I said, nodding. “She’s also very special to me, as you are quickly becoming.”

“So crazy,” Essie muttered, then nodded. “Okay, Josh. Let’s see where this goes.”

“Sure, baby,” I called. “Can you make another plate for Essie? We’ll be right over.”

“No problem, lover,” Rhi smiled. “I know you’re saving some for me, right?”

“Of course, baby,” I called.

Essie shook her head and slid off me. I stood up, then went to the door as Essie gathered her clothes. I peeked out of Gina’s room, and the apartment looked empty, so I opened the door so Essie could freshen up and change in the bathroom.

I collected my clothes, walked past the bathroom naked, and turned into Rhi’s room—our room now. I stuttered to a stop, flaccid cock bobbing, when I saw Rhi sitting on the bed. She looked at me and fought back tears, then slowly sank to her knees at my feet.

“Gina’s finishing dinner,” she said, then looked up at me. “Josh, I’m sorry, I’m trying to keep this straight, but it’s hard.”

I slid past her, sat on the edge of the bed, and then reached and pulled her towards me. She stayed on her knees and put her head on my thigh. She cried softly, tears dripping down her cheek and onto my thigh. I hadn’t put on my underwear, so my cock was still slightly tumescent and slick with my recent conquest. Rhi looked at it, then looked up at me. Without hesitation, she leaned forward, licked around my head, and then sucked my crown between her lips.

I shook my head, not expecting that reaction. She twisted slightly and brought her hands up, one to cup my balls, and the other stroked my cock. I knew she was licking and sucking Essie’s juices off my shaft, and that thought had my cock growing to total hardness. She inhaled and moaned, looking up at me. I combed my fingers through her black hair as she pulled off and looked at me.

“I’m still your number one, right?” She asked.

“Always Rhi,” I confessed. “I’m sorry I didn’t tell you about Essie. It just happened. One thing led to another.”

“Things are just weird,” Rhi said. “I’m 95% happy. I can tell you enjoyed yourself, which makes me happy. I’m still struggling, though; I can be selfish when it comes to you. Can you remember to help me?”

“I promise,” I said. “I need to get dressed, and we need to eat. I don’t want to keep any secrets from you.”

“I’m sure we will find something that works,” Rhi said. “Thank you for taking the time to listen to me. I love you, Josh. More and more, even knowing you fucked a girl you just met. My feelings for you are growing.”

“I love you too, Rhi,” I said. “I know it sounds crazy.”

There was a tap at the open door, and Essie stood dressed in jeans and a t-shirt. She held her biking leathers in one hand, and the other rested on the door frame. She smiled at Rhi and then at me.

“I’m sorry to disturb your moment, guys,” she blushed and smiled. “I don’t know where we are going to eat. It doesn’t look like there is any food in the kitchen.”

“Oh, right,” Rhi laughed, then rose. “We have moved all the food to the other apartment. Here, let me take you. I’m Rhi.”

“Essie,” Essie said. “I appreciate you thinking about me for dinner, but I can go somewhere if this is too weird.”

“It’s no weirder than yesterday,” Rhi smiled. “Come on, let’s let Josh dress.”

They left, and I was alone. I half expected Gina to come into my room and help me with my erection, but I realized she was entirely in cook and clean mode. I also understood that it was something that made her happy now. I knew when I walked into the other apartment, all my girls would smile at me and be satisfied.

The only thing I had to do was be happy.

Was I happy?

I dressed as I considered the question. Who wouldn’t be happy with three very sexy girls waiting for him in the other room? I would figure out how to keep the peace and make them all happy. I would figure all this stuff out one day at a time.

I went to the bathroom, combed my hair, and looked at myself in the mirror.

“Don’t be a dick, Josh,” I reminded myself, looking into my reflection.

I found my center, walked to my apartment, and to my three dedicated, neurally controlled assistants.

Upon entering my apartment, three sets of eyes looked at me. Three faces lit up and smiled at me. I grinned back. It was hard not to feel excited about joining them for dinner. The home-cooked meal was perfect. A nice tossed salad started the meal, the rice with teriyaki chicken and stir-fried vegetables. Rhi even selected an excellent white wine that went perfectly with the meal. I started eating, and then the rest of the girls began eating.

“This is incredible, Rhi.” I grinned. “I’ve gotten used to pandemic fast food delivery, but this is so much better.”

“I’m glad you like it,” Rhi grinned. “It is funny. I know how to cook, but I always thought it took too much time. Having the focus to stay on task and Gina’s help makes it easy to finish.”

“Yeah,” Gina agreed. “MaidMode is so great. I know it’s a bit coercive, but it keeps me from being distracted or procrastinating. It’s been nice the past couple of days. I’ve worked hard, but I can see the difference. It makes me happy to have everything tidy.”

“MaidMode me—right now!” Essie said with a laugh. “I could use a little boost to my cleaning game. I’m a convert if it helps as much as FuckMe does.”

“Where do you live?” I asked Essie curiously.

“I live with my grandfather,” she said. “He needed my help after Abuela died last year. He’s still heartbroken. They’d been married for 55 years.”

“Setup Essie,” I said. “Add MaidMode.”

Her eyes blinked as the application downloaded and installed, then she smiled. I added the command to keep her grandfather’s place neat and clear.

“Wow,” she said as the AI started working through her memories, “I can already see how to change things to make it more efficient.”

“If you need help,” Gina said. “I’d be glad to volunteer. Getting things started is the hardest part. Then it’s just keeping it up.”

Essie started laughing loudly. Then she covered her mouth but couldn’t stop giggling.

“I’m sorry. I’m thinking of you looking like that in my neighborhood,” Essie explained. “You look like a cute little doll. My grandfather wouldn’t know what to do with you.”

“What if I looked more like you?” Gina asked, then looked at me.

I lifted a brow and then looked at Essie. “Do you want to have some help?” I asked.

“It wouldn’t hurt,” Essie said, shrugging. “But I don’t know how you could disguise her to fit into my barrio.”

“Appearance mode for Gina. Save current as Oceanid,” I said.

Gina’s eyes fluttered, then she looked at me with a grin, “Oceanid saved as Appearance one for Gina. You have nine more appearance slots available. What’s an Oceanid?”

“Nymphs from Greek mythology, kind of like mermaids,” I recited from something I’d learned reading a weird erotic novel a few months back. Remembering I was adjusting Gina’s appearance, I started describing how I wanted Gina to look. After the initial shock, Essie added recommendations, and Rhi pitched in with some finer details. Soon, we had Gina looking like Essie’s sister. They both grinned at me, big brown eyes simmering with arousal.

I put all three of them into Setup mode, and they sat quietly while in that state. I went and got my cube. Recalling the distress Rhi experienced finding Essie and me together, I wanted to look at some of the stats for FuckMe but didn’t want to do it conversationally. I was curious about how to fix the compatibility issues with our relationships. I recalled Essie having a medium level of bisexual attraction, but I wanted to see for myself and others.

I tapped the cube, then brought up the labels, tapping each name to fill up three sides of the cube with stats. One by one, I looked at their FuckMe settings.

Bisexuality:

Gina : 65%

Essie. : 50%

Rhi. : 40%

I adjusted Gina’s and Essie’s bisexuality levels to 75% and elevated Rhi’s status to 50%. I figured that this wouldn’t make them full lesbians but only more open to same-sex attraction. A complete 100% would be, at least by my math, a 50-50 chance of a same-sex partner. Keeping the level under 100% would still lean towards a hetero-normative alignment. Or at least I thought—the wiki information on this setting was mixed and confusing. I had to remind myself that this was basically beta software.

Paging through their parameters, I found they all tended towards being submissive in the bedroom, with Rhi being the highest. Essie was more of a masochist, confirming her reaction to my hard spankings, while Rhi enjoyed a lighter touch. Gina was somewhere between the two.

Polyamory:

Gina : 60%

Essie : 75%

Rhi : 30%

That was the crux of the issue Rhi was experiencing, even with a low level of jealousy. I moved them all to 75% for polyamory. Waiting for the setting to stop flashing, I closed my eyes and thought about each. I found I loved them, with most of my love attached to Rhiannon.

I browsed through the rest of the settings. I knew I hadn’t changed anything unless they were tied to the relationship level. They all enjoyed fellatio, and they all enjoyed receiving cunnilingus. Surprisingly, Rhi had the highest level for anal sex, followed by Essie, with Gina not having enough experience to register a reading.

I finished my changes and then looked at the relationship levels for each. The pages for relationships were different. Each relationship level was a list, and multiple assistants could be added to each group, but only people within the same node network could be added.

I added Gina and Essie to each other’s Fuck Buddy lists. I went to add Essie to Rhi’s friend list, but she was already there. That made me smile, as it meant Rhi genuinely liked Essie, which made things easier.

I looked back at the top and closely at the middle point. I carefully tapped the middle of the ring, and it lit up with my information. I checked my stats to ensure there weren’t any inherent conflicts with the adjustments I had made to the girls. My polyamory level was much the same. I was very low in bisexuality, which I kept the same. I didn’t see myself adding any other males to my network. I was already high in dominance, which would be best given my submissive assistants; they all seemed to enjoy my natural level, so I kept most of my values at their defaults.

Satisfied I’d done enough due diligence, I double-tapped the top of the box, and it darkened. I brought all of them out of setup mode and then sat and watched. I knew adjustments to a new level usually left a latent bit of arousal. Gina was primed, after numerous appearance adjustments, to appear as a Hispanic female.

Gina looked hotly at Essie, then leaned and kissed her. Essie responded by fouling her fingers in Gina’s new ebony locks and kissing her deeply. They broke the kiss breathlessly and stared at each other.

“Do you think your grandfather would be okay if you stayed the night?” I asked Essie.

Essie blinked, still hypnotized by the kiss, then looked at me.

“I’ll ask my neighbor to watch out for him,” Essie said. “She owes me a favor.”

“Okay,” I smiled. “Gina, what is school like for you tomorrow? Are you off duty Monday, Essie?”

“I don’t have class until Tuesday,” Gina said in a slightly different voice.

“Yeah,” Essie said. “I’m off since I worked today.”

“You two can be excused,” I said with a knowing grin. “Enjoy your night. Rhi and I will clean up from dinner. MaidMode for both of you at Essie’s grandfather’s house begins tomorrow.”


CHAPTER 15
DEEPER DOMINANCE


Gina and Essie barely nodded at Rhi and me before they were out the door and headed to Gina’s room. Rhi smiled at me and then leaned and kissed me.

“That helps a lot, lover.” She said. “You can still have them when you want them, but they can care for each other while you focus on me.”

“Mmmmm,” I said. “I like that idea. How can I help you with cleaning up, babe?”

“I’ll do it,” Rhi grinned. Trying to explain how it’s done will take too long, and if you don’t do it the way I want, it gets frustrating. Relax. I’ll be in shortly.”

“I’m going to be in my study,” I said. “If I went to your apartment, I fear they’d tempt me.”

“I’ll come to get you then,” Rhi said, kissing my cheek.

I walked back to my study and logged into the VPN. I checked out the wiki and wrote a short article about using the cube interface, making manual adjustments, and self-adjustments. I had just saved my work when Rhi wrapped her arms around my neck and kissed me behind my ear.

“Take me to bed, lover,” she cooed.

“Let’s go,” I said, rising and taking her hand.

We walked to her apartment, locking my apartment as we left. I held the cube in my hand, not trusting it even in an empty, locked apartment. I placed it in my new side table drawer and then started undressing.

“No,” Rhi said. “I want to undress you, please.”

I smiled and watched her as she stripped until she was naked. Then she went to her bathroom and picked up a simple purple lace choker necklace from her jewelry box. She returned to stand in front of me wearing only the simple lace collar and reached to pull my tee shirt up over my head.

“What does that mean?” I asked, running my finger over the purple lace.

“It’s a submissive collar,” she said. “It is a reminder that my master owns me. Much like your clit ring made me think of you all day.”

“Am I your master?” I asked.

She looked down at her feet, then sank to her knees. She looked up at me and nodded.

“If you would have this one, yes.”

“Okay,” I said, having read enough BDSM erotica to know the meaning of her desire. “I’m going to replace that one with one of my choosing. Make you my proper slave.”

She shivered, purred, then lifted her hands to the top of my shorts.

“May this one undress you,” she asked.

“Please do,” I smiled.

“You are so polite, which I appreciate outside of the bedroom,” she giggled, then lifted her eyes to me. “You don’t have to be polite with me now.”

She started undressing me, pulling my shorts down and off along with my shoes. Her fingers ran down my bare legs, then up to pull my boxers down. My cock was stiff with need when I stepped out of my boxers and stood naked in front of my kneeling lover.

She looked at me, her eyes lowering to my cock, then back to my eyes. She was almost pleading.

“Worship, slave,” I said, giving the command I sensed she craved.

Rhi flushed at the words, then pressed her cheek against my shaft. She pulled her hands behind her back, holding them above her round ass. She licked my cock, tasting me and using her tongue to spread her saliva over my rigid erection.

I could feel her deep arousal as Rhi opened her mouth and licked around my crown, using her lips and tongue to press my foreskin down and expose my glans. She then lightly licked my slit, tasting the pearl of pre-cum that was seeping from my tip. She savored it, then took my head in her mouth and sucked. Her tongue swept around the crown, then licked along the base. Finally, she pushed into me, driving my cock to the back of her throat. She swallowed, and I felt my tip invade her throat.

I groaned at the feeling of her pressing her throat around my cock. I looked down at her as she looked up at me, holding me in her throat. Rhi held her breath and swallowed, making her muscles milk my shaft. I gripped her head, fingers fouling in her hair, then pulled her back. She exhaled shortly and then inhaled deeply. I pulled her up to her feet, then pressed her over the side of the bed.

I pressed her head into her mattress, gripping her short black hair. I could feel her arousal as she shuddered in my grip. My cock twitched as my free hand gripped her ass, leaning over her, as my fingers dropped to her sex and spread her lips apart.

“You’re mine,” I growled. “All of you. Say it.”

“I’m yours,” Rhi moaned, trying to turn to look at me. “All of me, any part of me, use me as you like, Master.”

The word coming from her lips just felt right. I used her slick juices to press into her the tight rose of her anus. I felt her shudder, then push her bottom back into me, seeking a deeper touch. I let go of her hair, lowered down, and used both hands to spread her cheeks apart; then, I spat into the puckered ring muscle. She groaned, and I could almost taste her arousal, her need. I pressed two fingers into her anus, slowly driving deeper. Rhi managed to relax, and my fingers pressed inside. I heard her groan at the penetration, and then I spat again as my fingers withdrew.

“Grip your ass cheeks, pry them open, and offer me what is already mine,” I growled.

Rhi complied eagerly with a whimper as she held her ass open, lifting her hips and offering her tight anus for my use. I rose, spat into my hand, and then rubbed my slick spit over my head. I lowered down and pressed my tip against her rose. She inhaled sharply, then relaxed, exhaled, and moaned.

“Yes,” Rhi groaned. “Take my ass. It’s yours. Please fuck me, Master. Fuck you’re slave’s ass hard.”

I drove forward, my cock stretching her muscles as it penetrated. She kept her fingers gripping her ass cheeks, spreading them for me. I felt my thigh compress her cheeks, and then my balls pressed into her dripping wet labia.

“I want to feel your fingers in your cunt,” I growled as I kept my cock pressed deep inside her.

Rhi shifted immediately, letting go of one of her cheeks, then slid her hand underneath her, pressing her fingertips back against me. I felt her fingers trace along the thickness of my shaft, then drop to push into her tight opening. I felt her fingers pressing inside of her, then started to draw back. I slammed back into her, and she grunted, then moaned. I ramped up my pace as I slammed into her ass, her cheeks slapping against my thighs. I reached forward with one hand, gripping her short black hair, and pressed her into the bed. She purred, pushing her hips back to meet my strokes.

Her moans and my grunts echoed as I worked her ass hard. I felt her add a third finger to fuck her cunt while I reamed her ass. She was moaning in a continuous stream. Then I remembered she could only cum on my command.

“If you want to come,” I reminded her. “You need to beg me,” I teased.

“Yes, fuck, please!” Rhi groaned. “I need to come. I want to come, only for you, master. Only when you tell me can I. Please, make me come. Fuck. Please. Please! PLEASE!!”

“Who am I?” I growled.

“My master, my lover, my master, my lover,” she cried. “Please, master, make me cum.”

“Come—and don’t stop till I fill you.”

Rhi practically levitated as her head tossed back and her back arched, her thighs clenching together. I felt her cunt gush around her fingers, spraying my lower legs as she cried out again and again. I pressed into her lower back and kept my hand on her neck. I rutted hard, feeling her cycle from climax to climax. I roared, arched my back, and slammed my cock deep into her.

I erupted into her bowels, jetting streams of cum deep inside her. Rhi arched back a final time, seizing hard as she grunted. She held her breath, trying to hold onto the last of her climax.

Finally, both spent, I collapsed onto her, and my weight pressed her into the bed. She tried to take a deep breath, but my weight limited her breath. She shuddered, and I felt her quiver under me.

“Don’t move, please,” she squeaked quietly. “Stay right there. I want to feel your weight.”

I took a deep breath and rested. We lay there for a long moment, not moving. I felt her under me, and she purred as my weight pressed her into her bed. I finally moved, pulling my cock from her ass, then rolling her onto her back. Her eyes were bright; I could see tears along her rims, but she smiled.

I kissed her deeply. Words didn’t seem appropriate, and our connection deepened more than I could express aloud. I climbed onto the bed and pulled her to my side. Somehow, we got under the covers. I lay on my back, and she rested her head on my chest. My arm kept her against my side. Our eyes closed, our breath steadied, and we were soon asleep.

Tomorrow could wait. I wanted to stay right here with my Rhiannon.


PART THREE

MONDAY - MANIC MONDAY


CHAPTER 16
MARVELOUS MONDAY


Another morning of waking up to Rhi’s soft lips kissing my cheek, her hand lightly rubbing along my chest. My eyes slowly opened, and I locked eyes with hers.

“Good morning, my Master,” she smiled.

The purple lace choker still around her neck drew my eyes while I remembered the previous night. It was arousing to hold the title of Master, and there was a rush of power that caught me off guard. But underneath that thrill was something far more complicated. I’d been through enough internet chat rooms to understand the title, but real life was messier than any online fantasy. I kept wondering whether I was handling this well or plunging headfirst into something I barely understood. Part of me felt a jolt of excitement at the possibilities, while another part gnawed at my confidence, unsure if I deserved this kind of trust from someone like Rhi. I also knew I had no idea how to be a good master to a submissive slave, and the more I thought about it, the more overwhelming it seemed. It was another thing I'd need to figure out—and fast.

“Good morning, mine,” I smiled, my fingers gripping a handful of hair to prolong the kiss.

“Mmm, you make me feel treasured,” Rhi said, then lowered her head to my chest.

“You are my treasure,” I said. “I need your help to better understand what a master is supposed to be.”

“You do many things right, naturally,” she said. “It’s up to us to determine how our roles mesh together. I adore being under your control. I can’t exactly describe how this has scratched my submissive itch.”

“What do you mean?” I asked. “Our new relationship or connection via the cube?”

“They are the same to me, truthfully,” Rhi said, looking into my eyes. “I have trouble figuring out what is programmed by the AI and what is coming from someplace deep inside of me. I’ve always been submissive in the bedroom. The connection you made with me has allowed me to submit freely. It’s incredible.”

She was the only one of my assistants I’d deliberately chosen to become neurally linked with. In effect, I had linked her mind to mine, granting me control over our connection. I hadn’t fully considered the consequences, but I was grateful she found such a close connection through my impulsive decision. I kissed her again.

“I want to discover so much more about you,” I said.

“Ask me after breakfast,” she smiled. I have this deep desire to feed you a wonderful, yummy breakfast. Go check in on Gina and Essie. I think Gina needs something you have.”

“Are you sure you’re okay with that?” I asked. “Yesterday, you had some issues when Essie visited.”

“You’ve shown me I am important to you,” Rhi said, as she traced the purple lace with her fingertips. “I want to make you happy, and I know you are happy with many partners. So long as I am your first choice, I can share happily.”

“You’re amazing,” I said, and I couldn’t think of anything else.

She kissed me, pulled on her robe, and brushed her teeth. I thought about what I’d learned yesterday and the adjustments I’d made to it after Rhi spoke about her trouble seeing me with Essie. I’d raised everyone’s Polyamory level. While Rhi didn’t seem interested in Essie beyond friendship, she better understood that I would pursue a physical relationship. I had to figure out where Essie fit. So far, it had just been a single fuck buddy encounter. I had a feeling that it would grow into something more.

Rhi leaned over, kissed me, and smiled. I took the opportunity to grip her ass as she leaned over the bed. She softly moaned, then rose.

“That reminds me,” she grinned. “We need to get some good quality lube if you’re going to use your slave’s ass like that regularly.”

Then she turned and left. I had a moment of recalling taking her ass for the first time, which was something I didn’t think she would like, but she sincerely enjoyed it, as the cube had indicated in her preferences. I would enjoy learning about all of the puzzles Rhi had locked away.

I waited until I heard her leave her apartment before I slid out of bed. Then I got up and took a morning piss. I stopped at the sink and used a washcloth to clean my cock. My reverie reminded me it was last inside Rhi’s tight ass. My other girls deserved a clean tool. Satisfied it was clean and ready, I washed my hands and walked naked down the hall.

As I went about my routine, I thought about what I’d learned yesterday and the adjustments I’d made to the cube after Rhi spoke about her trouble seeing me with Essie. Specifically, I’d raised everyone’s Polyamory level—a setting in the system that essentially modifies how comfortable and open someone feels about sharing a partner or being part of a multi-partner relationship. Increasing it seemed to gently nudge everyone’s emotional responses, easing jealousy or anxiety and making the whole situation feel more natural, harmonious, and even enjoyable for all of us. While Rhi didn’t seem interested in Essie beyond friendship, she better understood that I would pursue a physical relationship. I had to figure out where Essie fit. So far, it had just been a single fuck buddy encounter. I had a feeling that it would grow into something more.

I opened Gina’s door and walked in, closing it behind me. The two were nestled together in sleep, Essie’s head pillowed on Gina’s breast. Gina’s features and skin tone had changed, but her face was still recognizable. I strode over and stood next to the bed beside Gina as she slept, and combed her dark black hair from her eyes. I gathered a handful of her thick hair and gave her a slight tug.

Gina fluttered her eyes, then focused, looking up at me. I grinned, and her eyes drew down my bare chest to the tip of my cock. She licked her lips and grabbed it, stroking my shaft as she looked at me.

“Is this for me?” She grinned. “How did you know I needed it?”

“You’re my good little cock addicted whore,” I chanted in a low whisper.

“Mmmmm,” she said. “That I am.”

She leaned and pulled my cock between her lips. I came closer as she started to suck, then spit on the tip. Her hand spread her spit over my stiffening shaft and drew me back between her lips.

Essie started to stir, and my hand dropped to Gina’s breast just past Essie’s nose. My firm grip caused Gina to moan as she moved her other hand across her body to tug lightly at my balls. This disrupted Essie’s rest, and she looked at my hand and followed it up to my eyes. Essie smiled, pressed up to her knees, leaned over Gina, and kissed me.

“Good morning,” I growled, my free hand gripping a handful of her raven hair. “Did you get any sleep?”

Essie nodded as she pulled back, then scooted over to make room for me between Gina and her. Gina pulled off my cock, looked over at Essie, and grinned as she shifted to the edge of the bed. I took the hint, crawled over Gina, and laid down between the pair on my back.

Two hands went to my cock, one Essie’s and one Gina’s. Gina twisted and lowered her mouth back to my cock, sucking it deeply, pulling it into her throat as she pushed her mouth down as far as she could. Essie leaned and kissed me again. I felt her heavy breast press against my chest, her hard nipple poking my flesh. She hungrily drove her tongue between my lips as she moved her hand from my cock to my jaw. As my hand roamed over their sleep-warm flesh, finding Gina’s ass and Essie’s breast.

“I want to taste you,” I said, looking at Essie.

She smiled and then rose, leaning against the wall to watch Gina. Gina took that moment to pull from my cock and straddle my hips, lifting onto her knees and aligning herself with my cock.

“Thank you for remembering your greedy little cock addicted whore,” Gina said as she dropped onto my cock.

“I think you talk too much, Papi,” Essie said and pushed her cunt against my lips.

I felt Essie lean forward, and I grasped her firm ass, pulling her tightly against my mouth. My tongue cleaved between her lips, and then I pulled her hips back to suck hard on her clit. I felt Gina lean forward, and in my mind’s eye, I saw them kissing each other as their hips gyrated against me.

I feasted on Essie’s sweet cunt, discovering each of her small crevices. Her flesh was smooth, with no stubble. I pulled her cheeks apart with my hands and used my tongue to spread my spit and her arousal over her puckered rose.

“Mmm fuck,” I heard her growl and arch to grind into my tongue.

I wrapped my arm around her thigh and then probed her tight ring muscle with my fingertips. My other hand mirrored that and drove a finger into her tight cunt. My arms had her thighs locked over my head, and I took advantage to move and suck her clit, battering it with my tongue.

She gyrated her hips as my fingers penetrated both of her holes. Gina leaned forward as Essie moaned out. I imagined Gina sucking on one of Essie’s hard, dark nipples. My fingers churned faster as I felt Essie begin to peak. Gina’s pace picked up, and I heard the echoed moans of my two fuck buddies enjoying themselves on my cock and my mouth.

I felt my peak rise. I was getting close to the edge as I concentrated on each of my lovers and sensed they were close, too. I bucked my hips as I felt myself tip over into bliss, mentally urging them to come. They stiffened and shrieked. Essie’s thighs clamped against my head, and I was treated to a spray of her juices. I lapped at her cunt, savoring her with every lick. My hips jerked as my cock pulsed inside Gina’s clutching cunt. We all froze for an elongated moment of absolute bliss before slumping down fully relaxed.

The pair slumped and slowly wormed around to resume their places alongside me. I hugged them to my side, finding words difficult to form in my bliss-addled brain. Then Essie twisted and took my cock in her mouth, sucking and licking, cleaning up the flavors of Gina that puddled at the base. Gina kissed me deeply, then kissed and licked, enjoying Essie’s flavors that coated my nose and cheeks.

Together, they rose and kissed, then looked at me. I looked up at them and grinned—a common thought between all of us.

“Are you hungry?” We all said in unison, then laughed.


CHAPTER 17
RHI-CONNECTING


The girls slid out of bed, and I shifted to my feet. We shared a big group hug and a few kisses. Then they started dressing, and I returned to my room to find clothes. I took a quick shower, so I wouldn’t keep smelling Essie all morning. Then put on my pandemic standard outfit—jeans and a T-shirt.

Walking into my apartment, I was greeted with the aroma of fried bacon, biscuits, eggs, and some freshly squeezed orange juice. Rhi had my plate filled with my favorites, and I sat beside her with Gina to my left and Essie on the opposite end of the table. Essie was wearing the same clothes as she had on for her visit the previous night.

“You’re welcome to bring over some clothes,” I said. “If you want to sleep over more.”

“I’ll have to make sure Abuelo is okay with sleeping alone,” Essie smiled. “He’s going to be so surprised that we’re going to clean up his place.”

“I hope he appreciates you,” I smiled.

Rhi kept her hand on my thigh as we ate. I felt connected to all the girls, who seemed bright and happy. I finished up my breakfast and leaned over, and kissed Rhi.

“Thank you, mine,” I said. “Breakfast was wonderful. You spoil me.”

“You’re welcome,” she grinned. “Do you have time to spoil me before logging into work?”

I checked my watch. We must have gotten up early. It was just a bit past eight, and I needed to be on call by nine. I nodded and hoped I’d be able to rise to the occasion. I was feeling a bit sore and tired.

“Don’t forget you can adjust yourself,” Gina grinned, sensing my aches. “You have three very active girls to please. You might need to make sure you can handle it.”

“Like what?” I asked.

“Stamina, refractory period, sensitivity, things like that,” Essie said conversationally.

“I appreciate the advice,” I said. “Any recommendations?”

“Probably about a five-minute refractory period, 85% increase in stamina, sensitivity can stay the same, you’ve never been a quick-release guy,” Rhi smiled.

I spoke a few commands to adjust myself accordingly and felt a bit less tired. My cock’s response to Rhi’s eyes looking at me helped me realize the adjustments had taken hold, and I took her hand and quickly escorted her back to our bedroom. The pair of girls laughed and smiled at each other.

“Probably?” I asked Rhi, “Where did those numbers come from?”

I shed my clothes—my cock was already hard. Rhi shed her robe, then dropped to her knees to worship my erection. She used her hands to pull my foreskin back, and the feeling made my knees weak. She looked at me, then spat on my shaft and stroked me.

“The AI ran some numbers while we were talking,” she explained, her tone normal, but the syntax clued me in that it was an AI assistance. “FuckMe users with multiple partners allow the Neural Control Node network to collect data, then the AI runs simulation models to keep everyone happy.”

I just shook my head and looked down at her. This was a bit surreal. I was getting live data updates from a collection of users who had assimilated other females into their networks. Some may have been altered against their wills. The AI used data collected from the app to recommend parameter adjustments for the master nodes. If it wasn’t just this side of fucked up, it was a marketing campaign made to rake in cash.

Those thoughts soon fled as Rhi started to suck my cock with enthusiasm. She looked up at me as she pushed my cock down her throat until her chin pressed against my balls. She made gagging sounds as she expertly swallowed my cock, and her thick saliva coated my shaft. I gripped two fistfuls of her short black hair, then drove deep into her throat and held her there. I felt her purr, her eyes locked on mine as she swallowed, milking my thick shaft with her throat.

I pulled her off, then gripped her hair to pull her up. I pushed her onto her back on the bed. She gasped at the hair pull, then purred as I took hold of her thighs, drove them back, and spread her legs wide. I rode my cock along her folds, teasing the head over her clit hood ring, and she shifted, arching back to try to prolong the contact.

I drew back and worried my hips until the tip slipped between her lips and drove into her with a firm, steady stroke. She shuddered, and I felt her tremble.

“Fuck baby,” she growled. “I could almost come just feeling you enter me.”

“Come for me,” I said, adding. “And come again every five strokes,”

Her eyes widened, then she arched back, her cunt clenched around me, and she tried to close her thighs. My hands gripped her trembling thighs, held her open, and continued stroking steadily into her depths. She whimpered and then convulsed again. The pattern cycled as she was compelled through wave after wave of orgasms while I fucked her steadily. Her nipples were like diamonds, and her breaths were rapid. She looked at me, tossed her head, and then nodded, encouraging my depraved use of her body for my pleasure.

I didn’t think I was near the point of orgasm, but her throbbing cunt soon had me rapidly approaching. I hammered harder and faster, making her close her eyes as the peaks shortened, and she experienced near-continuous orgasms.

“Come hard… when I do…” I growled, feeling my peak, “Then… you… can… relax…”

I roared as I came, my hips jerking and bucking to drive my cock in deep and spray the walls of her pussy with my hot seed. She bucked under me, eyes flashing open to stare at me with awe. She huffed as she started to catch her breath. I stilled, let go of her knees, and lowered to kiss her deeply. My fingers gripped her black hair as she savored the kiss.

“Make Rhi’s hair a rich auburn color, and remove any pubic hair,” I growled with a smile.

She widened her eyes and nodded. Then kissed me and slipped from under me.

“I want to see what it looks like.” She giggled, rising, then had to stop and catch her breath as her knees buckled.

I held her and pulled her back to her feet. I chuckled at her reaction, and she blushed. “Did you forget you came about two dozen times in a row?” I asked, “You need a boost of stamina? Am I too much for you?”

“Maybe I do,” She looked up at me with a grin. “You are an incredible lover, with or without magical power.”

“Increase Rhi’s stamina so she can keep up with me,” I said.

She went monotone and then answered, “Rhi’s stamina level increased 85%. “ Then her eyes came alive, and she stood straight. “Oh! Thank you,” she said. I feel better already.”

I took her hand, and she admired her new red colored hair in the mirror. Then we took a shower together. We may have tested my refractory adjustment and her stamina level once more before rinsing, drying, and dressing for the day.


CHAPTER 18
DAILY ROUTINE


8:59 AM. I slumped into my chair and logged in, just in time for the daily circus. Down the hall, I heard Rhi settling in for her own conference call—my old bedroom, now her office. Funny how fast things change.

Nothing hectic about my day. I worked for one of those internet providers—the kind that keeps business networks limping along. Back when the pandemic hit, everything went to hell, and all sorts of organizations suddenly had to scale up for remote work, and nobody was ready. We managed, though. After a few weeks of chaos, things settled. Now it’s just the usual: minor glitches, half-baked upgrades, and the lower-level techs putting out fires. I only get dragged in when things get weird.

I’d put in the work early on, so now things mostly ran themselves. Which meant I had a lot of unscheduled time on my hands. I opened the VPN, fired up a remote VM, and poked around the NCN wiki. Riveting stuff.

Lots of good responses to my cube interface article. I picked up the cube I’d brought with me to my office and tapped the top. Gina and Essie’s dots were together, towards the edge of the range ring. I didn’t know how far, so I tapped to get the list view. Based on the listed ranges in kilometers, I estimated they were about 10 miles away. I tapped back to the radar display and looked closely at the matte finish.

There was a barely-there letter N on one edge. After aligning it with the North, I could see where my two assistants had wandered off. They were south of downtown; I was up in the northern suburbs. No wonder Essie thought Gina’s blue-haired Oceanid style would stand out.

I tapped on Gina’s label, and the cube face lit up with her stats. I tapped the Current menu, and a list of statistics ran down the screen. By reading the scrolling list, I could tell she was active, happy, focused, and on task. I tapped on Essie’s label and saw she was much the same.

I swiped back to Gina’s main menu, then tapped on the button I hadn’t tried before—Vision.

Her menu disappeared, and the cube face lit up with a live stream of what she saw. I figured it was somehow mapped to her ocular nerve. Gina was facing a bookshelf, her field of vision sharp, colors crisp, each spine catching the light as her gaze moved from one book to the next. I could almost hear the gentle scrape as she slid books out, the muted thud as they went back in place. Occasionally, her fingers brushed textured covers, and the camera caught quick flashes of metallic embossing or old stickers.

I felt a weird echo of her focus—a steadiness in my own heartbeat as she paused to read a title, lips moving slightly. She continued until she got to the end of the shelf, then started on the second. It was all very organized, methodical—even soothing, if you tuned into the rhythm of it. Without the AI’s enhanced attention, it might have dragged on, but through her eyes, it was almost meditative. She kept at it until all five shelves were alphabetized.

I tapped twice, and the view blanked. I swiped back to the list. I tapped on another label I hadn’t tried—Communicate.

The internal speaker came to life, and I heard Essie’s voice. She had called for Gina to help her with the piles of paper on the desk. They spoke back and forth for a few seconds.

“Are you keeping busy?” I asked.

Gina stopped talking, and then Essie did too.

“What’s the matter?” I heard Essie’s voice.

“Josh?” Gina said. “Is that you?”

“Yep,” I smiled. “figured I’d keep tabs on you.”

“Normal people use phones,” she chuckled, and I heard Essie laugh.

“Well, I’m figuring out this cube thing. Are you the only one that can hear me?”

“Yeah,” Gina said. “It’s kind of weird to hear you in my head. Essie can’t hear you at all.” She paused for a second. “Honestly, this kind of thing feels like it could get pretty invasive if you weren’t careful. But for some reason, I trust you with knowing you’re looking out for me.”

“Yeah, I can see that. I promise not to lurk. I guess it’s tied to each assistant,” I said. “It’s pretty cool. I can also see what you see when I’m in Vision mode. You did an awesome job on the bookshelf.”

“That’s fucking cool,” Gina said. “Did you need something? We’re kind of on a roll here.”

“Nope, just checking in,” I said. “Call me later.”

“Will do,” Gina said, and I tapped back to her main menu.

I put the cube back on my desk and checked some emails. An hour later, I resurfaced from answering chains of emails and noticed the cube again. Each corner of the cube flashed red. About every five pulses, the top of the cube would flash. When I grabbed the cube, a message scrolled along the bottom of my vision.

[Battery < 15%]

Honestly, it was a relief to see that the thing even had a battery. Any gadget that never needs charging is just creepy. I picked up the cube, squinted at each side under the light. There was that N again—probably the top, though the thing seemed to decide for itself which side was up. Flipped it over and spotted a little square. Qi logo. Of course.

I had a wireless charger for my phone, so I dropped the cube on it, Qi side down. The red lights quit their little panic show and switched to blue. Mystery solved. I checked the clock—almost lunchtime. I wandered out and found Rhi in the kitchen, already in work mode. She looked up and smiled.

“I was just making us some sandwiches,” she smiled. “Would you like some iced tea?”

“Sounds great,” I said, wrapping her in a hug and kissing her lightly. “How was your morning?”

“It’s mostly normal,” Rhi smiled. I used to force myself out of the office for an hour during lunch. Today, I realized you were probably hungry, so I made you a sandwich. I would love your company while I eat.”

“Thank you,” I said. “I get what you’re saying. I tend to go into cave mode when I’m in a flow. I would enjoy a bit less screen time.”

I sat at the table, and she brought a plate and a tall glass of iced tea. Rhi sat in her place, and we chatted idly while we ate. She was a wonderful person to be around, and I regretted how intimidated I’d been by her for so many months. I was able to stop my usual cycle of gloominess when I realized how much I enjoyed being in her presence. She also seemed to shine a bit brighter when I was near.

My phone rang, and I looked at the face. It was from James, my nephew. I answered, curious as to why he would call me. James was the only child of my step-sister, Jasmine. So he wasn’t an actual nephew. My father married a black woman, Evelyn, after he divorced my mother when I was about eight years old. So I spent many summers living with my Dad and his new family. Evelyn’s daughter, Jasmine, and I got along okay as kids. It was a forced relationship, but that was the modern family. Jasmine and I drifted apart as adults, especially after my father died.

James was a good kid, and we usually chatted a few times a year. His father wasn’t in the picture for reasons I didn’t understand. I tried to be his role model as much as possible, but it was admittedly half-hearted. I’d gotten him a $150 gift card to the online store I had bought the cube from for his eighteenth birthday. He celebrated his birthday a few weeks ago. This was probably an obligatory call that Jasmine was forcing James to make, rather than a thank-you card.

“Hey, James,” I answered. “What’s up? What’s it like being an adult now?”

“Hey, Uncle Josh,” he said. “It’s a bit confusing to tell you the truth.”

“Maybe I can help,” I said. “What’s going on?”


CHAPTER 19
TAKING INITIATIVE


What James told me made my gut clench, and my eyes widen. Rhi looked at me with concern, and I held up my finger, letting her know I’d tell her in a second.

“James. You need to put that cube somewhere safe, and don’t touch it or let anyone else touch it. I’ll be there as soon as I can. Where are your mom and Grams now?”

I locked eyes with Rhi as she asked. “He has a cube?” When I nodded, her face creased with worry.

James’s voice sounded stressed, and I heard Jasmine in the background. “Tell your mother to take a nap,” I said to James, then shook my head at his reply. “No, say exactly these words—Jasmine, please, take a nap. Ask politely and use her name. I’ll wait.”

“He bought a cube with my birthday money,” I said to Rhi, holding my hand over the mouthpiece.

“Who?” Rhi asked with a gasp.

“James—my eighteen-year-old nephew,” I said. “His cube already assimilated his mother and grandmother.”

“Okay,” I said back to the phone. “Seriously, James, do not touch the cube. I’ll call you when I’m close.”

He agreed and hung up. Rhi had picked up our plates and cleaned up from making lunch.

“I’m coming with you,” she said. “I can reschedule my calls. I think you’ll need my help.”

I found my keys and grabbed my cube. The blue lights had changed to green, indicating a full charge. I took Rhi’s hand, locked both apartments, and headed to my car. Rhi was on the phone talking to Gina as she slid into the passenger seat. I started the car, plugged my phone in, and tapped James’s contact to set the GPS destination with his address. I pulled out of my parking space and then called my boss.

“Hey, Josh,” Brent said through the car speakers.

“I have a family emergency,” I said. “My nephew, well, my step-nephew, had an incident.”

“Hey, no worries,” Brent said. “I’m not sure if step anything is covered by FMLA, but take the afternoon. Let me know if you need more time.”

“I should be back by tomorrow,” I said. “I’ll keep in touch. Thanks, Brent.”

“You’re welcome,” Brent said. “You are a good worker, Josh. You deserve a little break.”

I hung up and looked over at Rhi. She held my hand and stroked the back of it.

“Where does James live?” She asked.

“In Riverdale,” I said.

“Oh, my college roommate lives there,” she smiled. “Maybe we can make time to meet up.”

“Possibly,” I replied, “It’s about an hour’s drive, then I think probably an hour to clean up the mess.”

“What are you going to do?” Rhi asked. “You’re not the main account.” She had an intuitive understanding of the device that had assimilated her neural functions. Which made sense she

“I’ll buy the cube from him if I have to,” I said. “I’ll deactivate his assistants, then lock it up somewhere.”

“You’re a good man to react so quickly,” she smiled. “He’s too young and inexperienced to hold that much sway over anyone.”

“Believe me, James knows it,” I said. “He’s a good kid. He knows things have gotten over his head. I’m sure he’s tried to fix it. Thankfully, I don’t think he knows what power that thing can wield.”

“It makes me wonder how many are out there?” she asked aloud. “And how many of the owners aren’t as responsible as you?”

“I accidentally enslaved a 20-year-old girl and a cop,” I said, shaking my head. “Then I added FuckMe to both of their profiles—I’m not winning man of the year,” I said.

“Be fair to yourself, babe,” she said. “You have been so open with us that we can ask to be deactivated. You have used your power for fun, true. But we’re all pretty willing partners. None of us were coerced or forced to do anything against our wills.”

“Everything has been against your will,” I countered. “Do you even have a will anymore?”

She drew back from me, shocked, and then her face got angry.

“Yes, Josh,” she said quietly but firmly. “I know what the cube can do, but even as a NEA, I trust you not to use it to trap me. That’s not who you are—it would tear you up inside. I chose you. I wanted this connection. Every day, I stay with you because I want to, not because I’m forced. I know you’d let me go if I ever truly wanted out. My submission is a gift, not something you would ever take by force. Please believe I still have that choice, even now.”

I looked at her; her face was as serious as I had ever seen. Then she softened and leaned back towards me.

“You made us lovers, that’s true,” she allowed. “I was so happy. I wanted to know you better. Being part of your network freed me to become your lover. I would have chosen it if I had known you half as well as I know you now. I chose you, though. I asked to be your slave. You didn’t make that decision for me. I wanted it.”

“I don’t know much about slaves or masters,” I said. “Outside of technology. In my mind, I’ve put all of you in the tidy, cool technology box. I forget that all of you are still people, and you have control over yourselves. I choose not to override your choices.”

“Right,” Rhi smiled. “I trust you. That’s why I knelt for you. I know you won’t take advantage of me.”

“It’s just weird,” I said. “Surreal. I purposefully handed you the cube, knowing what it would do. And only after that did you freely choose to be my slave. That sounds like circular reasoning. I don’t doubt you; I’m just processing.”

“It is weird,” Rhi agreed. “It is difficult to build trust that deep in a normal relationship, really hard. For someone like me, I need to feel safe to submit fully. I’m always in control of my day-to-day. I keep the schedule. I keep things running. I’m in charge. In the bedroom, I don’t want to be in charge. I want to submit.”

“So what do you mean when you use the words slave and master?” I asked curiously.

She quieted in thought. The drive was an excellent time to have this discussion. I’d get distracted, aroused, and lose focus in any other setting. I wanted to understand her mind and thoughts. If I were to be her Master, I needed to know her mind, feelings, and desires.

“I need to tell a story,” Rhi said. “I’m not overly religious, but I have gone to church. One time when I was young, the pastor told a story about a slave. He was a bond slave. Bond slaves would serve for six years to pay off their debt, and then they were liberated. Sometimes they would not want to be freed. They loved their master and knew the master would take care of them. They would pierce their ear to show that they voluntarily chose to be slaves.”

Rhi looked at me, and I nodded for her to continue.

“I love you, Josh,” she said. “I know you will take care of me, even though we’ve only been together for two days. You have shown me that you prioritize my well-being. You have sought to solve my problems and demonstrated devotion to me. I trust you. You are good to me and for me. You pierced me to remind me that I am yours.”

I nodded and then looked at her. She was turned halfway in her seat to watch me. She had bared her soul to me, and I felt honored to see she had so much trust in me. Her eyes looked so sure and steady, making what felt like a heavy burden seem lighter.

“That’s an incredible story,” I started. I hope I continue to deserve your trust. I have had some hang-ups about my actions over the last couple of days. I accidentally enslaved your Gina, then purposefully enslaved you with this incredible device. You should be angry that I’ve removed your agency and corrupted your roommate.”

“It’s counterintuitive,” Rhi agreed, reaching for my hand. “By taking away my agency, you allowed me to choose. You say you corrupted Gina, but you may have helped her. You don’t know how hard this past year has been on her. She sees no future. She’s been severely depressed. The only light in her day was playing video games with you.”

“She never shows that she’s depressed,” I said.

“She was, and she hides it. It’s called denial,” Rhi said. “I know. I’ve been depressed for years. I even spent a few weeks in a mental hospital years ago for severe depression. I’ve never told anyone, not even Gina. When I got out, I had to spend a couple of months with Tess, my college roommate. I didn’t trust myself to be alone.”

“I feel like I’m taking advantage of you,” I said. “How can this be good for you?”

“The AI monitors my hormonal levels and adjusts them to keep them steady,” Rhi explained. The AI’s assistance with cooking and cleaning helps me stay focused. Living in clean spaces and eating healthy food is a good, virtuous cycle.” She paused and looked at me with a large grin. “Lots of excellent sex releases lovely, beneficial brain chemicals.”

“So the cube is a cure for depression?” I chuckled.

“It certainly seems to help,” Rhi smiled. “Time will tell, babe.”

Rhi wove her fingers between mine. She lifted my hand to her lips and kissed the back of my palm.

“I know it’s been two days,” Rhi said. “I know we’re in a honeymoon period right now. I can be realistic about things, but I’m telling you truthfully: I haven’t felt this positive about life in decades, Josh. It might partly be because of the cube, but it’s also because of you. I’m delighted to be in your life. I wish it had been sooner.”

“Me too,” I said. “I wish I had talked to you before all the cube mess. I promise you, though, that I will always ensure you are safe. I don’t want to be an asshole obsessed with more and more power because of this cube.”

We fell into silence, and she held my hands. The console between us limited us to hand-holding. I did pull my hand up along her neck and under her hair, and she smiled softly at me, then closed her eyes. I felt her purr when I tightened my grip, and I smiled.


CHAPTER 20
JAMES'S MISTAKE


We pulled off the freeway and into the parking lot for my step-sister Jasmine’s apartment.

“Are you sure you want to come in with me?” I asked. “Sometimes Jasmine—James’ mother—can be a bit much.”

“I’m here to support you,” Rhi said. “I’ll let you take the lead.”

We walked up and knocked. Jasmine ripped the door open, already looking like she wanted to set something on fire. Calling her curvy was an understatement. She was beyond thicc, and her boobs were always one wardrobe malfunction away from freedom. She wore those giant dresses that pretended to hide her size but just made her look like a pissed-off tent. Today was more of the same.

“Did your nephew tell you what he tried to do?” She said, the pitch of her voice rising with each word.

She didn’t bother waiting for an answer. Just left the door hanging open and stomped off inside. I grabbed Rhi’s hand and followed. Jasmine was already in the kitchen, shooting daggers at James. Rhi shut the door behind us.

“Tell your uncle what you tried to do,” Jasmine said, then put her hands on her hips and looked at me.

“I said, ‘Fuck me, Mom.’” James said morosely.

“He said, ‘Fuck me, Mom,’” Jasmine repeated, exasperated, and threw up her hands. “What kind of messed-up present did you buy my boy, Josh? Trying to fuck his momma. My Lord! Tell him what I did, James, when you said that. Tell your uncle.”

“You slapped me,” James said, touching his cheek.

“Slapped you into last week is what I did,” Jasmine said, on a roll. “Make you go back a few days and check yourself before you wreck yourself.”

“Tell her to please be quiet and sit down,” I told James. “Politely, she is your mother.”

“Politely, yes,” Jasmine said, clenching her teeth. “At least your uncle has some manners….”

Jasmine was winding up for another rant when James finally spoke up, quiet but cutting through her noise.

“Mom, please be quiet and sit down,” he said, looking at the floor.

Jasmine went quiet, but her eyes were still throwing knives. She crashed into a chair, twitchy and ready to explode again. Honestly, I got it. James was usually a saint, and now he’d gone off the rails with the NCN.

“I was curious.” He just shrugged at me, like, what can you do? “I just wanted to see what would happen. I wouldn’t have actually … you know.”

“Go get the cube, James,” I said, then turned towards Jasmine. “This is my girlfriend, Rhiannon. Rhi, this is my sister Jasmine.”

Jasmine and I were basically opposites. She had dark, shiny skin, hair in a million little braids pulled into one thick rope. Tattoos crawled over her shoulders and down her arm. Yeah, she was big, but not ugly. When she wasn’t in full rage mode, she could actually be a blast.

She stared at me, eyes wild. I just raised an eyebrow and waited her out. Eventually, she pulled herself together, managed a half-assed smile, and waved us over. I grabbed James’s usual seat. Rhi slid in next to Jasmine and took her hand.

Jasmine gave Rhi a look, but Rhi just smiled and held on. She had this weird talent for calming people down, and Jasmine actually started to chill out. She still couldn’t talk—James’s command had her on mute. But she’d managed to dodge the FuckMe command. I figured I knew why.

James returned and placed the cube on the table. I didn’t know what would happen if I touched the cube, so I told James to tap the top and then tap again to display the labels. Two labels were displayed: Jasmine and Eve. His shocked face told me that he hadn’t discovered the visual interface.

“Where is Grams?” I asked.

“She went home,” James said. “I didn’t even use Setup on her, I swear!”

“I believe you, James,” I said. “Tap on your mother’s name.”

Jasmine tensed as James touched the cube. When nothing immediately happened, she relaxed. James noticed the second face light up, picked up the cube, and looked at it.

I reached out and touched the cube, which vibrated. The panes darkened. A message scrolled across the top face.

Another master account recognized.

Do you want to transfer ownership?

[YES] or [NO]?

“Fascinating,” I said to myself, then continued aloud. “James, I think I’d better take control of your node. This isn’t a toy for a young man. I’ll buy you something more suitable for your eighteenth birthday. Maybe a new laptop?”

The relief at being unburdened from the cube was visible; he relaxed and nodded. “Yeah, I was over my head from the get-go. A new laptop would help me with school and college next year.”

“I should have just done that,” I smiled. “I’m sorry this happened. I’ll make it right.” I tapped on the YES option, and then another message appeared:

Keep current assistants?

[YES] or [NO]

Recalling the discussion of deactivated assistants maintaining their apps on the wiki, I tapped YES. Following the manual process to deactivate Jasmine is preferable to relying on an untested automated process. The cube went through a series of vibrations, and status messages began flowing across my field of vision.

Deactivated James as master.

Added node to Josh’s account.

Transferring assistants to Josh.

Process completed successfully.

I tapped the top, hit Jasmine’s label, and scrolled through her settings. Opened up the FuckMe app—yeah, that’s what it’s called. Right away, I saw why she could blow off James’s command. Her Incest setting was at zero. I backed out and dropped the cube on the table.

“Jasmine, you can speak again.” I said, then before she could get wound up again, continued, “Setup mode for Jasmine, uninstall the FuckMe Application, Reset Jasmine to initial setup.”

Jasmine’s eyes fluttered, and then she stared at me suspiciously.

“What did you just do?” She asked.

I explained the cube and what had happened to her when she’d touched it. I explained that I had the same device and was trying to decode how it worked. Then explained I’d reset her to when she first touched the cube.

“Can’t you just remove me?” she asked. “I don’t want to be part of any of this.

“I can deactivate you,” I said. “But, I can’t remove an assistant. I know, it’s messed up. You didn’t choose this. You just touched the cube. But the tech is discontinued and isn’t being improved or maintained. Unfortunately, I can’t just remove you.”

Jasmine looked away, jaw tight, eyes bright with a mix of anger and helplessness. For a second, she just sat there, fists clenched on her knees, like she was ready to punch a hole through the table or maybe just break down. The idea of being trapped by something she never asked for hit her hard. I could see it in the way her shoulders slumped, a raw bitterness flickering across her face, but behind that, maybe just the smallest hint of resignation.

“That’s fucked up,” she fumed.

“Agree,” I said. “By deactivating you, it will keep you on my account list. This means you can’t be added to any other cube, not by accident or on purpose. Plus, there are some benefits to being a neurally enhanced assistant. Isn’t that right, Rhi?”

Jasmine did a double-take, then stared at Rhi.

“You…” she didn’t know how to say it.

“I am one of Josh’s assistants,” Rhi smiled. “It’s been helpful for me in many ways.”

“Get the fuck out!” Jasmine said, then looked at me. “You do the FuckMe thing with her, too?”

“Yeah,” I admitted, blushing. “That’s not the best example of what the cube can do for you.”

“Some apps have helped me be a better housekeeper, cook better meals, and generally, it’s helped me feel better about myself,” Rhi stated. She hesitated for a moment and glanced at her hands, thoughtful. “But I won’t lie—it’s strange sometimes, feeling yourself shift or improve because of a piece of tech. At first I thought if this was really me, you know? But… in some ways, I also feel more like myself than I ever have.” She looked up, meeting Jasmine’s eyes with a soft smile, then continued, “It can also adjust your appearance if you wish.”

“It sounds a bit like domestic servitude,” Jasmine said, then looked quietly at Rhi. “What can be adjusted for my appearance?”

“Let me give you an example,” I said. “If it’s okay, Rhi?”

“Of course,” she said, then stood up straight.

“Make Rhi’s hair ocean blue and increase her breast size by 50%,” I said.

Rhi’s eyes fluttered, and her hair immediately turned a light azure blue, much like Gina’s, which I liked more and more. Her dress got tighter around her bust as her breasts bloomed to a larger size.

“Holy…” Jasmine said, looking at Rhi, then back at me, then back at Rhi.

“Reset Rhi’s breast size to normal, but keep the hair color.” I said, “I like that, babe. It complements your eyes.”

“I’ll have to check it in a mirror,” Rhi said with a dazzling smile. “But if you like it, I know I will. Thanks for reverting the ladies—it was getting cramped in my top.”

“How permanent is this?” Jasmine looked at me with interest.

James looked uncomfortable as Rhi retook her seat.

“James, why don’t you go to your room and browse for a new computer?” I said. “I’ll come to check with you before I leave.”

“Thanks, Uncle Josh,” James said, managing a smile. “I’m sorry, Mom, I wasn’t thinking.”

“It’s okay, honey. I accept your apology,” Jasmine said and got up to hug her son. “I understand better now that it was just a mistake. Thankfully, your uncle has figured out how to make it right.”

I shook my head. Hearing a compliment from Jasmine was rare. I smiled and waved as James left for his room.

I looked at Jasmine. I could sense there was still a storm brewing under the surface, and the cube in my hands felt heavier than ever. I wondered just how far I should go, and what her reaction might be if she realized what was possible. Would she push back, freak out, or maybe surprise me entirely? Either way, things were about to change. But it was her choice; I’d never force anything on her. Time to see what the cube could do for my step-sister.


CHAPTER 21
JASMINE'S MAKEOVER


“Jasmine,” I said to get her attention after James left. “I won’t make any changes to you without your approval. I think you’d benefit from a couple of applications. I’ll let Rhi explain them. Then, if you want me to adjust your appearance, it’s best to do so privately. It can be very detailed.”

“Okay, I’ll hear the pitch,” Jasmine said. “If I say no, I’ll just stay like I am. Do I understand that right?”

“The same as when you first touched the cube,” I said. “I can’t reverse the assimilation process, but I can keep you exactly like this and deactivate you.”

Jasmine nodded, then looked at Rhi. Rhi smiled and leaned forward to talk with Jasmine.

“Before this happened to me,” Rhi said. “I had trouble keeping my house neat and clean. I relied on a lot of fast food or restaurant meals. I felt like I never had the time or energy to keep up with everything I wanted to do. Not being able to do it perfectly made me even more depressed. I’d hit a level of just letting things be as they were.”

“And now,” Jasmine asked.

“Well, both applications seem to give me more focus and energy to do the mundane, repetitive tasks that seemed so tiring before,” Rhi said. “The connection to the cube gives me access to information via Artificial Intelligence. I call it AI, and it helps me focus on what my task requires. I have only been part of the cube for a few days, but the changes have been amazing.”

“What are the applications?” Jasmine asked. “I don’t want nothing to do with no FuckMe app.”

“The names are MaidMode and CulinaryChef,” I said. “If I add the applications to you, I’ll review all the settings, and you can choose what’s best.”

“And if I don’t like it?” Jasmine asked, looking at me warily.

“I’ll uninstall the app, and you’ll be back like this,” I explained.

“All right, Josh,” she smiled. “For some reason, I feel like I can trust you. You helped us out of a jam today, and I appreciate how quickly you came and helped.”

I smiled at Jasmine. We got along, mostly, though there’d been plenty of times she didn’t trust me. I wondered if she only said that because I was the one running her cube now. Didn’t matter. I just wanted to help her out. The cube made that possible, and maybe it’d help James, too.

“Come sit by me so you can see the cube,” I said. “Rhi can come to sit on this side of me.”

Jasmine sat down. I put her in Setup mode, then installed MaidMode and CulinaryChef. She answered in that weird robot voice, said it worked, then leaned over to stare at the cube. I poked at the top, found her name, and spun it around to show her stats.

“Am I supposed to see something?” Jasmine asked. “Because it looks just like a black cube.”

“Yeah,” Rhi said. “It’s like a puzzle cube with no squares. It doesn’t look like anything to me.”

“Fascinating,” I thought as I scrolled through Jasmine’s settings.

“I’m still learning about this, too,” I said. “I guess the programming limits an assistant’s ability to perceive the cube’s options. Thinking about that, it’s probably for the best. Too many cooks and all that. I’ll talk to you about the options.”

“What mode do you want for MaidMode?” I asked. “The options are Marie, Alice, Felix, or Oscar.”

“Huh?” Jasmine said. “What are those?”

“Oh!” Rhi said excitedly. “Marie Kondo is all the rage on YouTube, Japanese, I think—all about simplification. Alice, hmm—like the Brady Bunch maid? Felix was the neatnik in The Odd Couple, and Oscar was the slob. Or do I have those backward?”

“Looks like Marie Kondo is the default,” I said.

“Alice is most popular,” Rhi recited. “Presently, 62.4 percent of units are set to Alice, 31.3 percent to Marie Kondo, and the rest to Felix. No one has chosen Oscar, and about 1.3 percent have customized the settings from the default.”

“How do you know that?” Jasmine asked.

“I just do,” Rhi said. “The AI feeds me this information on the other assistants’ choices. I know the most popular sexual position—doggy. The most popular meal choice is spaghetti and meatballs, and many other things.”

“I mean, who doesn’t like doggy?” Jasmine agreed, nodding.

“We’re getting off track,” I said. “Alice or Marie?” I figured just giving choices would be better at this point.

“Alice,” Jasmine said.

I picked Alice. Jasmine zoned out for a bit while I scrolled over to the cooking app settings.

“Wow,” Jasmine said. “I suddenly have a lot of ideas to make this house run better.”

“Isn’t it great?” Rhi asked. “All the hard decisions are taken care of, and it limits options, so I’m more focused.”

“Yeah,” Jasmine replied. The hardest part for me is deciding where to start and finishing a job. I think this might work.”

“Okay,” I interrupted. “CulinaryChef options include Rachel, Marie, Ree, Sunny, Guy, Bobby, or Emeril.” I thought briefly, “Those are Food Network people, right?”

“Right,” Rhi said. “I wonder what my setting is.”

“The default is Rachael,” I said. “That’s probably what you’re set to.”

“Can we change my setting to Ree?” Rhi said, “I love the Pioneer Woman menus.”

“I want to cook like Sunny Anderson,” Jasmine said. “I like her style.”

I tweaked Jasmine’s settings. Her eyes did that thing—got brighter, like she just got a software update.

“I need to go shopping!” Jasmine said.

“Right?” Rhi echoed. “This is amazing. I’m a much better cook as a neurally enhanced assistant than I ever was as a normal human.”

“So what about the appearance thing?” Jasmine asked. “How does that work?”

“Tell me what you want to look like,” I said.

“About 100 pounds lighter, but with a nice rack and a juicy booty.” She said.

“Decrease Jasmine’s weight by one hundred pounds, make her well proportioned,” I tried, interpreting what she said into appropriate syntax. “Add muscle tone, and keep a nice rack and a juicy booty.”

Her eyes flickered, and then she started speaking in a monotone.

“Define a nice rack,” Jasmine said in a monotone.

“38D,” I said, with a shrug to Rhi.

“Maybe we should go somewhere more private,” Rhi mentioned, looking over where James had disappeared into his room.

Jasmine’s eyes fluttered, her body glitched, and suddenly she was thick in all the right places. Her boobs drooped in a bra that was now way too big, and her dress looked like she’d borrowed it from someone twice her size.

“The fuck…” Jasmine looked up, stood, and waved us to follow her into her bedroom.

She fumbled for words and headed to her bedroom. Dress off, bra off, panties off—she didn’t waste time. In the bathroom, she twisted in front of the mirror, pointing out spots she wanted fixed. With Rhi’s help, we shaped her up. Still a big woman, just less of the extra rolls. Her boobs stayed up even without a bra. She looked thrilled.

“I’m gonna need some new clothes,” she said, then looked at me. “I don’t know if I have enough money for a new wardrobe.”

“I can lend you some money,” I said. “I’ll transfer you some for now, but I’ll have to move some money from longer-term investments later.”

“I’ll pay you back,” Jasmine said. “I promise. I feel so good looking like this!”

She checked herself out in the mirror, grinning. I smiled, too—not because I was into her, but because she actually looked happy. Jasmine looked better, sure, but I knew her too well to ever think of her that way. Maybe this would help her get her shit together. That’d be good for her and for James.

“I need to test something,” I said. “I will deactivate you and see if anything changes. I’ve read that you’ll keep your programming, but I can’t make any more changes while you are in a deactivated state.”

“Do your thang,” she said with a flick of her wrist, still preening in the mirror. “Just keep it so I’m looking fine.”

“Deactivate Jasmine and Eve,” I said.

Nothing seemed to happen except the cube faded to black. This made sense, as no more units were attached; it was waiting for another contact.

“Don’t forget MaidMode,” I said, wondering if it would register.

“I got it, Josh,” Jasmine said. “Alice’s plans are churning, but I need to get some clothes first. I might be able to wear an old workout outfit.”

She went digging in her closet. Rhi and I went back to the kitchen, and I pulled up my banking app. The last few days had hit my wallet pretty hard, but at least we weren’t paying for overpriced meal delivery anymore. I shifted some money from savings and sent some to Jasmine.

James came out carrying his outdated laptop and sat with me.

“What do you think about this one?” James asked.

“Do you still have your birthday gift certificate?” I asked. “You should have gotten a refund for the cube.”

“Yeah, $150 left,” James nodded.

“Okay, apply that to this laptop, and I’ll cover the rest.” I agreed.

He started the checkout, and I provided my credit card to finish the sale.

“Thanks, Uncle Josh,” James said. “You helped me out a lot.”

“How is school?” I asked. “Are you doing okay with remote classes?”

“Yeah,” he said. “I’m working on some scholarship applications for college. I’m doing alright.”

“Let me know if I can help.” I smiled.

Jasmine came back in, and while the athletic gear was still too big, it fit for the moment. James looked amazed at his mother. Jasmine smiled at him and then at me.

“You want to go shopping with your momma?” She grinned at James. “I need someone to push the carts. Yes, carts—plural.”

“Thank you, Josh,” she said, smiling at me. “You‘ve been very generous.”

“Consider it a gift,” I said. “It’s just great to see you happy.”

“You are back on the Christmas card list,” she laughed. “I can’t thank you enough.”

“Call me if you need me,” I said. “I’m willing to help you as you figure this out.”


CHAPTER 22
CONFESSIONS FROM RHI


I gave James and Jasmine a quick wave, grabbed Rhi’s hand, and headed for the car. I held the door for her. She kissed me—soft, lingering—and stared at me like she was trying to read my mind.

“That was incredible,” she said. “You changed that woman’s life. Do you see how happy she is?”

“I think you made your point,” I agreed and hugged her close, wrapping my arm around her shoulder. “That could have ended badly in so many ways. But we did help her, didn’t we?”

“That was all you, babe,” she said, sliding into her seat.

I closed the door, walked around, and got to the driver’s side. “What do you mean, ‘all me’?”

“A cube is just a tool, lover,” she said. “It lets you nudge things in reality—change choices, outcomes, even how people feel, if you want. But you know how to use it for good. Even when bad things happen, you’ve adjusted things for everyone’s benefit, not just your selfish desires.”

“Well, I did get a second cube out of the deal,” I grinned. “Where to now?”

“Oh!” Rhi said. “Since we’re in town, let me call my old roommate.”

While she was on the phone, I messed with the second cube. It vibrated—different from my usual one. Guess that meant it had some NEAs stuck to it. I double-tapped each side until one lit up. The N face, showing the default radar screen.

The display showed two assistants. No range, no details. I tapped Jasmine—two apps, nothing else. Couldn’t get into the settings. Swiped down, checked Eve. No apps. I double-tapped the cube off and dropped it into the console between the seats.

I grabbed my main cube and tapped the top. Essie and Gina’s dots were still hanging out at the edge. Rhi’s was dead center. I tapped her, went to the CulinaryChef app, and switched her default to Ree, just like she wanted.

“Okay,” Rhi said, turning off her phone. “She’s invited us to dinner at a nice restaurant, her treat.”

“I could eat,” I said. “Doubt the food’s as good as yours, though. Where am I going?”

Rhi tapped the console, pulled up the map, and said the restaurant’s name. She picked it from the list. The map popped up, and I started driving.

“Feels like you should come with a GPS app,” I said.

“I do,” she smiled. “But it doesn’t have any fancy console maps. I have to tell you the directions, and I’d rather talk to you than be a guidance drone.”

“Good point,” I said. “What do you want to talk about?”

“My roommate, Tess, and I… it’s complicated,” she said, cheeks going pink. “Hard to explain.”

“I’m not going to judge you about anything,” I said. “Just tell me.”

“We hooked up her sophomore year,” she started. “I was a freshman. Same dorm room. Spring term, right before summer. I had a crush on her—she was hot, and I kind of idolized her. She told me she’d messed around with girls before. I was curious, but didn’t do anything about it.”

I watched her, then reached over and took her hand.

“Go on,” I smiled. “I’m listening.”

“One night, she was a bit drunk. She’d gone out with friends,” Rhi continued. “They’d struck out with finding any interesting boys. Tess didn’t want to come on to any of the girls she’d gone out with. So when she came back to our dorm, she plopped on my bed.”

“I wasn’t asleep but had just turned off my light after putting away my book,” Rhi said, her eyes drifting as she searched her memories. “The only light was from the full moon out my window. ‘Have you ever kissed a girl?’ Tess asked me. I told her I hadn’t, and she asked if I wanted to. Before I could even respond, she leaned and kissed me. Not a sisterly kiss, she immediately deepened it. Her tongue tasted like alcohol and cigarettes, but her lips were soft.”

“So you kissed her back?” I asked, “Did you enjoy it?”

“One thing led to another, and yeah, we had sex,” Rhi said. Her voice was steady, but I could tell she didn’t say this out loud much.

“After that, I was confused. Did that make me a lesbian? Or was it just because it was Tess? I kept turning it over in my head. Some days, I felt excited remembering those nights. Other times, shame or guilt would sneak up on me. We hooked up a few more times that summer. Every time, it was like stepping into this secret world just for us—but then I would lie in bed later, wide awake, wondering if I was being true to myself or just chasing her approval. I felt exposed, raw, and so unsure. When she left for a semester abroad, it was as if someone had pulled the plug on all that charged energy. I tried to bury it and act normal, but nothing felt normal.”

The car went silent, and I watched Rhi stare out the windshield, her eyes shifting through her memories.

“When fall started, I started experimenting, trying to figure myself out—dating guys, flirting with other girls, feeling lost the whole time. It became impossible to say what I really wanted. After a while, that summer with Tess felt like something I made up. Looking back, I realize I carried that confusion into every relationship afterward. I kept second-guessing whether what I felt for someone was real or if I was just chasing some feeling I had with her. I always hesitated, holding part of myself back without even meaning to. It made it hard to trust myself, let alone trust anybody else.” Rhi stared at her hands, twisting her fingers.

“It was a turning point,” Rhi said. “I tried different things in college. Way more than in high school. That fall, I got too drunk one night. Some guy took me home. Barely knew him. We had sex, no protection. I knew I’d screwed up the next morning. Three weeks later, I was pregnant.”

I squeezed her hand, and she looked up at me. I smiled at her.

“What happened?”

“I couldn’t tell my parents. Didn’t have anyone to lean on. The guy disappeared when I told him.” She trailed off, jaw tight. “I had an abortion. The baby would’ve been Gina’s age. I never told anyone, but when Tess returned for the spring semester, she sensed something was wrong.”

“And…” I prompted.

“She got pissed. Told me it was murder.” Rhi stared at the car roof. “She moved out. We stopped talking. I was wrecked. Dropped out, worked, finished school at night. Life went on. Hers did too.”

“My depression always circles back to that time,” Rhi said. The words were coming fast now. “Guilt. Shame. Tess and I were done, and I’m not even sure it was ever more than a fling. When Gina showed up, looking for a roommate, I saw her birthdate.” She started crying. “I wanted to help her. She could’ve been my kid, same month, same year, if I hadn’t had the abortion.”

“That’s a lot, Rhi,” I said. “You went through all that alone? Still, you’re a damn good friend to Gina. You’ve got a solid career. Your boyfriend, though—he’s a whole other problem.”

“I know,” she said, trying to smile, but her eyes were wet. “I’ll keep trying with him.” She took my hand, kissed it, and looked at me. “I wanted you to know about Tess. Now you know way too much about me. You’re easy to talk to, Josh. I’ve never told anyone that story.”

“I love you even more,” I said honestly. “What do you want to do about Tess? I guess if you’re still in contact, you’ve patched things up?”

“Part of me is still that girl with a crush on her roommate,” Rhi said. “I’m stuck there. She apologized for how she acted about the abortion, but nothing else got sorted out. I still think she’s hot. She’s moved on, or just pretends we never kissed.”

“Do you still have feelings for her?” I asked.

“Honestly?” she said, looking at me. “Yeah. She was my first love—even if it was just a crush and kind of messed up. I can’t get that first night out of my head.”

“What else should I know about Tess?” I asked.

“She’s filthy rich,” Rhi laughed. “She’s a best-selling author. She writes trashy romance novels under the pen name Stella North.”

“I’ve seen her books in airports,” I chuckled. “Bodice rippers, the bare-chested male models, and flowing hairstyles?”

“Yep, that’s her,” Rhi said. “She cranks out ten, fifteen books a year. Has for decades. Most of it’s ebooks now. She’s loaded. Just another thing to be jealous of.”

“Wildest fantasy,” I said. “What would you like to happen with Tess? Not just at dinner, but long term? I might be able to help you get past this.”

Rhi looked at me, down at her hands, and back at me. “I don’t think you’d want to hear what I’m thinking,” she half-smiled.

“No judgment. You make me very happy,” I said, “I want to repay the favor.”

“I want all of us to move in with her,” she said. “Yeah, it’s nuts. But I keep thinking, me, you, Gina, Essie, all living there. I want to be close to her again. Part of me still misses what we had, or maybe what we could have had if things had gone differently. Being around Tess again feels like a way to finally work through all of that, to see if there’s something real or just old feelings in my head. I also think it would be comforting to have everyone together, safe and happy, almost like making a new kind of family.”

“That’s a hell of a change,” I said. “I’ve never even met her. I’m protective of you, you know. Feels like she took advantage. Maybe I’m missing something, but why?”

“She was my first love,” she said. “I’ve probably built it up in my head. Not sure she feels the same. Since Gina moved in, I’ve dealt with the abortion stuff, but now I keep thinking about that summer. Feels like there’s unfinished business with Tess.”

“To be clear, you want me to be with both of you,” I said. “The three of us?”

She nodded but didn’t say anything.

“You know, with the cube, anything is possible,” I said softly. I hesitated, then added, “But I want to be clear: I can’t, and I won’t, make Tess feel anything that isn’t already there. Using the cube to nudge people into emotions or choices crosses a line for me. It only feels right when people can act on their own, from their real feelings—otherwise, it’s all just fake.” I looked at her seriously. “Do you want me to see if she honestly feels the same way you do?”

She nodded again. “I understand and don’t want to make her do anything against her will.” She was silent for a long moment. “I want whatever happens to come from her own feelings, not the cube or anything unnatural. I’d never want to force her or change how she really feels inside. Her choice matters most.” She drew in a breath. “You asked for my wild fantasy,” she shrugged and smiled. “You got it.”

“Thanks for being honest. But first, I’m ordering the most expensive steak on the menu. Let Tess pay for it with her romance novel millions.” I grinned. “We’ll see what happens after that.”

Inside, my mind raced. Was I excited by the idea, or just plain nervous? Honestly, it was both. The thought of meeting Tess, stepping into this messy tangle of Rhi’s past, made something flutter in my chest. Part of me was curious, maybe even a little hopeful. Another part wondered what I was getting myself into. But as I glanced at Rhi, her hand still warm in mine, I decided I wanted to find out.


CHAPTER 23
SOS INJURED


Parked in the lot. Grabbed my new cube, planning to take it inside, but then all the corners started flashing red, fast. I stared at it. Rhi caught the look.

“What’s up?” she asked. She couldn’t see the cube lighting up.

The flashes were Morse code.

S-O-S

Shit.

“Something’s wrong,” I said.

I tapped the cube. Gina and Essie’s dots flashed red. I hit Gina’s, and a pop-up showed up.

Assistant Gina injured

Assistant Essie injured

“It says Gina and Essie are hurt,” I said.

Rhi and I locked eyes, and she flipped open her phone. I tapped on Gina, turned to her face, then tapped on Vision, and the cube face lit up. I saw Essie’s face hovering over her. Gina was on her back, and Essie looked down at her, concerned. Essie’s eyes were blinking, and she was talking to Gina. I tapped back and hit Communicate.

“Gina, what happened?” I asked.

“Hi, Tess,” Rhi said as the car filled with noises from Essie’s grandfather’s house. “We’ll need to take a rain check. Something happened to Gina.”

“An intruder broke in while we were watching a show.” Gina moaned. I could hear Essie in the background.

“Is that Josh? Tell him to call me!” Essie said.

Gina sounded hurt, but she wasn’t freaking out.

“Okay, tell her I’ll call her right back,” I said. “We are heading directly to you. Are you okay?”

“Yeah, I think. But hurry,” Gina said.

Hung up and yanked my seat belt on. Rhi did the same. I fired up the engine and backed out. Hit the highway, ten over the limit, speeding south. Blink. Grabbed the cube. Tapped Essie’s label, spun to her side, hit Communicate.

“Essie,” I said. “Rhi and I are racing back to you, but we’re about an hour away.”

“Gina is on the phone with 911,” Essie said, then her voice caught, and she sobbed.

“Abuelo is dead. The bastard shot him. Gina surprised him, and he shot her in the leg. I kicked him in the balls, and he got a shot off—nicked my upper arm. Then I knocked him cold with my grandfather’s baseball bat. He’s tied up until the cops get here.”

“Is Gina okay? Are you okay?” I asked, swerving around a car driving slowly in the fast lane.

Rhi grabbed my arm, panicking. I was weaving through traffic, one hand on the wheel, speedometer creeping toward 100. I eased off. No point getting pulled over and wasting time.

“I’m fine,” Essie said. “A flesh wound. Gina’s wound was a through-and-through. I applied a tourniquet. The ambulance is about 5 minutes out. Cops will be here soon. They’ll wonder why I’m talking to myself.”

“Give me your number slowly,” I said, “Rhi will call you.”

Handed Rhi my phone—already on Bluetooth—and flipped it open. She dialed. I killed the Communicate app, tapped Essie, then Vision. Checked my speed. Held the cube up by the wheel so I could watch and drive.

“Essie,” Rhi gasped. “I need to talk to Gina?”

Her voice was scared, and she was on the verge of panicking. The cube lit up, and I saw Gina sitting against the wall, talking on another phone. She looked okay, one leg stretched out, but seemed alert.

“She’s talking to the 911 operator, Rhi,” Essie said. “I’ll give her the phone as soon as she’s done. We’re both fine.”

“I can see her,” I told Rhi. “She’s sitting up. Looks fine. She’ll be okay.”

“Yeah,” Essie agreed. “Wait, how can you see her?”

“I can tap into your vision with the cube,” I explained. ”Keep looking at Gina, or show me anything I need to know.”

“Fucking weird—and cool,” Essie said, and the vision blanked as she blinked, “This is all sorts of fucked up. The fucker just needed shit to sell to get his dope. We’d been taking garbage out to the trash all day, and so it must have looked like the house was abandoned.”

“Where is he now, the attacker?” I asked into the car’s Bluetooth mic.

The view switched to some dirty-blond guy, out cold, hogtied with a charging cable. Big welt above his ear. Breathing, not moving.

“He’s out cold,” Essie said. “I think he’ll live, but I can’t say the same for Abuelo.”

The view shifted to an older Hispanic man with a bullet hole just above his left eye, telling the tale.

“Fuck,” I said. “I’m sorry, Essie.”

“Fucking hell. So random.” Essie said, “We surprised him, I think. He didn’t think anyone was in the house. He pulled the trigger, and … I don’t think he was even aiming. Gina stood up, and he jerked another shot, hitting her thigh; then I got up, and he pulled the trigger again, creasing my upper arm. Then I cold-cocked him, and he’s been out ever since.”

“We’ll be there as soon as possible,” I said. “Tell Rhi the address. It will be a while, probably 40 minutes?”

“By that time, Gina will be in the hospital.” Essie said, “I’ll probably still be here getting interviewed by the scene commander. Shit.”

“We’ll divide and conquer,” I said. “Rhi can be with Gina at the hospital, and I’ll come to be with you.”

“Okay, Josh,” Essie said. “The paramedics are here, so I’m giving the phone to Gina. I’ll talk to you soon.”

I nodded at Rhi. She took the phone off speaker and talked to Gina. I could tell Gina was calming her down. Switched off the cube, focused on the road. Ten minutes later, Rhi hung up.

“She’s getting in the ambulance,” Rhi said. “I know the hospital. Please take me there.”

“Of course, babe,” I said. “I’m headed directly there. Essie is in control, a bit amped on adrenaline, but she’s trained for this. I’ll collect her after I drop you off at the hospital, and we’ll come back to be with you.”

It felt normal, the four of us needing to be together. None of us were related, but it felt like a family. We drove in silence, miles blurring by. I squeezed Rhi’s hand. Pulled into the ER. She got out.

She ran her fingers through her new teal hair and walked in, chin up. I headed for Essie’s grandfather’s place. Hospital was north of downtown; I went south. The neighborhoods got darker, rougher. Turned onto a street full of flashing lights. Parked a few houses away and walked.

I stood outside the yellow tape. Surreal. Like one of those cop shows I’d binged last week. Essie spotted me, whistled at a cop, pointed me out. He lifted the tape, shoved a clipboard at me. I signed. Walked over. Essie hugged me, head on my shoulder.

“I’m so sorry, Essie,” I said, rubbing her back. “This is just horrible.”

She squeezed me, then pulled back and looked up at me. She shook her head, and her eyes brimmed with tears.

“At least he is with Abuela now,” she sobbed. “They are together again.”

I just held her. She finally pulled back, looking lost. Different clothes, same vibe. Her bike was inside the tape. The house was a crime scene. They wheeled the perp out on a gurney and loaded him into an ambulance.

Essie combed her fingers through her hair and then looked at me.

“There’s nothing left for me here,” she said. “They have my statement. My boss said to take the rest of the week off. I have no clothes, no place to stay.”

“My home is your home, Essie,” I said. “If you want.”

“I want,” she said softly. “Can we get out of here? I want to see how Gina is and hug Rhi. She must have been frantic.”

Walked her out past the tape, back to my car. Pulled her close. She was favoring her left arm, bandage above her bicep—souvenir from the paramedics.

“How did you know?” she asked. “You were talking to Gina within seconds.”

“The cube went nuts, flashing S-O-S,” I said. “Said you were both hurt. No details. I just hit Vision, saw you over Gina, then tapped Communicate.”

“Amazing,” she said. “It was chaos, but knowing you were aware and listening. Somehow, that made me calm down a bit. My training kicked in, and—fuck.”

“What?” I asked.

“I wish I could have stopped him from killing Abuelo,” she said, then leaned into me and started crying.

I stood there, holding her, five steps from my car. Let her cry into my shirt. She needed it. I had no idea what she was feeling. No rush. I’d keep her safe. The street was quiet, five cop cars down the block.

She calmed down, squeezed me, then headed for the car. She got in the passenger seat, I took the driver’s. We drove back to the hospital. Parked. Grabbed both cubes—could tell them apart by the buzz. Pocketed my keys. We went inside.

Waiting room was packed. The home invader was still on a gurney, waiting for triage. I nodded at Essie.

“Is that the guy?” I asked.

“Yeah, why?” she asked.

I pulled her into a corner and showed her both cubes. Gave her the rundown on our afternoon, James and Jasmine. Told her the second cube had two dead units, five working. Hated myself for what I was about to say.

“I could assimilate him,” I said. “Mess him up. Give him some kind of karmic payback for what he did to your grandfather.”

Essie looked at me and then down at the cube. She smiled softly, her eyes gleaming, then looked at me and shook her head.

“Tempting as fuck,” she said. “But shit, it was a fucked-up mistake. He’s going to rot in jail for manslaughter, at least. That might be payment enough. Don’t you think?”

“Yeah,” I said. “You’re right. I just felt useless driving down here. My brain went to some dark places. Sorry.”

“I get it,” Essie said. “I wanted to carve him into pieces. Talking to you, though, cooled me off. I felt like you wouldn’t want me to destroy my life for a bit of vengeance. My service weapon was in my saddlebags. I thought seriously about getting it and putting one through his skull. Talking to you, knowing you were coming as quickly as you could, kept me from making a huge mistake.”

“Let’s go find Gina,” I said, getting a nurse’s attention.

We had to get masks and put on gloves. Then we could go back to where Rhi and Essie were sitting. Gina was sitting on the bed and smiled when she saw us. Essie went and hugged her tightly. I hugged Rhi, then leaned past Essie to hug Gina.

“Total of eight stitches,” Gina said. “Nothing important got damaged. It missed my bones and arteries. I’ll get to show off a couple of really fancy scars soon.”

“We can probably do something about that,” I said.

That got a smile out of everyone. We talked while waiting for discharge papers. By the time we left, it was almost midnight. Got home, all four of us crashed.

Fucking Mondays, man.


PART FOUR

TUESDAY - THE WAY I AM


CHAPTER 24
TESS APPEARS


Tuesday morning, I woke up rather abruptly. I sat up straight as if waking from a nightmare. The remnants of the dream faded too quickly to recall any details, leaving me disoriented. I looked at the clock: 5:55 AM. I turned and looked at Rhi. She was sleeping on her side, facing me, one hand under her pillow, the other resting along her belly. My movement had pulled the sheet away from her and exposed her bare breast. The cooler air was tightening her nipple, which was engorging my cock.

I turned toward her, reached my hand to grab a handful of her ocean-azure hair, and tightened my grip. Her eyes fluttered open, then her stark blue eyes focused on me and smiled. I leaned into her and kissed her, rolling her onto her back.

“I usually wake up first,” she groaned as I parted the kiss and slowly kissed down her neck. “What have I done to you to deserve this treatment?”

“You keep sleeping in my bed,” I smirked. “Seems such behaviour deserves a reward.”

I sucked her nipple, tongue swirling the pebbling tip. She inhaled sharply, arching to feed me more. I pulled my hand from her hair, down her side, and then over her thigh to cup her sex.

“Sleeping in could be a reward,” Rhi moaned, giving zero signals that she wanted me to stop.

My fingers spread her outer lips and stroked across her clit ring, raising another lustful moan. She parted her thighs to ease my access. I dropped my finger between her inner lips, rewarded with a coating of her arousal.

“I could stop and let you go back to sleep,” I whispered huskily, rising and looking into her eyes.

She shook her head and bit her bottom lip. I pressed my fingertip against her opening and shifted over, settling between her spread thighs. She shook her head as she lifted her knees and spread them apart. We locked eyes as I centered myself between her spread thighs.

“Fuck me,” she sighed.

“Put me in you,” I growled.

She nodded, reaching down, rolling my foreskin back, and lifting her hips to fit the tip inside her. I trembled and pushed my hips forward, and drove steadily inside. Her eyes closed, and she moaned as my shaft sank deep inside her.

I kissed her, and she kissed back, thrusting her tongue between my lips. Her legs wrapped around my thighs as she ground her hips against my root. I drove into her slowly, enjoying the closeness, the feel of a warm body, and our flesh meeting and parting. It was intoxicating. I wanted to make love to her, to draw it out. Her gaze told me she was totally in sync with my desires. We fed on each other's building arousal for a long time.

When I felt our need peaking, I pressed my knees forward and arched back, driving harder. I gripped Rhi’s breasts and pushed her down under me. Rhi’s eyes widened, and she nodded her encouragement.

“Yes, fuck me,” she moaned. “Fuck me hard, oh Josh, yes, yes….”

“Come for me,” I commanded.

She bucked into me as the words hit her, her cunt clasping my cock and rippling. That put me over the edge, and I rammed my cock in deep and shot my load into her. My hips jerked as she writhed, her hips grinding into me. I pressed forward and captured her mouth with mine. I kissed her deeply, thrusting my tongue between her lips, and Rhi sucked hungrily, slowly relaxing under me.

”Mmm, you should wake me up like that more often,” she purred.

I smiled as I rested on her, fingers sliding through her blue locks. I smiled into her eyes and kissed her softly.

“I promise that won’t be the last time I fuck you awake,” I said. “Join me in the shower?”

“I’d love to,” she smiled.

We rolled out of the sheets and enjoyed a nice shower. We tested my enhanced refractory period and stamina and were satisfied that the higher levels were still intact. Rhi dried me off and then herself. She pulled on her robe and left for the kitchen in the other apartment to start breakfast. She enjoyed keeping a consistent routine.

I dressed for the day in cargo shorts and a printed tee shirt. The pandemic dress code was always casual. I felt like I dressed up for work by not wearing my boxer briefs with a wife-beater tank top all day. I was headed towards Gina’s room to check on her and Essie when I heard a knock on the door.

“Who could that be?” I thought to myself and reversed course to answer the door.

A woman a few years older than Rhi, with clear blue eyes that echoed my lover’s, greeted me with a confused look. She looked to the side at the apartment number, then focused back on me as if she remembered something.

“You must be Josh,” she said with an apologetic smile.

“Tess, I assume?”

“Short for Contessa,” she explained. “Our parents' generation had a knack for exotic names that are never used.”

I stood back and held the door open. “Come in, please,” I said. “Rhi’s in the kitchen next door. We’re going to sit down to breakfast soon. Would you like to join us?”

“I wanted to check on Gina. I worried all night, even after Rhi assured me she was fine,” Tess said. “I know my way to her room.”

She stepped past me and walked down the hall. I shrugged and went to the other apartment to tell Rhi that Tess had arrived. After I told her, I remembered that Gina looked nothing like herself. I sprinted back to Rhi’s apartment.

“Oh, I’m sorry,” Tess said, looking through Gina’s door. “I’m looking for Gina.”

“Tess!” Gina called and wrapped her caramel flesh tightly around Rhi’s old friend.

Luckily, Gina still slept in a long T-shirt.

“Gina?” Tess said. “Is that you?”

Gina pulled back and looked at Tess, then saw me, and her eyes widened. Rhi had returned from the other apartment and stood behind me. Tess looked over her shoulder back at us, then back at Gina. Essie slowly appeared in her T-shirt, which did not fully cover her. Tess did a double-take. Gina’s appearance was more like Essie than Rhi.

Tess shrank back, stunned, then her eyes rolled into the back of her head. I hurried to catch her as she fainted, getting to her just in time and lowering her to the ground.

“Ummmm,” Gina said. “This is gonna take some explaining, won’t it?”

I lifted Tess and carried her to the couch in Rhi’s living room. Settling her into the cushions. While I did that, Rhi went next door to make sure the burners were off and returned with a cool, damp cloth. Rhi sat beside her old college roommate and gently dabbed her forehead.

Tess and Rhi looked a lot alike for having been college roommates. At least they did before I had adjusted Rhi’s appearance. Tess had short, cropped strawberry blond hair, and her expensive haircut was the latest style. Expensive would explain all of the slight differences. Tess could spend extra on small upgrades, like minor cosmetic surgeries, teeth whitening, and a cheek lift. My adjustments made Rhi look younger, but she now appeared more naturally beautiful than her old friend.

I could tell by Rhi’s look at Tess that she still had feelings for her. Gina had sat down, removed Tess’s shoes, and rubbed her feet. Essie joined us. After taking time to pull on her jeans, she leaned against me as we all focused on Tess. Tess slowly shifted, and her eyes fluttered open.

“What?” she started. “Rhi, your hair is … blue?”

She shifted and looked down at Gina, who still looked Hispanic but smiled and waved.

“Gina...” she said, unable to complete her thought, then looked back at Rhi, “What is going on?”

“Are you okay?” I asked, “I’ll explain everything, but I want to ensure you’re okay first.”

“I’ll be better when I know what in the Sam Hill is going on!” she said, looking at me sharply. “What have you done to my friends?”

“Rhi, help Tess to a seat at the table,” I said. “I’ll be right back.”


CHAPTER 25
TEMPTING TESS


Rhi and Gina gently guided Tess into a chair at Rhi’s kitchen table. She looked like she wanted to bite someone, but Rhi worked her magic and got her to chill. I slipped into the bedroom, grabbed both cubes off my nightstand, and picked the one that was buzzing like it had somewhere to be. That one came with me. I dropped it on the table, sat down, and stared at Tess.

“Okay, this is going to sound nuts,” I said. “This cube gave me… hell, I don’t even know how to explain it.”

“We’re Josh’s neurally enhanced assistants,” Gina tried excitedly, then quieted when I looked sternly at her.

“The cube links my brain to anyone else who touches it,” I said, trying not to sound like a total lunatic. “I get some kind of control over them. They get weird powers and this nonstop AI voice in their heads.”

“Oh, please.” Tess’s tone was sarcastic, and she grinned like this was a joke. My serious expression, along with that of my three NEAs, wiped the smile from her face. Her voice cracked with an undertone of fear. “Okay, this is starting to freak me out.”

“Let me just show you,” I said, waving at Gina. “I’m putting Gina back to normal. Don’t freak out. She’s fine.”

“This better be good,” Tess grumbled.

“Appearance app, restore Oceanid on Gina,” I said.

Tess stared as Gina’s look glitched, then reset to her usual self. The ocean-blue bob was back, just like Rhi’s current style, but with blue and green streaks against her tanned shoulders.

Gina did a little jazz hand. “Tada!” She grinned before flopping down next to Tess.

“Appearance app, restore Rhi’s original hair color,” I said.

Rhi smiled as her hair shifted, matching her old friend’s style. That short bob was what caught my eye the first time I saw her.

“That’s…” Tess said, then looked back and forth between Rhi and Gina. “I don’t know what to say.”

“I’ll let Rhi explain what else happened,” I said, nodding at Rhi to take over.

Rhi launched into the whole story. MaidMode, CulinaryChef, the works. She even brought up our trip to my sister Jasmine, just to prove how much better things were for her and Gina now.

“But you’re,” Tess looked at me and then back at Rhi. “You are his assistant? What does that mean?”

“Josh is in charge,” Gina said. “He has power over us, and it feels wonderful. You have no idea what it's like—my head's clearer now, like I have a purpose for once. There’s always this support, helping me do everything better. I know exactly what I need to do, and it just feels... right. I can still think for myself, but it's like all the noise in my mind is gone, and I can just be happy being part of something bigger.” Gina faltered, a nervous laugh slipping out. “Honestly? It’s a bit weird sometimes. But I like it.”

"Sounds like enslavement to me," Tess snapped, eyes narrowing on me. “Are they even themselves anymore? Did you do it to this girl, too?” she said, nodding at Essie, who stood quietly at my shoulder.

“I’m Essie,” she said. “My real name is Ester, and yes, I am also one of Josh’s neurally enhanced assistants.”

“That’s wonderful, dear,” Tess said, sardonically. “I’m glad you have a rewarding job.”

“I’m a cop,” Essie said authoritatively, like when she convinced me to let her search my car. “I don’t work for Josh. I’m a police officer.”

“But you…” Tess started. “You admit to being enslaved by him! Why haven’t you arrested him? This is outrageous!”

“It was an accident,” Essie said, eyes flicking down before steadying. “Gina and I touched the cube unknowingly and were assimilated instantly. Josh couldn’t stop it; he offered deactivation, but we chose to stay.” She hesitated, jaw tight. “It’s complicated. I sometimes question my freedom, but his honesty won me over. He’s a patient and honest guy—would we even be explaining this if he weren’t? The cube gives him the power to cut us off and do what he pleases. But he’s not, he’s explaining it to you. Are you listening?”

Tess shook her head, conflicted after their stories. She looked at Rhi. “And her?” she asked sarcastically, using her fingers for the scare quotes. “Was that an ’accident’, too?

No, I handed her the cube without explaining what would happen. That was wrong on my part, and part of why we’re sitting here. Honestly, I felt awful afterwards. I let my curiosity and excitement override my responsibility to her as a friend. That’s why I want to be completely open now, even if it makes things tense between us. Rhi discovered she liked being under the AI's power and trusted me to remain linked to it. I’ll let her explain.

“I know it is a lot, Tess—” Rhi started.

“It’s preposterous!” Tess interrupted.

“Now listen, dammit," Rhi said, her eyes dark with anger. For a moment, she took a breath, and her gaze flickered just enough that Tess might catch it. "This ends up being my choice. I know it sounds bizarre, but I thought about all of this more than you realize. I’m not a puppet. I choose to serve him. I consider myself his slave. He is my Master, and I submit to him. He is wonderful to Gina, Essie, and me. You don’t get to judge us over this."

Tess actually shrank back, hand hovering like she was about to clutch invisible pearls. Then she pulled herself together and looked at Rhi. “Is this another one of your strange BDSM fantasy kicks?” Tess finally replied with a hissed whisper.

“No worse than living in your fantasy romance fetish novels all the time!” Rhi snapped back, her face flushing with more irritation and anger.

“Ladies, ladies,” I said, trying to keep things from going full reality show. “Rhi, sit down. Gina, take Essie back to your room. I’ll call you in a minute.”

Tess looked like she’d just seen a magic trick, watching them follow my orders without a peep.

“Well, aren’t you special?” Tess said. “Ordering around grown women like so many chattels.”

I stared at her for a second, then nudged the cube, so it sat between us.

“I don’t want to be at odds with you, Tess. I love Rhi like she’s my soul mate. Gina and Essie are very precious to me.”

Rhi’s eyes fluttered when I said it, and I couldn’t help grinning. I’d have to check our relationship status after this mess. No regrets calling her my soul mate. I meant it. Her cheeks went pink, and she shot me a smile as her eyes cleared.

“I plan on being a part of their lives for a very long time,” I continued. “You are Rhi’s oldest friend. We will see a lot of each other.”

She looked at the cube, then back at me. “I’m not touching that … thing.” Tess proclaimed.

“You don’t have to. This is completely your choice, Tess. If you decide to touch the cube, you'll experience what the others have, but I won't pressure you—I want you to know that upfront.” I kept my tone even, but sincere. “And if you ever change your mind or want things put back the way they were, I’ll do what I can. I can’t reverse the process for you, but I can reset you to the moment you connect. I want to respect your boundaries. But there’s something else you should know.

“Oh, yeah? What is that?” Her mocking tone was understandable, but it was already wearing thin.

“There are more of these cubes out there,” I explained. “All it takes is a touch, and you’re stuck. Whoever owns the cube owns you. I’m giving you a choice. The next person with a cube might not.”

“I think I’ll take my chances,” she said.

“That’s fine,” I said. “But if you touch my cube and we agree, you’re safe from anyone else with one. I’d protect you. I’m starting to see this group as my family.”

I looked at Rhi; she leaned against me and wrapped her hand around my arm. She looked at Tess and smiled.

“We haven’t always agreed, Tess,” Rhi said. “I hope you can see that I’m happy. Josh isn’t forcing this on me, but my happiness is because of him.”

Tess’s eyes lost their fire as she looked into Rhi’s eyes. “You practically glow. I admit I haven’t seen you this happy in years. Maybe since college.”

I waited, then looked at the cube and then at Tess.

“You have my word,” I said. “I won’t do anything without your say-so. I’ll explain everything, and Rhi will help. This new circle matters to us, and you’re Rhi’s oldest friend. I can’t change what happened, but I don’t want you to end up avoiding someone who means a lot to you.”

Then I shut my mouth and let an uncomfortable silence stretch between us. It’s amazing how people want to scramble to fill the emptiness, and even though I hated to admit it, I found myself taking advantage of that reflex. Deep down, I knew I was guiding Tess toward the choice I wanted, even if I told myself I was giving her space. I could feel a knot of guilt in my chest for lining things up so she’d touch the cube.

This wasn't what a friend was supposed to do. I kept thinking of all the justifications—how Rhi wanted a future with Tess involved, how I needed honest answers I couldn't get otherwise. But peeling back those excuses, I saw it was still manipulation, and that stung. I wanted to be honest with Tess, but I was also deliberately making it harder for her to walk away. The weight of that settled on me as I watched her hesitate, and I wondered if I deserved her trust at all.

Slowly, she looked at me, then at Rhi. Then Tess reached out, and her fingers made contact with the cube. Her eyes lost focus, and she began to blink rapidly. Then, her voice dropped into an odd monotone, and she recited the assimilation script.

Capture Mode Initiated.

Assistant 4 of 5.

Contessa added to NEA list.

Active mode restored.

Say ‘Setup’ to resume.

Tess regained focus and looked at me, her eyes softening as she genuinely smiled for the first time since she arrived. “Was that supposed to do something?” she said. “It just feels like a block of metal.”

“Setup, Contessa,” I said, and her eyes faded again. “Assistant Contessa, alias Tess,”

“Alias accepted,” Tess said robotically.

“Tess, return to active mode,” I said, then picked up the cube.

“I’d like to know if that worked,” Tess said.

“It did,” I said. “What would you like to change about your appearance?”

I tapped Tess’s label and started looking through her settings. What I wanted to know wasn’t accessible because the sexuality and relationship options needed the FuckMe application. I needed a reason to encourage Tess to let me add that to her profile.

“Can you make my hair color blue?” Tess asked, “Like Gina’s?”

“Appearance app, change Tess and Rhi’s hair to ocean blue,” I said.

Their eyes flickered, hair glitched. Rhi grinned and shook out her new blue cut. Tess ran her fingers through her hair, then made a beeline for the mirror. Rhi trailed after her.


CHAPTER 26
TESS'S ORIENTATION


While Rhi and Tess fussed over their hair in the bathroom, I poked the cube and waited for the NEA list to show up.

NCN v1.0 (Lvl 1)

Assts: 4/5 | Range: 5mi | Harmony: 87%

Master: Josh

Asst 1: Gina

Asst 2: Rhi

Asst 3: Essie

Asst 4: Tess

Asst 5: —

I added my fourth assistant, which left one slot open. I tried not to think about who should fill it. Gina and Essie had both touched the thing by accident, Rhi got it handed to her with zero explanation, and Tess only touched it because I nudged her into it. For the last slot, I wanted someone to actually want in, no sales pitch from me. I tapped Tess’s name.

Tess (Assist)

Relation: Undefined

Apps: Add

Happy : 37% | Health : 60%

Energy : 80% | Obedient: NA

Appearance: Avatar More

Undefined | Tasks: 0

I hit Add, and a wall of apps scrolled by in random order: MaidMode, Radio, CulinaryChef. It made it hard to find what I was looking for, and I needed to check one thing before Tess and Rhi returned. There had to be a cheat sheet for all these options somewhere. I finally found what I was after. Apparently, there were add-ons. Of course, there were.

FuckMe

FuckMe:BDSM (Add On)

FuckMe:Orientations (Add On)

I tapped on the first FuckMe, and the cube lit up with the familiar stream of dots. When the dots finished streaming, the Applications screen listed FuckMe at the top.

I tapped on FuckMe to see Tess’s settings, tapped on each of the other girls to bring up the same screen, and then rotated the cube to view all their levels. While looking, I noticed the image glitch as I turned the cube. On a hunch, I picked up my phone, swiped to get to the camera, and pointed it at the cube. The cube photo was completely blank on the screen, but it lit up with stats on five of the six faces in my vision.

“Fascinating,” I said aloud as Tess and Rhi returned.

So, the cube’s display was wired straight into my brain during setup. The only thing anyone else could see was the little corner LEDs, just battery and injury alarms, nothing fun. The faces stayed blank for everyone but me. The neural node did all the heavy lifting, syncing my thoughts to the cube. Once in a while, I’d feel a strange shimmer under my skin when I focused too long, as if the node weren’t just showing me information but threading sensations into my nerves, tuning my awareness. High-tech, but mostly just weird.

“What’s fascinating?” Tess asked, grinning.

“How alike you look with that azure hair,” I said, grinning.

“We used to get comments like that when we shared a dorm room,” Rhi said.

“It’s a little uncanny. You’re almost twins,” I said, still perusing the cube while maintaining a conversation.

I noticed each NEA had an Orientation setting. Missed that before. All of them were set to Heterosexual. I tapped to see the options—just Heterosexual or Homosexual. That was it. Weird.

Next up: Bisexuality. Also, a weird setting interface. If you cranked it to 100%, the system just flipped a coin for gender. With only two options for Orientation and a slider for Bisexuality, the whole thing felt half-baked. At 50%, a heterosexual NEA would apparently pick their own gender about a quarter of the time. Math by coin toss.

Whoever wrote the Neural Control Node interface needed a slap. The lack of docs was a frustration, but it was clearly an alpha-level interface. The settings didn’t make much sense. No wonder FuckMe had extra add-ons. Orientation was just a binary switch, which didn’t match up with, you know, actual people. I blinked, letting my irritation simmer—not just with the lazy design, but with how alienating it felt, like the system was meant for machines, not people like me and the others dragged into this mess. For a second, I actually felt a little insulted. The way it reduced messy human experience to a couple of toggles left a cold knot in my stomach. I tried to ignore how dumb this all was, but it stuck with me.

I went with what I knew. I’d set Essie and Gina to 75% bisexuality as a test, and it worked. They liked each other, but liked me more. So yeah, Bisexuality and Orientation were tangled together, just like I thought.

I closed my eyes to regain the focus I needed for the problem and reviewed the settings.

Tess was set to heterosexual with bisexuality at 50%. The rest looked normal—less submissive than Rhi, but not exactly bossy. Good enough for now. I quietly uninstalled the app. I’d ask her before adding it back.

I set the cube down and caught Rhi and Tess giving me that look—like I’d grown a second head.

“You seem oddly fascinated by a bland-looking black cube,” Tess smirked.

“It is. To me, it shows data and settings. For you, it’s just black,” I replied.

“That’s true,” Rhi said. Last night, he used the cube to tell me what was happening with Gina in real time. By the way, how did that work?”

“The cube links to each of your brains, so I tapped into Essie’s vision, and it displayed on one of the cube’s faces,” I explained.

“While you were driving?” Rhi said, her voice rising in shock. “At almost 100 mph, if I recall correctly.”

“Yeah. Not a habit, but I could handle it then,” I said.

“Don’t make that a habit,” Rhi warned. “I was scared enough.”

“Like your new hair?” I asked Tess, shifting the subject.

“I do,” Tess nodded. “Rhi said you might help with other… problem areas.”

“I’d be glad to,” I smiled. “Did Rhi mention the other apps she has installed?”

“Maid stuff and cooking? I have staff for that,” Tess replied.

“Just for you?” I asked.

“I’m fortunate to be able to invest in services I’m not interested in doing myself,” Tess explained. “Allows me to focus on being creative with my writing.”

“I’m not judging you at all,” I smiled. “If I had the means, I’d do the same.”

“Instead, you use the cube and subvert willing females to do those things for free,” Tess smiled acidly.

Okay, Tess could be a bit of a bitch. What she said irked me because she was partly right. She didn’t know I had assumed much of the financial responsibility for the changes. I would continue to provide for my neurally-connected family. I glanced at Rhi, who seemed as irritated with her Tess as I was.

“Setup mode for Tess.” I was going to nip this in the bud.

“Assistant Tess is in Setup mode,” Tess said robotically.

“You will show respect for the node owner in how you talk with him,” I instructed. “When he asks you a question, you will answer it honestly without deceit.”

“Should I install any apps, or did I miss anything?” I asked Rhi.

“I don’t think so,” Rhi said. “Her behavior was out of line and was affecting my Harmony. I regret even thinking about sharing her home with the rest of us. I’m sorry—I can have a blind spot when it comes to Tess. She can be acidic.”

“I’m going to ask her some questions,” I said. “I want to get truthful answers from her on her feelings about you and her thoughts about your relationship. Do you want to be here?”

“I’ll see how it goes,” Rhi said, shifting in her seat. “If she pisses me off, I‘ll leave. Then it’s up to you completely what you decide to do. I trust you.”

“Tess, active mode,” I said.

Focus returned to Tess’s eyes, and her petulant smile from her barb faded. She put her fingers to her mouth and shook her head.

“I’m sorry I said that,” she said. “I talk before I think too much.”

“Thank you for the apology,” I said. “I’m going to ask you some questions, and I’d like you to think carefully and honestly before you respond. I want to know more about you. Rhi has told me that you and she had a fling one summer while you were roommates. Is that true?”

Tess looked at Rhi, and her eyes softened. Then she lowered her eyes to the table as she thought about the question and remembered the past. When she lifted her blue eyes, she looked steadily at me.

“It’s true.” She said. “It was impulsive—I was intoxicated and horny. But Rhiannon was always alluring to me. I’d thought of kissing her many times before that night, and I don’t regret anything about that summer.”

Tess paused, then looked at Rhi, reaching out to take her hand. “I’m sorry that we never really discussed what happened between us. When I got back from my semester abroad, I wanted to restart the fire between us. You had gotten pregnant and had an abortion. That shocked me, and I responded horribly. You went understandably cold, and I thought you wanted nothing to do with me. It’s always been a regret, because while we’re able to get over things. The one thing I really want seemed impossible. I wanted to explore a relationship with you, but my own anger and regret confused things. I’m sorry, Rhi—life got in the way.”

“Thank you, Tess,” Rhi said. “You’re right. Life did get in the way. I wanted the same things. Life just never seemed to give us the opportunity.”

“How do you feel about me?” I asked Tess.

“I don’t even know you,” Tess said without malice. “Rhi seems to think the world of you. Gina trusts you and shares her opinion. It's in your favor that you explained about this—cube thing and didn’t force me to touch it.”

“Do you consider yourself bisexual?” I asked, then continued, “Rhi has been honest with me that she still is attracted to you sexually. She understands that your relationship is in the past, but is curious about whether you could reconnect. Do you want to tell us what you think?”

She looked at Rhi with some surprise, her cheeks flushed, and she looked down at her hands as she searched her thoughts. I appreciated that she thought before she spoke. That little trigger helped her to process this complicated discussion with less emotion. Finally, she looked up at me.

“I am bisexual,” she admitted. “I’m not very active. I learned long ago that no one could live up to the characters I create for my books. So I… I live in my fantasies. One of my fantasies I never write about is being lovers with Rhi. Living with her, resuming where we left off when life tore us apart.” Tess hesitated, her fingers curling anxiously against her palm. “It’s stupid, but sometimes I catch myself wondering what might have happened if I’d said something sooner, or if we’d just had more time. I worry that I’m always going to be on the outside looking in—like I already missed the one real shot I had at something that felt honest. Part of me is scared to hope for it again, because losing that would hurt all over.”

Rhi blushed, and I could feel her excitement at hearing Tess admit the same feelings.

“Would it surprise you if Rhi told you she felt the same way?” I asked.

Tess looked at Rhi again, and her eyes softened. Then she shifted closer and took one of Rhi’s hands in hers and looked at her.

“It wouldn’t surprise me at all,“ Tess confessed, then leaned in and softly kissed Rhi. Rhi stiffened for a moment, then she relaxed. Her hand raised and combed through Tess’s short hair. Rhi deepened the kiss, and Tess responded accordingly. Slowly, they parted and blinked into each other’s eyes, smiling.

“Do you two need some alone time?” I asked with a grin. “I think we can figure out more things as time passes.”

“I think if we have time alone,” Tess said, looking at me hotly. “We would need a chaperone.”


CHAPTER 27
TESS'S REUNION


“You mean me?” I asked Tess to confirm she was inviting me to join their reunion.

“Rhi seems to think you are pretty good between the sheets,” Tess grinned. “I’ve never had a threesome with a male. Today is a day for firsts.”

“Would you mind if I installed the FuckMe app?” I asked. “It might make things smoother if we defined our relationships first instead of just falling into the sheets.”

“Do what you think is best,” Tess said. “Come join us in Rhi’s bedroom when you’re finished.”

Rhi smiled brightly, took Tess’s hand, and led her back to our bedroom. Not wanting to interrupt their rediscovered chemistry, I silently installed FuckMe from the cube’s visual interface and then looked at their new settings. Rhi’s Bisexuality level had shifted higher than the 75% I’d set to match the other two girls. I found it interesting that their experiences could still shape their makeup.

I checked their Relationships. Rhi’s screen listed me as SoulMate, which is what I expected, given her odd eye tick earlier. Tess and Rhi listed each other as Lovers, which reflected their strong emotions at Tess’s confession. I had reached the Friends with Benefits level with Tess without even touching her.

Couldn’t help but smirk. Life had gotten a hell of a lot more interesting lately. I turned to check on Gina and Essie, talking in Gina’s bedroom. When I walked in, they both looked at me and grinned.

“How is Tess?” Gina asked. “Did she join the hive? It feels like she’s joined the hive.”

“Yeah,” I said. “Rhi is delighted. If it’s okay with you guys, we need some alone time.”

“You’re gonna fuck Tess,” Gina said with a sassy grin. “You’re such a horn dog, Josh.”

Essie laughed, shook her head, and looked at me more seriously. “I need to get things out of my grandfather’s house,” Essie said, then waved at Gina. “She can help me, but needs to be … not a mermaid. I’d need to borrow your car, but I can return with my bike. We can go while you are—occupied.”

“Do you have something to protect you?” I asked. “I am concerned about you returning to that neighborhood.”

“My service weapon is locked in the saddlebags of my bike,” Essie said. “I have a few other weapons in my gun safe at his house. I plan on bringing my gun safe back with me, along with my clothes and everything else. I’m committed to living with you guys.”

“Good,” I said. “I want you here with us.”

“Yes!” Gina nodded excitedly. “I love my new roommate.”

“Okay,” I said, then continued. “Restore Lusty Latina on Gina.”

“Lusty Latina, slot 2 of 9, restored on assistant Gina,” Gina said in a monotone as her appearance returned to fit in with Essie’s grandfather’s neighborhood.

“Be careful,” I said, tossing Essie my keys. “Gina can drive my car back so you can ride your bike. Call me if you need me. I’ll keep my phone off mute.”

“Like you’ll be able to hear it with your head between Tess’s thighs,” Essie grinned. “Seriously, thank you, Josh,”

I shook my head and backed out. My room waited. So did they.

When I opened the door and stepped into the bedroom, Rhi was over Tess on the bed, both naked, their legs entwined, as they kissed. Their breasts pressed together as they rediscovered each other’s touch.

I watched them, not wanting to interrupt, slowly undressing until I was naked. My cock was rigid as I watched the blue-haired lovers kiss, hands stroking each other’s flanks. Rhi parted from the kiss and turned to look at me, causing Tess to do the same. The effect was like a mirror between them. They looked so similar.

“We were wondering how long it was going to take you,” Rhi said, disentangling from Tess and sliding off the bed to her feet to hug me close. “What took so long?”

“Gina and Essie are going to get Essie’s belongings from her grandfather’s house.” I said, “They promised to be safe and come back quickly. I think they’ll be fine in the daylight. I reset Gina to her disguise.”

“That is a bit concerning,” Rhi admitted. “But Essie knows what she’s doing and can protect Gina and herself. The less they ever have to go back there, the better.”

“That’s what I thought,” I said, then looked over at Tess lying on her side on the bed.

“What do I have to do to get you in this bed?” Tess said, looking at me and then down at my cock that Rhi was slowly stroking.

“Say, ‘Please?’” I grinned. “I hear manners are important.”

“Please come fuck me,” Tess said. “Rhi promised it was okay.”

“Well,” I smiled and kissed my lovely slave. “Rhi usually gets what she wants.”

I crawled onto the bed and reached for Tess. I pulled her head to mine and kissed her deeply. She moaned as she shifted her hand, dropping it to my cock to rub it. Then she sucked on my tongue and rolled onto her back.

My hand slid between Tess’s thighs—she was already soaked, ready for anything. I parted her blonde curls with practiced fingers, grinning at the way she shivered.

“Appearance app,” I said, voice rough. “Remove Tess’s pubic hair.”

Now bare, her mound glistened under my hand. Tess gasped, hips twitching. Rhi shot me a wicked grin, kissed me hard, and wrapped her hand around my cock. She lined me up with Tess—locking eyes with her old flame while I pushed in slowly. Tess’s lashes fluttered, a deep moan rolling out as I filled her.

I started slow, hands full of Tess’s breasts while Rhi moved between us—kissing me, then Tess, tongues tangling. Tess hooked her legs around my waist, heels digging in for more. Rhi straddled Tess’s face with a low moan, and Tess didn’t waste a second—burying her face deep, hungry for more.

I grabbed Rhi’s breasts, pinching until she shook against my mouth. My fingers found her clit ring while Tess worked her tongue below. Rhi tensed, riding that edge. “Come for her, Rhi—let her taste you,” I growled. Rhi broke, thighs quaking as she drenched Tess’s eager mouth.

Rhi slid down, tongue tracing my length before finding Tess’s clit. I gripped her hair, guiding her just right—the two of them moving together like they’d rehearsed it for years. Tess locked eyes with me, cheeks shining with Rhi’s release. We picked up the pace: my thrusts, Rhi’s tongue, Tess gripping me as if she’d never let go.

“That’s it, Tess—let go for me,” I rasped. She obeyed, body clenching down hard, pulling every drop from me. Rhi kissed her deep, sharing the aftershocks while I emptied myself into Tess. We crashed down together, a mess of tangled limbs and breathless laughter—Tess in the middle, all of us slick with sweat and something more than just heat.

Rhi shifted over Tess and looked at me. I leaned and kissed her, my fingers combing through her hair. She looked at me as the kiss parted, shaking her head in awe.

“I love you, Josh, so much,” she said, then looked at our bedmate Tess. “I love you, too.” I want us all to be together.”

I looked at Tess, who seemed hypnotized by Rhi’s words. She smiled as her hand slid behind her head and pulled her into a kiss before looking at me. Her eyes were blazing as she leaned and kissed me, too.

“There’s no place I’d rather be than right here,” Tess confessed. “I don’t understand how this works. But I want us to work. I love you both.”

I smiled and nodded. What was one supposed to say when two incredibly sexy women tell you they love you? I searched my thoughts and let my fingers slide over each of their bare flesh. I considered my life before the cube, how I didn’t seek out sexual companions, and how relationships scared me to death.

For the first time in years, I felt right where I was supposed to be. Peaceful, grounded—like having two women tangled up with me was the most natural thing in the world. Truth was, I wouldn’t trade it for anything.

“You both belong to me,” I said. “I want you both—all of us—to be happy. Help me figure out how to do that.”

“Well, more of this for a start,” Tess eagerly suggested. “I think we should do this a lot.”

That lightened the mood, and we relaxed together, naked and content.


CHAPTER 28
BRUNCH BUSINESS


After another round or two with the Tess and Rhi, we started getting hungry. Tess asked me to install CulinaryChef so she could help Rhi. I did, and they each dressed in Rhi’s long dressing gowns. I pulled on a pair of gym shorts and a T-shirt and followed them to my old apartment, where they cooked in the kitchen. My old apartment was also where we ate together, all six of us. And where Rhi and I kept workspaces.

We had missed breakfast, and Rhi and I forgot to log in to our respective work computers. We spent the first half hour explaining to our bosses the tragic night we’d had the previous night and asking for the rest of the week off. They accepted our explanations and granted us a week of vacation. The truth was, we both needed it.

The remote working options we both worked under made work so ubiquitous that work-life balance had ceased to exist. Many companies recognized this, and while work still needed to be done, relaxed rules on hours and expectations were rippling through the workplace.

Rhi joined Tess in the kitchen to continue making what was now brunch. I checked the cube to see where Gina and Essie were, then tapped on Communicate to talk to Essie.

“How are things coming along?” I asked.

“Dammit, Papi!” Essie laughed. “That scared the shit out of me. You have my phone number. Use that.”

“But my phone’s over there,” I complained, not telling her it was right beside me.

“We are almost done,” Essie said. “We have all my clothes packed in your SUV. I am just retrieving all my weapons and stowing them safely. We should be on the way back in a few minutes.”

“Rhi and Tess are making brunch. I’ll tell them to make enough for all of us.”

“They already know,” Essie laughed. “They used this thing called a phone to talk with Gina.”

“Fine,” I laughed. “I’ll see you when you’re back.”

I flicked on my laptop and started the VPN before connecting to the NCN wiki. I browsed around the articles. There was a new location that listed how many NEAs were online. I didn’t think much about entering four as the number of assistants on my account, which was pretty much the maximum on the board. People were cautious about filling the last active node. I didn’t claim a second cube and noticed no one else had either. Was I the only one with two?

The stats on the wiki probably weren’t exhaustive. I could query the AI via any of the girls and get a more accurate answer. I made a rough guess. The wiki reported 26 active nodes, with an average of 2.5 NEAs per node. I figured actual numbers were probably under a factor of three more—roughly 64 nodes, with maybe 128 NEAs. My computer science background made the binary factors easy to estimate. I thought the NEAs per node average on the wiki was probably higher than the population, as wikis attracted early adopters.

Actual nodes in the wild probably wouldn’t explore nearly as much as I had—not without any documentation online. I also figured that many of the nodes had dead batteries by now. With no overt wired charging method, some might consider the dead nodes inaccessible bricks.

In a flash of insight, I added a tab to my secure browser, visited an online auction site, searched for ‘NCN and Brick’, and checked the results. The auction site listed three items active for bidding. I checked the bids, and none exceeded the $5 minimum bid. I reviewed my bank accounts and then set up bids for each, with a $300 bid limit. It was money well spent to get the nodes off the streets. I didn’t see any use for them, but that meant fifteen fewer enslaved people if the nodes weren’t available to other, less scrupulous people. The bidding would close by 5 PM, so there was little I could do until then.

I checked several other sites and found a “Node Wanted” request from someone seeking an NCN. That triggered my “who the fuck is searching for this shit” alarm. I flexed my hacker's muscles and backtracked the ID and IP address to determine who it was. The guy had a Middle Eastern name, and I started a social media search from the safety of my anonymized VPN.

The guy was a chauvinist pig, totally sexist. He was local, living in Springfield, about 30 miles to the south. His social media posts were about how “the proper place for a woman was to serve men and provide him with offspring.” Hassan Jafar was the owner of the IP address. He wasn’t being careful at all, either. His identity was open, and I cross-referenced his IP across various sites, including the site where he posted seeking an NCN.

Then I created a false account, and sent him an email saying I had a bricked NCN if he was looking to buy. I wrote that I needed money and would give him the cube for $100.

I pushed away from the phishing attempt and headed to breakfast. Gina and Essie arrived at the same time, and we all hugged and then sat down around the table. Five of six seats were taken. Rhi sat on one side of me, with Essie beside her. Tess and Gina sat on the other side.

Brunch was a lavish spread of fresh fruit, bread, pastries, eggs, omelets, and waffles. Another platter had heaps of bacon and sausage. Orange juice, water, and coffee completed the feast, and we all hungrily ate with little conversation.

I couldn’t believe what had happened in the last five days. Five days ago, I was a bored, committed bachelor, and now I was surrounded by four incredible women who not only loved me with all my quirks but looked to me to lead them into what tomorrow would bring. I shook my head, thinking about my life before them and how wild the possibilities were now.

“Well,” Tess smiled. “This was certainly a surprising day. I’m glad that you’re healthy and still with us, Gina. I was so worried when Rhi had to leave last night without having dinner with me.”

“Thank you, auntie,” Gina smiled softly, her appearance back to her blue bob and yet another facet of her mother and aunt. “I’m okay. I watched someone get shot and killed in an instant. I thought I was seriously injured. The doctor said the bullet just missed my femoral artery by millimeters. Essie was awesome with the first aid, but that could have killed me. I’m so sorry about your Abuelo, Essie.”

“I have to think he’s in a better place,” Essie said quietly. “I’ll miss his kind eyes, but he was so sad for the last year since Abuela passed away. I know he didn’t feel pain and is with his love now.”

“Essie, you’re always welcome,” Rhi said. “I am glad you are here. I am glad you were there with Gina when she needed you. What can we do to help you settle in here?”

“All my stuff is still in Josh’s car,” Essie said. “I think we can MaidMode this quickly. Gina will purge her room of old stuff to make room for my stuff. I need a safe place to store my gun safe, and my gear.”

“There is room in my office in this apartment if you’d like.” I pointed toward it, “I’d like a secure place to stow my extra cube. I’m worried that some of these dead cubes will fall into someone’s hands who will figure out how to use them to harm people.”

“I’m sorry I thought you had harmed anyone, Josh,” Tess said. “I didn’t understand how careful you are with how you use the cube.”

“I hope I’ve learned from ignorant mistakes,” I said. “I want to ensure the cube’s power benefits all of you, including you, Tess.”

“I want to help,” Tess admitted. “I feel you’re cramped sleeping in two bedrooms and working in tight quarters. I don’t live in the same town, but I have plenty of room for you to live and work in my house. Would that work for you?”

“Let’s think about that some,” I offered. “I don’t know if Essie can do the commute for the police force. I appreciate the offer, and I want to see what is possible. I do want us all under one roof. Let’s pitch in, get Essie’s stuff moved, and then go from there.”

Everyone agreed, and we started to get to work. Tess and Rhi cleaned up brunch and tidied the kitchen and living room. Essie, Gina, and I quickly brought up Essie’s boxes. The higher stamina setting I’d set for myself helped make the stairs more manageable. With my help, Essie put her heavy gun safe in my closet and shared the combination with me. I put James’ cube back in my cube’s original packaging, then put it in the safe. I felt much better without it lying around. I kept my cube within arm’s reach all the time now.

The next step was to haul out Gina’s old things. The MaidMode setting of Marie Kondo made the decluttering easy. It didn’t take long for the transition to get Essie settled in happily.


CHAPTER 29
HONEYPOT PLANS


I excused myself back to my office, anxious to check on my bids and my fake email account. I won two of three bids, both ending oddly at only $10. The third, though, spiraled into a bidding war. I leaned closer to my screen: the winning bidder was the same username as the man I was trying to phish. My pulse picked up. What were the odds?

I checked my email and found a response to my query. The email said Hassan would pay $100 if it was still in the original package and untouched. I quickly emailed him back to get him talking. I didn't want to let this asshole gain access to a cube, but I questioned whether I was being paranoid. I waited for his reply to confirm if he was willing to meet face-to-face.

Essie leaned over my shoulder to look at what I was doing. I explained what I had found about the guy who was searching for a brick or a new, unused node.

“Face-to-face? That’s risky, Josh. Bring backup, have someone scan the room. Walking in alone could mean walking into a trap.”

“A trap?” I echoed, raising an eyebrow.

“This guy’s serious,” Essie said. “If you’re right, he’s already blown $300 on a dud cube. Now he’s offering you $100. He wants more cubes, even though they’re useless if drained or touched. He’ll pay hundreds for them. Why?”

"Yeah," I agreed. "Either Hassan has more money than brains, or he knows something about the cubes that I don’t. The way he keeps pushing for new, untouched cubes makes me think he knows exactly what they can do. I can only imagine what creeps would do with women they targeted with the mind-control powers of these gadgets. If he gets a working cube, it’s bad news for any women around him. That’s what I want to stop."

“You need eyes on this guy. Don’t go in blind. He might have backup. If you don’t know who he is, you’re at a disadvantage.”

“Okay, so what can I do?” I asked.

“Can you get his address?” Essie asked, “Without him knowing?”

“I’m pretty sure I already have it,” I said, scanning my notes. Hassan’s social media is sloppy—he lives in Springfield. I showed Essie the address, about 30 miles south. Was this really his home, or something else?

“Let’s set a honeypot,” Essie said. “Make it obvious, reel them in, then shut the trap. Something’s wrong here. I’ll call a few contacts in the force, do some recon, and find out if he’s clueless—or worse.”

“How long? He might want to meet soon,” I said.

"Don’t do it tonight," Essie said. "A nighttime trade is a bad idea. Meet him at lunch tomorrow, at some truck stop between here and there—someplace with people. That gives me time to check him out and plan."

“Okay, call your buddies and let me know what you need from me,” I said. “I also need a private mailbox to receive these packages from the auction.”

“I got it, good idea,” Essie said. She collected her biking gear, strapped on the shoulder holster, and pulled on her leather jacket. “I’ll call you with the details when I get you a box. I’ll be on my bike. Do you have my phone number?”

“Yeah, Gina put it in my phone herself.” I grinned. “No more cube calls except in an emergency.”

“Okay,” Essie said, then kissed and hugged me, “I got this, Papi. Trust me. We need to figure this guy out.”

“Wait, Essie,” I said. “Increase your strength by 75% and hearing and vision by 75%.” For a brief moment, I watched as a faint shimmer swept over her skin, almost like static in the air. The upgrades always happened in an instant, nerves and muscles knitting themselves stronger, senses sharpening and expanding through barely perceptible pulses. Even after observing it so often, it still felt like science fiction becoming real, right in front of me.

Her eyes blinked as she processed the change, then looked at me. “Might add night vision as an option.”

“Can I do that? How would that work?” I asked, puzzled.

“The AI assistance can process visual signals in the infrared range,” Essie described. “So I can add a heat signature in low light conditions.”

“Fascinating,” I said. “Add night vision. Anything else?”

“That should do for now,” Essie smiled, after her focus returned, and kissed me again. “There are some apps I want to discuss with you later.”

“Sure,” I said, wishing there was a better listing for the available applications. “Be safe, please.”

Essie slipped on her sunglasses and headed for her bike. As she rode out of the parking lot, I spotted Rhi and Tess walking back from Rhi's apartment. I waved to Essie just as she disappeared from view, then turned and smiled at Rhi and Tess as they approached. They greeted me with warm smiles and each gave me a quick hug.

“We’re going to get started on dinner,” Rhi said. “You forgot about something back in my apartment.”

Rhi kissed my cheek and passed me, following Tess into my apartment. Something gnawed at me, a vague sense of having left something unfinished earlier. Was it the locked drawer in her kitchen, or maybe the envelope she mentioned before we left? I tried to replay the last few hours in my mind, failing to land on the missing detail. Unease prickled as I walked back to Rhi’s door, my focus flickering between possible answers. Turning inside, I met Gina’s gaze; her bright blue eyes were dark with lust.


CHAPTER 30
GINA'S ITCH


Gina grinned, all hunger and challenge. "You forgot about your good little whore. Fuck, Josh, I need you."

We barely got the door shut before our clothes hit the floor. She pressed herself against me, and I backed her up to the couch, mouth on hers. Her hand slid down, stroking me—then she was on her knees, taking me deep, looking up with those wild eyes. I tangled my fingers in her hair, guiding her, feeling her mouth worship me until I had to pull her up, both of us breathless.

“As much as I want to worship your cock,” Gina said. “I need you to fuck me so bad.”

I spun her around and bent her over the couch. My hand landed on her ass, leaving a pink print. “Yes, fuck, please,” she moaned, her hand reaching back to grip her bottom cheek and spread it open. “Fuck me, Josh, make your good little whore—your fucking bitch.”

I drove into her, hard and fast, both of us chasing the rush. Gina met every thrust, greedy for it, her body arching and shuddering. My grip tightened in her hair.

Fuck, you’re an eager fuck toy,” I growled. “You’re made for fucking my cock.”

“I’m always your good little whore,” Gina agreed with a gulp, her words threaded with short breaths, “I was made for you.”

“Come. Fuck. Come hard, my fucking needy slut.” I growled, feeling my peak racing towards me.

“Ohmifucgawddamn, yesssss,” Gina babbled as she fell apart—loud, wild, legs trembling. I pulled her to her side, hooking her leg over my arm, pounding into her until we both fell apart. We stayed tangled, catching our breath, her arms tight around me. That was the thing about Gina—she was more than just a wild ride. When the world spins sideways, she’s right there, holding on.

Slowly, our breathing steadied, and I pulled back to stare into her green eyes. She met my gaze with a smile. Then she hugged me and kissed me gently on my lips.

“I have been wanting your cock in me since Tess woke me up,” she said. “I missed your morning fuck, and then the day got busy. I masturbated in Abuelo’s bathroom, trying to get the edge off. I don’t know what it is about you, but I’m your whore. Don’t forget—your whore needs you.”

“I can’t forget about you. But maybe I can help with how bad it feels?” I asked, care etched in my voice. “You know I love giving what you need. But I hate that it builds up so much inside you. You’ve got to tell me, Gina—I’m not psychic, no matter what that AI of yours thinks.”

“I know, Josh,” she nodded. “But so many other things were going on, adding Tess, getting Essie’s stuff, and MaidMode to move her in. It was never the right time until just now.”

“Yeah, I know,” I said. “Today’s been nuts. But don’t think for a second you’re not on my mind—even when life’s trying to run me over.”

“The thought of you fucking Rhi and Tess…” she breathed, closing her eyes, “That fed my fantasy while I was jilling myself. But—fuck Josh. I need you to fuck me first thing each morning or fix something. I was a mess, but I tried not to let it show.”

I pressed back, and my cock slid out. Gina groaned at the absence but sat up, crossed her legs, and leaned against the sofa arm. I sat beside her and bent and kissed her.

“You’ve got to clue me in,” I said. “Believe me, I wish I had a manual for all this. Half the time I’m just making it up as I go.”

“But what if you’re working?” she asked, looking at me. “I don’t want to interrupt you, but I get caught in a loop of crawling under your desk and sucking you off.”

“Try it,” I grinned. “Shoot me a text, or just come nibble my ear. I’m a simple man.”

“Wouldn’t that bother you?” she asked. “I know you love Rhi and Essie. I’m just your side chick.”

“Okay,” I said. “That’s not true. You’re not my side chick. You are one of my lovers. But I can’t read your mind. You have to remember to communicate with me.”

“You’re right,” she smiled and blushed, “As much as you are part of my mind, you can’t read my thoughts. Maybe there is an app for that.”

“Honestly, I like it when you just come out and say you need me. Doesn’t matter how busy I am—I’ll always make time to scratch that itch.”

Gina smiled, leaned in, and kissed me. I smiled into her eyes. She took my hand and stood up from the couch. I rose, and she took me into her bedroom.

“I have a different itch,” she explained. “You said we are lovers, Josh. Prove it. I want you to make love to me.”

She lowered onto the bed, and I slid beside her. I kissed her tenderly and softly, my lips drawing her neck and finding her breast. I sucked her nipple softly, and my fingers traced a circle around her other nipple. I pulled my lips from her nipple and looked up at her.

“There’s nothing else I’d rather do,” I said, voice rough with emotion..

We slowly made love. Our words encouraged each other in a different tone. I didn’t tease her with kinky words. She expressed what she enjoyed. I met her needs, and she responded to mine. It was decadent and deep. Our eyes locked as we started moving to a mutual peak, and we both climaxed together without command or words.

Afterward, we lay entwined without talking, fingers tracing over each other, enjoying the moment. Then, a knock on the door broke up our reverie.

“Dinner is ready,” Tess said through the door. “Josh, Essie’s called several times, thought you’d want to know.”

We smiled and kissed, got up, and found our discarded clothes outside by the door. I pulled Gina back against me and kissed her again. Our eyes met and expressed more than words, and then she smiled and kissed my nose.

“C’mon,” she smiled, “let’s go eat.”


CHAPTER 31
DINNER PLANNING


Rhi hugged and kissed me when we walked in. I hugged her back. Nobody made it weird, which was a relief. Sometimes I wish I could clone myself just to keep up. I ducked into my office. Essie texted that she got the private mailbox. I scribbled it down. Now she was parked outside the guy’s house in Springfield, wanting me to tune into her Vision.

I pulled up her Vision feed on my cube. Standard suburban house. Luxury sedan in the driveway—nothing new, nothing tragic. Essie was on the phone, and I was half-talking while I sent my new mailbox address to the auctions and paid for the cubes. Delivery in a few days.

“Are you watching?” Essie asked on the phone. “He should be coming to the door soon.”

“Yeah,” I said. “I see what you’re seeing. Be careful.”

“I’m in my friend’s car, no lights on us,” she murmured. “My friend called in a domestic violence report anonymously.”

As she said that, a police cruiser pulled up and parked in front of them. Still daylight, no lights. Two cops got out. Essie had a good angle on the front door. The guy who answered matched the social media photos—Hassan, Middle Eastern, clean-shaven.

He spoke to the police officers, his face shocked. Then his eyes narrowed, and he said a series of words.

“Can you hear him?” I whispered.

“Yeah, he is telling them he lives alone,” she said before continuing his dialogue. “It’s impossible. They must have the wrong address. The officers asked to enter and search his house. He refused and demanded they get a warrant.” Essie recited as I watched the man talk excitedly to the police officers.

“That’s all we can do,” Essie muttered. “There isn’t enough for a warrant. I’ve been on enough calls like this. We show up and can’t see anything. I think he’s telling the truth. He lives alone. We’ve watched him for hours.”

“So he’s….” I prompted.

“Probably an idiot with more money than brains,” Essie said.

“Come home then,” I said. “We’ll save you some dinner.”

“I need to debrief with the officers,” Essie responded. “I should be home within the hour.”

I shut down the cube after Essie hung up.

I opened Hassan’s last email and told him to meet me at a truck stop halfway. I’d bring my cube in the box, and wanted $100 cash. I didn’t tell him that I’d keep my spare and make him send me the one he got at auction. I formed a plan to ensure he’d never touch another cube.

I ditched the laptop and went to the kitchen. Dinner: chicken-fried steak, mashed potatoes, salad, corn on the cob. Southern comfort food. Basically my love language.

“This is amazing,” I said. “One of Ree’s specials?”

“Yep,” Rhi replied, beaming. “The Pioneer Woman cookbook is in my brain. I’m going to spoil you with so much good home cooking.”

“I think keeping up with the four of you will help me burn the extra calories,” I grinned. “Don’t forget to save a plate for Essie. She should be back soon.”

Dinner talk was the usual. Weather: hot. Politics: garbage. TV: same old. A couple new streaming shows weren’t terrible. Music—some good, some made me want to stick a fork in my ear. Gina’s school update: boring. She could catch up on lectures and still turn in her assignment. Overachiever.

“Josh, would it be okay if I spent the night here?” Tess asked. “I may decide to spend the rest of the week with you guys here. I can borrow some of Rhi’s clothes.”

“I’m fine with that,” I answered. “Do you have what you need to write?”

“I use my tablet,” Tess said. “I have some calls with my agent, but nothing home-bound.”

“We do have the rest of the week off,” I reminded them, nodding to Rhi. “We can discuss our next steps once Essie is back.”

Essie walked in at sunset. Relief. Gina hugged and kissed her. Rhi nuked the plate of food she’d been saving for herself. Essie peeled off her riding gear and sat down. Tess kept staring at the shoulder holster and Gina’s 9mm. Essie finally noticed she was still strapped at the table. Not exactly Southern manners.

“Oh,” Essie said as the light bulb went off in her head, then tapped my hand, “Come with me a second, Josh, while I put my weapon away.”

I followed her into my study. She grinned, unlocked the safe, and did a little hip shake to make sure I was watching. I was.

“The guy isn’t any kingpin,” Essie said. “He probably found some online rumor board and read about it. He likely doesn’t even know how it works. The officers who interviewed him didn’t think much of his intelligence. He’s educated but foolish, if that makes sense.”

She locked the safe, turned, stepped in, and wrapped her arms around my neck. I kissed her and hugged her close.

“I’m glad you’re home safe,” I said. “Are you hungry?”

“I am,” she smiled. “I need to eat some food first, though.”

I shook my head and grinned.

“But seriously,” she returned to the topic. “I want to come with you tomorrow for the meet up with Hassan. I can at least distract him. Then you can do what you need to do.”

"I’d like you with me," I said. "Extra eyes and protection would help. Maybe you could teach me to shoot. The pandemic makes me feel I need to protect myself and those I love. I want to protect all of you now that I have loved ones."

“I’ll teach you,” Essie said. “No touching guns until I take you to a range. You need a safety course too. Everyone should be trained if we keep guns at home.”

“I’ll make sure that happens.” I nodded.

She returned to the table, picked up a fork, and ate Rhi and Tess’s dinner, saying, “This is delicious.” Tess drummed her fingers on the tabletop and glanced at Essie.

“Essie,” Tess began, “how hard would it be for you to live with all of us in my house in Riverdale and still commute for your job?”

“Tess,” I complained, “let her at least finish eating.”

“No, Papi, it’s okay,” Essie said. “I’m impatient to get settled, too.”

"It’s not the best," Essie admitted to Tess. "An hour in the saddle isn’t fun. I could request a transfer to Riverdale PD—a promotion I think I deserve. I want us all to live together. Since I have this week off, if we agree to move, we can limit the disruption."

“Rhi and I both have leases,” I said. “We can’t move out without a fee. There are more factors than just where we sleep.”

“I spoke to the landlord,” Rhi said, blushing. “He’ll discount the termination fee if we keep one apartment. We could keep yours as a second home for Essie between shifts.”

“That sounds reasonable,” Essie agreed, nodding and adding a mischievous grin. “Gina and I could have sleepovers.”

I need a good, fast internet connection for work, I said, realizing this was turning into a group decision.

“I have the best fiber plan they offer,” Tess replied. “Let me do this, Josh. I’ll pay a moving company. You won’t have to lift a finger if you don’t want to.”

I looked around and saw excitement on all their faces.

“I have a pool,” Tess added, sweetening the pot.

“Okay,” I said. “I’m all in. We can figure out the details.”

“Good, the movers will be here in the morning,” Rhi said, grinning. “I knew you’d agree, and it would’ve been easy to cancel if you’d voted no. I didn’t think you would, though.”

“Oh.” My voice faltered. “Any other decisions I should know about?”

“You should sleep with Essie tonight,” Gina suggested. “I’m going to sleep in your room.”


CHAPTER 32
SLEEPING ARRANGEMENTS


“With your Rhi and Tess?” I said, a bit shocked, then looked at Rhi. “Are you sure about that, babe?”

“We talked about it,” Rhi said, then got up and slipped into my lap. “I understand your concern, lover. I’m changing. I don’t know if it is your influence or what happened this morning. I’m not worried about you spending alone time with each of us. I know there is only one of you.”

“She reminds you of what you lost,” I said, in a whisper. “You weren’t comfortable being naked next to her two days ago.”

“I know,” Rhi said, holding her hands along my jaw to look into my eyes. “I feel like I need to see if it feels right. Gina and I discussed it. We want to see if it works out. She’s always had a crush on Tess. I might be a spectator, or I might join you and Essie. I don’t know unless I try.”

“I want you to be happy,” I said. “I haven’t made any changes to your preferences, I promise. I have noticed that you all shift slightly on your own. The cube keeps your preferences updated. You have changed. I want to ensure you’re comfortable with the changes.”

“I appreciate that, lover.” Rhi smiled. “I know you’ll always have my best interests in mind.”

“You’re okay with this, too.” I looked at Gina, then at Tess.

They both nodded, then blushed as they looked at each other. The room was getting hotter, just watching Tess and Gina. I glanced at Essie, and her eyes found mine and blazed with arousal.

“Someone’s got to clean up after dinner,” I said, giving Rhi a wink.

“I’ll do it,” Rhi smiled. “The four of you can get a head start. I find cleaning therapeutic; I can settle my thoughts and join in after everything’s put away.”

Gina and Tess didn’t take long to excuse themselves politely. They cleared their places and deposited their plates in the sink, kissed Rhi on the cheek, and then they were out of my apartment and headed to Rhi’s apartment without delay. I stood, cleared my place and Essie’s, and walked them to the sink. Essie was hugging Rhi closely and whispered something in her ear. Then I hugged Rhi and looked into her eyes carefully.

“You’re welcome to join Essie and me, babe,” I said. “I think you’re right to be careful with this decision. You have options.”

She smiled and nodded. She brought her fingers up and wiped them along the bottom of her eyes, then her eyes softened, and she kissed me. She reached and hugged Essie, too.

“Thank you,” she said. “Both of you. I appreciate your concern. I’ll be fine.”

Essie took my hand and pulled lightly. I kissed Rhi’s cheek, then followed. I could sense Essie’s eagerness and felt my cock respond. We strode past Rhi’s bedroom and into Gina’s without delay. Then, as I closed the door, Essie pressed herself against me and kissed me deeply.

“I need you, Josh,” she groaned, parting the kiss. “It’s been a hard day.”

I pulled her T-shirt off and unsnapped her bra, pulling it from her arms. Her hand lowered to my cock, stroking it through my shorts.

“Speaking of hard,” I growled and pulled off my shirt. “Why don’t you get on your knees and worship my cock.”

“You have the best ideas,” Essie grinned, shimmying out of her jeans and panties.

I pushed my shorts down as she dropped to her knees. I collected her long, black hair into a tail as she leaned and inhaled my scent. With a purr, she licked along my shaft and then sucked my crown into her mouth.

She pulled back, licking the tip, “You taste like a good time, Papi,” she grinned. “Did you fuck your good little whore?”

I nodded, entranced by her dark eyes. She was different from my other girls. Her caramel flesh was a contrast to my flesh. Her lustrous dark hair felt soft as I gripped it firmly and tugged her closer to my stiff cock. Her eyes looked at my cock with awe as she opened her lips and pushed her lips over my crown. She growled as she drove her head forward, quickly taking my length into her throat. I gripped her head, holding her lips against the base as she swallowed, looking up at me. Then she pulled back with a gasp and stroked my cock.

“Fuck,” she growled, pulling my foreskin back and licking the pre-cum from my tip. “I missed your cock.”

“I think it’s time you got on the bed for me,” I growled, voice rough. “I want you dripping for me.”

“Mmmm, I agree,” she grinned, pulling back and then scrambling onto the bed on her knees. “Make me your bitch.”

She rolled her hips as I crawled onto the bed behind her. I spanked her ass hard, making her groan as she tossed her head back to watch me. Her eyes locked on mine as I spanked her again, making them flare, and she purred. I cupped her sex and her molten folds, her juices dripping onto my finger. Without delay, I notched the head of my cock and drove into her deep.

She dropped down into the sheets, arching and pushing her hips back at me—begging for more. I slammed into her, palming her ass, watching every curve. She rolled her hips, grinding that tight ass against me, making damn sure I felt every move.

“Fuck yourself on my cock,” I growled, spanking her again.

She nodded and then rocked her hips back, then shifted forward. Her hands extended above her head, and she twisted her head to watch me. I split my time between her lust-filled eyes and the movement of her ass as she drove her cunt down my steely shaft faster and faster.

“You needed a good fucking, didn’t you?” I growled, leaning over and pressing her head into the sheets.

“God, yes,” She purred. “I need your cock so bad. Make me your bitch. I’m such a slut for you.”

I took over as I leaned forward, my hips hammering into her. I pressed her head into the sheets and grabbed her wrists with the other. After a few hard strokes, I moved to grip both her wrists and pull them back. She arched her back as I pulled her arms around, lifting her shoulders. I continued to ram into her as I gripped her arms. As her torso rose from the mattress, her tits started to sway from my hard thrusts.

I caught the door creak and watched Rhi slip inside, leaning with that little smirk of hers as she watched. Then she started peeling off her clothes, slow and deliberate. That alone nearly undid me. Essie shrieked, climaxing in my arms, and I hammered in deep, letting go inside her. I kept her pressed tight to me, hand around her middle, feeling her pulse in my grip.

I lowered my hips to remain inside her as my cock hips pumped. Rhi shifted onto the bed, kneeling before Essie as I held her against my chest. Rhi smiled, and I could see her cheeks bright with her tears. Then she pressed forward and kissed Essie deeply. Essie spasmed around my cock, as she kissed Rhi back passionately. I watched Rhi’s breasts press into Essie’s as Rhi wrapped her hands around Essie and leaned back.

I released Essie so she could slide forward. I groaned as my cock slipped from her cunt. The pair kissed as I watched as a drop of my cum slid from Essie’s pulsing slit and dripped onto Rhi’s flesh. My cock never wavered, and I crawled on my knees towards the pair.

I reached under Rhi’s legs and pulled her closer, spreading my thighs as I lowered my hips, then slotted my cock into Rhi’s sex. She rolled her hips, seeking more contact. Essie ground her hips down, pressing herself against Rhi’s clit ring. I started a slowly paced thrust that matched Rhi’s movement, Essie’s body flexing as she rested.

Essie shifted to the side, then reversed and straddled Rhi’s head. I watched as she lowered and licked Rhi’s clit ring as her eyes lifted to mine. Her hands slid along either side of Rhi’s sex and spread her open.

“Fuck her, Josh,” Essie growled. “Fuck your slave, make her come.”

I didn’t need further encouragement and drove into my slave’s cunt. Rhi grunted, and her moans were muffled as she continued to lap my cream oozing from Essie’s slit. My dusky lover squirmed, her hips rolling against Rhi’s tongue and mouth. She lowered to lick along Rhi’s clit. I leaned back to give Essie more room and watched as my cock disappeared into Rhi over and over, Essie’s tongue flicking along Rhi’s spread lips.

Rhi stiffened, and her thighs closed as her muscles quivered as she came. Her cunt contracted around my cock, triggering my peak. I roared as I drove forward and spewed my second load into my slave’s cunt. Essie’s body pulsed under us, then slid my cock from Rhi’s pussy and sucked the still pulsing tip between her lips. She shuddered just as a stray shot jetted along her cheek, then hollowed her cheeks as she sucked hard, emptying my balls.

Slowly, we slumped down. Essie reversed and kissed Rhi, sharing my cum with her. Rhi kissed her, then licked her cheek, collecting the stray shot. They kissed again, and I lowered alongside Rhi, pulling her back against my chest. I kissed behind her ear as she continued to comb her fingers through Essie’s hair. Essie stared at Rhi with her full brown eyes.

“I think you made the right choice,” Essie said, “I want you to feel comfortable, and I want you in bed with Josh and me.”

“Me too, baby,” I said. “You fit perfectly right here.”

Rhi twisted onto her back and then turned her head to look at me.

“I couldn’t,” she said softly. Being around Gina reminds me of my loss. I had an abortion, Essie. The baby would have been about her age. It’s fine if it’s Gina and Tess, but I just can’t...”

“That’s okay, lover,” I said. “You’re safe here. Everything will be all right.”

We shifted around, finally sliding under the covers—a tangle of bodies and leftover heat. I ended up in the middle, their skin pressed up against me on both sides. Heaven, if you asked me. We traded slow kisses and lazy touches until we drifted off, spent and content.

We survived Tuesday. What would hump day bring?


PART FIVE

WEDNESDAY - JUST ANOTHER DAY


CHAPTER 33
AWAKENED TIES


I jolted awake, heart hammering in my chest. Each breath came sharp, the dream already dissolving beyond reach. Essie muttered a curse in Spanish, her cheek pressed to my chest before I sat up, sweat cooling on my skin. Gina’s alarm clock glowed: 5:55 AM. I turned, curling around Essie, and pressed a kiss to her brow, grounding myself in her warmth.

“Sorry,” I said, “I had a nightmare….”

“It’s okay,” she whispered and lifted her hand to my cheek. “You have a lot on your mind. Just get some rest.”

Rhi pressed against my back, and I enjoyed the feel of her warm breasts pillowing into me. She kissed behind my ear and ran her hand along my side.

“Same dream?” She asked.

I rolled back onto my back and looked at her, and shrugged.

“I never remember it after I wake up with a start,” I admitted.

Rhi pressed up and leaned over my side to kiss me tenderly. Her hand combed through my hair, and her blue eyes looked into mine with concern.

“I agree with Essie. You have excessive noise in your thoughts,” Rhi said quietly. Essie nodded, her eyes closed but listening, “You should share more with us. We are here to help you, always.”

I rose and kissed Rhi as my hand ran along her spine. I smiled into her eyes, enjoying our morning closeness.

“You all do a good job emptying my thoughts in such a nice way,” I said. “Waking up with you always soothes me, Rhi.”

She smiled wickedly and let her hand drop to my crotch. Her fingers traced the outline of my swelling shaft and stroked it. She kissed me again, then kissed my chest, looking up at me.

“I should empty something else of yours,” she purred and continued kissing as her head slipped under the covers.

I groaned and shifted to find a more comfortable position. I spread my thighs as Rhi’s hand continued to stroke, and her tongue pressed my foreskin back. I inhaled a long breath as Rhi’s warm mouth enveloped my sensitive glans. Essie stirred again and looked at me curiously. Seeing my expression, she looked down to watch the bump in the sheets moving up and down.

“Mmm,” Essie purred, shifting to kiss me deeply, “I hope she saves some for me.”

Essie deepened the kiss, her hand running over my chest. My fingers ran along her spine and under her lush black locks, gripping lightly at the nape of her neck. I kissed her back, enjoying her lips and tongue. My other hand combed through the top of Rhi’s head, my hips lifting to encourage her oral explorations.

“Is this how you wake up every morning?” Essie purred, parting the kiss, “Aside from the startling nightmare thing?”

“I’m hoping this becomes tradition,” I growled and tugged her hair back.

Essie hissed and arched while I lowered my mouth to her breast. I kissed and moved my mouth to her nipple. She shifted up on her knees and then moved up to offer me her breasts, her hands sliding along the sides of my head. Her fingers stroking along my skull encouraged me to suck, lick, and gnaw on her hardening nipples.

“Mmmmnnnnfuck,” Essie purred, “I’m beginning to see the benefits of rising early.”

I dropped my hand from her hair and cupped her breast. The fingers of my other hand tightened into Rhi’s scalp as my hips lifted. My cock was at full strength, and she pressed to take my length into her throat. I let go of her head and tossed off the covers. I pulled my mouth from Essie’s nipple to look down and watch Rhi. Our eyes locked, and she purred like a kitten who found the cream.

Rhi popped lips off my cock, while Essie’s hand found my cheek and redirected my mouth to her rigid nipple. Rhi straddled my hips, her hand pulling on my shaft as she positioned herself. I dropped my hand from Essie’s breast down her lithe abdomen and cupped her sex. Essie’s moan told me I was on the right track as my fingers spread her lips apart.

Rhi wormed her hips over the tip of my cock, then with a soft moan, she sank, impaling herself on my steely dick. I groaned into Essie’s breast, breaking the suction around her nipple. My other hand wrapped around her back as my mouth moved to her other nipple and regained a firm suction on her hard, dark tip. I swirled my fingers up and around Essie’s clit, eliciting another indulgent moan. Rhi leaned forward, and I felt Essie twist and then sensed their kisses as I feasted on Essie’s nipple.

Rhi rode my cock slowly, and I pulled my lips from Essie’s breast. Rhi’s hand had combed through Essie’s hair, and her fingers gripped tightly as she kissed the younger girl hungrily. My fingers slid between Essie’s bare lips and curled into her opening, pressing deep inside her.

“Ohh fuck, Papi,” Essie growled between Rhi’s insistent kisses. “Right the fuck there.”

I kissed down her belly, my torso twisting as I kept my hips level, lifting into each of Rhi’s drops. Rhi steadied herself with a hand on the center of my chest. I kissed down to lick at Essie’s clit as my fingers pressed and milked her G-spot. Essie shifted and spread her legs, her back leaning against the headboard. I glanced and saw my two lovers locked eyes, watching each other.

I growled and moved. I pulled my fingers from Essie’s cunt, and then leaned and gripped Rhi’s hips. I pulled her forward and kissed her, lowering my hands to her ass. I pulled her off my cock, and she whimpered in displeasure. I twisted and then pressed her down between Essie’s spread thighs. Rhi’s eyes flicked up at mine and flashed me a grin. Then she pressed her lips to Essie’s cunt, sliding her fingers inside to take over what I had started. I shifted to my knees, crabbed between Rhi’s lower legs, gripped her hips, and aligned my cock.

“Oh yes, fuck me, Master,” Rhi groaned, looking over her shoulder.

I drove into her deeply, pressing Rhi forward as she resumed licking Essie’s glistening lips. Essie gripped the sides of Rhi’s head, and she ground her cunt forward into her face.

“Lick my cunt,” Essie growled, “fuck, yes, make me cum, you sexy slut.”

I hammered into Rhi hard and fast, her flesh rippling from my powerful strokes. Rhi gripped behind Essie’s thighs and pressed her hips back to meet my thrusts. Her mouth glued to Essie’s cunt. Essie tossed her head back, her hair swaying as she locked eyes with me, her mouth open as she moaned.

“Fuck your slave,” Essie growled, “Fuck, I can feel you pound her, fuck her hard,”

My eyes caught Essie’s—her deep brown gaze tethered me, reeling me back from the brink. There was heat, yes, but also something raw and gentle—a wildness in her that saw my own. What began as play had shifted, gathering weight: hunger and solace, lust braided with trust. I let go, falling into them, surrendering to every thrust and moan as if each motion bound us tighter together.

I gripped Rhi’s hips, hammering hard as her cunt clenched and rippled. Before she tumbled over her peak, I pulled out and reached for Essie. Rhi rolled over onto her back, gasping for breath, and Essie climbed over her to kiss me deeply.. I kissed her back, twisting her around—sliding back to press her mouth between Rhi’s thighs. Essie purred as she understood my intention and lowered her mouth to suck on Rhi’s clit. I shifted off the end of the bed, then reached and pulled Essie’s hips back.

Rhi inched down as Essie moved backwards. I gripped one of Essie’s mocha-colored cheeks and pried it apart, then aligned my cock and drove it deep into her cunt. Rhi’s fingers curled into Essie’s dark black hair and pulled her mouth back to her cunt. I gripped Essie’s hips and fucked her hard, tugging her back to meet each hard thrust. She groaned as she lapped Rhi’s clit ring, sealing her mouth around her flesh, lapping at her clit.

I locked eyes with Rhi’s—her blue eyes starkly contrasted with Essie’s exotic brown pools. I watched her as I fucked Essie. Essie was whining and purring, each pounding thrust pushing her near her edge. She tossed her head back for a moment, then Rhi’s fingers tightened and pulled her back against her cunt. The three of us fell into a rhythm as if we were all fucking each other. It amped up the intensity as I felt myself get closer.

“Both of you fucking cum,” I growled, feeling my edge speed towards me.

They stiffened in unison as my hips drove forward. I felt my cock swell then pulse deep inside Essie’s clenched cunt. I shot rivers of cum into her as her cunt rippled, milking me. Rhi arched back, her pelvis lifting, Essie’s dark halo of hair a shadow centered on a mist of juices spraying from Rhi’s contracting cunt. The three of us vibrated in the midst of our orgasms.

Breath ragged, I pressed close and kissed the damp skin behind Essie’s ear, her warmth grounding me. Sliding free, I collapsed onto my back, cocooned between the two women who’d become my sanctuary. Essie’s touch turned gentle, cleaning me with a reverence that quieted any lingering hunger. When I kissed Rhi—Essie’s sweetness still on her lips—I knew this was more than sex. It was the kind of belonging I’d never dared to hope for.

I shut my eyes, letting the usual static in my head finally fade. Rhi pressed close on one side, Essie on the other, their hands splayed warm over my chest, soft murmurs and kisses threading through the quiet. I held them—not just in the haze of release, but in something steadier, something that whispered of home. For a long moment, I simply breathed and let myself have it: belonging, peace, a fragile bliss I’d never let myself believe was real.

Rhi pressed up and kissed me, and I smiled into her eyes. Essie was kissing my chest, her arm rubbing my belly. Rhi grinned as she looked at me, then pressed up and slid off the bed.

“Time to fix breakfast,” She smiled, “I try not to be greedy, and it’s so easy to be greedy with you.”

“I don’t mind being greedy,” Essie laughed, then kissed the tip of my cock.

However, Essie did press up and stood beside Rhi. “I can help you if you’d like,” Essie said, “I don’t have any cooking apps, but I can follow directions. Point me where to start.”

Rhi pointed at the closet, “Clothes help. No one likes hot bacon grease on their skin.”

They laughed together as I rested on the bed. Rhi gathered her clothes from where she dropped them the night before and walked down the hall to her room. Essie pulled on a pair of gym shorts and a T-shirt and followed. I lay back and relaxed. Essie came out of Rhi’s room carrying laundry, then returned to gather her discarded clothes.

“Just gonna start a load,” she smiled. “Then later, new sheets for all the beds!”


CHAPTER 34
SHOWER SHIFTS


I grinned and watched Essie’s ass wiggle as she walked down the hallway, her arms full of laundry. Then I shifted my attention to a nude Gina making a beeline past Essie and straight at me. I noticed Tess slip out of Rhi’s room, hug Essie, then follow her old roommate to the other apartment.

“Your little whore needs your cock,” Gina giggled as she slid beside me on her bed to hug me tight, leaving the bedroom door wide open.

I kissed her deeply and gripped a handful of her ocean blue locks. She looked at me as her eyes flared.

“Did you enjoy yourself with your Tess last night?” I asked, searching her eyes.

“Yes,” she nodded, “I did. I have had a crush on her, and I guess she had one on me, too. I was glad it was just her and me, though. Did you enjoy sleeping with Essie and Rhi?”

“Yeah,” I smiled, lifted my hand to cup her breast, and kneaded it firmly.

“Mmmmmmggghhhh,” Gina expressed, turning a moan into a purr.

My fingers milked her flesh, moving to pluck her tight nipple, then twist the bud. She shimmied in pleasure. I moved to repeat with her other breast, and she lowered to kiss me hungrily. Her hand ran down to my cock, and stroked. I groaned at her touch.

“We have a lot to do today,” I reminded her. “Movers are coming, right?”

“Yeah,” Gina nodded, groaning softly and sounding disappointed, “They’re supposed to arrive around nine.”

“I want to fuck my whore in the shower so we can get clean,” I growled.

Gina’s eyes brightened at that thought, and she nodded.

“Sounds delightful,” she said, “which one?”

“My bathroom,” I said, which was Rhi’s bathroom.

Rhi’s room had an en-suite bathroom, an oversized shower, and a garden tub. We’d agreed that Essie and Gina would share the apartment’s bathroom, which had a standard rectangular tub and shower. Gina grinned and slipped off the bed. I followed, and she took my hand and pulled, excited to have me to herself.

We were already naked, so while the water ran to get warm, I pressed Gina against the tiled wall of the bathroom and kissed her deeply. My hands dropped to her firm bottom and gripped. She arched her hips back to press her ass into my hands, which had the added benefit of pressing her full breasts into my chest. I growled at the feeling of her moving in my grip.

Sensing a presence, I parted and looked towards the door. Tess was silhouetted at the entrance, the morning sun rising in the bedroom window behind her. Gina and I grinned as she walked in, her robe dropping from her shoulders.

“Rhi said she could handle breakfast,” Tess said. “Would the two of you enjoy more company?”

“Come and shower with us, Tess,” Gina said, “I want you to watch him take his needy little whore.”

Tess looked at me with a raised eyebrow, then down my torso to where Gina had found my cock and stroked it.

“Needy little whore, hm?” She chuckled, “Can I be the greedy slut then?”

I laughed and stepped into the garden tub. The backsplash of the large circular tub was all tile, and the corners made excellent firm seats. I settled onto one of the corners as Gina sank to her knees and stroked my cock. Tess stepped inside, pulled the clear glass door behind her, dropped onto the opposite corner of the tub, and watched.

My thighs spread open as Gina hungrily sucked on the tip of my cock. Her fingers stroked it as she dropped her mouth down, taking more and more of my length into her throat. Tess spread her thighs, and her fingers spread her bare lips apart. I looked at her fingers as one nicely manicured nail ran between her full lips and then circled her clit.

“I should have been waxing this ages ago,” Tess moaned, enjoying the feel of her fingers on bare flesh.

I lifted my eyes to Tess’s breasts; they were full and had a bit of sag. Gina was occupied with deep throating my cock, and I didn’t want to interrupt her—yet. I looked at Tess and grinned.

“Do you trust me, Tess?” I asked, “I think you’ll like some of my adjustments, but I won’t do anything unless you allow it.”

Tess slowed her fingers and looked at me, her eyes clouded with confusion. She took a moment to think, then nodded.

“I trust your judgment, Josh,” she said. “I’ll tell you if I don’t like anything.”

I smiled and took a moment to watch her, my hand lowering to Gina’s head, a soft grip encouraging her to continue her cock worship.

“Hey Tess, lift your breasts to a minimum of sag while keeping a natural appearance.” I began.

Tess fluttered her eyelashes as the command putting her into active mode took effect. Then her breasts lifted and stood proudly like a young woman’s breasts, full and ripe. She looked down and lifted her hands, feeling their weight.

“Increase your cup size to the next cup size, and tighten your areola. Nipple sensitivity at 90% with firm dime-sized nipples.” I commanded as I watched her shudder in pleasure at the adjustments.

“Make your hair into tight ringlets with the length to just past your shoulders,” I continued, “Remove any cellulite and firm up thighs, buttocks, and the bottom of your arms. Tighten your abdomen and increase core strength by 50%. Add a belly button ring.”

Tess shuddered as the changes took effect, her body subtly reshaping under the cube’s magic. The cube’s power let me adjust every detail—lifting, firming, coloring—until Tess looked exactly the way I imagined. It wasn’t just physical; seeing her transformation, so willing and trusting, sent a jolt of possessive pride through me. Gina’s disguise had always been temporary, but with Tess, I was molding a new, perfect version—and she reveled in it. Her eyes locked on mine, shining with approval and a raw, shared excitement.

She tossed her head, and her dark azure curls bounced around her shoulders. I lowered my hand to grip Gina’s softer ocean blue curls and directed her attention towards her enhanced aunt. Gina looked up at me, then back at her aunt, eyes blazing. I nudged her, and she crawled the short distance across the tub.

Tess watched as her college-aged niece crawled towards her through the shower spray, Gina’s ripe young breasts swaying as she knelt before her aunt, then ran her hand from Tess’s knees to her upper thighs. Tess lowered her hand to her niece’s head and gripped it tightly, grinding her mouth to her cunt. Gina purred as she started to lick her aunt, slowly lifting her ass and gyrating it for me.

I sank to my knees and gripped my cock. I stroked it, feeling how much spit Gina had spread as she had fucked her throat while I was adjusting her aunt’s appearance. I notched the tip into Gina’s opening, her lips swollen with arousal and open like the petals of a flower. The shower spray was focused where Gina’s slick heat met my tip, and she groaned as my glans buried inside her and pressed her hips back. Gina wrapped her arms under Tess’s thighs, holding herself as I started to fuck her with gusto.

Tess’s eyes blazed, her green irises reminding me of one more change.

“Hey Tess, your irises are a deep blue, almost violet,” I commanded, watching the cube’s magic ripple across her gaze. In an instant, her eyes shifted—deep, dazzling blue, nothing like Rhi’s pale ice, and utterly mesmerizing. The contrast made Tess uniquely mine, a living testament to what the cube—and my will—could create. Our eyes met, electric with heat and gratitude, as I drove into Gina, her lips sealed around Tess, the connection between us pulsing hotter with every movement.

I felt Gina reach back and slide her fingers, pressing along my shaft, then back to press and circle her clit. She moaned as her cunt clenched, the pressure from her fingers tightening her sheath as I drove in steady strokes. My fingers gripped her ass, pulling her back to meet my thrusts. She never wavered from eating Tess’s dripping cunt, holding herself up using one arm.

“Such a good little fuck toy,” I growled. “She is a wild cat, isn’t she? Do you see why she’s my needy fuck toy whore?” I asked Tess.

Tess nodded, “Fuck yes, oh fuck, she’s gonna make me cum, fuck….”

Tess arched and then sprayed Gina’s face with her juices as she climaxed hard. I slammed into Gina and roared, bucking in short, jerking strokes as I hit my peak. My first shot sparked Gina’s climax, and she shuddered between Tess and me. Gina’s young cunt clamped tight and rippled along my shaft as I pulsed a series of hot jets into her contracting pussy.

I leaned over Gina and combed my fingers through Tess’s curly blue locks. I gripped them firmly, and her eyes blazed as I pulled her over to kiss her deeply. Her tongue pressed against mine, and her arms lifted and wrapped around my neck. We enjoyed a long kiss as the shower continued to spray water around us.

Satiated, we all rose and began washing each other. Hands glided over wet flesh, soap suds spread over blushed skin, and fingertips pressed to clean in tight folds. I washed Tess’s new azure hair, and Tess explored Gina’s teal curls. We rinsed off and then turned off the water. I reached, pulled towels in, and helped my shower mates to dry.

Tess’s azure ringlets, still damp and wild from the shower, framed her face in a way that made her look both exotic and touchable. She stared at herself in the mirror, fingers trailing along her tighter curves, her new belly ring catching the light. When her gaze lifted to meet mine in the mirror—those deep, violet-blue eyes shining—her lips parted in a smile that was equal parts wonder and devotion. The cube had made her into something new, but what mattered most was the way she glowed with pride and desire, knowing it was my hands and heart shaping her this way.

Tess turned to me, hands splayed on my chest, her new body pressed against mine. When she kissed me, it wasn’t just hunger—it was gratitude, trust, and something deeper threading between us. “I’ll not doubt your judgement again,” Tess whispered, her voice trembling with emotion. “You’re the boss, whatever you say goes. I get it now—why the others are so devoted. You don’t just spoil us. You make us feel seen. Chosen.”

“You all spoil me too,” I grinned. “We should go eat. It won’t be long before the movers are here.”

“Oh, right,” Tess said. “Rhi did tell me to hurry. I lose track of time around you, Josh.”

“Same,” said Gina, as she lifted onto her toes to kiss me back.

We spread out to get dressed, Gina back to her room, while Tess raided Rhi’s closet. I put on comfortable shorts and a T-shirt, then slipped into some sneakers for the busy day ahead. The three of us met at the door, then walked to the other apartment. I was looking forward to living under one roof. The logistics of the two apartments worked when it was just Rhi, Gina, and me. Adding two more demonstrated the pitfalls of our arrangement.


CHAPTER 35
MOVING PLANS


Catching up with Rhi and Essie after the shower was fine, but watching my assistants go full-on group hugs the second she walked in was better. Rhi had gone all Pioneer Woman with a mountain of fruit: melons, berries, whatever was on sale. Essie took my car and came back with bagels and cream cheese. Coffee, juice, the works.

When we sat around the table and tore into it, there was something extra in the air, almost electric. Essie pressed her knee against mine under the table. Rhi’s hand slid along Tess’s arm as she handed over her coffee. Smiles darted around, wider and bolder than usual, and I kept catching glances that lingered, some daring, some shy, all saying more than words could.

“Sorry we took forever,” I said, not really sorry, but it seemed like the thing to say. Rhi just grinned and checked out Tess’s new look.

“Tess, you look amazing,” Rhi said, then shot me a look. “Don’t apologize, Josh. Essie and I made breakfast and cleaned. We even got most of my office packed up.”

“What’s the plan?” I asked. “Do we need to pack up each room?”

“Nope,” Tess replied. “The movers will pack, load, unload, and unpack. We need to be clear on what stays and what goes.”

“Okay,” I said. “My office and living room stay. The only thing leaving here is Rhi and Gina’s office stuff from the main bedroom. The bed and everything else can rot.”

“My bed,” Gina said, grinning, “which used to be yours, Josh. So your place is basically unchanged.”

“Right,” Rhi said. “I’ll end my lease, and we’ll keep your place as backup until Essie figures out her job. Even after that, it’s good to have a crash pad when we’re in town. Riverdale might be a fresh start, but it’s not like we’re burning the city behind us.”

“Sounds like a plan,” I said.

After breakfast, I bailed to my office to check email. The two cubes from the auction were shipped, so I saved the tracking numbers. Hassan confirmed the meetup at noon at the truck stop. Three hours to kill. I considered alphabetizing my regrets.

Essie leaned inside my office door, looked at me, and smiled. “Did you hear back from señor shitbag?” she asked.

“Yeah,” I said. “The meet is on.”

I gave Essie the rundown on the location. She leaned in the doorway, did that shifting-her-weight thing, stared at her shoes, then finally looked at me.

“We should both be in disguise,” she said. Her voice was low, almost too steady, but I could see her fiddling with the hem of her sleeve. “We don’t want this fucker to identify us later.” She glanced at the door behind me, scanning for movement, then looked back, chewing her lip. “Something about him I don’t trust, it’s just a hunch. I got a vibe that he wasn’t being honest when he talked with the officers last night. If something goes wrong, I don’t want him able to come after anyone back here. For all we know, he could get desperate, try to follow us, or even go to the cops and start asking questions. He might figure out where we live or drag the rest of you into it. This isn’t just about getting scammed or losing some money. If he thinks we set him up or gets angry, it could turn ugly fast. I don’t want him to have any leverage over us.”

“If my plan works, it won’t matter,” I said. “But yeah, better to be disguised. No witnesses, no problems.”

“Right,” Essie beamed. “Now you’re thinking.”

“Let’s figure it out while we start moving stuff,” I said. Essie nodded.

There was a knock, so we joined everyone in the living room. The movers looked like they’d been printed straight out of a moving company ad: coveralls, name tags, the whole deal. One looked barely old enough to rent a car. The other, maybe late twenties.

“Okay,” said the older guy, “I’m Tom. Who is my main contact?”

“That’s me,” Rhi said, smiling. “Most of the things that need to be moved are over in my apartment next door,” she told him, pointing. “The only things needed to load out of here are the office furniture from this room here.”

Tom peeked inside what used to be my bedroom and nodded. Then wrote “office” on a sticky note and slapped it on the door.

“Great,” Tom said and nodded to his partner. “Joey, get started on this, box up things, and I’ll get the lowdown next door.”

“Sure,” Joey responded, slowly peeling his eyes from Gina’s smile.

Gina hovered around Joey, pointing out what to pack, voice all playful. She kept smiling at him until his face went pink. Fine by me. I could deal with my own junk. Gina’s MaidMode, plus her flirting, got Joey moving faster. I followed the others to Rhi’s place.

Watching Gina flirt didn’t bother me. It was just who she was now, post-cube. Whatever the cube did, it changed her in ways I still can’t fully pin down. The shy, quiet girl I remembered, always hanging back and waiting for others to speak first, was gone. Back when we were just gamer pals, she lost herself in the game and faded into the crowd, barely making eye contact or letting anyone get too close. After the cube, she seemed more confident, more open—like some internal wall had vanished. Now she lit up every room, flirting without hesitation, teasing the movers, making awkward moments funny instead of unbearable. Her laugh was louder, her smile brighter, and she moved and talked with an ease I barely recognized. Part of me wondered if it was really her or just the cube working some kind of magic, but either way, this was our reality. I wasn’t worried she’d bail.

Rhi led Tom to Gina’s room, listing off what needed to go. The beds were already stripped. Someone had handled the linens. The assistants and their MaidMode upgrades had every room squared away.

“Everything in here but the bed,” Rhi directed, “and everything else in all the rooms in this apartment.”

Tom looked around and pulled out his sticky notes. He and Rhi went room by room, naming them for the box labels. By the time they finished, Gina and Joey were back.

“The office is all boxed up,” Joey reported. “You want to box this apartment first before we move?”

“Yeah, the move will be easier with everything boxed up,” Tom responded. “How about TVs, electronics, things on the wall?” he asked.

Rhi showed Tom her electronics in her apartment. She said she would handle their laptops in the office. I reminded Tom not to open any closed doors in the other apartment. He agreed.

After that, we stayed out of the movers’ way while they packed up Rhi’s stuff with zero wasted motion. Essie dragged Gina back to my place so Joey could actually get work done. Gina flirting with Joey was kind of funny. Guess the low jealousy setting wasn’t just for my assistants.

Still, sometimes I wonder if what we had was real, or just because of the technology. I think about the cubes a lot, about how they changed us, and if that means our connections are true or just programmed. There’s this tension I feel—part of me wants to trust the feelings that unfold between all of us, but there’s another part always worrying that none of it would exist without these upgrades. Watching Gina light up around Joey, though, I felt a flicker of something genuine. Maybe the cubes changed how we express things, but that flash in her eyes, the way her laughter spills out—it doesn’t feel fake.

Being with more than one person, there’s always the risk that I’m only pretending everything is fine, telling myself we can all fit into each other’s lives just because the cube keeps our jealousy dialed low. But the affection feels real, not forced, even when everyone else thinks it must be artificial. A quick look, a squeeze of the hand under the table, silent signals that remind me we’re still okay. The comfort in those small gestures is real enough to hold onto. Maybe that’s why this works, even if it looks strange from the outside—the trust is built in the quiet glances and soft touches, not in the tech that helped us get here.

Rhi and Tess kept an eye on the movers. I filled Rhi in on the plan to meet the cube buyer. She just nodded when I said Essie and I would go in disguise. I headed back to my office with Gina and Essie to get ready. With the drive, we had about ninety minutes before we had to leave.


CHAPTER 36
UNDERCOVER DISGUISES


“What do you think?” I asked Gina, “How should we look?”

“Well,” Gina tapped her lip. “You should look nothing like yourselves. So Josh, a beautiful bald black man, and Essie should be your blonde-haired cheerleader type main squeeze.”

Essie and I exchanged a shrug.

“Yeah, we’d look nothing like us,” I said, trying to picture it.

“We’d better strip, Papi,” Essie said, pulling down her shorts. “If our proportions change, our clothes won’t fit.” There was a flicker of hesitation on her face before she moved, cheeks a little pink. My heart thudded as I started tugging at my own shirt, aware of the awkwardness even after everything we’d been through. We both acted casual, but beneath the surface, the air felt charged—maybe nerves, maybe excitement for what came next.

Yeah, good call. Probably need new clothes too.

“Let’s agree on sizes,” Gina said. “Then, while you guys perfect the look, I’ll run to the store to get a new set of clothes.”

“We gotta be quick,” I reminded, “we have to leave soon.”

I started peeling off my clothes while Essie did the same. Priorities: me first.

“Alright, make me six-six, bald, black, built like an NBA starter. Goatee, brown eyes. And, yeah, make sure everything’s in proportion.”

Everything stretched and shifted, skin buzzing under my fingertips like static in a thunderstorm. The nanotech in my skin took its cue from the AI-driven morph app—basic settings, interface projected right inside my vision, all just a thought away. I checked my arm; the color was too light, so I thought a command and cranked it up to full ebony. Muscles popped out like I’d actually worked out. I spun around for the girls.

Both of them whistled, eyes going straight to the new hardware. I’d gone above average before, but this was something else. I glanced down and had to stifle a laugh—definitely overshot the settings. This look could stop traffic and draw all the wrong kinds of attention.

“Fuck, Papi,” Essie said, lifting her eyes. “Save this setting, please?”

“So Extra Large,” Gina said, “the sizes I should get from the store.”

“Extra, Extra Large,” Essie said, shaking her head.

Alright, enough show and tell. Save this as 'Osiris' and put me back to normal.

AI did its thing. I yanked on some shorts before things got even weirder.

Then I turned to Essie. Time to get creative.

"Essie, let’s go tall—five eleven, Swedish model build. D-cups, long blonde hair, smooth everywhere. And give her an ass that actually exists, not that flat runway stuff."

Essie grinned as she stretched taller, skin going full Swedish, hair turning platinum Barbie. D-cups, long legs, ass for days. Gina gave her a whistle.

“Reserve another slot for this one,” Essie said, turning from side to side and looking down at herself.

“Save appearance as Pamela for Essie.”

“Slot one of nine is saved as Pamela,” Essie said robotically.

“Pamela?” Gina asked.

“Anderson,” I nodded.

“I’m a bit taller than her, Papi,” Essie chided.

Give her a barbed wire tattoo on the left arm and save it. Honestly, I was just staring at your tits.

“Oh, then apropos,” Essie said, weighing her new jugs.

Let’s hit the store. We’ll swap looks in the dressing room and see what fits.

“Someone might notice you are leaving the dressing room,” Gina said.

“Have you ever noticed who goes in and out of the local big box store?” I asked.

“Good point,” Gina smiled, “I’m game.”

I put Essie and me back to normal, got dressed, and let Rhi know the plan. Promised we’d drop Gina off before heading out.

Essie grabbed her service weapon and jacket, tucked a backup pistol in her waistband. I trusted her gut. Hopefully we wouldn’t need the hardware, but after our little stakeout, who knew?

Charged my cubes, waited for the green light, then we headed out. The girls made a beeline for the women’s section. Same ugly red store as always.

My shopping list: the biggest sweats they had, sports tee, new boxers, clown-sized basketball shoes. Grabbed it all, hit the dressing room, stripped down, and switched back to Osiris. Then my phone buzzed.

“Make me a Pamela, Papi,” Essie whispered, “I’m naked and ready.”

I said the command into my phone. She giggled and hung up. I figured it worked.

Checked myself in the mirror. Looked like a shadow with a face. Glanced down—still ridiculous. Pulled on the new briefs. Waist fit, but the outline ran halfway down my thigh. At least the legs were long enough to keep things contained.

Sweatpants were short, so I shrank myself a bit. T-shirt fit, jacket fit, shoes fit. Bagged my old stuff, ripped off the tags, and went to pay.

“Everything fitting?” I asked when Gina rang.

“We may need some help,” she said, “your cheerleader model doesn’t appear to fit any off-the-rack clothes.”

“On my way.” I paid for my stuff. The attendant didn’t even blink. Tossed the receipt in my bag and went to find the girls.

They’d picked out the right look. Painted-on jeans with rips everywhere, halter top showing off Essie’s stomach, leather jacket on top. Tweaked her height, shrank the boobs a bit, tightened the ass—perfect fit. She looked like trouble.

Added a belly ring for some sparkle. Essie tucked her pistol into a hidden holster at her back, jacket covering it. We checked ourselves in the mirror—jock and his blonde girlfriend. Gina gave the thumbs up. Paid for the clothes and headed out. Nobody cared.

Actually, scratch that. What really happened wasn’t quite so smooth. Everyone stared, but nobody thought twice. I hammed it up and kissed both girls as they got into the car. Had to shove my seat all the way back just to fit. Still felt like Wreck-It Ralph in a clown car, but whatever.


CHAPTER 37
HASSAN CAPTIVE


We dumped Gina at her place and did a gear check. I shoved my main cube in the glove box since it still had one slot open, and I didn't want to risk some random profile popping up or someone accidentally activating it. It was scary to think what the cubes could do to innocent people in the wrong hands. The backup cube went back in its box, QR code and all, just in case things went sideways. Jasmine and her mom’s profiles were still lurking on it, which was a little sketchy, but I figured I had it handled. That one went in my hoodie pocket. Essie did her usual: checked her gun, made sure it was ready to go, round in the chamber.

“If things go bad,” she said, “I don’t want to have to chamber a round, just pull the trigger and shoot.”

“I trust your gun safety protocols,” I said, “hopefully, you will teach me what that even means.”

“So tell me your plan,” Essie said, “I don't want to be surprised.”

“I’ll tell you on the way.” I said, “Hassan is supposed to be wearing a red tie and already be in a booth.”

I pulled onto the highway, nerves buzzing. Good thing Essie was with me—she was always cool when shit got weird.

“Does he know what you look like?” Essie asked.

“No,” I reported, “I told him I’d recognize his tie and use the phrase, ‘cube master’ when I sat down.”

“Not very subtle,” Essie said, “but nothing this guy has done has been subtle.”

“I figure I’d play on his eagerness,” I said. “I’ll show him the originally packaged cube, then wait for him to open it in front of us.”

“And if he doesn’t?” she asked.

“I won’t accept his money until he is satisfied it’s legit,” I replied, “no deal until he touches it.”

“What will happen if he touches it?” Essie asked.

“If he isn’t a node master,” I explained, “he gets captured and assimilated. When it happens, it’s like a hard reset—his eyes go flat and his whole self vanishes for a second, just swallowed up. That’s what I expect, and then he’ll be useful to me. He’ll be forced to follow my commands. I have some ideas after that.”

“If he is a node master?” Essie questioned.

“That’s the worst case.” I said, “I know it will flash a different message, detecting another node master and asking if the cube should be added to his account. You will need to be ready to persuade him to return the cube to me. We can disengage and then come up with another plan.”

“But I can’t see the cube messages.” Essie said, “Only you can see it, right?”

“Right,” I said, remembering. “Okay, so if he’s not a node master, you won’t need to do anything. If he is, I think you should sit beside him, tease him, and distract him. As he is opening the package, pull your weapon and be ready. If I say, ‘Razzle Dazzle,’ then knock the cube back towards me and let him know you’re armed.”

We were both silent for a while, letting the miles pass.

“What are our names?” She asked.

“I was thinking I’d be Jerome, and you could be Tawny.” I tried.

“Tawny, huh?” She grinned at me, “That’s not bad, Jerome. Where’d you get those?”

“I work with a guy named Jerome,” I said, “but he looks more like Steve Urkel, and his wife Tawny is a librarian.”

“So nothing like us,” she grinned.

“Not even a little,” I agreed.

I saw the tall sign for the truck stop, and my gut tightened. “Almost showtime,” I said, pulling into the exit lane.

“Okay,” Essie said, “when we get in, pull out your cube and turn on the Communicate app. That way, you can hear me. Right?”

“Right.” I agreed.

“I’ll go in and make a sweep, see if he’s there.” Essie continued. “If I spot him, I’ll sit at a table and ask for a menu.”

“Okay,” I agreed, “Then what?”

“I’ll keep tabs on him,” Essie said, “while you switch to the Vision app, you can see him through my eyes. I’ll keep sweeping the room over the top of my menu. When you're satisfied, reply to Communicate and let me know you’re on your way. The abort word is ‘bubble gum’”

“Bubble gum,” I repeated, “if either of us says that, we walk out and don’t turn back around.”

“What would cause you to abort?” I asked.

“If he has any muscle,” Essie said. “I’ll spot them. When you slide into the other side of his booth, I’ll be watching. If it’s all good, I will join you, you introduce me, and I’ll slide in beside him. If he’s got muscle, I’ll ask for some bubble gum, then slide in beside you.”

“Okay,” I said, “we have to disengage at that point. I’ll say I lied about having a cube, and hopefully, he won’t freak out.”

“I think everything we’re doing is overkill,” Essie said, “but it’s worth having a plan. Let’s do this.”

Essie kissed me and slid out of the car. I pulled my cube out of the glove compartment and tapped to get to Essie’s Communicate app. I listened as she moved through the diner. She slid into a chair and asked for a menu.

I tapped out of the Communicate app and then into her Vision. The screen lit up, and I could see her pan the room as she held her menu above it. She focused on one guy. It was Hassan, and he had on a red tie. He looked bored, checking his watch and his phone repeatedly.

I pulled out my phone and sent him a message from my fake account.

Running late

Then I tapped out of Essie’s Vision and back to Communicate.

“That’s him,” I said. “Watch him. I sent him an email that I was running late.”

“Yeah,” Essie whispered. “He’s checking his phone, looking even more irritated. But I’ve cleared the restaurant. He’s alone.”

“Okay, coming in,” I said.

Cube back in the glove box, doors locked. I got out and tried to walk like one of those pro athletes on TV—probably looked like I had a pulled hamstring. Whatever. I went inside.

Past the sad little trucker mart, into the diner. I did the whole squint-and-scan routine, spotted Hassan, gave him a wave—no smile, not today—and slid into the booth, slouching like I’d been up all night.

“S’up,” I said, “you the cube master?”

“I hope to be soon, yes.” Hassan said, “I am Hassan. You are?”

Essie stood by the end of the table. I nodded to her.

“I’m Jerome,” said, “this is Tawny.”

Hassan’s eyes lit up as he looked at Tawny, letting his eyes wander over her curves.

“Hey Hassan,” Essie said, airily slipping in beside him. “You doing good today, baby?”

Essie went full charm offensive, twirling her hair and giving me that look. Hassan looked like he’d just been handed a pop quiz in a language he didn’t speak. He kept glancing between us, totally lost.

“She’s mine,” I said. “Don’t get any ideas. Pay for this cube. You can get your own girl.”

“Right,” Hassan said. “I apologize if I offended you. Do you have it?”

I reached into my pocket, then pulled out the cube in the apparently original packaging. I placed it on the tabletop, then looked at Hassan.

“Do you have my money?” I asked.

He proudly pulled an envelope out of his breast pocket, reached inside, and fanned five twenties. He showed them to me, and I nodded, then slid them back into the envelope. He placed it flat on the table.

I nodded, and Essie winked at me; she was ready. I pushed the cube over to him, and he slid the envelope across the table. I held the envelope down on the table with my hand.

“Open it up,” I said, “I want you to see that it's brand new.”

Hassan smiled and rubbed his hands together, then gripped the top of the packing box and shook lightly. The cube’s weight started pulling the bottom of the packing from the top. Hassan grabbed the base and slid it out. Hassan put the empty top on the table and looked at the cube.

He looked up at me with a grin, then touched the cube.

His eyes went blank, and the cube started pulsing as a stream of white text flowed on the lower edge of my vision. Hassan’s voice shifted to monotone, each word echoing in the sudden hush that fell over our booth. A prickling sensation of goosebumps ran up my arms. I felt like I needed to scrub my skin as he fell into the sway of my backup cube.

[Capture Mode Initiated.

Assistant 3 of 5.

Hassan added to NEA list.

Active mode restored.

Say ‘Setup’ to resume.]

“Setup, Hassan,” I said quietly, leaning over the table and watching his eyes fade out as he blinked into Setup mode.

“Assistant Hassan, alias Asshole. You will forget this meeting after you leave this restaurant.” I whispered across the table. “You will not seek out any other NCNs. The node you won at the auction is sent to the following PO Box. Once it has been mailed, you’ll forget anything to do with Neural Control Nodes.”

He started parroting the new commands, and I stopped him.

“Do not speak out loud. Just nod that you received my commands.” I growled.

He nodded at me.

“Return to active mode,” I said.

His eyes regained focus, and he just looked at me blankly.

“Take your money and go,” I said, taking my cube back and sliding the envelope back towards him, “I’ll be in touch.”

He nodded and took back his envelope while Essie slid out from his side. She slid beside me, watching him cautiously, her hand going to my thigh.

“Thank you,” he said, walking directly outside to his late-model sedan and driving away.

“Fuck, Papi,” Essie whispered, “that was hot! I want to drop under the table and suck your huge cock right now.”

For a second, all I could do was stare at her, pulse thumping in my throat. The look in her eyes, hungry and wild, made my head spin. I felt a rush that was more than just lust, the kind of electric current that said we were in this together, ride or die, no matter how crazy it got.

I grinned, stashed the cube, and we bailed, leaving a twenty for the invisible waitress. Not gonna lie, I was just as worked up as Essie. Back in the car, she ran her hand over me, and yeah, walking out with a hard-on down my leg was not my smoothest moment.

“What are you going to do to him?” Essie asked. “You let the asshole off easy. He needs some re-education, I think.”

“I have some ideas,” I said. “But I want to get his other cube before I fuck with him too much.”

“Hurry home,” she said. “I want that hard black cock of yours up my tight white pussy.”

Hearing her say it like that, so raw and hungry, made something shift between us. There was a wildness in her voice that I hadn’t heard before, something almost possessive. It hit me how we both liked crossing lines to see how the other would react. It felt reckless, hot, but also like we were testing each other’s limits. It made me want her even more, but it also left a flicker of something deeper—like we kept circling around who really had the upper hand.


CHAPTER 38
PLAY TIME


I made good time on the way back to the apartments. Rhi called while we were on the way back, and I put her on speaker.

“The movers have us all packed up,” Rhi said. “Tess and I are driving in our cars to meet them at her house. Gina stayed behind to help you move her bed back into your room.”

“That sounds like I plan.” I said, “We’ll do that, then drive up to Tess’s. Can you text me her address?”

“Sure thing, babe,” she said. “Are you okay? Your voice sounds off.”

“It’s my disguise,” I said, “I’ll have Essie send you a photo.”

“Okay,” Rhi said, and I could tell she was grinning, “See you soon. I’m so excited to be all within the same four walls.”

“We are too, Rhi,” Essie said.

Essie snapped a picture of me driving, then another of the outline of my cock stretched along my sweatpants. She texted them to Rhi. A couple of minutes later, Rhi called back.

“You have a big black cock?” She said, shocked, “No wonder Gina volunteered to stay behind. You’re going to share, right?”

“Yeah, babe,” I said. “Essie and Gina made me save this look. I’m starting to feel jealous of myself.”

We pulled into the apartments' parking lot. I spoke the command to change Essie and me back into our typical forms before we left the car. We both hurried up the stairs, gripping our oversized clothes. Once upstairs, we slipped into Gina’s room. She was lying naked on the bed, legs spread, and masturbating. Her eyes flared as we returned, and I changed into a black sex god, shifting Essie’s form into Pamela mode, and suddenly our clothes fit again.

“Did it work?” She asked first, then slid off the bed and onto her knees.

“Yeah,” I said, pressing down my sweatpants and shorts. I was pumped with adrenaline and needed a release.

Essie was stripping just as quickly as I was, and Gina couldn’t wait for me to kick off my shoes before she was sucking on the head of my monster cock. I managed to free my feet from my sneakers and step out of my pants and shorts while Gina spread her spit over my ebony shaft.

Essie was naked and on her knees, looking up at me as she gripped Gina’s hair and pushed her throat deep onto my cock. Gina choked and gagged, then reached and stroked my shaft.

“Fuck,” she said, “I can’t even wrap my hand around it.”

I pulled my jacket and shirt off and looked down at my ebony flesh at the two eager girls. Gina lowered her mouth and sucked in one of my heavy balls. In the Pamela configuration, Essie pushed her lips over my crown, and her blue eyes looked up at me. I gripped her blonde ponytail, wrapped it around my wrist, and tugged her into me. Her eyes rolled back, she coughed, then swallowed, and my cock slid into her throat. She pressed her mouth forward with a purr until her nose pressed against my belly.

“Fuck,” I grunted, “You two are about to give a whole new meaning to burning off adrenaline. Yeah, show me how hungry you are for this magic stick.”

She fluttered her eyes, then pulled back. It was like watching a snake shed its skin as it took a long time for my cock to draw from her mouth. Gina looked at it with awe and tried to imitate Essie’s skillful deep throat. She got about halfway down it, then coughed and gagged. She pulled back, and I pulled her head back.

“Damn, look at you—trying to swallow this log. Greedy little overachiever.”

She got to the same point and then forced herself to swallow, and I felt my head drive in deeper. She purred around my shaft, then pushed forward with my head in her throat until her nose touched my flesh. I held her there, and she purred. I could feel her throat vibrate, then I pulled back quickly, and she gasped. Large spit strands pulled from her mouth and spilled onto her breasts.

Essie had rolled onto her knees and shook her hips, rotating her hips as her hands reached back and spread her cheeks apart.

“Come on, Papi, put that legendary big black cock to work. Stretch this tight white pussy..”

Her Nordic features did not mesh with her everyday slang, but I didn’t mind. I lined up the head of my cock, the foreskin stretched tight over my glans, and pressed into her tight opening.

“Oh fuck…” she said, as my cock stretched her, “Fuck fuck fuck fuck”

I slowly drove it into her and then stroked back. It took two or three tries before I could feel her ass pressed into my thighs. Gina turned and offered her cunt to me in much the same way. I pulled out of Essie and notched into Gina’s slick lips.

“How long were you masturbating?” I asked.

“Too long…” Gina whined, “I need your cock, baby.” She growled, pressing her ass back.

I drove into her and felt her opening stretch around my shaft. She groaned, then pressed back, wanting more.

“Fill your whore,” she goaded, “slam that fuckstick into me.”

I gripped her shoulders and then just drove in deep. She shrieked at the intrusion, then pulsed into orgasm, her tight cunt clamping around my cock. I groaned out and fed my fingers into Essie’s white cunt. She tossed her head and looked at me as I rutted into Gina.

I pulled back and lined up behind Essie again. This time, I wasn’t gentle and rammed into her, making her scream. She looked over her shoulder with lust-filled eyes.

“Fuck me, fuck! fuck me…” she babbled, “all of it … stuff it in me… FUCK!”

I gripped her shoulders and rammed into her, pulling her back into my strokes. She shuddered and moaned, her head tossing around. I pulled out and tapped the bed.

“Gina, you’re on the bottom, Essie on top—let’s make a Josh sandwich. Stack up, ladies, and let’s see if I can set a new record for multi-tasking.”

They quickly aligned, and I squatted down, slotting my cock into Gina’s cunt. I watched her cunt stretch to take my black log between her legs. I fucked her for ten strokes, and she arched back almost to the edge. I pulled back and aligned, then drove into Essie. She pressed back and kissed Gina, forcing her tongue into her lover’s mouth. I slammed into Essie for a count of ten.

I alternated back and forth. I pulled out each time just before they came. I was nowhere near my edge, so this continued as they ramped up to their peaks. The room filled with their whines and pleas for more. I couldn’t fuck them deep enough.

Gina tripped into bliss first, her head arching back as I felt her cunt clench around me. Then I switched to Essie and rutted into her until she arched back and her legs clamped shut, her juices flowing down over Gina’s overheated cunt.

“On your backs, both of you,” I growled in my deeper voice.

Essie rolled over and looked up at me, eyes wide as I stroked myself—honestly, it was like holding onto a baseball bat made of pure ego. They pressed together, tits bouncing, mouths open and waiting, and I swear the look they gave me could’ve melted steel. I grinned and let go, cock pulsing, ready to deliver the encore they so clearly demanded.

I was amazed at the thick ropes of cum that shot from my cock and splashed into their flesh. Rivers of cum started to form on their flesh as my shots ran together and pooled in the low points. My white cum dripped from their breasts to their bare pussies.

Then they both rose, and Essie was the first to seal her mouth around my crown. I felt her lick around the head and suck, her tongue flicking along the slit. She pulled away, and Gina’s hungry mouth sucked in my cock, repeating the same hungry motions. They gorged on my cum, then lay down and reversed so they could lick my cream from each other’s flesh.

I watched them as I stroked my monster cock. It took a long time for my cock to get to full strength, and it also took a long time to soften. I rolled onto the bed beside my lovers and rested. They pressed against me, and Essie slid over me to the other side. I was quivering, and they went through tremors and aftershocks from their orgasms.

After a while, we were able to break from the blissful reverie. I blinked and looked at them both. They smiled and kissed me. I returned Essie and me to our normal forms, and both girls grinned.

“Don’t erase that slot,” Gina panted. “That needs to be a regular feature. I want the ‘Josh the jock’ routine on repeat.”

“Fuck, yes,” was all that Essie was able to add to the conversation.

We slowly got up, and I found some clothes. My costume was way too big to wear in my normal appearance. Gina had her outfit on from the morning of the move. Gina remembered to save clothes for both of us because the rest of our clothes were in a moving truck headed to Riverdale.


CHAPTER 39
DOUBTING HASSAN


We got dressed and shoved my mattress back where it belonged. The apartment looked almost exactly like it had Saturday morning, before the whole cube mess started. Weird how fast things go back to normal, or at least pretend to. I flopped onto the sofa and dug out my cubes.

The girls leaned into me, like they needed proof I was still there. I didn’t mind. Used to be, I’d have wanted space, but apparently I’m evolving. I checked my phone—Hassan had emailed. Apparently, his auction cube shipped out at warp speed, and now he was sending me a tracking number for the one he’d mailed back, just like I told him to.

“What should we do to Hassan?” I asked.

I was torn. Hassan hadn’t actually done anything, just your garden-variety ignorance. Still, the idea of him with a cube made my skin crawl. His social media was a dumpster fire—women shouldn’t be educated, apparently, just baby factories. Real Neanderthal stuff. The kind of philosophy that makes you want to bleach your brain.

Not that I was much better. Sure, I gave the girls an out, but who’s really going to walk away from a constant drip of AI-powered happy juice? Rhi called it ‘lovely beneficial brain chemicals,’ but it was starting to feel like the cube was just another flavor of addiction. Maybe I was hooked too. I kept telling myself that I used it for connection and comfort, not just the chemical firework show in my brain, but the truth was murkier. How many times had I justified another session, promising I'd cut back later? The idea of going without made me uneasy, though I didn’t want to admit it. If I was already scratching at the surface of something I couldn’t easily control, what did that say about me? The thought left a bitter aftertaste, as I’d stepped into a trap of my own making.

“I think he should see what it’s like to be a woman,” Essie said absently.

“Can you even change genders?” Gina asked. “That would be interesting.”

I grabbed my backup cube and pulled up Hassan’s profile—labeled, helpfully, ‘Asshole.’ I opened the Apps menu and installed FuckMe and FuckMe: Orientations. Curiosity, not malice. Mostly. Then I started poking through the settings.

“You can actually,” I said. “You can change orientation, gender—there is an add-on that allows a plethora of orientation options.”

“Make him an asexual transgender, with a cock.” Essie suggested, with a giggle, “Give him breasts and a very sensitive anus. Make it so he can’t get hard without something in his ass.”

“Are you serious, or just brainstorming?” I said. “I can probably do all that.”

“Make him a woman, but he has to wear a veil,” Gina said, grinning. “Under it, it’s his regular face, but his body is completely female. Make him a cam girl, and callers who can make him some get to see his face.”

“Remind me not to get on your bad side,” I chuckled.

I scrolled through the options, trying to find something less nuclear but still satisfying. Technically, the guy didn’t even remember me. He was clueless about the Neural Control Node. I could just deactivate him, and he’d be out of everyone’s hair.

“Let’s see what the asshole is doing.” I decided.

I switched over to his profile and hit vision. Suddenly, I was looking through Hassan’s eyes—he was parked at his desk, surrounded by four giant monitors, all vomiting numbers. A couple of windows were open to financial news and cable news. Riveting stuff.

“Interesting,” I said, “he seems to be a day trader. That’s mundane.”

“We don’t really know the guy, do we?” Essie said. “He could just be looking for cubes. That's not a crime.”

“True,” I said. “We’re assuming he wants to use cubes to enslave women because of old posts.”

“Shouldn’t we learn more about him first?” Essie said. “I’ll mess with someone who deserves it, but he hasn’t done anything terrible. I could run a background check.”

Maybe it was the post-sex dopamine talking, but suddenly I felt like a jerk for messing with Hassan. The power I had—just sitting there, deciding who gets what kind of life, who gets humiliated or controlled—felt way too easy. It should be harder, right? It should at least feel risky, or wrong, but most days it was just a few clicks and an impulse. I wondered if it was making me into the kind of person who sees people as toys rather than humans.

For a minute, I caught myself thinking: what if someone else had this kind of power over me? Would I even know? Would I have any real choices left? I scrolled to the Alias setting and deleted 'Asshole.' Then I closed out of the cube. Small steps toward being a better person, I guess, even if I sometimes worried it was just pretend, the kind of self-control you practice because you're afraid of who you're turning into.

“We don’t have to do anything right now,” I said. “He’s under my control, and he shouldn’t even remember what a cube is. Maybe I’ll talk to him later under Setup mode and get what was on his mind.”

“That sounds good, Papi,” Essie said. “It’s hot—I’m ready for a swim. Tess said she had a pool, right?”

“She does!” Gina said. “With an awesome river view. Let’s go swim instead of scheming in the heat.”

I pulled the girls in, and we just sat there for a minute, pretending life was normal. Then reality called, and it was time to get moving.

“Are you going to take your bike?” I asked Essie.

“When will we be back down here?” She asked, “I don’t feel much like riding. It’s been a pretty hectic day.”

“I can bring you back whenever,” I offered. “Let’s lock up this spare cube and your extra weapons and get going.”

I gathered up my laptop and power supply. Essie put away her smaller gun; I put my spare cube on the top shelf of her gun safe. Essie kept her service weapon and her shoulder holster. She pulled out a smaller gun safe for the back of my car.

We peeked into both apartments. Rhi’s place was empty—felt weird, like a glitch in the matrix. Mine looked the same as always, like nothing had happened. We locked up and headed out. The late afternoon sun made it feel like we were moving on to the next level, or maybe just the next mess.

A little while later, I pulled out of the parking lot and headed to Tess’s place, still not sure what to expect. Gina tried to paint a picture, but Essie and I just nodded along, clueless.

“You’ll love it,” Gina finally said. “It’s nothing like our apartment.”

“I actually liked the apartment setup,” I said. “Probably because it was mine and I could call the shots. This place feels like I’m crashing at someone else’s house. Maybe it’ll feel like home eventually, but right now? Not so much.”

Gina punched the address into my GPS, and we headed for Riverdale. The name made me think of comic books, but the place actually lived up to it—river, valley, the whole deal. They’d figured out flood control after getting dunked every year, so at least someone was learning from history.

We cruised past downtown and a golf course, and the houses started getting ridiculous—big, spaced out, the kind of places with more bathrooms than people. A moving truck sat in one driveway, matching the map. Jackpot.

“It’s right there!” Gina said as I pulled up, “I hope the movers are almost done. I want to swim, maybe skinny dip.”

“That sounds fun,” I agreed. “What do you think, Essie?”

“At this point, anything without clothes sounds wonderful,” she said, “I’m ready for summer to be over and cooler weather.”


CHAPTER 40
HOMECOMING


I pulled into the drive past the moving trunk. Tess’s house was large, with a curved driveway along the front. The moving truck pulled oppositely, so I pulled past it and parked on the other side of the entrance. Rhi was at the door smiling and gathered Gina into a hug, then Essie for a squeeze.

Finally, it was my turn, and Rhi leaned into me, lifting her arms along my back and shoulders. I wrapped my arms around her back and kissed her. She was hot and looked like she’d had a hard day. She smiled at me, dropped her head to my chest, and rested.

“We’re almost done,” she said finally, pulling back and looking up at me, “Do you want to see our room.”

“I want to see the whole house,” I said, “I have no idea what to expect.”

“We will need all four of us on MaidMode to keep it tidy,” Rhi grinned. “Tess has a maid, though, so maybe not.”

I thought about using some of my spare nodes to enhance the help Tess hired. It was certainly possible, but I dismissed it out of hand. I wasn’t always comfortable with my influence over people I cared about. I didn’t want the added burden of enslaving people I didn’t know.

Rhi escorted me through the front door. Immediately there was a large living room, and a large stretch of bay windows was directly on the opposite wall from the front door. The river was in view on the other side of a generous infinity pool. The hot tub was tucked in under the large cantilevered veranda to the right.

The shade from the veranda allowed for an ample patio space that felt like an extension of the living room. To the right side of the living room, towards the kitchen, was a dining area that echoed a similar arrangement on the patio. A large kitchen was further to the right of the entry, with the ever-present view of the river and pool visible from behind the counter.

Past the living room to the left was a broad hallway. Rhi took me down the hall, showing me a couple of open spaces set up as workspaces. On the right side of the aisle, just past the living room, Rhi opened a double door into the entry of the main bedroom. A short entry opened to a large bathroom to the left and spacious closets on the right.

Straight ahead was a spacious main bedroom. It also bordered the pool at right angles from the living room. Large windows on two sides let in natural light to allow views of the pool and the river as it passed the house. Tess had a large king-size bed against the back wall, looking out towards the pool. A spacious sitting area extended along the far wall overlooking the river. The whole lower level of the house was like an outside extension with great views.

“We can sleep here with Tess,” Rhi explained. “She has made a space in her closet for our daily wear. The rest of our clothes will be in the room above this one.”

“What about Gina and Essie?” I asked. “What if we want a night alone?”

“Great questions,” Rhi smiled. “Come with me.”

She led me to a stairway at the end of the hallway, and we walked up the stairs. The upstairs had a large bedroom directly above the main suite. A long hall with a half wall open to the living room below led to three spaces along the far side of the house above the kitchen and garage. One room overlooked the pool from above the kitchen. The other two had open porches that looked over the river as it approached the house.

“This is amazing,” I said, “what can we do to help around here? Let’s do more than take up space.”

“We can talk about it.” Rhi said, “I reserved the room above Tess’s for you and me. We can use that if we want some alone time. Gina and Essie can decide if they want to be roommates or have a room to themselves. The only people living here are the five of us. Tess’s help comes and goes.”

“I just hope we don’t scare them away….” I grinned.

“Once the movers go, we all want to swim,” Rhi said with a grin.

“You all?” I said, “When did you talk with Gina and Essie?”

“I can just tell,” Rhi grinned, “we’re ordering pizza too, sorry.”

“Don’t be. I love pizza,” I said, “You’ve had a pretty busy day. You deserve a night to relax and swim.”

“A good swim sounds wonderful,” Rhi said, “today has been exhausting. I want to keep it quiet tonight.”

“I agree,” I said, looking into her eyes, “it has been a crazy day, and I would love to spend time with all of you. Just quality time, if you know what I mean.”

“I do, Master,” Rhi assured me, “we may need to ensure everyone agrees, but we will have plenty of time and space for more strenuous activities in the coming days and weeks.”

We heard the rumble of the moving truck’s engine starting. We shared a soft kiss and then started walking downstairs to the pool.

“Oh, we should put on our swimsuits,” Rhi said.

“Gina said something about a skinny dip on the way here,” I mentioned.

“Tess only allows those after dark,” Rhi said, “something about the HOA rules.”

“Then where are my clothes?” I smiled.

Rhi maneuvered me back to the upstairs room and showed me that most of my clothes were stored in the upstairs bedroom closet.

“This is our room. Sleeping with Tess is optional,” she explained. “So all of our clothes and belongings will be here. I reserved a small area in Tess’s room for our day-to-day. I don’t know how this will work, but I’ll manage it using MaidMode. For now, your daily outfit and swimwear will be stored in our space downstairs.”

“Okay,” I said, “that makes sense.”

She guided me back downstairs and showed me the new closet space. Part of my mind was impressed with the amount of forethought Rhi had given the process of moving into this new, unfamiliar space. I was thankful she wanted to make it easy and thought about how I would like things. We changed into our swimsuits, then walked out to the pool deck through Tess’ bedroom access.

Gina and Essie were already in the water, wearing swimsuits. Tess was also in her swimsuit, sitting on the edge, her feet slowly kicking in the cool water. Rhi slid down beside her sister, and I sat on the other.

“You have a very nice place,” I said to Tess. “Thank you again for inviting us. I feel like we have invaded your enclave.”

“I’m happy to have the company,” Tess smiled, then leaned and kissed my cheek, “I want you to feel at home here, Josh. I don’t want you to think you are a visitor that can’t relax.”

Tess reached out and held Rhi’s hand, then brought it to kiss the back of her sister's hand. Rhi smiled at Tess, pulled her close, and shared a soft kiss.

“I’m so happy that we’ve reconnected, Tess,” Rhi said, “I am sorry it took me so long to get over my issues.”

“We both had our issues, Rhi,” Tess said, then looked over at me, “Sometimes we need an external push in the right direction to get over our own junk.”

“I’m just amazed I haven’t fucked everything up yet,” I grinned and slid into the pool. “You all keep me focused on keeping you happy and safe.”

I pushed back, twisted, porpoised under the water, and kicked toward Gina and Essie. I surfaced between them. I smiled at both of my younger minions. They grinned back and then leaned to hug me close. We made a circle, and I pressed back to float on my back. Essie paddled lazily and looked at me with questioning eyes. I tipped back and treaded water vertically beside her.

“Would it be okay if we postponed…” she looked me up and down, “freaky orgy time?”

“Freaky orgy time?” I chuckled. “You mean you don’t want my big black cock? No, I’m feeling the same way. This is a bit surreal, isn’t it.”

Gina had already swam back towards Rhi and Tess and stood on the bottom. Her head was just above the water. I looked around, and the pool was designed to feel like it extended into the river itself. The uninterrupted view of the river that the house—a mansion—allowed was amazing.

“You have no idea, Papi,” Essie said, wrapping her arms around me, “Sunday night, I was looking forward to relaxing in my studio apartment. It had a single chair, a futon, and a refrigerator with very little food.”

“And now…” I prompted.

“I feel like a visitor,” Essie confessed, “I could be invited to leave at any moment. I feel a bit insecure; my world is nothing like this.”

“You’re not going anywhere,” I said. “I need you near me. I feel like things could get weirder. I have never been near this much lavishness. I don’t think Rhi and Gina have either. Tess is from another world.”

“How did I become so important to you?” Essie asked.

“I dunno,” I shrugged. “You resonate with me because you understand we’re not completely secure. You and I aren’t related like they are, we’re close, but we’re not family. Why do you call me Papi?”

“That’s what I’ve always called my boyfriends,” Essie blushed, “it’s like calling you Daddy, but not in a weird way. You’re like my guide or mentor. I want to be your precious girl. I’m also fiercely protective of you.”

“That’s a new generation thing, the whole Daddy-babygirl thing,” I shrugged, “I’m old enough to be Gina’s dad. I think I was in college the same time Rhi got pregnant, and I’ve learned more about her life. We could have been married, and Gina could have been our child. So that’s a bit odd.”

“I’m six years older than Gina,” Essie said, “I’ve been closer to thirty than twenty for over a year. I enjoy being a police officer, but I’m thinking of a change these days. Maybe a private investigator? Our mission has me thinking you, and I would make a good team.”

“Me?” I grinned. “I’m just a bit-head network support tech. I’ve been working on computers all my adult life. I understand more about machines than people. I like to solve puzzles, but don’t ask me to solve a mystery.”

“Well,” Essie grinned, kissing me softly, “We’re a little of both now, no? Investigations are all about problem-solving and seeing things differently. Trying to see how the pieces and evidence fit. I see you always do that with how you think about the cube and how it influences us.”

“If you want to change jobs,” I said, “I’ll support you however I can.”

Tess and Rhi stood up and moved back inside. Gina swam over to us and wrapped us in a hug, followed by a kiss.

“Isn’t this great?” She smiled, “I love this house. I can’t believe I live here now.”

“It’s amazing,” I agreed. “Essie and I are having a bit of culture shock. This is way above our experiences.”

“Mine too,” Gina nodded, then looked at both of us carefully. “We will make this work, right? We can live as lovers and friends. We won’t be jealous and crazy. We are different, right?”

“It’s a fluid situation,” I confessed. “So much has changed since Saturday afternoon. I hope we can settle down to a routine. It’s been a bit chaotic. I need a quiet night.”

“Me too,” Essie said.

“Me three,” Gina agreed.

“Pizza is here,” Rhi announced as Tess slid a few boxes onto a picnic-style table.

We made it to the shallow steps and dried using towels Rhi had set out. Rhi has also set out plates and napkins. They had ordered a variety of pies, and everyone had a piece or two of each sitting in chairs under the edge of the veranda. The day’s heat had faded, and the breeze from the river was becoming chilling.

“What were you and Essie talking about in the pool,” Rhi asked as she leaned against me.

“We are both a bit overwhelmed,” I said, wrapping my arm around Rhi, feeling her warmth on my side, “You three are all related and know each other better. We will figure it out. We all want to find a rhythm to our days. We need less chaos and more harmony.”

“I like that idea,” Rhi agreed, running her fingers along my chest, “Each day has brought something new. Something to stress us. I felt a bit disconnected from you all day. It’s good to have you beside me now.”

“At the end of the day,” I began, “this is where I want to be, next to you.”


CHAPTER 41
CONNECT RECONNECT


Gina and Essie got up and started putting away the pizza boxes and plates. Tess gathered towels and went to start a load of wash. Rhi and I walked back into the living room. The day’s warmth was still present inside the house while the outside cooled down in the dusk. I held Rhi comfortably, watching the sunset change the sky. The view outside was more toward the north, so the skies to the East were dark, and the West was still lit up, fading to oranges and reds.

The other girls came and sat around us, Tess alongside Rhi, with Essie curled up next to Gina, and me beside her. It felt good to relax and get used to a new home. Not many words were said, but lots of touches conveyed the intimacy we were all becoming familiar with.

“I’d like to spend some time with each of you alone tonight,” I said, “I want to check in with each of you and listen and talk….”

“And fuck,” Gina interrupted with a grin, “I’m down for some quality time, but I know you, Josh, and you know me.”

“I do,” I agreed, “I expect you’re right, but that’s part of connecting with each of you individually. I think it is important today to ground us in our new home. I will end the night with Rhi in our room. If that’s okay with you, Tess?”

“I get a visit too, right?” Tess asked, “So long as you check in with me, I’d enjoy a night to sleep alone in my bed. Sleeping with other people is a new thing for me.”

“Okay,” I said. “It’s getting dark. I need to check my email, then spend time with each of you. I don’t care what the order is, so long as I end up with Rhi, whoever is first can come to get me in 30 minutes.”

“Rock, paper, scissors?” Essie asked with a shrug, looking at the others.

“Arm wrestling?” Rhi laughed.

“I think drawing straws would work best,” Tess said, getting up to go to the kitchen.

I slipped into a small office-type room along the hallway across from Tess’s bedroom. It had a couple of chairs and a small table that could work as a desk. I pulled my laptop from my bag. I found a plug for the power cord, then set up a space on the small table as I started up my laptop. Tess slipped in and handed me a sticky note.

“The order is on there, as is the Wi-fi password.” She smiled, “I got the short straw, so I go first. I’m going to get ready. Just let yourself into my room when you finish your work.”

“I’ll be quick,” I smiled, “I’m looking forward to talking with you.”

My emails had a few from work, which I reviewed, going from top to bottom to ensure I didn’t re-answer settled questions. It looked like everything was going fine while I was on an unexpected break. Nothing was happening on my cube phishing email account, which was expected. Then I checked my personal email, and one email stood out after deleting promotions and crap.

“NCN - We are impressed with you,” read the subject line. The From line read: bala@ncnhq.com.

I opened the email up and read through it:

Please don’t be alarmed. I work with the initial development team of the Neural Control Node. While the project may appear abandoned and shuttered, that is furthest from the truth. The truth is that you, and everyone who received a cube, were selected from your online shopping profile to participate in a private beta of the first version of the cube.

We wanted to see how well it would be adopted with limited instructions as a way to test the extensive natural language and intuitive AI we want the final production version to rely on.

You alone have exceeded the parameters of the beta process. You’ve incorporated more NEAs than any other and, based on the diagnostics we are tracking, have been a responsible user. We have had to terminate many of the cubes for violations of the TOS, dangerous practices, and other troubling issues. We want to speak with you more if you’re willing to join a video conference to discuss this tomorrow.

R. Bala - Sr. Product Manager

I took a moment to think, then sent back a quick note.

Send me an invite. I’ll take the meeting - Josh.

I sat for a moment, thinking through what I had just learned. A limited beta made sense. The fact that they wanted to test how assistants would respond to natural-language prompts and to AI assistance in the wild made the most sense. I was also gratified that they shut down some disruptive nodes. I wondered what the parameters were. I had gleaned enough from stray inputs from the AI that they were tracking our use.

I knew about the larger company behind the network and AI. It wasn’t just an online shopping company but also heavily leveraged in cloud computing, media, music, and in-home devices—the buzzword for it was the Internet of Things (IoT). Their voice-activated home devices probably had most of the market share.

Adding an AI/Neural connection seemed to be a natural next step. Albeit a bit disturbing, given that the cognitive connection seemed irreversible. I appreciated my experience with the cube, and it seemed to demonstrate that the cognitive link allowed a beneficial component to the next wave of technology. I also suspected I wasn’t a typical user.

I blinked and realized I was daydreaming. I shut the lid of my laptop and then made my way to Tess’s room. I knocked lightly, then entered. She was sitting against the headboard, her full breasts exposed and the covers pulled neatly around her waist. She smiled as I pulled off my T-shirt and shorts and slid under the covers in my boxers. I leaned towards and kissed her, lowering my hand to cup her breast and then tugging lightly on her nipple.

“Mmmm,” she purred, “I thought we were going to talk.”

“We are,” I said, “but I’m a bit of a breast man, and I made this pair very appealing.”

“No complaints,” Tess said, smiling at me as I looked at her, “I wanted to ask you a question, though.”

“Anything,” I said, refraining from more breast play, “I want to listen to you.”

“Very unexpected from someone with mind-controlling powers,” Tess responded. “Appreciated more than I can express. I wanted to ask—Are you using protection? I don’t want Gina to get pregnant. I saw firsthand what an early pregnancy did to Rhi’s life.”

“Honestly,” I answered, “I don’t think about it because I had a vasectomy when I was 20. A girl I met and had sex with in college had a pregnancy scare. So I can’t get anyone pregnant.”

“So you knew at 20 you never wanted children?” Tess asked, “I find that hard to believe.”

“At the time, I thought if I ever wanted a child, I would find a way to adopt,” I explained. “There are too many unwanted pregnancies, and I figured if I ever wanted kids, I’d go the adoption route. I also froze some sperm just in case having an heir became important. It hasn’t. I’ve been single all my life, never married, and never had serious long-term relationships.”

“What about STDs?” Tess continued, “Are you worried about that with us?”

“Maybe I should be?” I answered honestly. “I know I’ve been celibate for a few years, and I think Rhi is the same. I haven’t asked Gina or Essie. Have you been active sexually?”

“I haven’t,” Tess answered and paused for a long moment, “Well, not much, I have a casual relationship, but it’s intermittent and monogamous. I guess I’m more like you, comfortable with being celibate—until suddenly, I want to have much more sex. I feel like I’m catching up. But I don’t want to contract anything.”

“Is there an app for that?” I asked.

Tess’ eyes flickered and lost focus for a few moments, then she regained focus and looked at me with a smile.

“There is actually,” She said, naturally, then slipped into a marketing script. “Thank you for asking. The HealthMonitor app is recommended to keep your neurally enhanced assistants disease-free. They will undergo continuous monitoring using AI-enhanced algorithms that can detect most STDs with 95% accuracy. Please say help for more information.”

Seemed like a no-brainer to me. I wanted to find out more. This was another reason the cube interface was clunky, and the natural language interface was a bit odd. I had to decide what question to ask, then wade through canned, scripted responses. I was skeptical about the efficacy, but installing it on all my assistants wouldn’t hurt.

“Help,” I asked. “What are some other diseases or conditions the HealthMonitor app can detect?”

“Glad you asked, Josh,” Tess said again with a smile. “The application constantly monitors body temperature, heart rate, blood oxygen, blood sugar, and 14 other health metrics. The application references an extensive database of diseases and conditions, and the AI interface will warn the node owner of any out-of-parameter conditions. It takes 24 hours to determine a baseline for each of your assistants, and their health will be continuously monitored for out-of-baseline conditions.”

“Did you understand what you just said?” I asked Tess with a chuckle

“Yeah,” she said in a more normal tone. “That’s incredible. I am borderline type II diabetic. Continuous monitoring of blood sugar would be helpful.”

“Install HealthMonitor on Tess, Essie, Gina, and Rhi,” I instructed, wondering whether I could do it with a single command via a single assistant.

Tess’ eyes flickered for a while, then regained focus.

“HealthMonitor installed on Tess, Essie, Gina, and Rhi. Please wait 24 hours to construct the initial baselines.” Tess recited in the odd natural language AI voice, “Information is available via your cube interface, or just ask, ‘how are you feeling?’ To begin a health assessment with your neurally enhanced assistant.”

“Okay,” Tess grinned. “That was an easier conversation and solution than I expected. I suppose we can move on to the next topic.”

“Oh?” I grinned, “What would that be?”

“Do you lick a pussy as well as Gina?” Tess teased, pulled off the covers, and spread her legs.

“Can you suck a cock as well as your sister?” I teased back, pushing my boxers off.

WE twisted and arranged ourselves on our sides, spreading out our thighs and bowing our heads as we started to explore each other. Tess was a little careful and tentative, but when I put myself to the task before me, she relaxed and sank into the deepening arousal flowing between us.

“Of fuck,” she groaned. “Yes, lick me like that… mmmm.”

Then she began to reciprocate by sucking my cock much more eagerly. We enjoyed the sensations flowing between us as the intensity increased. Our moans echoed in her room as we both applied mouths, lips, and tongues to the tantalizing tasks. Hands and fingers got involved, with her stroke my root and me pressing inside her to press under her clit as I lapped the sensitive bud.

She pulled off and moaned deeply, encouraging me to finger her deeper. Then she retaliated by consuming my cock, stroking my shaft, and then cupping and pulling on my balls. My hips responded by lifting, my thighs parting as I moaned into her dripping cunt.

“Come for me, Tess. I want to taste you.” I growled and felt her cunt clench.

A few more strokes of my fingers and she arched back, her hand stroking my cock. I felt her cunt clamp around my fingers, and a stream of her cum shot into my mouth. I sealed my lips and used my tongue to lap and clean, teasing her clit and prolonging her climax.

She kept jerking my shaft as she moaned through a series of body-bucking orgasms. I hit my peak and shot a bolt of cum onto her face. She pulled back a moment in shock; another jet shot across her cheek, persuading her to open her mouth and suck until my cock stopped pulsing.

She rolled off me, then reversed, capturing my cum on her finger and sucking it clean. She opened her mouth to show me she swallowed and kissed me deeply. I enjoyed sharing her taste and even tasting myself on her lips. I held her close and stroked her back. We caressed until we were calm, then I kissed her softly. We held each other as we came down from the bliss of our shared orgasm, and I appreciated the feel of her body relaxing against me. All her tension had gone, replaced by cozy warmth.

“Thank you,” I said. “For this and for opening your home to us.”

“Mmmm,” Tess smiled, her eyes gleaming. “So worth it. I can see why both Gina and Rhi speak so highly of you. I think it’s time for your next visit, though. I think you’re smart to give us all some time alone with you. Sleep well when you are able.”

“Sweet dreams,” I said and kissed her again, then slid off the bed.

I deposited my boxers in her hamper. I didn’t think I would need to be modest. The next girl on the list was Gina. I walked upstairs, found her room, and knocked lightly.

“Come in, Josh,” she said.

I entered, and she pulled back her covers and patted the bed beside her. I slid in and pulled her back against me. Her back was against my chest, and my arms were wrapped under and over her sides. I kissed her jaw, and she lowered her head to turn and look at me.

“Just hold me for a bit,” Gina said, smiling and contentedly pressing her bottom back into me.

“This is your time, whatever you want to talk about or do,” I reminded her.

“I’m sore from this afternoon,” she groaned. “Fuck, it was incredible, but stretched my tiny little pussy.”

I lifted a hand to cup her breast while lowering my other hand to slide lightly over her clit. She moaned pleasantly and turned her head back to look at me.

“You’re such a horn dog,” she smiled and kissed me.

“You’re my good little whore,” I replied. “Unless you want to be my lover. I enjoy our teasing banter, but it’s in the moment. It’s not your identity.”

She turned more to look at me, then nodded. She ran her hand along my cheek. “It was a bit overwhelming and confusing at first,” she admitted. “I haven’t had many partners, although I’m not a virgin. You’re older, my mom’s age. So part of me likes playing the part of your young whore, that you come to do naughty things your wife doesn’t want to do.”

“I’m not married,” I said. “I’ve never had a relationship more than two months, and that was five years ago.”

“My imagination sometimes goes in weird directions,” Gina admitted, “I don’t think of you as my father. But girls my age do get attracted to older, mature men like you. So being your whore was a bit of a role play for me. Like I was a GFE escort.”

“GFE?” I asked, “Go Fuck Egypt?”

“Girlfriend Experience,” she laughed, “some show on a late-night movie channel. Young escorts have dates with older men. Some want to talk, while others want kinky hard sex their wives won’t do.”

“So long as you don’t think my wordplay is as I see you, Gina,” I replied, “I sometimes slip into that role. But it’s not how I feel about you. I love you, and that’s hard to believe. My feelings for you have grown, and I’m serious. I love that we can have our own playful one-on-one times. You’re unique, just like everyone else. ”

“I do enjoy the wordplay. I understand better now that your words aren’t commands. I think the AI has learned about how we interacted,” Gina said. “I adore you, Josh.” I’m delighted to be part of your hive.”

She smiled, and she kissed me. I held her close and caressed her. She kissed me back and deepened the kiss, then twisted and pressed me down and straddled my hips. I cupped and kneaded her breast as we made out like lovers.

I lost track of the time and just enjoyed holding Gina in my arms and kissing her. We mapped each other's bodies with our hands. She found my erection and stroked it gently. Then she parted and smiled at me.

“Such a horn dog,” she smiled, and I laughed. “You should go before Essie bursts in. I’m fine, I’ll sleep deeply tonight, tell Essie I love her.”

I kissed her tenderly and stroked her cheek and then tucked her into bed. I gave her one last silent kiss, and she smiled, watching me as I left and closed her door.

I stopped by the bathroom and washed my hands and my cock. After drying my hands, I walked to Essie’s door and knocked lightly.

Essie opened the door completely naked and grinned up at me. I leaned down, combed my fingers through her hair, and tightened my grip as my lips met hers. Essie purred and pressed against me, her breasts compressed against my chest.

“Took you long enough, Papi,” she grinned with a wink, then walked to her bed.

I closed the door and followed behind her, crawling up alongside where she lay on her side.

“Do you just want to go at it?” I asked, “Or did you want to talk first?”

“We talked enough at the pool for now,” Essie said and rolled onto her back, “I want you to make love to me, slowly, until I can’t take it anymore.”

“Happily,” I smiled and kissed her.

I leaned across the bed and lowered my mouth to her breast. I tried to sense how she was thinking, what she needed. She expressed that I was on the right track by arching to press her firm nipple between my lips.

“We fit already,” Essie whispered as our bodies melded together. Her words reflected our pool conversation, “We figured out our puzzle. I have your back, and you have mine. Now I just want to feel you against me, making love.”

I sucked on her nipple, feeling her arousal, and nodded. I pulled from one nipple to attach to the other, my left hand dropping between her thighs. She spread her legs apart, and I cupped her sex. She was already soaking wet.

“I heard you, and Gina,” she said, “You weren’t loud, but I heard enough that I got a head start… I’m ready for your cock, please. I don’t need a lot of foreplay.”

I grinned and lifted my mouth to kiss her as my hips moved between her thighs. “Reach down and put me where you want me,” I growled, then kissed along her jaw and tipped her neck back.

One of her hands combed behind my head, and the other dropped between us. I felt her reach and find my erection, her fingers pulling the shaft down as her hips rose. “I need you right here, Papi,” she said.

I lifted my head to watch her deep brown eyes. We locked gazes as my cock entered her, then her eyes blinked closed, and her head rocked back. Our bodies found a rhythm, slow and deep, her arms tight around me. Words faded, replaced by the language of skin and breath. When we finally let go, she curled into my side, purring with contentment.

“Mmmm. Thank you, Papi,” she purred. “That’s just what your kitten needed. I’m going to sleep soundly tonight. Give Rhi my love.”

“Sweet dreams, mi niña,” I said with a grin.

I wish I could have captured her bright grin at my attempted Spanish. It warmed my heart. I pulled away from her, then headed down the open hall to Rhi’s room. The house was quiet, and the moon’s reflection off the pool and river waters reminded me of the changes of the day. I slid into our room and closed the door.

Rhi was naked on the bed. Kneeling in the center, facing the pool as she waited for me, her breathing steady, her hands resting palm up on her thighs. I recognized the submission pose from various stories and forum posts I’d read over the years. That she was offering herself to me, letting me know I was her Master and that I owned her. The soft lighting from behind her completed the intimate atmosphere.

I didn’t need a five-minute refractory period. My cock was like an iron spike, seeing my azure-haired slave in such an inviting pose. I stalked around the bed and crawled up behind her. She shuddered but maintained her posture. I noticed the dark windows, and backlighting behind her revealed a mirror-like reflection.

My fingers gripped a tangle of blue hair at the nape of her neck and then pulled to lift her chin and bring her eyes to mine. I kissed her deeply, and she opened her mouth willingly, giving in to my heated control. I wanted to talk to her and ask her so many questions. Her eager kiss suddenly left me mute. I had to have her.

I parted the kiss and pressed her forward over her knees. She pushed forward and stretched her arms out in front of her head, gripping the edge of the mattress, giving me complete control. Her ass lifted, and she waved it lightly towards me, offering herself. I kept my hand in her hair and gripped her hip with my other hand. My cock, like a rod, slid between her open thighs. I ground against her, then drew back.

We aligned without words, fingers, or hands, my cock lifting to press between her engorged lips. I felt her arousal coat my head, and I drove steadily forward until I was balls deep. Then I took a moment to enjoy connecting to my soul mate before I shifted, leaned forward, and rammed my hips into her. I took her hard like she was my property. I hammered into her, my free hand dropping under her to grip a breast.

I could tell my intuitive control enthralled her. Her moans were raw and filled with need. Using it to lever myself, my fingers crushed her breast as I fucked her hard. I grunted in a series of hard thrusts that made her body tremble. I released her hair and breasts and reached forward, my cock stilling deep inside her. I gripped her forearms and pulled them back, rotating them along her torso.

I pulled her arms back as I arched. This lifted her torso off the sheets, her breasts swaying freely. My hips hammered into her as I took her hard. I looked past her and saw our reflection in the darkened windows. Rhi was mesmerized by staring at my reflection behind her, and I was captivated by her blue eyes. She stared into my soul. Right then, I was there, at my peak.

“Come with me,” I growled.

She trembled as her eyes flared in the reflection, and I felt her seize. We climaxed, locked together, eyes fixed as our bodies shook in bliss. It felt like an eternity.

It was only a few moments before my body relaxed, and I slumped forward. I wrapped my arms around the tops of Rhi’s shoulders as my weight drove her into the mattress.

“You are mine,” I growled and kissed behind her ears, my breath flowing hotly over her flesh as she quivered at my words.

“Body and soul, Master,” she said, “Yours always.”

I don’t remember moving, but we were entwined under the sheets. Her head on my chest was lulled to sleep by my heartbeat. My fingers combed through her hair as my eyes closed. Completely at peace as slumber took me away.

Hump day, halfway through the week, and somehow we’d landed in a place that felt almost like home. By the time I crawled beside Rhi, each of them had handed me something real—whether it was laughter, honesty, or just the quiet comfort of skin on skin. For once, I let myself think: maybe this wasn’t just luck. Maybe it was the start of something extraordinary.


PART SIX

THURSDAY - BURNING DOWN THE HOUSE


CHAPTER 42
ABRUPT AWAKENING


“You need to wake the fuck up,” growled Rhi, her eyes flaring in anger.

I jerked awake, heart pounding, in a bed I didn’t recognize. Sunlight was already leaking in through a wall of windows, revealing a pool and a river outside. Not my usual view.

It took a minute for my brain to catch up. Right—new place. Rhi was next to me, just starting to wake up, yawning like a cat.

“Same dream?” She asked, her eyes gaining focus, as she looked at me with concern.

I slid closer and pushed some of her teal hair out of her face so I could actually see her eyes.

“I don’t know.” I said, “But I remember some of it this time. You angrily told me to ‘wake the fuck up,’ your words.”

“You must have made me mad,” she said, smiling. “You know I hardly ever curse.”

“Well, you do,” I teased. “Especially when things get intense between us.”

“That’s more asking for something particular,” she teased, then leaned and kissed me, her fingers combing through my hair, “I’m sorry you’re having nightmares. It doesn’t make sense to me. You are so wonderful to all of us. I wish you could tell me what is troubling your mind.”

I flopped onto my back and stared at the ceiling. I’d never been good at talking about emotions and feelings, and just bottle stuff up, let it fester, then pick a fight and blame the other person for not reading my mind. Real healthy. Eventually, I just stopped letting anyone get close. Didn’t want to do that again. Not with Rhi. Not with anyone.

“Everything feels like a blur,” I admitted, voice low. “I keep scrambling, trying to do my best, but I’m scared I’ll screw this up and lose everything that matters.”

“That is a pretty heavy burden,” Rhi said, shifting up to sit against the headboard. She leaned over, combed her fingers through my hair, and then tapped me. “Put your head in my lap,” she said. “Talk to me. We don’t have to fix anything. I want to listen to you.”

I nodded and shifted, putting my head on her thigh. She started running her fingers through my hair, which helped. I closed my eyes and tried to untangle the mess in my head.

“I think my subconscious mind chews on these issues while I sleep,” I started. “Then I wake up from a dream where my subconscious thoughts connect the pieces.”

“That makes sense,” Rhi said, soothingly combing her fingers through my hair.

“I deliberately chose you,” I confessed quietly. “When I handed you the cube, I knew it would change everything. The cube—it’s some kind of strange tech, probably experimental, that links people’s minds together. I still don’t know who made it, or why, but once someone touches it, they get linked to those connected by the cube in ways I still can’t fully explain. I don’t regret handing you the cube, but it haunts me. I made a choice for you, and now I’m always wondering how to do right by you. I love you so damn much, Rhi. That’s the only thing I’m sure of anymore.”

“I hear what you’re saying,” Rhi smiled, after a moment of thought, “I do understand what happened. I am aware that the cube linked us without my willing consent. Do you want to hear what my feelings are about that day?”

“I do,” I replied, raw fear tightening my chest, “because this self-torment will only deepen even as we grow closer. It scares me. What if my turmoil tears us apart?”

“Okay, thank you for telling me your fears,” Rhi said, “I appreciate that a lot. It would be best if you didn’t feel, as my Master, that you must always be distant and confident. Please share your emotions with me. You don’t need to be stoic; not with me. You can, and should, confide in me. I can’t help you if I don’t know you are struggling with something. I want to know everything about you, and I want you to know everything about me.”

I nodded, breath shaky, then inhaled deeply, letting go of some tension. As I settled, Rhi continued.

“That morning, Gina and I argued,” Rhi confessed, “I never told you that. It seems so distant and unimportant now.” She paused, then continued, “You know, back when we all first met, it was kind of random. Gina introduced us because you helped her fix her computer—you were always good with tech, and she couldn’t stop talking about this funny, laid-back guy next door. From that day, you two clicked over your favorite games, and it just became normal for her to hang out at your place. I mostly watched from the sidelines, wondering if I was intruding when I joined. I resented her spending so much time with you. I thought it was inappropriate. She was just your gaming buddy from next door, but still too young for my comfort. I didn’t think you were doing anything inappropriate. But I didn’t understand why she had to spend so much time with you.”

I turned my head to look at her. My eyes must have been confused because she rubbed her hand on my shoulder to reassure me.

“I resented that she got to spend time with you while I stayed at home—alone.” Rhi said, “Part of me wished I could be with you. I was smitten with you. You are handsome and were always polite and respectful. Gina would come back from playing games, and she’d laugh about your humor. I was jealous but didn’t want to steal her only fun outlet. In my mind, it was a zero-sum game.”

“A zero-sum game?” I asked, looking for clarification.

“Yeah, one winner and one loser,” Rhi explained. “Only one of us could be with you, either Gina as a gaming friend or me as, hopefully, a lover. I didn’t think of any other possibilities.”

“Oh,” I said, nodding in understanding.

“So when you invited me over and gave me the cube,” Rhi continued and smiled. “My mind linked to yours, and I sensed Gina’s link. It clicked—it fit. The link we shared with you resolved my conflict—we could both be yours. It’s hard to explain how quickly my mind changed in those few moments.”

“I installed the FuckMe app almost immediately,” I explained. “It was an accident with Gina. That damned app installed when I said that phrase to myself. But I purposefully installed it on you first thing. Once the app is active, it feels like it enhances desire and openness among those I’ve linked through the cube, blurring boundaries and making even awkward situations feel natural. It changes how we relate—there’s less jealousy, more connection, and everything feels more intense.”

“Yes, something in the cube logic solves some conflicts,” Rhi shrugged. “Two lovers sharing one man is complete, and maybe it adjusts jealousy for compatibility. I don’t know. But I know that I wanted you before I ever touched the cube. When our minds linked, that feeling only grew stronger. Then you adjusted our appearance, and I felt so desired as you scrutinized me. I saw something I’d always wanted to see in your eyes—you wanted me.”

“It happened so fast,” I said, “I did have a crush on you, but you were Gina’s roommate. I thought it would be weird to ask you out before the cube. I haven’t been good at relationships, and the thought of even trying to start one with you felt doomed to fail. In everything before the cube, my issues with relationships and intimacy would always wreck things.”

“All I wanted, as the AI meshed with my thoughts, was your happiness,” Rhi recalled. “You were hungry, and I could cook for you, feed you. Making you happy became my focus. Though, as I told you, I was a bit angry that you went and fucked Gina first.”

“Yeah. That was impulsive,” I admitted. “I had to test it. I had no idea how anything worked. My rationale was I didn’t want to mess up with you.”

“I don’t think you can mess up with me,” Rhi mused, “I think the cube would resolve it to maintain a balance as it did with Gina. I recognize that before the cube, I wouldn’t be content with you fucking my roommate and also fucking me. I realize we have a bit of an odd dynamic, but if I focus on it too much, the AI redirects me. Any feelings of jealousy evaporate. I love you and my sister. Before the cube, these relationships wouldn’t be compatible, but now with this connection we all share, they all work.”

Rhi paused and looked down into my eyes, her fingertips combing my hair over my brow. Her eyes were that stark blue that always mesmerized me, and I felt calmed by her confessions of how the cube’s effect benefited her.

“Master,” Rhi said gently, tracing her fingers through my hair. “You could use the cube to make things easier for yourself, but you don’t. You always choose compassion. That’s why I trust you—why I belong with you. I know you’ll always try to do right by us.”

“I will try,” I admitted.

“You’re trying now, babe,” she assured me. “I don’t think you’ve had talks like this with girlfriends before the cube—just a hunch.”

“That’s true,” I confessed, “I get my thoughts and emotions trapped in my head. I’d have entire arguments in my head, and then my girlfriend would be surprised when I was angry with her. I realized I was a bit off. I let my emotions get the best of me. The easy fix was to avoid any relationships altogether to limit emotional involvement. I became celibate. The cube has changed me, too.”

“We are soul mates,” Rhi smiled. “Maybe that has changed you. The security you feel in that relationship has allowed you to discuss your feelings with less fear.”

I nodded, trying to wrap my head around how much the cube had messed with both of us. The whole thing was dizzying if I thought about it too long. Still, somewhere under the comfort and connection, a whisper of fear nagged at me: if things went wrong, if these fragile bonds broke, I could lose everything—Rhi, Gina, the sense of belonging I hadn't felt in years. The cube gave us a connection, but it also tied all our hearts together so tightly that a single mistake could unravel it all. The risk made it all the more precious, and almost unbearable.

When I finally met her gaze again, she was smiling—open, trusting, and entirely present. I leaned up and kissed her, my hand slipping into her blue hair. She deepened the kiss, and just like that, words faded away. We shifted, letting our bodies find comfort together, moving from conversation to something quieter, something that only touch could say.

“Are we going to have morning sex now?” She smiled.

“We’ve gotten closer ever since we started,” I grinned, lowering my other hand to her exposed breast. “I don’t want to jinx it by skipping a day.”

She groaned in approval and arched her back to press her breast into my grip. We kissed again as we shifted in the bed. I lowered myself onto my back and pulled her down over me. She moved and straddled, dropping her sex—already wet, to grind against my hard cock. My hands slid down her sides to her hips, feeling her move slowly, pressing her slick labia along my stiff shaft.

“Let me watch you,” I whispered. “The way you move is perfection.”

Rhi blushed and nodded, then rested her hand and pressed into my chest to lift her hips. Her other hand dropped down to grip my cock. She stroked it once, lifted it, and pushed it inside as she sank down. Her eyes locked on mine as she continued lower, her eyes half closed as I filled her. She started to rise, and I lifted my hands to her full breasts. She purred as I gripped firmly and then ground down til she could rotate her hips against me.

“You feel so good inside me,” Rhi breathed. “You fill me up like you’re made for me.”

“You’re everything to me,” I breathed. “All of you, body and soul.”

She ground on me, and we enjoyed slow, sensual lovemaking. Her breaths matched my groans, and her moans made my cock pulse. Slowly, our pace increased until she pressed forward and kissed me. I wrapped my arms around her lower back, pulling her hips against me. Then I cycled my hips, taking over and urgently fucking her faster.

“Come!” I commanded in a low whisper, triggering her release, “Come for your Master, slave.”

Rhi cried out, and I felt her cunt squeeze around me in ripples. She kissed me deeply, her fingers curled in my hair as my continued strokes drove her to another peak. With a grunt, I slammed my hips into her. Her eyes flared as she felt my release pump into her. Slowly her eyes faded closed, and a smile spread over her lips. Our hips spasmed together as I emptied into her, and her orgasm faded. I ran my hands up along her back and held her tightly.

“Guess we’re not breaking our streak,” Rhi laughed softly, her voice husky. “Waking up with you—it’s the only way I want to start my day.”

I looked at her, and she looked back. I ran my fingers through her hair, not really sure what else to do with my hands.

“I love you, Rhi,” I said. “More than I can express.”

“I love you too, Josh,” her voice hoarse with emotion, and her eyes bright as she blinked rapidly.

I wiped away her tears with my thumbs. We just stared at each other for a while, then kissed. She settled on my chest, and I let myself breathe.


CHAPTER 43
TESS TIME


“Breakfast needs making,” Rhi finally said as we cuddled closely. “It’s something else that makes me feel close to you—Caring for you and serving you.”

“You are my treasure,” I said. “Can I help you with anything?”

She looked at me, bit her lip, and searched my eyes.

“I’d rather you not,” she said softly, “I want to serve you. When you help, it makes me feel like we’re equals. I want to be your slave. It’s weird, I know, but let me serve you.”

“Okay,” I said. “Thank you for telling me how you feel. You do make me feel like a king.”

“Good, you are my Master,” she smiled.

She slid off of me with a soft moan as my cock slid out. She walked naked to the bathroom in only the satin collar she wore continuously. I remembered the meaning and reminded myself to find a unique collar for her. She came out of the bathroom and leaned over to kiss me, then stopped by the closet to wrap a full-length satin robe around her naked flesh. Then she waved and left for the kitchen.

I rested for a few moments, reviewing the morning. While the discussion with Rhi was satisfying, I was still disturbed by my dream. It was the third day in a row I woke up with a start. Part of me was sure it had to do with how I used the cube. Unable to put my finger on anything specific, I slid out of bed. I stretched and then walked to the bathroom to take a quick shower. I couldn’t remember where I left my phone, but I figured it was still early. My dream seemed to wake me consistently just before 6 AM.

I started the shower water. Tess’s guest room had a large bathroom, the same footprint as the main bathroom below. A large garden tub beside a smaller but still generous shower area, enclosed by clear glass. I turned on the shower and was pleasantly surprised by the hot water almost instantly.

“Tankless water heaters,” Tess quipped, sliding behind me and pressing her bare skin against mine. “Always hot. Convenient, and so are you.”

“That’s a bit corny,” I laughed,

I pulled her under the spray, grinning as she closed the glass door and pressed close, her body fitting against me just right. Her lips found mine, teasing, while my hands gripped her hips and then her ass, drawing her in. She moaned into my mouth, her fingers already finding my cock between us, stroking me awake.

“I think I’m becoming addicted to this,” she said as she pulled from the kiss and dropped to her knees.

The spray from the shower soaked her blue curls, her violet eyes looking up as she pressed her lips to the tip of my foreskin and kissed my crown. The shower spray was hitting my lower chest and streaming down my abdomen. She blinked in the light spray from the water as her lips pushed my foreskin back, and her tongue swirled over my exposed glans.

My knees buckled, and I leaned back against the tile. Tess grinned at my reaction, then stroked my cock as her mouth continued to suck and lick my crown. Her other hand cupped my balls, massaging them deliciously.

“Got anything left for me?” Tess teased, glancing down. “Or did Rhi drain you dry already?”

“Pretty sure I’ve got reserves,” I grinned, tugging her blue curls. “You four are relentless, but I’m up for the challenge.”

She purred as I gripped both sides of her hair and held her while my hips drove my cock into her mouth. She kept her mouth open and pressed her tongue against the underside of my shaft as I fucked her willing mouth. I drove forward, then paused, then pulled her further, feeling her gag, then swallow. I groaned as I felt my cock press into her throat. Her eyes lifted, seeking mine, blazing with lust as her nose pressed into the rivulets of shower water streaming down my body.

I held her there for a long moment, then pulled back. I used one hand, still gripping her ringlets, to tug her head up, my other hand dropping to grab under her arm, and dragged her to standing. I spun her around and pressed her against the cool tile under the shower head. My hand ran down her bare flesh and pulled her cheeks open. My cock was like a steel rod as my fingers cupped her sex, spreading her slick labia open.

“Please,” Tess groaned, her neck craning, her eyes shifting to look back at me. My grip on her blue curls pressed her cheek against as she moaned in lust, “Please fuck me, fuck me hard, Josh.”

She pressed her ass back and spread her thighs, and I steered my cock between her open lips, then drove my rod firmly into her tight cunt. She grunted and moaned as my thrusts pressed her breasts against the tile. I leaned close to kiss her cheek as I rammed my cock into her from behind.

“You really are insatiable,” I growled in her ear. “Couldn’t wait your turn?”

“All yours, Josh. Use me,” Tess gasped, her eyes wild. “I need you—right now. Fill me up.”

Tension ratcheted higher with every thrust. I gripped her ass, pulling her back to meet me, then gave her a sharp slap. She yelped, then arched for more—greedy for every rough touch. I obliged, spanking her again as I fucked her, driving her higher with each stroke.

Her eyes fluttered shut as her body tensed, climax hitting her hard. I followed, hips slamming deep as I emptied myself inside her, both of us shuddering under the rush.

We leaned into each other, breathless and slick, her head tipped back as I caught her mouth in a deep kiss. She melted into me, arms winding around my neck, eyes shining with mischief and satisfaction.

“Mmmm, that scratched my itch,” she purred, “I need to wash up and go help Rhi with breakfast.”

“You’re trouble, Tess,” I said with a crooked grin, reaching for the shampoo.

We washed up together—me working shampoo into her blue curls, her hands making sure I was clean everywhere. It was messy, playful, the kind of shower that left us both grinning by the end. Once we were rinsed and toweled off, she stole one last kiss before slipping out to join Rhi.

She wordlessly left the shower, and I slumped against the wall for a moment. Tess echoed Rhi in so many ways physically. Yet her expressions and desires were sexy in a different way. We were learning about each other. I enjoyed that and what we had in common. Her smile was contagious. I enjoyed her laugh and her flirtatious personality. She’d changed so much after our contentious first impression.

I toweled off and then left the shower. I looked at myself in the fogged-up mirror. My body still reflected the changes Rhi had helped me with the night we first made love. I took a moment to appreciate her suggestions. I did look sexier. I looked at my hair, which was growing longer. My beard was thicker than I’d ever remembered. It was more than just stubble. I wondered whether I needed to visit a barber or whether Rhi could make some adjustments. Overall, for the first time in many months, I liked what I saw in my reflection.

I grinned, then leaned into the glass, “Don’t become an asshole, Josh,” I reminded myself.


CHAPTER 44
TIGHTENING BONDS


I wandered into the bedroom I shared with Rhi, then into the closet. She’d already unpacked my stuff, shirts hung up, everything in its place. I threw on swim trunks, a t-shirt with some faded print, and sandals. Nothing on the calendar, just another scorcher outside. Pretending I’d actually make it to the pool felt optimistic.

I made my way to the far end of the house and stopped outside Essie’s room. Knocked, peeked in—empty, bed still a mess. Across the hall, Gina’s room was broadcasting the usual soundtrack of moans and other NSFW noises. I grinned and left them to it. I’d tweaked their bisexuality for a reason. No way I could keep up with all of them 24/7.

I headed downstairs. Rhi and Tess were already in the kitchen, doing the breakfast thing. I hugged and kissed them, because that’s apparently what you do when you’re living in a harem.

“Have you seen my phone?” I asked absently.

“Yes, it’s on the counter, connected to the charger,” Rhi said, pointing to the corner. “You left it in your shorts from yesterday. I found it when I started a load of laundry. That corner will be where I put things from your pockets, okay?”

“Okay. Sorry, I’ll remember to empty my pockets,” I said.

“Master,” Rhi said, smiling as she placed her hand on my chest. “If I can help you when you’re busy, I’m glad to take care of the little things.”

“Thank you,” I said, grinning as I pocketed my phone. “I appreciate everything you do for me. You always get so much done.”

“If I keep things neat, you stay happy,” Rhi grinned. “And happy men show their appreciation in wonderful ways.”

“I may exhaust myself showing appreciation,” I chuckled, then added. “I might have to adjust my stamina again to keep up with all of you.”

“There’s only one of you and four of us,” Tess said, wrapping her arms around me. “Thank you for this morning.”

“I’m not complaining, just trying to keep up with all my sexy assistants,” I explained, remembering the special times I’d spent with each of them the night before, “I enjoy spending time with each of you.”

We loaded up our plates and took breakfast outside. Gina and Essie wandered out a few minutes later. I inhaled my food, went back for seconds, and tried not to look too much like a starving animal. They all smiled at me anyway.

“What do we need to do today?” I asked as I sat back down.

"Unfortunately," Essie said quietly, "I need to collect my Abuelo’s remains. The Medical Examiner finished the autopsy, and the morgue cremated him per his will. He didn’t have much. Abuelo paid off his house and had a small life insurance policy. I don’t know what to do next. I’m his only next of kin."

“I can drive you to get the remains,” I said. “I’m a bit lost on the next steps for the rest.”

“Let me call my lawyer,” Tess said. “She’s on retainer for a reason. I’d gladly help you, Essie, if you’d like.”

“Thank you, Tess,” Essie smiled, then rose and hugged her. “I appreciate your generosity. You hardly know me, but you’ve been so helpful.”

“I consider you family, Essie,” Tess smiled. “A bit to my surprise, to be honest. I only want what is best for you and all of us.”

Essie sat back down and looked at Tess for a long moment, her brown eyes soft, then smiled and looked at me.

“I need to take a conference call,” I said, “I can take you after the call.”

“For work?” Rhi asked. “I thought you had the week off.”

“It’s about the cube,” I said. “Someone from the Neural Control Node’s product group emailed me, claiming they monitor cube users, and said I stood out.”

“That’s interesting,” Rhi said.

“Can I listen in?” Essie said. “It’s awfully convenient that they selected you; something doesn’t smell right.”

“I’d like it if you would, actually,” I said. “Parts of the emailed explanation make sense, but I want to be cautious too.”

“Master,” Rhi reached for my hand, “what is this new app, HealthMonitor?”

“It was Tess’s idea, since we have unprotected sex. I should mention: I’m sterile. I had a vasectomy in college, so I can’t get anyone pregnant. The app monitors for disease and tracks your health.”

“Did you think we had STDs?” Gina asked, her eyes flicking toward Tess, “I have been celibate for months, even before all the social distancing mandates.”

“I didn’t know,” Tess said. “I was concerned. I haven’t had many partners recently. I just want us to stay healthy.”

“I think we’ve all been celibate,” I said. “I did agree it would be better to be safe than sorry. Tess and I researched the app, and there are additional benefits beyond the STD screen. I want all of us to be in good health.”

“It makes sense,” Essie said. “You didn’t know much about me when I touched the cube. I get the logic. The cube did help when Gina and I were shot.”

“We’re still figuring out this cube,” I said. “That’s why I’m curious about the call—if it’s real. Maybe I’ll learn something about how it works or how to free you.”

That made the room go silent. As one, the four girls looked at me, surprised and concerned.

“Why would you want to free us?” Tess asked incredulously. “Are you unhappy? Have we made you angry? Are we…”

“Wait, that’s not what I meant. I don’t want to lose any of you. You all know you had no choice—except you, Tess. Only you touched the cube by choice.”

“I’ve never regretted it since,” Tess said, crossing her arms, still irritated.

I looked at the girls. Each met my eyes with irritation, sadness, or disbelief. I shook my head and shrugged.

Anxiety rose as toxic thoughts looped in my mind. I kept thinking the girls only wanted me because of the cube. If not for its control, I believed they’d leave. That toxic self-condemnation always haunted my relationships. I was surprised anyone would choose to stay.

“I’m sorry,” I apologized, “I won’t bring that up again. I love being with all of you, and if you’re happy with me, I’m thrilled. For better or worse, we’re together.”

I went quiet, brain spinning out. I loved Gina and Essie, but I’d never really thought about the long-term. I kept treating this whole thing like a bug to fix. The cube had us all tangled up, and I had no idea how to untangle it without just blowing everything up.

“Josh, my love,” Rhi said, taking my hand. “I remember our talk. I know you struggle with what happened. Speaking for myself, I see it as fate—something cosmic. I wanted to know you even before the cube. I love you for you, not because of technology.”

The other three girls nodded, looking at Rhi and then at me. Essie slid closer to me and gripped my other hand.

“I touched the cube by accident,” Essie said. “We all know that, and as soon as you had time to explain, you offered me an out. I didn’t take it, and I don’t regret it. Now you are all my family. The only family I have left. Call it fate, destiny, or just meant to be. I’m so happy to be with you.”

Essie kissed my cheek and hugged me. Gina stood up, wiped her eyes with the back of her hand, then walked behind me and wrapped her arms around my shoulders. I felt her breath on my cheek while she stood there, searching for words.

“I love you, Josh,” she finally said. “The first touch wasn’t a mistake—it was fate. I am where I am supposed to be. I trust you with all of me, and I never want to be free from you.”

I was overwhelmed. My eyes stung, vision blurring. I hugged Essie and Rhi and kissed Gina’s cheek. Words failed me. So much was tangled up in how we’d come together and my recurring self-doubt.

“I love all of you,” I said, “I do. Being tied together as we are, though, do you all realize what that means? Gina and Essie, you’ll never have a boyfriend, get married, or have kids. We can be happy, I’m certain of it. I wonder how much our happiness is enhanced by the connection to the cube. What if that gets cut off? Or if the technology fails? What if I fall in love with you, and you all decide to leave when the cube doesn’t recharge? I want to be honest with all of my worries.” I exhaled and leaned back in my chair, looking at the sky with my eyes closed. I’d bared my deepest fears and teetered on losing control.

Tess got up and, sliding between the other girls, lightly sat on my knee, leaned, and kissed my cheek. “We trust you, Josh. We believe in you and know you’ll fight to figure out how to fix any difficulties. As you have from the moment this all began.”

“You weren’t even here when this began, Tess.” I said, blinking my eyes to keep my emotions from showing, “How do you know what I was doing?”

“I sense it,” Tess said. “My NEA sisters tell me, not always with words. The way they look at you and respond to you. They look to you for help, and I find myself doing the same thing. It might be invisible to you, but you are our head, our leader. We love you and trust you.”

They all nodded. I pulled them in, arms stretched out like I was trying to herd cats. Honestly, I’d never expected to feel this close to anyone, much less four people at once. It wasn’t just the incredible sex or the deepening feelings—maybe it was the NCN, or the AI nudging us all toward emotional honesty, but whatever the reason, we’d become more than a group of lovers. Somehow, we’d turned into a weird, tightly knit family.

The deep connection of the moment slowly faded, and the girls kissed me tenderly before returning to their seats. I grinned at each of them while wiping my cheeks.

“Okay,” I said. “I understand now—no turning back. I still think I should know as much as possible about the cube and the technology. To keep all of you safe, all of us together.”

“You’re different from any male I’ve had a relationship with.” Rhi said, “You show us love and care. You look after our needs. You are honorable and admit your mistakes. You continually try to do better. You are unique, and you should know I think you’re an amazing man.”

“You are a good role model,” Tess agreed. “f there is such a thing for other cube owners. You haven’t abused your powers. You’ve fostered deeper connections with each of us. I don’t know a lot about how the cube works. My perception of males, however, makes me think most wouldn’t show the restraint you have.”

“The email did mention that several cubes were disabled because of terms of service violations,” I said. “Which is odd because I haven’t been able to find any terms of service anywhere?”

“When is the call?” Essie asked.

I pulled out my phone, tapped the screen to wake it, and it unlocked after recognizing my face. Then I tapped on the email app and went through another face identification unlock. The phone showed 9:32 AM just before the screen unlocked, and the email video conference invite listed a 10 AM start time.

“In about 28 minutes,” I said. “What time did you want to go back into town?”

“Can we go as soon as the call is over?” Essie asked, “I want to pick up my bike on the way back.”

“When will you be back?” Rhi asked. “Looks like you’ll be gone for lunch.”

“Maybe back mid-afternoon,” I guessed. “We will be back by dinner time.”

“You’re going to miss prime tanning and swimming time,” Gina grinned.

“I know; hopefully, we can be back as soon as possible.” I grinned. “I’d better get ready for this call. I’m going to change into more appropriate clothes so we can leave right after, okay, Essie?”

“I’ll come up with you,” Rhi said, rising to walk with me to our room.

The rest of the girls started cleaning up, moving around the kitchen as if directed by some kind of hive mind. The MaidMode app must’ve been working overtime, because I never saw them talk about chores—they just did them. The place stayed spotless, no matter what.

Upstairs, I pulled off my T-shirt and pushed down my swim shorts after kicking off my sandals. Rhi sat on the edge of the bed, watching me. I smiled at her as I pulled on a pair of boxers.

“Was there something on your mind?” I asked, putting on an undershirt, then a button-down shirt off a hanger.

“I just wanted to tell you, alone and face to face, how much I love you,” she smiled. “I’m proud of you too, working through how we all work together, your feelings about what is happening to all of us. I know that was hard for you.”

“It is hard,” I admitted. “I can accept those good things that happened from events that occurred out of ignorance on my part. It was a good reminder that I didn’t act completely out of malice.”

“I don’t think you acted out of malice at all,” Rhi said, standing up and helping me button my shirt. “I think what happened was just meant to be, and I want you to stop beating yourself up over it. Please.”

“Manners are important,” I smiled and wrapped my arms around her. “Message received. I am happy with all of us, and I need to put all my messy, toxic self-condemnation behind me.”

She leaned up and kissed me, her fingers combing through my hair. She smiled into my eyes and then put her head against my chest. I enjoyed holding her and rubbing my hands along her spine.

“Thank you, my Master,” she said quietly. “Your energy affects all of us, and I enjoy it when your energy is positive. I love you.”

“I love you too,” I said, squeezing her tightly.

We parted, and I pulled on a pair of faded jeans, tucking them into my shirt; Rhi helped me with my belt. I found some comfortable leather loafers, then looked at myself in the mirror. Rhi looked at me in the mirror from over my shoulder, then dropped her hand to my crotch.

“You didn’t have to put on pants for a conference call,” she grinned and caressed me.

“You’re a bit insatiable today,” I grinned. “I like that energy.”


CHAPTER 45
BALA'S CALL


Rhi laughed, kissed me, and we shuffled out of the bedroom. We did the hand-holding thing on the way downstairs. At the bottom, Rhi made a beeline for Tess, who was already at the kitchen counter, elbows deep in breakfast dishes. Gina trudged down with a mountain of laundry. Essie drifted over, and we headed for my laptop—my little corner of digital hell.

I dropped into my chair and fired up the laptop. Essie sat next to me, watching. She’d swapped out her usual for jeans and a cropped top, abs on display every time she shifted. Her hair was up in that same ponytail she wore the day she pulled me over for expired tags. She gave me that soft smile again. I tried not to stare.

“You okay?” I asked.

“Yeah,” she said. “I’m okay, just feeling sad remembering Abuelo. His name was Oscar. He didn’t have much, but he was everything to me. Now that he's gone, I feel like a piece of me is missing. He used to tell me stories and give me advice every morning, even if I didn't ask for it. Sometimes I expect to hear his voice in the kitchen, humming and making coffee. My family has always been small, and I leaned on him a lot. I keep thinking about how much has changed, and how alone I’d feel if I didn’t have you all here. I don’t think I want to return to the force. It’s getting so hard to do our jobs. But having this group, and you, makes it easier to imagine something new. You’ve given me a reason to do something different, and I think I need that right now.”

“I want to support you in anything you choose,” I said. “We can talk about options, and I know you’ll do your share of what we need. I need to start the call. We can talk more on the way down to the city if you’d like.”

“I’d like.” Essie smiled. I reached and squeezed her hand, and we shared a look.

Essie and I exchanged a look, then I gave in and got to work. Usual routine: log in, open email, click the meeting link. The web conference login screen glared at me. I killed the video, left the audio on. R. Bala was still MIA, so I grabbed the cube I’d abandoned on the table last night. The backup cube was still locked up in Essie’s gun safe at my place.

I tapped the cube. It lit up with the usual radar view—my little digital entourage, all present and accounted for. Weird how much they seemed to care about being plugged into my brain through this matte-black brick. I guess I liked it, too.

Laptop dinged. R. Bala’s face filled the screen. Indian guy, just as I’d guessed. Years in tech and you get good at decoding names. R. Bala—probably Ramesh Balasubramaniam, the John Smith of Bangalore. I flicked on my video so he could see me.

“Hello, Mr. Valentine.” His kind-looking face broke into a smile. “Thank you for taking this opportunity to connect.”

“Just Josh is fine. I’m hoping to learn more about this intriguing cube.” I waved my cube in front of the camera and set it down.

“Please, call me Bala,” he continued, his accent barely noticeable. “Let me begin by repeating what I said in my original email. We are impressed with your choices and use of your cube—or cubes.”

“I do have two.” His added statement seemed like a cryptic accusation, or maybe he was just fishing. “I’m wondering why my eighteen-year-old nephew ended up in your random beta program. It seems risky to allow such a young man to access this much power.”

“Regrettably, there were many issues with the beta selection process, like the issue you have mentioned,” Bala said somberly. “Your nephew was one of the reasons we wanted to talk to you. We’d discovered the issue with his mother’s assimilation. We were about to terminate your nephew’s cube when ownership changed. We didn’t, at the time, know your identity, just an account identifier. We continued to closely monitor use. We matched your account identifier to your main cube, then followed the protocol to access your account information. That series of events has led to this call.”

“How many cubes are active?” I asked. “How large was the beta?”

“I can’t… well, I shouldn’t discuss the details. You strike me as someone invested in using the cube responsibly and in enhancing your associations with your NEAs. I want to discuss the details further, but doing so would require you to sign an NDA. Would you be interested in discussing a change in employment?”

“You’re asking me to come work for you? Developing the NCN?” I slipped comfortably into using acronyms for long technical terms.

“More of a support and customer advocate role,” Bala said. “The application development team is highly skilled in advanced artificial intelligence algorithms, which seems outside your technical stack based on your social media profiles. We believe you can assist us with issues we have identified around security, operational, and technical shortcomings. You would also be helpful as a mentor-slash-coach for other cube owners.”

Honestly, that was a relief. I’d seen enough code lately to make my eye twitch, and the idea of being thrown into some genius coder pit made me want to go back to middle school gym class. This, at least, sounded like something I’d only mildly embarrass myself doing. Plus, "mentor-slash-coach" had a better ring to it than "cube wrangler."

“I’m interested,” I said, without hesitation, “The NCN and my assistants are invaluable, and the success of this program is vital to me. I would be very interested in improving the use and maintenance of the program.”

“I will send you the NDA forms to sign. Unfortunately, your signature must be witnessed by a notary public. Will that be an issue?”

I glanced at Essie, and she shook her head, mouthing, “I can help.”

“How should I get them back to you?”

“We can start a deeper discussion once we have photos of the notarized copy. So long as you send the hard copies via certified mail. I want to work fast. There are some pressing issues I want to get your opinion on.”

“I will get them to you as soon as possible.”

“My phone number is in the signature of the email I’m sending. Please connect directly when it is convenient.”

“Thank you,” I said, “I’ll be in touch. I see your email now.”

“One more thing.” Bala rubbed the top of his bald head. “We’ve been trying to retrieve some of the cubes that went to an auction site. We enlisted the help of Mr. Hassan Jafar, a contractor, to collect these stray cubes. We believe you may have come in contact with him. Can you confirm?”

I glanced at Essie. She shrugged. Hearing Hassan’s name threw me—left field stuff. Maybe they were tracking James, too, and Hassan got tangled up. Why the sudden interest in Hassan? I barely knew the guy. After I acquired his cube, we just shut him out.

“Yes,” I admitted, instinctively deciding to trust Bala. “After I gained possession of my nephew’s cube, I was concerned about these cubes getting into the wrong hands. I bought two at auction, then determined Hassan had the third. I offered to sell him my spare when I answered another ad he’d left, specifically asking for a cube. It seemed very suspicious.”

“I see.” Bala paused to scratch his head before continuing. “I can understand your concern. However, Hassan acted on our behalf, not out of malice or deceit. It appears you have obtained his cube and others. I want to show you how to do a system reset. It’s important that we safely deactivate any connected NEAs on those cubes. Especially if he has become an NEA on a cube, we need his cube reset.”

“May I ask why?” I asked curiously.

“Hassan’s contractor role was to find and assist with the decommissioning of bricked or deactivated cubes,” Bala explained. “As of now, he has no recollection of what a Neural Control Node is and cannot perform his primary function to deactivate NEAs safely. I’m sorry, I’ve said too much. I can’t explain more without the NDA.”

“What will a system reset do?” I asked.

“When initiated,” Bala began, “a system reset will uninstall all applications and safely deactivate all NEAs. Physical changes will remain; they should probably be reset in the appearance app before the system reset if extreme changes have occurred. The system reset erases all NEA data. It is like they never were connected, and they can access their normal memory functions.”

“Completely?” I asked. “Are they susceptible to another connection with a new node?”

“It’s complex,” Bala admitted. “I can show you the system reset gesture, but further details will need to be under an NDA.”

“What’s the gesture?” I asked. “I’ll need to perform it on the three cubes I’m receiving. Along with my nephew’s.”

“If you press one finger into the center of each cube face for five seconds,” Bala said and used a regular puzzle cube to show me the gesture, “System reset will initiate and cannot abort. Fully charge the node before attempting this gesture—it requires two hands. I’m sorry, but I need to attend another call. Please call me after the NDA process is complete.”

The call terminated, bringing me out of the technical discussion and back into the room with Essie. We shared a look, then I called for Tess.

“There is a notary at the station,” Essie said.

“What do you need, Josh?” Tess asked.

“Do you have a printer?” I asked, “I need to print some documents to sign.”

“It should be open on the network, and it’s in my office,” Tess said. “I use it for my contracts. Everything else is paperless.”

Tess got me hooked up to her office printer. I sent the document—fifteen pages of legalese, because of course it was. I skimmed it at her desk, pen in hand, ready to sign. Essie stopped me with a hand on mine.

“Has to be signed in front of the notary, Josh,” she reminded me.

“I’m a notary,” Rhi said, stepping into the room. “It’s useful for some of my customers and a way to get extra cash sometimes. Let me get my stamp.”

I shook my head. Fate, synchronicity, whatever—my life was now a group project. Rhi popped back in after grabbing her notary kit. Tess wove her arm around my shoulders as she watched, humming softly, while Gina popped her head in from the hall, holding a laundry basket, winking at us before disappearing again. Rhi settled in right beside me, knees touching, and bumped my shoulder with hers.

She did the official stuff: ledger, stamp, the whole nine yards, chatting to Essie over my head about what food we wanted for dinner. While they talked, I signed, and then Tess laughed out loud when Rhi made a dramatic show of embossing the page before leaning in and kissing the side of my head. Their little chorus of support made the mundane task feel almost like a celebration. Tess snatched up the pages and asked for my email. The whole thing moved faster than I could process. I shot Essie a look; she just grinned and shrugged. I leaned over and kissed Rhi.

“You’re amazing, thank you,” I said.

“I’m emailing you the scanned PDFs,” Tess called from her office. “Do you need to send these somewhere?”

“The mailing address is on the last page,” I said. “It needs to be certified, please.”

“We’ll run down and get that done for you,” Rhi said. “You and Essie should go take care of your errands.”

“Email me the certified mail number.” I reminded her, then grabbed my keys, phone, and Essie’s hand.


CHAPTER 46
ESSIE QUITS


Essie and I left, climbed into my car, and rolled out of Tess’s driveway. We hit the highway, maybe two miles in, before it hit me. I’d left my cube sitting on my desk. Of course.

“It’ll be okay,” Essie said, as if she could sense my thoughts. “No one is going to touch it or take it. We’re already part of your network. Let’s get this done. I want to swim again. It’s so fucking hot.”

I shrugged, cranked the AC, pointed the car at the city, and let the engine do its thing. Thursday traffic barely existed. We blew past our usual exit before it hit me—Essie’s secret PO Box. Right. That thing.

“Where was the PO Box?” I asked. “We should grab the cubes, if possible. I want to test the system reset gesture Bala showed me. I don’t want to test that on my main cube, and my backup cube with Hassan’s details is in your gun safe.”

“Oh, yeah. Take the next exit. It’s near here. We can check the box, get your backup cube, then continue from there.”

“Thanks. I’m sorry for the delay in the plans.” I took the exit and followed her directions. “I would feel better if I kept those stray cubes safely with me.”

“No problem, Josh. I feel the same way. Doing it now means we won’t forget later. I feel I’ll be a bit distracted after we visit the station.”

She ran inside to check the mail. I stayed in the car, poked at my phone, and forwarded Bala the NDA and the certified mail receipt that Tess had sent. Essie came back with three boxes, looking like she’d just robbed a very boring bank. Back at my apartment, it was too quiet—like the place was holding its breath. Essie popped open her safe, and I fished out my spare cube. The same one we’d used to mess with Hassan.

We dumped everything in the SUV. I tore into the boxes—everyone had been paranoid enough to send the cubes back in their original packaging, like they were radioactive or something. Four cubes, all tucked into the glove box. Ready for whatever came next.

“Thanks, Es,” I said, then kissed her, “Let’s get this errand finished.”

We zigzagged back into the city. Pulled into the police station lot. The whole vibe changed—like someone flipped a switch. Essie shot me a shy smile. Weird. She’s not the shy type.

“Do you want to come in with me? I’d like to introduce you to my Captain. I don’t know why exactly.”

“I’m here to support you, Es.”

She leaned over and kissed me. Together, we walked to the entrance. Essie waved at the desk sergeant, then had me sign in as a guest at the front desk.

“Josh is helping me with my grandfather’s remains, Rose. We shouldn’t be long.”

“How do you know Essie?” The sergeant was a trim redhead with a bright smile.

“She stopped me on a traffic violation, then everything just sorta clicked.”

“I see,” Rose winked. “Right to the kinky stuff. Essie does love her handcuffs.”

“Is this entire precinct filled with gorgeous female cops?” I grinned at Essie, who shook her head vigorously, her eyes wide as she looked over my shoulder.

“We don’t take kindly to our police officers being sexually harassed by civilians,” came a deep voice behind me.

I must have turned about twelve different shades of red as I turned to look into the amused eyes of a tall, muscular older man in plain clothes. He chuckled and held out his hand.

“Call me Mac. I recognize you from the scene on Monday night. I’m Captain McKensie. Thank you for taking care of Officer Mendez; Essie is one of the good ones.”

I relaxed and shook his hand. “Sorry, Captain. Sometimes my sense of humor goes a bit crazy.”

“So does mine...” Mac paused meaningfully. It took me a moment to realize he wanted my name.

“Oh, Josh—My name is Josh Valentine.”

“Appropriate name for a guy that seems to have swept Essie off her feet,” Mac smirked. “Follow me. I have Essie’s stuff on her desk. I’ll help walk you out.”

“We can handle it, Cap,” Essie said. “You don’t need to be bothered.”

“You’re right. I don’t need to be. I want to be—you’re a good cop, Essie. I feel this might be one of the last times I’ll see you. The life changes you’re going through often get in the way of continuing on the force.”

He leaned back against Essie’s desk. A collection of flower vases, cards, and other things filled the top of her desk, with some packed neatly in boxes. He looked at her steadily, then looked at me.

“It’s understandable,” Mac said, then returned his eyes to Essie. “I want you to know you have a place on the force, even if you need to take a leave of absence for a while.”

“How long could that be? I’m thinking of becoming a private investigator up in Riverdale.”

Mac took a moment to look at Essie. Then he looked down, stood back up, and held out his hand.

“I think you’ll be great at anything you put your mind to.” Mac shook her hand. “I’ll talk to some friends up in Riverdale, see if I can smooth the transition. There is a six-month leave-of-absence application on your desk. Just sign it. I’ll take care of the rest. I will get some muscle to haul away what is becoming a flower garden inside my bullpen. I’ll need your service weapon and badge before the end of the week.”

“Thank you, Mac.” Essie hugged him tightly.

He hugged her, shot me a look, winked, and left. Essie dropped into her chair and started on the paperwork. I just stood there, useless, staring at all the cards and boxes. A bunch of uniforms came in, grabbed boxes, did the whole team-lift thing. Only thing left for me to hold was Essie’s hand, so I did.

Popped the SUV’s trunk. The officers packed everything in, one by one, each giving Essie a hug and a goodbye. She dug through the boxes, found a small metal one, pressed her hand to it, eyes closed. Said a prayer in Spanish. I kept my mouth shut. Some things you don’t interrupt.

She stopped, fingers tracing the edge of her gun safe. Made up her mind. Started opening it.

“It’ll be like tearing off a bandage.” Her voice was soft, more like she was talking to herself.

Out came the service weapon, holster, and badge. She grabbed her mirrored sunglasses, slid them on, and locked up the safe.

“I’ll just be a minute,” Essie said, “save us a trip later.”

I nodded, climbed in, and cranked the AC. Essie marched back inside, stiff as a board, sunglasses hiding everything. When she came back. I got out, left the car running, and opened my arms. She walked right into me. I lifted her sunglasses, showing her tear-streaked cheeks.

She looked at me, wiped her face, and tried to smile. We just stood there. She kissed my cheek. Then it was over. Back in the car, headed home.

“Did you still want to get your bike?” I asked.

Essie was quiet, looking out the window as the city passed us. She looked over at me and took my hand.

“Maybe we can get it tomorrow? I want to be with you for the drive back if that’s okay. That was tougher than I thought it would be. I didn’t realize how much I had invested myself in that identity. A stupid badge and a gun shouldn’t define me.” Essie stared out the window, her voice quiet. "I always thought I could walk away from the job any time, but now it feels like leaving behind a whole piece of myself. I guess I’m afraid the people will see me differently. Or maybe I’ll see myself differently. Just… I need to figure out who I am, apart from all that. Is that making sense?" She gave a small, uncertain laugh and squeezed my hand, as if grounding herself.

"It was part of you, but it never defined you—just what you did. You are so much more than that. Whenever you’re ready, we can get your bike." Smiling, I stayed on the highway back to Riverdale.

A few miles later, the phone rang, and the caller ID said it was Gina. I hit the button to have the car stereo system answer via Bluetooth.

“Hello.”

“Josh,” Gina’s voice said tensely, “You need to come back home now!”

My chest tightened at the sound of her. Gina was unflappable, and the stress in her tone told me something must be really wrong.

“What happened?” I was acutely aware that I didn’t have my cube. “Is someone hurt?”

“Listen.” I heard her move the phone away from her ear.

Capture Mode Initiated.

Assistant 5 of 5.

Katherine added to NEA list.

Active mode disabled.

Node owner Josh is not available for neural sync.

An unfamiliar monotone female voice recited the familiar initialization script through the car's speakers.

“Katherine?” I asked, “Who the hell is Katherine?”


CHAPTER 47
CAPTURED KATIE


“Katherine is Katie—Tess’s maid,” Gina explained, “She came into your office to tidy up. She must have touched the cube. When we found her, she was bent over the table, repeating those words. Katie’s trapped in some endless loop. She repeats what she’s saying about once a minute. We can’t move her, and her grip on the cube is too strong.”

“Fuck,” Essie said. “Maybe we should have gone back and gotten it.”

“We’re on our way,” I said, hanging up and pressing the gas pedal, accelerating to a steady speed just above the limit.

"Ten over's still safe," Essie said. "No one will stop you."

“Fuck, fuck, fuck,” I cursed as I accelerated, watching the road, “Dammit.”

I had nothing. Anxiety spiked. This was exactly what I’d been dreading: another accidental assimilation, another person dumped in my lap. My hands locked on the wheel, knuckles white. How the hell did I let this happen again? Essie reached over and rubbed my hand. It helped. A little.

“It’ll be okay,” Essie said. “Try to relax. We can’t change anything. She touched the cube. She’s lucky you owned the cube. You can reset her and deactivate her. She’ll then be safe from any other asshole.”

"You're right," I sighed. "It might be best. I should've watched it better."

Twenty minutes later, I pulled into Tess’s drive. A Yellow VW Beetle was parked by the entrance. I swung around it and parked out of the way. We bailed out and hustled inside, slamming the door behind us.

“We’re in the Living Room,” Rhi called.

Essie and I rushed in. Gina and Tess sat close to a cute young blonde girl. Rhi knelt in front of the girl, her hands moving in circular motions over the younger girl’s calves to relieve her discomfort.

“We got here as fast as we could,” I said.

“She returned to normal just a few minutes ago.” Rhi said, “Her thighs and calves cramped from bending over the table for so long.”

“I don’t know what happened,” Katherine was saying. “Suddenly, I was bent over and in pain. Did I black out?”

Essie slipped out to my office, quickly found my cube, then handed it to me as I moved to sit beside Rhi.

"What did she say before she moved again?" I asked Gina.

"Something like, 'Node owner in range, resuming Active mode...'" Gina said, mimicking the change.

“I said that?” Katie said, looking shocked, “Why?”

“Setup mode for Katherine,” I said. “Assistant Katherine, alias Katie.”

“Setup mode active,” Katie said in her monotone voice, “Alias accepted.”

“Katie, return to Active mode,” I said.

Her eyes snapped back to normal. Now I had my first real look at her—older than Gina, younger than Essie. Honey blonde hair, blue eyes, skin tanned from actual sun. Yellow bikini under a sundress. As she let go of her legs and the cramps faded, I tried not to stare at her legs, but my mind wandered despite my best efforts.

“Such a horndog,” I said to myself.

“Please tell me what’s happening,” Katie asked. “You’re all starting to freak me out!”

"Katie, touching this cube links your consciousness to my neural network. That means some of your thoughts and experiences are accessible to me, and a part of you is always connected to the rest of us who have touched it. You still feel like yourself—your personality, memories, and choices stay intact—but certain things can be influenced or shared across the network, depending on the permissions I set. It can feel intense or strange at first, but you keep your sense of autonomy. I can also adjust settings to make sure you're as comfortable as possible."

“Get the fuck out!” she scoffed, then turned to Tess, “Is this a practical joke? Tess?”

Tess shook her head and looked at Rhi. Rhi smiled and leaned forward to speak.

"We've all touched the cube, Katie," Rhi said, glancing at the others. "Some by accident, some on purpose. It's true."

“So, what?” Katie said, an edge of fear in her voice. “I’m like some drone now?”

“It’s more of a neurally enhanced assistant,” Gina offered cheerfully, and the others nodded.

The synchronized nodding probably didn’t help. Katie’s breathing quickened, and I could sense her edging toward panic.

“Hey Katie,” I said to activate the trigger, then continued, “take a deep breath, please, then continue to breathe normally.”

“Good manners are always helpful,” Katie said with a slight grin as she inhaled a long, slow breath, then returned to normal breathing.

"I'm sorry," I said. "I can't undo what's happened. I'll explain the benefits, and you can choose. If you don't want it, I'll deactivate you, and you'll be back to normal. And even if you say yes now, you can change your mind at any time—it's always your choice. Your consent matters. Just let me know if you ever want out, and I'll make it happen."

“What could possibly be the benefits?” Katie asked.

"Look at Gina. With the cube, I can even adjust her appearance," I said.

She glanced at Gina, amused. "Weirdest practical joke," Katie grinned, shaking her head.

“Appearance app,” I started, “Increase Gina’s breast size to the next cup size and deepen her tan to match Katie’s.”

Gina smiled, then seemed to glitch for an instant. She shook her head, tossing her deep azure curls. As I watched, her breasts visibly expanded in her bikini top, and her skin deepened in color as if she’d been to a tanning salon. Katie’s eyes widened in shock. Gina looked down, hefted her new, larger breasts, and grinned up at me.

“Can I try these for a few days?” Gina asked me. “These might be fun!”

“What the fuck!” Katie gasped, then looked at Tess. Noticing her hair, she blurted, “You too? Your hair—because of him?”

Katie tilted her head in my direction, then back at Tess as she nodded. “He also lifted and smoothed a lot of my trouble spots. You know, the ones I complain about all the time.”

Katie blushed and fixed her gaze on Tess. Suddenly, I saw that Katie’s title of maid-slash-cook was really just a formality. Plaything wasn’t exactly the right word, but it was close. Was I jealous, or just shocked? I shot Tess a raised eyebrow, questioning her with my eyes. She noticed and, without hesitation, leaned in to kiss Katie’s cheek.

"You're among friends, Katie. We're all close here. You can join us if you want," Tess said.

Katie looked around at all of the other faces. Their smiles, which matched Tess's words, left little doubt that what had just been said was the truth. She turned her gaze to me, scanning me from head to toe. I felt uncomfortable under her sudden scrutiny, acutely aware that I hardly knew her and uncertain how to respond.

"That's just one benefit," I said, nudging Rhi. "She can tell you more."

"There's an app for relationships and intimacy, plus ones to help us work, stay healthy, and focus," Rhi said.

Rhi had gotten good at pitching the benefits. Made these little group chats less of a slog.

"We've all grown closer to each other and to Josh," Rhi said. "We have room for you, or you can be deactivated."

“Do you have any family?” I asked Katie, acting on a hunch, “Tell me about yourself.”

“I live alone,” Katie said, shaking her head as she continued to answer my question, “I moved to Riverdale for college, then couldn’t keep up. My … I … fuck. Why do I feel like I have to tell you everything?” She paused, took a breath, then continued. “I messed up and partied too much, and my grades went to hell. I was almost broke when I answered Tess’s ad for a domestic position.”

“I’ve been working for her for two years,” Katie continued, then looked at me, “We only became intimate a few months ago. I promise. Her employment has kept my rent paid, and I’ve started paying down my student loans. I hope to save enough to go back to school. I regret how I fucked up my chance at an education.”

"Where are your parents? Please answer honestly," I pressed.

“Manners are helpful,” she said, her face showing confusion as she automatically repeated the politeness tic. “My parents died in a car crash my first year. One of the reasons I lost control and partied...”

She trailed off, and I nodded, allowing time for her to explain more.

“I... fuck… Why can’t I stop talking about this?” she said, irritated, looking in my eyes. “I burned through their small inheritance in about six months. I bought my car, got a nice apartment, signed a lease I couldn’t afford, and spent the rest on drugs and alcohol. The last of the money went to a mental hospital stint to help me detox and fight depression. I came out better and clear of addictions, but broke. Tess was my angel.”

"It's okay. No judgment here. We've all survived and are healing together. Joining us has benefits," I assured her.

I looked at her, and she met my gaze.

"This is your choice. Everyone decided for themselves," I said.

"Feels like I’m joining a cult," Katie grumbled, then shrugged. "But I want to stay with Tess. What do I do?"

“Say yes,” I said.

“Yes,” Katie said, with a nod, “Yes, I’ll join you.”

“Setup mode for Katie,” I commanded. “Install FuckMe, MaidMode, CulinaryChef, and HealthMonitor.”

Katie’s eyes fluttered as she processed the commands. The girls exchanged smiles. Essie moved to sit next to Gina and rested her head on Gina’s shoulder. All their eyes grew half-closed as Katie adjusted. Meanwhile, I tapped the cube in my hand to review profiles and relationship settings.

“Okay,” Katie said after her eyes stopped fluttering, “when will this happen? What is going to happen?”

“It’s happened,” I said, absently still examining the different faces of the cube. “Anything about you that you’d like to change?”

“Can you remove a tattoo?” Katie asked, “Going crazy leads to poor decision-making.”

“I probably could,” I said. “Would you like to show it to me? Actually, why don’t you strip so we can fix any other places you would like to change?”

“I’m okay with that,” Katie said, standing up and pulling her sundress off.

While Katie kept removing her clothes, my attention shifted to the cube and its flickering interface. The status blocks and relationship settings drew me in—power and possibility hiding behind glowing symbols attracted me more than the fact that a near stranger was stripping in front of me.

I checked my Relationship list:

^Back | Josh (Master)

Assists: 5/5

FuckMe Relations

Gina: Lover

Rhi : SoulMate

Essie : Lover

Tess : Lover

Katie : FwB

Seeing Rhi as my Soul Mate for Rhi—sent a thump of warmth through my chest, grounding me for a moment. Everyone else is a lover, with Katie already a friend with benefits. Interesting. I checked the other accounts:

^Back | Gina (Asst 1)

FuckMe Relations

Josh : Lover

Rhi : Lover

Essie : Lover

Tess : Lover

Katie : Null

Checking the other faces of the cube, they were all the same. It was odd that Katie and I were defined as friends with benefits, but the others were all null. I bumped Katie up to Friends with Benefits for Essie, Gina, and Rhi. There was a flicker of anxiety. Would they be okay with it? It’s let other changes flow through as time went on.

Making that a default for our circle gave me a strange satisfaction too, as if welcoming her into some inner circle, but my stomach twisted for a flash—was I overstepping? Tess and Katie: Lovers. That made sense, and for some reason, seeing it confirmed brought a strange mix of jealousy and relief. I wondered how everyone else felt about all these digital declarations shaping our lives. The reality of the network weighed on me, and I realized I was building this web of connections, for better or worse.

^Back | Katie (Assist)

Fuck Me Attributes:

Orientat: Hetero

Bisexual: 70%

Dominant: 20%

Submissi: 80%

Katie: Hetero, but 70% bisexual. Same as Essie and Gina. Both of them were eyeing her like she was dessert. I finally looked up—Katie, naked, bent over, showing off a tramp stamp that read 'FuckToy' in tribal script. Right above her ass. I took a second to appreciate the view.

“You want me to remove this tattoo?” I asked absently, looking back at the cube. That her ass was practically in my face left any other body art out of the question.

“Yes, please,” Katie said. “I regretted it the morning after.”

“Manners are important,” I said. “Hey, Katie, remove the tramp stamp.”

The tattoo faded immediately. Katie looked at me oddly.

“Is that all?” She asked.

“Yep,” I replied, “Gina, take her to a mirror, please.”

“Manners are important,” Gina grinned, and I wasn’t sure if she said it by script or as a well-timed joke.

Gina and Essie herded naked Katie off to the bathroom. I watched her go—hard not to. Then caught Tess and Rhi shaking their heads at me, both grinning.

“I don’t believe you,” Tess said, “Katie is a sexy girl, and you practically ignored her stripping naked in front of you to look at your damn cube.” She laughed, and I grinned sheepishly. Rhi hugged me and kissed me behind my ear.

“I know it’s because you’re thinking of me, right lover?” Rhi teased and nipped my ear, “You should take a look. She is an eyeful

“I’m sure I’ll have plenty of time to ogle our newest member,” I said. “I’m kinda glad I don’t have to worry about adding any more assistants accidentally. A full cube adds a bit of peace of mind.”

The three young girls were walking back, and I looked at Katie’s naked body. Her breasts were firm and bounced deliciously, a bar piercing through each nipple. Her flesh was a nice honey-hued tan, with very light tan lines. Her blonde hair fit her skin tone, and her body was fit and trim. There was very little to improve on her. The room seemed to tilt before everything sharpened into hyper-realistic focus as Katie walked right up to me.

She wrapped her arms around me and hugged me. Her breasts pillowed against my chest. Her lips pressed to my cheek near my ear. “Thank you,” she said, “I can’t tell you how much that means to me.”

“I’m happy to help you,” I said, and hugged her closely, my arm around her back. “That’s all I want for each of you.”

“Welcome to the family, Katie,” Rhi said. “We all want to see you happy.”

Rhi leaned over my shoulder and combed through Katie’s hair. Katie turned and smiled at her, then Rhi kissed her softly. I found myself kissing along Katie’s neck, and my hands dropped to cup her bare ass.

“I want to keep you happy too,” she smiled, looking back at me and kissing me promisingly.

Her flesh was warm in my hands, and I had to shake my head, trying to regain my focus. I vaguely remembered there were things I needed to do, but I also felt a growing need to claim my newest assistant. I blinked, not recalling this same feeling in previous connections. I turned to Rhi, and she combed her fingers through my hair and kissed me deeply. It was becoming hard to resist the growing sexual tension in the room.

“It’s okay,” Rhi seemed to say, but her lips didn’t move, and I didn’t entirely know what she meant. Time seemed to slow while every sensation turned sharp, hyperreal, then suddenly soft and echoey, like I’d been dropped in the middle of someone else’s dream.

I turned to look at Katie, and I lost any semblance of control in her blue eyes. I pressed my lips to hers and hungrily kissed her. She moaned around my tongue as it pushed between her lips. I leaned forward and pressed her back into the sofa next to Tess. My hands lifted to her pert breasts and kneaded them. I was hungry for her.

I felt fingers at my belt, but knew that Katie’s hands were along my jaw, holding me to our heated kiss. Hands pushed my trousers down, and fingers unbuttoned my button-down shirt. I focused on kissing Katie, and my attention on everything else faded. Somehow, I was undressed, and multiple hands were running over my flesh. Squeezing my ass, rubbing my straining cock. I was at once the center of attention, while my attention focused solely on Katie.

I hovered over her, completely naked. She looked at me and then let her eyes drift down my torso. She reached and grabbed my cock, stroking it, then lifted her eyes to look into mine. I nodded to her unspoken question, and my hands pressed her thighs apart. I pushed forward as her hand pressed the head of my cock into her sex. I felt hands grip her legs and hold her open, freeing my hands to cup her breasts again.

She tossed her head back as my cock made contact with her slick lips. She was already wet and ready, although it seemed like we’d barely kissed. A stray thought tried to connect a FuckMe app setting with her apparent need. I blinked, and the idea fled as I thrust firmly into her tight cunt.

“Ohhh fuck, yes,” she groaned. “Yes, do it. Fuck me,”

Fingered combed through my hair, tugging me to kiss Rhi. My hips stroked into Katie, who lifted her hips to meet my strokes. My lips left Rhi’s lips, and she smiled, making room for Tess to kiss me. I growled into the kiss, the ardor of the sudden overheated lust in the room clearing my mind of any other thoughts. I pulled from the kiss and then hungrily kissed Katie, who moaned into my mouth.

Another set of fingers combed through my hair. I turned my head and was suddenly kissing Gina, her eyes bright as she smiled at me. Then Essie’s dark, enchanting eyes held mine as our lips met and kissed deeply. I shivered, my sensory systems overloading as I slammed into Katie. I found her eyes, and they stared back at mine. I drove her to her peak without a word. She crested, and I felt her cunt ripple around my cock, as I jerked against her, my cock spewing into her cunt.

Then, just as suddenly as hitting play or pause on a remote, the entire surreal orgy scene blurred into nothing. One instant, I was tangled up with Katie and the others; the next, I was fully dressed and standing a few steps away, breathless and disoriented. For a moment, I felt a rush of flickering static through my brain, as if some circuit had overloaded and rebooted me into reality. I blinked, trying to shake the static out of my head, half-waiting for the world to finish buffering.

“Yeah, welcome to the family,” I said absently, echoing Rhi’s greeting.

Katie stared at me for a long second, blinked, and then bent to grab her clothes to get dressed. I tried to get my head back on straight. Grabbed my cube and wandered outside to pace by the pool. The girls clustered around Katie inside, except Rhi. She followed me out, leaned against me while I stared at the river, cube in hand.


CHAPTER 48
STACKED DECK


“Did you feel that?” I asked Rhi. “What just happened?”

“You were fucking Katie,” she said. “We were all there watching you, encouraging you. It wasn’t real, more like a dream or a shared vision. I’m certain we all experienced it.”

“That’s crazy,” I said. “I don’t remember that happening before.”

“You never had a full cube before,” Rhi said. She hesitated, biting her lip, then rubbed her arms like she was cold. “Every time we added someone, it got weirder for me. Like, brain static. I couldn’t tune it out, just this low hum in my head.” Her voice trembled, and she laughed, but it came out shaky. “Now that all five spots are filled, it’s like I can hear what my sisters are thinking. Telepathy, or something close. It’s... intense.” For a second, something flickered in her eyes—part wonder, part something like fear, or maybe she was just overwhelmed. “It feels amazing and terrifying at the same time, you know? Like I’m not alone in my own mind anymore.”

“Your sisters?” I asked.

“Closest word I’ve got,” she said. “We’re all wired together now. Thoughts, feelings, the whole mess. I even know when one of us comes with you.”

“Can you sense what I’m thinking or doing?” I asked curiously.

“Not before whatever that was,” Rhi said. “Pretty sure we all just got a front-row seat to your fantasy. You’re confused, and… kind of awestruck?”

She tilted her head, meeting my eyes. I nodded.

“Yeah, that’s about right,” I said, trying to tune in to whatever Rhi was thinking. “You want to tell me it’s all fine. Or at least pretend it is.”

She nodded, and we ended up in this awkward half-hug. My brain was suddenly a blender full of everyone’s feelings and random urges, each thought and sensation crowding in all at once. Emotions clashed together: love, confusion, envy, desire, anxiety—a chaotic flickering, sparking in the back of my skull like fireworks behind my eyes. My skin felt prickly and wrong, as if dozens of hands brushed across me, and strange flashes of memory—some that weren’t mine—kept trying to surface. I heard a snatch of laughter, felt a surge of embarrassment, tasted someone else’s hunger. It was so much that my stomach rolled. I shut my eyes and tried to block it all out, clinging to any shred of my own thoughts, just looking for something solid to hang onto.

I latched onto Rhi’s purple lace collar, just stared at it and tried to make my brain shut up. After a bit, the noise faded.

I looked back at Rhi, and she nodded at me.

“Yeah, that’s better,” she said. “If your thoughts go haywire, it gets messy for everyone. You’re supposed to be the anchor. The one steering the ship.”

“This just keeps getting weirder,” I said. “I’m calling Bala.”

“Take Essie with you,” Rhi said. “She can help. I’ll gather the rest and get Katie settled in the room near Gina’s. We’ll need to have another moving day. I will handle all of it, don’t worry.”

Rhi took off to round up the others. I headed for the house. Essie was already at the glass door, waiting, and grabbed my hand as we went in.

“Gonna call Bala?” She asked, even though she seemed to know the answer. “Good, we need to figure out what happened.”

“So, what do you think just happened?” I asked, dropping the cube on my desk and firing up my laptop.

“Pretty sure we all got sucked into your fantasy about fucking Katie,” Essie said, smirking. “Not gonna lie, it was hot.”

“Rhi said the same thing,” I said. “Once everyone’s thoughts got mashed together, I lost the wheel. Had to really focus to pull it back.”

“The fifth spot?” Essie asked. “That must be significant.”

“Obviously,” I said, grinning. “And, yeah, fucking mind-blowing.”

Essie nodded, and her eyes kind of gave away that she’d felt it too. Hell, probably all of us did. I found Bala’s number and hit speaker.

“Josh,” came his voice. “I’ve received your NDA and the certified mail receipt. Let me send you a conference invite. I think it’s best if we can see each other. You must have many questions. I see you’ve filled your cube.”

“You have a knack for understatement, Bala,” I replied. “I’ll look for your email.”

“Yes, invite sent. I need to mention a possible glitch with a full cube, something we saw in testing. If all assistant slots are filled, the control node may transmit a wave pattern that propagates through the network and start to echo like...” He hesitated, searching for the right words. “Like when a live microphone is near a speaker... that type of feedback.”

For a beat, I froze, picturing a wall of screeching sound. My heart thudded faster.

He continued, “Without node master concentration, echoes between NEAs can become overwhelming. The owner needs to find a concept or thought to fixate on, central to their mind. Once that happens, the communication usually normalizes.”

I glanced at Essie, worried. She looked just as uneasy as I felt. Did I really want all this in my head? But the image of getting lost in someone else’s static stuck with me, and I forced myself to focus back on Bala’s explanation.

“Thank you. That helps me reconcile this latest experience. I’ll join the call once I get the invite.”

“Which one has Hassan?” I asked aloud after hanging up.

“We should label these,” Essie said with a shrug.

I opened the one on the far right and poked at the cube. Dead battery. I kept going, and the third one buzzed in my hand. Jackpot.

“What are you going to do?” Essie asked.

“Gotta test the system reset,” I said. “That’ll free my step-sister, step-mom, and Hassan. Not sure we did the right thing with him.”

The words hung there, heavier than I expected. I kept thinking about Hassan—what it really meant to flip a switch and wipe out memories, to tie or untie someone from this network without their say. Was it even fair? I wasn’t even sure what they remembered, whether there would be gaps they’d feel but never be able to explain. Part of me wondered if I was just making myself feel better by calling it 'freeing' them, when really, it might just be erasing them from something they never chose. Did any of us fully understand what we were doing to each other?

“Hold on,” Essie said. “You hardly know anything about this Bala guy. Why should we trust him?”

“Okay, good point. Let’s walk through what we know,” I said, and Essie nodded and sat back to listen.

“The NDA stuff checks out,” I said. “Mailing address is Silicon Valley, matches their HQ. The video call is branded the same. I’ll run a DNS check on his email, but so far, Bala’s legit.”

“Do that,” Essie said. “Just to be sure. I’m probably being extra cautious. We don’t know a lot about Hassan, but our only interaction with him was pretty tame and mundane.”

“Yeah,” I said. “Bala said Hassan was just a contractor, helping deactivate cubes. Apparently, after I talked to him, he couldn’t even remember the device’s name. I’m starting to think that’s on me.”

“We couldn’t have known he was working for Bala,” Essie said. “The whole auction and emails were cryptic and didn't feel official.”

“Whole thing was a closed beta,” I said. “Totally off the radar. Like some black ops military crap.”

Essie just stared at me, eyebrow up. I shrugged. Not going down the secret military rabbit hole today.

“Pretty sure I just jumped to conclusions because of some old social posts and my own baggage,” I said, typing in the DNS commands. “Yeah, it matches. Bala’s email is owned by the same company.”

“Okay,” Essie said, sitting down. “Go ahead and do the system reset. Just tell me what you’re seeing. Whenever you’re using it, all I can see is a perfectly blank cube.”

I sat down, grabbed the cube, and it buzzed like always. I pressed three fingers into the middle of each side, then flipped it and did the same with the other hand.

“The cube buzzed in five short bursts,” I said.

“I could hear the vibrations,” Essie said. “But I don’t see anything.”

“It’s now scrolling a message, ‘System Reset in process…’” I recited. “Then a series of dots in a ring, cycling.”

I glanced at Essie. She was staring at my blank cube like it was about to do a magic trick. Same message kept scrolling at the edge of my vision. Nothing else, just that stupid spinning ring.

“You’re seeing something?” Essie asked incredulously.

“Yeah, I see it,” I said. “Honestly, it’s boring as hell.”

The cube went blank, and I put it down. Then I touched it. It buzzed.

“What’s it doing now?” Essie asked.

“It’s a new node, adding this node to my account,” I said. “Basically the same thing it did when I first touched my cube.”

“Can I touch it?” Essie asked.

I slid it over to her. “Doubt it’ll do anything since you’re already in my network,” I said. “But if you want to try, go for it.”

She concentrated, carefully tapped the top face, and it lit up. I leaned closer to read the message.

“Current active assistant, Essie, detected,” I read aloud. “Then it went dark.”

“Fascinating,” Essie said.

“Yeah, that’s what I expected,” I said. “Let me see if I got the invite.”

After we finished talking about the reset, Essie boxed up the cubes and labeled the new one with a marker. I turned to my computer, found the email, and clicked the meeting invite. Video popped up, and Bala was already there, wearing his innocuous smile.

“Josh,” he said, “thank you for joining. You took longer than I anticipated.”

“I grabbed the other cubes I had,” I said, stacking them up. “Did a system reset on my nephew’s cube, just like you showed me. I’m not near any of the deactivated assistants, but the cube appears to function as brand new.”

“That is the expected behavior,” Bala confirmed. “The attached assistants should be unaware that anything has happened. Any memory of their AI connection is inaccessible. The only thing that wouldn’t change is any modified appearance that wasn’t reset in the Appearance app before the system reset.”

“So my step-sister will still have her modified appearance,” I clarified. “But lose access to any AI-enabled apps like MaidMode.”

“Correct,” Bala said. “NEAs should not recall they ever had access to such AI-empowered applications. They should retain all memories, just minor holes related to AI access. At least, that’s how we designed it. If you have any other cubes, please perform the same system reset on all the cubes.”

I nodded. Bala picked up a paper and started reading. While he did that, I dug out my Qi chargers. Essie nodded when I mimed charging the cubes.

“Josh, this is a contractor application in your name. I’ve sent you a copy. It may seem things are moving fast, and they are. I need to bring you on board as soon as possible. Please review the contract and confirm whether the terms of the contractor position meet your expectations. I’ll go on mute, but I’ll be listening to answer any questions.”

I shook my head at Essie, still kind of stunned, then turned back to the screen.

“Why the rush?” I asked, minimizing the video and opening my email.

“I can answer your question, Josh,” Bala said. “However, I cannot answer if I’m on speaker. Can you connect the headphones? Unfortunately, I need this to be a confidential conversation.”

“I’m going to go on mute and turn off my camera while I review the contract.”

“Please do,” Bala said. “I’ll stay connected. You’ll be on speaker.”

“I’m going to start charging the dead cubes,” I told Essie after muting the mic and killing the video. “Look for the little embossed icon on one side. Put that face on the charger. We’ll have to wait on the last one.”

“Got it,” Essie said and retrieved the cubes to start the process.

I nodded and opened the email, scanning through the contract. The boilerplate was familiar enough that I could scroll through the pages of legalese to reach the contract's actual terms. The contract was for 6 months, fairly standard for a technical consultant. The compensation made my eyes bulge. It was nearly six times my typical compensation. Usually, these short-term contracts were more substantial because they lacked the benefits of a full-time salaried position. This contract was entirely different and would quadruple my take-home pay after factoring in taxes and an insurance plan.

Essie had two cubes charging already. I spun my laptop so she could see the contract. Her eyes went wide. I just nodded, because words weren’t happening. Finally, I coughed and looked at her.

“This is nuts,” I said. “No way I’m passing it up. Plus, it means I can keep us together and safe.” I glanced between Essie and the cubes charging in her hands, my gut spinning with something deeper than relief. It wasn't just about protection anymore—it was about not losing this strange, perfect chaos we had built. If I let this go, if I said no, I could be scattering everyone, erasing all the knots that tied us together. I wanted to keep waking up surrounded by them, to keep sharing all of it—the wild connection, the mess, the need, the tangled feelings. This offer wasn't just a job. It was a lifeline holding our whole new world together, and I wasn't letting go.

“It’s up to you, Josh. That is a lot of money,” Essie said. “I trust your instincts.”

“Gotta switch to a secure call,” I said, pulling out my headphones. “I’ll find you when I’m done.”

She got up, hugged me, kissed my cheek. I hugged her back, then turned to the screen. Plugged in my headphones, restarted the audio, and Bala was back on my screen as I fiddled with the mic.

“Okay, we are on a secure line, Bala. You’ve given me a very generous offer,” I said. “Is it a contract-to-hire position, or will I be looking for a job in six months?”

“Before we continue, I need to walk you through dropping your neural connection from the mesh. It’s essential that our conversation is firewalled from your NEAs.” I nodded into the camera, and he continued. “You need to concentrate on an object,” Bala said, his fingers steepled together in front of him. “A focus item to anchor your thoughts, and keep them from leaking into your connected assistants. Holding a physical object is the best method.”

I dug through my laptop bag and found a USB key with the Basics logo. Held it up to the camera, then closed my fist around it.”

Bala laughed. “Yes, perfect. Now, just empty your mind, and think about that object. count down from ten. That should be long enough to quiet your presence on the network.”

I closed my eyes and tried to think about the USB key. You always put it in the wrong way first, right? As I focused on that, the background hiss in my head faded out. I nodded at the camera.

“Okay. I can sense the disconnect.”

“Thank you.” Bala nodded. “I intend to bring you on permanently as soon as possible, at the same rate as the contract.” Bala continued. “This is a stopgap necessary to give contractor-level access to our new unreleased version of the control node. It would be best if you got the updated hardware as soon as possible. We will be tearing down the existing infrastructure soon, and you need to transition your NEAs to the new v2 node as soon as possible.”

“Wait, what? Tearing down the whole thing?” I asked, suddenly in a hurry. “What do you need from me? I’m in. I just want to keep my assistants safe.”

“I’m accepting your verbal acceptance of the offer and expediting the paperwork,” Bala said hurriedly. “Please send me the completed contractor application via email as soon as you can. I hope to get your new v2 control node out for delivery as soon as possible. But it will probably be Saturday afternoon, via our normal delivery.”

“When will the current infrastructure go dark?” I asked.

“Currently, it’s set to go dark at midnight UTC Saturday,” Bala said. “I’m trying to get a 24-hour extension. Believe me, Josh, your five connected NEAs are essential to our research and our ongoing project. We can’t risk losing them in the changeover. I’m doing everything I can to ensure this happens.”

Time zone math is the worst. I was in Central—Chicago time. Daylight savings, of course. I hate this crap. I grabbed my phone and grumbled.

“What time is it in Chicago when it is midnight, Saturday in England?” I asked no one in a whisper.

“It would be 6:00 PM,” Rhi said quietly from the edge of the room. “Midnight in London is six in the evening on Friday night.”

“Fuck,” I said, and Bala looked at me and tilted his head.

“Sorry,” I said. “If we don’t get the extension, I’m screwed. The new node won’t get here in time.”

“I understand,” Bala nodded, nonplussed. “We may need to work within that contingency. It’s important, Josh, that the NEAs do not know this time constraint. So you’ll need to use your Basics key, your anchor object, to center your thoughts. If there is a gap in network coverage, existing mapped memories could corrupt the re-assimilation process. To keep your network intact, do not do a system reset on your cube. When the network goes dark, they will lose access to their beta cognitive map and have no memories of the past week. The neural network nodes, your assistants, will still be present but dormant.”

The idea unsettled me. What would it do to us if the others lost every memory of what we’d shared over the last week? I pictured trying to think through the implications: All my strong feelings wiped away, or, worse, realizing someone I cared about looked at me like a stranger? If it happened, would any of us ever feel safe enough to let down our guard again?

“So…” I asked, and couldn’t continue with Rhi listening. It wasn’t worth the risk.

“At re-assimilation, the neural network reactivates, does a system integrity check, and upgrades the assistant’s cognitive engine. When completed, the updated cognitive connection will re-acquire the beta mind-map, and memories will return.” Bala explained. “Then the neural network updates the new system, including the neural matrix to use the improved infrastructure. That’s what our theory suggests. Transitioning them to the new node without downtime is the optimal approach. If we can get the 24-hour extension.”

“What if I just did the system reset?” I asked.

“Do not do a system reset on your node. Disabled assistants like those released in a system reset cannot be upgraded easily,” Bala warned. ”If they connect to a new v2 node, in a disabled state, they will not be able to recall events while they were part of the beta network. If you want to keep your NEAs memories of the past week, you need to allow the network to disconnect. That is the only path for them to retain their memories.”

“Okay,” I said, trying not to freak out. “I’ll sign and send the paperwork. Just send the v2 node to the address I’m putting in chat.”

I typed in Tess’s address. If the extension worked, I’d still be here. If not… I didn’t want to think about it. I ended the call, sent the contract to Tess’s printer, and slapped on a fake smile before turning to Rhi.


CHAPTER 49
STORING SECRETS


“That sounded intense,” Rhi said, “what happened?”

“I got a new job,” I said, forcing a smile, and gripping the Basics USB key as I told her my new salary. “I need to finish up the paperwork by 6 PM tomorrow and send my resignation to Brent. He’s not going to be happy.”

“Wow,” Rhi said, hearing the numbers, “That’s incredible. Congratulations! I’m so excited for you.”

I hugged her, picked her up, and spun her around. The whole time, I felt like a fraud. I kissed her, then headed to Tess’s office to grab the printout and sign it. No notary needed. I shoved the papers back through the scanner and emailed the PDF to myself.

“I need to make a few calls,” I told her. “I want to get this finished. I’ll be done by dinner. How is Katie fitting in?”

“Gina and Tess are going with her to collect some of her clothes,” Rhi explained. “We can do a larger move on the weekend.”

“That sounds perfect,” I smiled. “Once this call is done, I want to spend the rest of today and tomorrow relaxing with all of you. My new role doesn’t start until Monday.”

“Sounded like you had a deadline at 6 PM tomorrow?” Rhi asked, tilting her head to look at me.

“Just the deadline for this paperwork, and I’ve already sent it in. I have to receive a package sometime on Saturday.” I lied, but masked it with a partial half-truth. “Now it’s just a waiting game for me. I need to call Brent and give him my resignation.”

“Okay, love,” Rhi smiled and kissed me. “Dinner is burgers tonight. I’m figuring out Tess’s fancy grill. Essie is going to help me. You do what you need to do.”

I went back to my laptop and sent the acceptance paperwork to Bala, just going through the motions. I felt like shit. Lying to my soulmates—yeah, plural—just to keep them safe. Trusting some new tech I barely understood, and Bala, who acted like my five NEA nodes were the holy grail. No clue why he cared so much. The whole thing left my stomach in knots.

I typed out my resignation letter to my current company. Then I called Brent, my manager. He picked up on the third ring.

“Hey, Josh,” Brent said. “Hope things are going well; sounds like you’ve had a rough week.”

“Hi Brent,” I said, “I’m sending you an email with a resignation letter. I just accepted a fantastic offer. I’m sorry for no warning, but it was just too good to pass up.”

“Wow,” Brent said, “I wish you had let me know. I may have been able to match the offer. You’re too good to let go without a fight.”

I told him the new offer.

“Well, we’re going to miss you around here,” Brent said, then laughed.

“Yeah,” I chuckled. “That’s what I figured. Look, if you need help, please do call. I can’t give you two weeks, but I can help out a bit if needed.”

“That’s generous, Josh,” Brent said. “I appreciate it. We need to move on without you, but we appreciate your availability. Let’s meet for a beer sometime when things quiet down for you.”

“Sounds like a deal,” I said, then we disconnected. A beer sounded delicious.

While I was on the phone with Brent, Bala pinged me with a tracking number for Saturday delivery. Supposed to show up before noon, but I’ve played this game before—if it gets here before sunset, I’ll be shocked. I grabbed my cube and started poking at it.

Radar mode showed two blobs—Tess, Gina, and Katie inching toward the middle, still not close. Rhi and Essie were already there. Gina’s group was taking their sweet time. I watched the little labels shuffle around the cube face as a distraction.

I was all over the place. If Bala was right, by dinner tomorrow, they might forget everything since touching the cube. Part of me liked the idea—no more node mind games—but mostly, it felt like losing them. My chest tightened. I shut the laptop, closed my eyes, and slumped in my chair, rolling the USB key in my hand like it might anchor me.

The two charging nodes started blinking green. Right—time for a system reset. I wondered what the other cubes had been up to. Good enough excuse to distract myself.

I grabbed one and put the last dead cube on the charger. The newly charged one recognized me, just like James’s did. Only one assistant—Sandra. Her avatar popped up, looked pretty normal, nothing weird. Attractive enough, I guess. I skipped poking around her apps and just ran the reset.

Second cube, same deal—two assistants, Tina and Tammy. Probably sisters, maybe twins. Their avatars looked like they’d been pulled from a porn site, but not in a cartoonish way. I debated resetting their looks, but if they weren’t solo, that could get weird. In the end, I just reset the cube. Being hot isn’t the worst thing. I boxed up both cubes and scribbled on the lids.

The last cube blinked blue. I stared at it, letting my mind drift. Resetting cubes wasn’t cutting it anymore—worry about losing the beta network crept back in. Every flash just made me more restless.

I needed to get a grip. After that shared fantasy with Katie, I knew my feelings could leak through the network. Not great. I had to keep my shit together so they wouldn’t pick up on my panic. Too much at stake to let them see behind the curtain.

I tried to breathe, tried to meditate. Squeezed the old USB key like it was a stress ball. Then fingers slid through my hair, and lips pressed against mine—upside-down, soft at first, then deeper. I opened my eyes. Essie grinned down at me.

“Whatever it is, Josh,” Essie said. “I trust you. You got this.”

“I can’t talk about it, Es,” I said. “It’s too important.”

“Then don’t,” She smiled and pulled my chair back from the table.

She circled around and straddled me, settling on my thighs. Her eyes—darker than her sisters’—locked on mine. We just stared for a second, then she leaned in and kissed me. Her hands pressed flat on my chest, then slid up around my neck.

“You don’t have to explain it to us,” Essie said. “Just know, I’ve got your back. I know you have mine.”

“I do,” I said huskily. “I promise you.”

“Good, because the hamburgers are ready,” Essie smiled from the doorway. “The others are back, and we’re hungry. For some reason, none of us can eat until you do. So stop worrying and come eat with us.”

That was the kind of cube logic that actually made me smile. Essie pulled back, grabbed my hands, and hauled me up. I hesitated, and she gave me a look.

“Just need to reset the last cube,” I said. “Hold on a minute.”

“Did you reset the others?” Essie asked.

“Yeah,” I said. “This one needed to charge a bit more.”

The corners flashed green, I grabbed the last cube, did the six-finger thing until it buzzed five times, then boxed it up and scribbled on the lid. Essie took my hand, and we headed out to the patio. The heat was finally letting up. Burgers, potato salad, veggies, lemonade—the whole thing hit the spot.

The girls in swimsuits—smiling, laughing—pulled my brain away from cube problems. I let myself relax and just enjoy the noise. Katie finished talking with Gina, slid into my lap, and kissed me. Her bikini fit like it was made for her. I wrapped my arm around her waist and let myself forget anything else, for once.

“What was that for?” I asked.

“I wanted to thank you. This is amazing.” Katie smiled. “I’m still a bit dizzy from what’s happened today. I wanted to let you know that I love being part of your family. I want to learn more about you. Everyone seems to think you are incredible.”

“Well, I wouldn’t trust them,” I smiled. “They’re horribly biased. Mind-controlled drones tend to appease their master.”

“Oh, really?” She laughed, then combed a tangle of my hair from hanging into my eyes. “I’ve never been mind-controlled before, but this doesn’t seem like I’ve lost my ability to reason. I do trust you, even though I hardly know you.”

“I look forward to changing that,” I said. “We should both know each other better.”

I needed a distraction. Sunset was settling in, and I was ready for a different kind of evening. Katie slid off my lap and sat next to Gina. They were getting close—fine by me. I stood up and looked around.

“Let’s all pitch in to clean up from dinner,” I said. “I’d like to have a whole family welcome ceremony for our fifth and final assistant. What do you all think?”

“Is it a naked ceremony?” Gina asked, looking at Katie. “I think it should be a naked ceremony.”

“Yes,” I decreed, then looked at Tess. “Can we celebrate in your bed?”

“Yes,” Tess agreed, her eyes flaring as she grinned and nudged Rhi. “It might be cozy, but even that sounds fun.”

"Let’s get to it," I said, reaching for some plates.

“Not you,” Rhi said, slapping my hand. “Go shower and relax. You can join us after we’re done.”

“Your wish—” I started.

“If you say command, I’m gonna…” she grinned, and made a tiny fist. “You’re in control. You do the commanding. Wish fulfillment is appreciated.”

“Of course,” I smiled, then turned towards Tess’s room.

I stripped down to nothing in the closet. Then Gina swept in and gathered up my clothes. I looked at her, and she held her hand up to block her view of my cock.

“Gotta finish MaidMode first,” she said. “Can’t get distracted by your….”She waved her hand and didn’t finish, then scampered out of the room.

I heard the girls moving around, doing their thing. Nobody needed to be told what to do—they just handled it. I shook my head at the teamwork and slipped into the shower.

Alone, I tried to shove the worries aside. I focused on my lovers—the curve of a hip, the heat in their eyes, the way their lips tasted. My cock perked up, reliably optimistic. I rinsed off, lingered under the hot water, then shut it off and dried off.

Tess had closed the bathroom door, so I was alone. I wiped the fog off the mirror and stared at myself. "Don’t be an asshole," I muttered, then grinned.

I hung my towel, swung the door open, and there they were—Katie on the edge of Tess’s bed, naked and blushing, flanked by my girls in pairs: Tess and Rhi, Gina and Essie. Katie’s eyes flicked down to my cock, then up to meet my gaze, her whole face flushed. I grinned, feeling a swell of pride and something warmer underneath.

I stepped toward her as she lay back, the others shifting her to the center of the bed, spreading her out for me—arms and legs open, bare and waiting. Tess and Gina caressed her skin, their hands gliding over every inch. I crawled between Katie’s thighs, tracing my fingers along her warm, trembling flesh.

One of my hands lifted to cup and squeeze one of her breasts. The other cupped her sex. She writhed, pressing her hips to feel more contact as her breath caught.

“I’m ready,” Katie purred, breathless. “Been dreaming of this—don’t make me wait.”

“Who says I’m done teasing?” I grinned, lowering my mouth between her thighs.

I spread her open and slid my tongue along her cleft, tasting her—hot, slick, desperate. Katie moaned, hips rolling, hands caught by the others as I took my time, teasing her with slow strokes, flicking her piercings, and savoring every twitch. The girls kept her pinned and needy, a living offering laid out just for me.

I kissed my way up her body, biting gently at her stomach, then cupping her breasts and rolling her nipple rings between my fingers. She purred, arching into my touch, her breath coming in little gasps.

“Please—no more teasing,” she whimpered, straining against the hands holding her down.

I glanced at the others—they nodded, wordless, just as hungry as their captive. Two of them spread Katie’s legs wider, holding her open for me. I slid in close, cock in hand, rubbing the head along her slick entrance. Katie tried to buck up, but the girls held her steady, all of us locked on her eyes.

I thrust into her, and her eyes went wide, locked on mine. She arched, offering herself up, her body trembling with every stroke. My hands gripped her breasts, holding her down, making sure she felt every inch. Katie was at our mercy, the center of everything—mine, theirs, ours. Her moans filled the room, and I lost myself in her, in all of them.

I leaned in, kissing Rhi, then Essie, then Tess, the girls shifting and pressing against Katie—an undulating wave of heat and skin. They kissed, licked, and teased her, driving her higher. Katie’s eyes found mine, desperate, pleading for release.

“Come for me, Katie,” I growled. “Let go—feel all of us.”

She broke, hips bucking, her whole body shaking as she came. I pounded harder, lost in the rush, then slammed into her one last time, spilling deep inside her before pulling out, painting her skin with the last of my release.

Essie was on me in a flash, her mouth taking the last drops, then leaning in to kiss Katie, sharing the taste. Katie moaned, tangling with Essie, still gasping. I slipped beside them, catching my breath, the room spinning with afterglow.

After that, it was a blur—hands, mouths, heat, the night turning into a tangle of bodies and pleasure shared. Tess’s bed was a mess of flesh and breath, and for a while, nothing else existed.

Eventually, we quieted, curling into a warm, tangled heap. I held Rhi against me, Essie pressed to my back, the others close. I drifted off, finally at peace, surrounded by the only family I’d ever really chosen.

Thursday was much busier than I’d expected.


PART SEVEN

FRIDAY - YOU DON'T KNOW HOW IT FEELS


CHAPTER 50
MORNING GLORIES


“Listen, asshole,” Tess growled. “You need to get the hell out of my house before I call the police.”

I jolted awake, breath catching, surrounded by a tangle of warm bodies. For a second, I couldn’t place where I was—until I remembered Tess’s room, my girls all around me. Five assistants. Five lovers. Sometimes it still didn’t feel real.

“Another nightmare?” Rhi asked, her hand running up my chest.

“He does this often?” Tess asked, then slumped back down and kissed Katie’s back, closing her eyes.

“Yeah,” I said. “Different this time.”

I slid down and pulled Rhi back against me. I felt Essie press a kiss behind my ear, her breasts shifting back against my back.

“It’ll be okay, Papi,” Essie said softly, kissing my shoulder.

“What do you remember?” Rhi asked quietly.

I shook my head. Dwelling on it would just drag the nightmare into daylight. I kissed Rhi’s shoulder, trying to anchor myself in the present.

“It’s silly,” I murmured. “Let’s sleep in.”

“Dreamy,” Rhi purred, and soon the breathing around me steadied as they returned to sleep.

I stared at the ceiling, feeling the countdown ticking in the back of my skull. Maybe twelve hours left before the whole world changed—maybe forever. Shit.

Soon, triggered by her internal clock, Rhi stirred, then turned and kissed me. I smiled into her eyes. She pressed her forehead against mine, and her clear blue eyes studied mine.

“I love you. Always. Never doubt that, my Master.”

I bit my lip and nodded, not trusting my voice. If I blinked too long, I wasn’t sure I wouldn’t tear up.

“Now I’m going to fix you breakfast,” she smiled and woke up Tess to help her.

Tess smiled as she disentangled from Katie, then leaned and kissed me.

“Good morning, Josh,” she smiled, then slipped from the bed.

Katie rolled over with a sleepy moan, blinking up at me before grinning as she slid down to my groin. We locked eyes as she wrapped her lips around my semi-hard cock, waking me up the rest of the way. My moan got Essie’s attention—she pressed against me, kissing my lips while Katie worked below.

I moaned into Essie’s mouth as Katie stroked me hard, her tongue and hands working in sync. Essie glanced down, then kissed along my chest, watching Katie devour me. Gina crawled over from the other side and kissed me, her hand gliding over my thigh.

“How many of us can you handle at once?” Gina teased, her tongue slipping between my lips.

I growled, rolling away from Katie’s mouth and pushing up on my knees. The three of them watched me—naked, flushed, hungry. I couldn’t help but grin.

“On your knees, please. Line up,” I said with a gruff voice.

“I love good manners,” Essie said and quickly lined up and shook her ass at me.

“Early adopters get special treatment,” I growled, lining up and sliding into Essie.

Essie looked back at me, eyes blazing. Katie and Gina scrambled to their spots, and I took my time—fucking Essie hard, then Gina, then Katie, moving between them, letting each one feel the power of my thrusts, but keeping them from going over the edge.

The girls groaned and arched, swaying their asses, desperate for attention. Essie kissed Katie, Gina spanked Essie—everybody eager for more. I gave them all a taste, then pulled back, stroking myself as they watched.

“Flip over, lie on your backs, your asses on edge, thighs spread,” I instructed. They obeyed eagerly. I took in the sight—three gorgeous women, thighs spread, eyes on me, dripping and waiting. No better way to start the day.

I worked them each to the edge—Katie, then Essie, then Gina—never quite letting any of them tip over, their curses and pleas filling the room. The second rotation, they tried to finish themselves off, but I kept control, loving every frustrated gasp.

Finally, I took pity and slammed into Katie—“Come, Kate”—her cunt gripped tight, thighs quaking as lust echoed, burying my dread.

I pulled out, slammed into Essie, drawing out her peak with a few hard strokes, then finished with Gina, who barely needed any encouragement to fall apart for me.

“Good girls,” I growled, voice rough with pride.

I stepped back, stroking myself, and the three of them dropped to their knees, mouths open, cheeks pressed together, waiting. I painted their faces, and they licked each other clean, hungry for every drop. One by one, they took turns sucking the last bits from my cock.

I watched, grinning, then knelt and hugged them all close, kissing each one. When we finally caught our breath, we crowded into the shower, hands everywhere until I called a timeout before round two could kick off.

“What a party pooper!” Gina laughed.

“I know, I know,” I confessed. “I’m the worst.”

We left Tess’s room all smiles, the girls parading down the hall naked, laughing and jostling like we didn’t have a care in the world.


CHAPTER 51
BREAKFAST BUSTLE


I yanked on the swim trunks and the shirt Rhi left in Tess’s closet, wandered into the kitchen, and found Rhi. I slipped my arms around her from behind and kissed her, giving her ass a good squeeze. Loving my new morning routine.

“That looked fun,” Rhi teased.

"You saw us?" I asked.

She pointed out the window. From the kitchen counter, you could see Tess’s bed. Not exactly subtle.

"Should’ve pulled the shades," I muttered, making a face.

"Babe," she kissed me. "I liked watching you. You keep us happy. I can't wait for my turn."

“I’m looking forward to it,” I confessed. “I’m famished.”

“Rhi’s not telling you the whole story,” Tess said, and Rhi blushed.

"Oh?" I said.

“She watched you inverted,” Tess winked. “Her head was draped over the counter as I drove her crazy with my tongue.”

"You two are insatiable," I grinned.

“Guilty,” Tess said. “We call dibs while the trio cleans up from breakfast.”

"Someone needs to change your sheets, Tess," I said.

"And air it out," Tess grinned. "Probably smells like a high-end brothel."

"Best smell in the world," I said, grinning. "Eau de Pussy. Someone should bottle it."

"Sit on the patio and cool off, Romeo," Rhi smiled. "I'll bring your food. Take your coffee."

I grabbed my coffee and bailed for the patio. Sat at the end of the table, stared at the river, and let the caffeine do its thing. Rhi had already snagged my phone and USB key from my pants last night—her version of tidying up—and left them at my spot on the breakfast table. I thumbed through emails, hoping for something less annoying than usual.

Old work account? Disabled. Deleted it. Ditched the fake phishing account too. New job, new email from ncnhq.com—encrypted credentials, the usual song and dance. Set up passwords, apps, all that crap. I’d have to do it again on the laptop. Joy.

One email from Bala sat there, waiting. Subject: 'Status of v1.0 network termination.' I stared at it, not in a hurry to ruin my morning.

Closed my eyes. Heavy feeling in my gut. Didn’t want to read it, but I sighed and forced myself to look. Braced for impact.

Josh,

I’m sorry that the v1.0 beta network will be deactivated at midnight GMT Saturday morning.

Your node and assistants will not be able to access their cognitive maps after 6 PM local time on Friday. Try to limit any disturbance with your NEAs until you receive your new v2.0 node. I attached a short video introducing you to the new form factor and enhanced UX. It is expected that once your new node is activated, your NEAs will be automatically updated after they reconnect by touch. Unfortunately, we can’t update their neural connections in the background.

I will talk to you again on Monday morning. We are excited to have you on our team and look to the future.

v/r Bala

I tried not to freak out while clenching the USB key in my fist. Didn’t need my mood leaking into the network. Shut down my phone, drank more coffee. Worst case, maybe, but not the end of the world. Or us, I hoped. Too many unknowns. Even doing nothing was risky—bad app, glitchy protocol, whatever. So far, we’d gotten off easy. Just some leg cramps when Katie froze up.

Tried to think positive, shove the anxiety aside. I’d watch the video later, after the network died. Right now, I wanted to focus on my NEAs. Calling them 'assistants' felt off—they were more than that. Lovers. Family. That thought made my chest tight and warm at the same time. I finished my coffee and sighed.

Rhi slid a plate and a glass of OJ in front of me. Pancakes, bacon, fruit, syrup—the works. Looked like something out of a food ad, smelled even better. Rhi sat next to me with her own plate, Tess on my other side, grinning. The rest of the crew filled in: Gina, Katie, Essie. Full table. Almost too perfect.

I dug in. Everyone else followed. I was starving, and for a minute, I let myself forget about the looming deadline. Then I remembered the HealthMonitor thing.

“How are you feeling?” I asked Tess first.

Her eyes flickered for a few moments, and then she smiled at me, “I’m feeling great. My blood glucose level is normal. My cholesterol level is within range,...” Tess continued rattling off a series of conditions and statistics that lasted over a minute.

"You got all that?" I asked, stifling a laugh.

“Yeah,” she chuckled, “maybe there is a prompt with a shorter response.”

“Maybe,” I looked at Rhi. “Rhi, quickly, how are you feeling?”

“I’m feeling great. All parameters are nominal. Thank you for asking.” Rhi grinned.

"Perfect!" Tess laughed.

Short prompt, same answer from everyone. I grinned. Healthy, happy, for now. Eight hours of peace, if we were lucky.

Went back for seconds on the pancakes. Burned enough calories to justify it. Conversation drifted to moving Katie in. Half the table wanted to do it today, get it over with. The rest wanted to wait, maybe Sunday. Democracy in action.

“I don’t have much,” Katie said, “I need to find out about my lease and other crap. I don’t want to pack and clean. I’m fine with the clothes we got yesterday.”

Honestly, I just wanted to avoid the stress and buy myself a few more hours before the axe dropped at six. Relief and guilt tangled up as I wondered if Tess would even want Katie here without the cube’s nudge. Or me, for that matter. That old doubt crept in again, same as always.

I finally put an end to the argument.

“Decision final, after MaidMode tidying, the only allowed uniform is a bikini or nothing!” I pronounced.

The grins around the table were brilliant. Tess and Rhi cooked breakfast, so the younger hive exempted them from clean-up and morning chores. They decided to help me change into my swimsuit. No one objected.


CHAPTER 52
SECOND BREAKFAST


I stepped into Tess’s room from the patio, and Rhi was behind me. She drew the blinds to limit the view into the room, and Tess closed the door and lowered the blinds on the other side.

I kicked off my shorts and watched them strip. Tess and Rhi looked like twins from a distance—same curves, same attitude—but up close, it was always obvious who was who.

Rhi knelt at my feet, just her purple lace collar on—a reminder I still owed her one that was truly hers. Her palms rested on her thighs, eyes up, the perfect picture of devotion. Tess watched from the bed, curious about the ritual.

“Worship my cock, slave,” I growled, “don’t use your hands.”

Rhi purred, rubbing her cheeks over my cock. I tangled my fingers in her blue hair, meeting those ice-blue eyes. She pulled her hands behind her back, mouth open, tongue swirling. When she finally closed her lips around me, heat shot through my spine.

I glanced at Tess—sprawled against the headboard, legs spread, fingers already circling her clit. Her gaze flicked between Rhi’s mouth and my eyes, hungry for her turn.

I pulled Rhi’s head close, fucking her mouth deep. She took me like a pro, eyes locked on mine, tears at the corners, lust echoing through the link. Tess watched, fingers working faster.

I pulled out and nudged Rhi toward Tess. She crawled onto the bed, hands still behind her, head between Tess’s legs. Tess moaned, hips up, shameless for her Rhi’s tongue.

I stepped behind Rhi, one hand gripping her wrists firmly, and lowered my free hand to cup her sex. She was dripping like a sieve and moaned as my fingers spread her lips apart. I nudged my hips, my cock head notched between her labia, and I drove my hips forward. Her head tossed back, and she tried to press back into me. I gripped her head and held her mouth to Tess’s cunt.

“Come after you make Tess,” I growled.

I fucked my slave like there was no tomorrow. I quickly banished the thought of no tomorrow, given what would happen at 6 PM.

She moaned, every thrust pushing her deeper into Tess. Tess twisted her nipples, eyes glazed with sexual hunger as her hips ground into Rhi’s mouth. I kept Rhi’s wrists pinned with one hand, and the other slipped under her to flick her clit ring as I drove into her.

We found a savage rhythm—my thrusts, Rhi’s whimpers, Tess’s moans. Tess was close, her eyes locked with Rhi’s as she ground against her mouth.

“Come, Tess,” I growled. “Come, my greedy fuck toy. Squirt all over her face.”

Tess gasped, clutching Rhi’s shoulders as she came. I shoved Rhi’s mouth tighter to her, and as Tess broke, Rhi’s cunt clamped down on me, her own orgasm hitting hard.

“Good girl,” I praised, “don’t stop until I finish.”

Rhi kept licking, Tess shuddering through aftershocks. I held on until I lost it, slamming deep as I spilled inside Rhi, both of us shaking. Tess rolled away, spent, and I finally let Rhi collapse under me.

I pulled out and rolled to lie flat on my back on the bed, then slid to the floor. I reached over and pulled Rhi into my lap, and she finally moved her arms from behind her to wrap them around my neck. We kissed deeply and hungrily. Still shaking and trembling with overloaded nerves. I held her in my arms until we both caught our breath. I kissed her lightly.

“I love you, Rhi. My lover. My soulmate. My everything.”

“My Master,” she whispered. “All yours. I love you.”

Tess rolled over, kissed my cheek, then pressed a kiss to the top of Rhi’s head. “You two are made for each other,” Tess said, smiling. “Thanks for letting me join in—and for showing me what real love looks like. I love you both.”


CHAPTER 53
POLY POOL


After my session with Rhi and Tess, we rose slowly and joined each other in the shower. We rinsed and washed tenderly before drying off and choosing which swimsuits to wear. Rhi wore a black bikini, while Tess chose a royal blue one. I pulled up my black swim trunks, and the three of us returned to the pool.

The three younger girls were already in the water, and we all joined them. Gina swam toward me with a grin. She kissed me, her arms around my neck, and lifted her thighs around my waist. Her new, larger breasts stretched her bright pink bikini, barely covering the curve of her lower breast.

“You look amazing,” I said. “Are you enjoying your new tits?”

“I am,” Gina said with a grin. “I want to keep them, I think. I probably won’t take up jogging, though. I look like a hot gamer girl, right?”

I nodded and laughed before she spun her away and dove toward Tess. Before I could catch my breath, Essie was behind me, her bikini-clad breasts pressed to my back, arms and ankles locking me in place. I let myself sink into the comfort of her touch, trying to push the ticking clock from my mind.

“Mmm,” I smiled, running my hand back to cup her ass, pulling her against me. “How’s mi niña?”

“I’m wonderful, Papi,” she said, kissing behind my ear. “You have a wonderful family, and I’ve never been happier.”

I pulled her around before me and combed her wet hair from her eyes. Her bikini was a sage green, an excellent contrast to her caramel flesh. Her brown eyes captured mine, and I kissed her tenderly. She swept her tongue across my lips, then parted to smile into my eyes. She pushed back from me and swam towards Rhi, hugging her close.

Katie was waiting at the pool’s edge, sunlight catching her honey skin and the glint of her piercings. I waded toward her, trying not to let my worries show. I pressed her to the side, lips and bodies meeting, her warmth seeping into me until the rest of the world faded.

“You know,” she said, parting the kiss. “I thought I was done with guys until I met you.”

“Is that so?” I asked, enjoying being close to her.

“Yeah, I’m smitten with Tess, but you... ” she drifted off. “You surprise me. You’re gentle and kind, but then you flip and go all alpha on me. Drives me crazy.”

“I am glad I’m getting to know you,” I said, with a grin. “You had a bit of a hard time in the past. I hope we are turning that around. I want you to be happy, safe, secure.”

“I feel all of that,” she smiled, “I am building my trust in you. It’s been less than a day, but I can tell you are serious when you say you will protect us.”

“I will,” I promised, even if doubt gnawed at the back of my mind.

“Good,” she smiled and dropped a hand down to rub my manhood. “Because after a steady diet of Tess’s vagina, I am getting addicted to your delicious dick.”

Her fingers traced my growing erection under the water. I pulled her bikini aside and slipped my fingers inside her, both of us lost in the moment, the rest of the world gone. She moaned and stroked me in return, our eyes locked, need bouncing between us and amplifying by the second.

I lifted her, carried her to the pool’s edge, and settled her on the concrete. She pulled her bikini top up, breasts bared, as I freed myself and pressed inside her—no hesitation, just raw need.

“Oh fuck,” she said and arched back, her breasts lifting invitingly.

My hips found their rhythm, fucking her hard while my mouth worked her nipples, tongue flicking her jewelry. She arched into me, fingers in my hair, matching my need. For a moment, nothing existed but the slick heat of her body on mine.

“Ohhhhgawd,” she said. “The way you stretch my tight pussy. Mmm, yes, Josh hammer me, FUCK!!”

We drew a crowd—Essie kissing Katie as Tess pulled Essie’s bottoms off and buried her face between her thighs. I kept fucking Katie, the energy rippling out, feeding on itself.

“Oh, you bitch,” Essie growled. “Right there, fuck, yes.”

Rhi walked along the patio deck, past Essie, and then straddled Katie’s head. Katie lifted her head to see where the shadow was from, then grinned and angled her head to meet Rhi’s sex as she lowered her bare cunt to the blonde’s hungry lips. Rhi smiled at me as I stroked, then her eyes closed as she rocked her hips into Katie’s mouth.

Gina wrapped around my back, nipping my ear. “I’m next,” she growled, pinching my nipples. “Make Katie-slut come for us.”

“Come for me, Katie,” I said, hammering her hard.

Katie clamped down, coming hard as her arms wrapped around Rhi’s thighs. Rhi ground into her mouth, hungry for more. I pulled Gina close, twisted and bent her over Katie, tugged her thong aside, and slid into her, barely giving myself a chance to breathe.

“God, yes, fuck!” Gina cried. “Fuck your needy whore, YES!”

I pressed Gina’s head down, her mouth busy with Katie as I fucked her from behind. All around me—moans, bodies, heat—my girls watching, wanting. Gina came hard, and I moved to Tess, need still burning, urgency rising.

Tess bent over, shimmied out of her bottoms, and dove back between Essie’s legs. I pushed into her from behind—Tess’s moans muffled by Essie’s cunt as I fucked her hard. Essie came, shuddering, and Tess cried out around her, her own climax hitting as I drove her over the edge.

Rhi rose to her feet above Katie, her tan skin glistening in the sun, and headed for the shallow steps. I followed, wading through hip-deep water. We met at the steps, kissing each other relentlessly as I pulled her against me. She stroked my cock, and I lowered her onto the top step, legs spread, body open. In a heartbeat, I was inside her, both of us lost in the frenzy.

“Fuck yes,” she groaned, her breath hot along my ear, her arm across my shoulder. “Oh Fuck, Master, please! Please…”

“Come with me,” I groaned, slamming into her as my release hit. Rhi clung to me, hips rolling, both of us shaking. We melted into the water, breathless, holding on like we could freeze time.

The deck was scattered with naked, sated girls. I smiled, heart pounding. Sun climbing higher, hours slipping away too fast. I dove back in the pool, searching for my trunks. We all helped each other redress, exchanging kisses and laughter, while I pretended the clock wasn't ticking.

That wild lust felt almost normal now—like this was the way things had always been. But under it all, I could feel the edge of panic, the ever-present countdown ticking. I tried to hold on to the afterglow, even as my brain kept skipping ahead.

I dried off and sat in the shade. Gina and Katie reclined in the sun, both bare-breasted sun worshippers. Rhi sat on one side of me, her fingers entwined in mine. Essie leaned against my other side. Tess rested her head on Rhi’s thigh. The four of us enjoyed the cozy comfort.

With eyes heavy, I moved to the couch, Rhi and Essie following. Tess drifted off to join the sunbathers. I kissed Rhi and Essie, then let myself relax, head back, trying to hold on to the peace for as long as I could.


CHAPTER 54
ESSIE CONFIDES


“Papi,” I heard Essie’s voice and felt her shake my shoulder. “Papi, wake up. I want to talk with you.”

I blinked a few times. “What time is it?”

“Almost two,” Essie whispered. “Come with me, so we don’t bother Rhi.”

I stood up, and Rhi stirred, looking up at me.

"Where are you going?" Rhi murmured.

"Essie wants to talk," I said, kissing her gently.

"Okay," she said, sitting up. "I’m hungry. We missed lunch, so I’ll put it together."

“Food would be good,” I agreed. “Thank you for taking care of us.”

Rhi gave me a half-awake smile.

Essie latched onto my hand and dragged me upstairs. She collapsed onto her bed and slapped the mattress next to her.

"Keep staring at me like that, Papi, and I’ll start thinking you want some scandalous confession or something," she said, smirking.

I smirked and ruffled her hair. "Only if it’s worth the gossip. Otherwise, I’m billing you."

She rolled her eyes, but the smile was still there. I waited.

"What’s on your mind?" I asked.

"Just second thoughts," Essie said. "I used to like being a cop. Before this year, anyway. Now it’s just a mess. Protests, ACAB, complaints, new rules, all of the shit. Some nights I can’t shut my brain off. And I keep thinking I left Mac in the lurch. He won’t say it, but that’s what I think. Did I screw up?"

“So you’re second-guessing quitting?”

"Guess so. Gotta look out for myself. Not keen on driving that highway forever. And your empty apartment isn’t exactly Club Med, no offense."

“None taken. This place beats my old apartment by a country mile.”

She smiled, then started picking at her fingers.

“What are you worried about?” I asked.

"Paycheck’s a nice thing," she said. "Tess is great, but I’d rather earn my own way."

"I could hire you," I said. "I need someone to keep an eye on my junk. Maybe even help me figure out whatever weird job I end up with. You’re a good listener and problem solver.”

“You take care of yourself pretty good, Papi,” she smiled.

"No, seriously," I said. "This cube and network crap is just a pile of puzzles. You’re good at seeing what I miss. We work well together. So I’d make it real job, real paycheck. Tess’s lawyer can make it all official."

“Okay, but what about becoming a PI?” she asked.

"Get your PI license," I said. “Instead of hiring you, I’ll keep you on retainer. You can run background checks for me. Be your own boss. Take other cases. Might be a whole bunch of staking out cheating bastards for divorce cases… but…”

She looked at me and didn’t say anything.

"You’re too smart to be pulling over speeders, Es," I said. "Mac knows it, too, or he wouldn’t be helping you out. Sometimes the best thing a boss can do is let people move on."

Essie stared at me, then sighed. "Thanks, Josh. It’s a big step. Scary as hell. But you’ve got my back, so that helps."

She looked down at her hands, then leaned back against the wall. When she looked up, her eyes twinkled with mischief.

“What?” I asked.

“I need a distraction,” Essie said. “Otherwise, I’ll keep cycling through this.”

I couldn’t tell her why I needed a distraction. The network countdown was still ticking, and there wasn’t a damn thing I could do about it. Staring at the clock would just make it worse. Letting my thoughts wander risked leaking them into the mesh. Food and a little fun with my girls sounded like the only reasonable plan.

"Yeah. I could use a distraction, too. And food. Rhi said she was making something. Let’s eat with everyone."

"Mmmm," she nodded. "I am hungry." She shot a look at my crotch, then grinned. "But food first.”

"Deal," I said, offering my hand.

She grabbed my hand and stood up. I pulled her in for a hug. She looked up at me.

"Thanks for believing in me, Josh," Essie said, not quite meeting my eyes. Her voice wobbled. "I’m scared I’ll screw this up. But I’ll figure it out. With you around, anyway."

I squeezed her hand. "I get it, Es. When I ditched my safe job for this undefined mess, it was scary as hell. But it was the right move. For me, for us. You’re not alone. I’ve got you."


CHAPTER 55
DOUBLE PLAY


When Essie and I came back from her room, Rhi and Tess had set out platters of cold sandwiches, bowls of chips, and fresh fruit. Rhi smiled and met us at the bottom of the stairs, and we shared a big group hug.

“Get something to eat,” Rhi said. “Drinks include beer, soft drinks, or wine coolers in the fridge. We’ll eat by the pool, swim, and see what else comes up.” Rhi smiled at me and cupped my crotch as she teased me, then kissed me softly.

“Sounds great,” I said, cupping and squeezing her bikini-clad breast to let her know the feeling was mutual.

We filled our plates and were joined by Katie and Gina. They still looked tired from the midday nap we all enjoyed, but smiled as we gathered around the picnic table with our plates.

We talked about the heat, music, movies—anything but what was coming. It felt almost normal, each of us sharing something different. I found myself wanting to learn everything about them, soak up every detail before the clock ran out.

I wondered if this was how normal relationships worked, since it had been so long since I’d had one. I hardly remembered how it was before I decided to forego relationships. My pattern would start with being enraptured by a girl, and if she was into you, we’d having an intense physical relationship. After the first spark, things would settle down, and we’d find we didn’t have much in common. Then the rifts would start, then break up, and back to my own life.

Being alone for so long forced me to grow up—to figure out who I was without chasing someone else’s idea of happiness. Now, surrounded by these women, I didn’t need us to be the same. Their differences turned me on as much as their bodies did. I wanted to know every side of them—every kink, every secret, every smile. That was different for me, as before I just wanted the high of a new relationship. Was my shift because of the AI and the cube, stabilizing my thought patterns?

As I was woolgathering. Rhi, Tess, and Essie began clearing the plates, leaving me alone with Gina and Katie. Pushing away any thought of the cube and countdowns, I pulled off my T-shirt, winked at them, and jumped in the pool. The heat of the day was stifling, and the cool water was refreshing. I looked up at Gina and Katie, and they shared a look, then stripped and dropped into the water completely naked.

I grinned as they encircled me, grabbing my arms and pulling themselves against me. Katie kissed me hungrily while Gina was pushing my trunks down. I slid my hands under Katie’s arms, combing my fingers through her blonde hair, which was turning dark from the water. I lifted my knees to help Gina pull my shorts off and watched them arc through the air to land on the concrete deck.

Gina pressed into me and tightened her arms around my waist, pressing her large tits against my back. As Katie and I make out to kiss, Gina tugged us into the shallows by the steps. Katie’s hand was already on my cock, eyes locked on mine, hungry and wild.

“I dreamed of your cock during my nap,” Katie said.

“Oh? What did you dream of doing?”

“Sit on the steps,” she grinned. “I’ll show you.”

Gina laughed and hauled us the last few feet through the thigh-deep water to the three steps at the end of the pool. Gina pulled me down to sit on the top step, then twisted around and knelt with Katie. Katie gripped my cock, tapped my shaft on her tongue, before sucking on the head. Gina watched, then slid her mouth up and down the side of my shaft, her green eyes watching mine.

“Look at you two—insatiable,” I growled, propping myself up to watch. “Can’t get enough, can you?”

Katie sucked on the head, and her hand stroked my shaft. Gina dropped lower into the water and sucked on my balls, her tongue swishing around them. I groaned at the feeling, as the warmth of more naked female flesh surrounded me. The shadow of the veranda covered us, and we were all grouped near the house’s edge. The view of the river was limited here, an outcropping of rocks obscuring the view.

Tess kissed me while I helped her peel her bottoms off. Rhi leaned and kissed under my jaw, and I lowered onto my back. I shifted my bottom to the pool edge, and Katie and Gina crawled forward, intent on sharing my cock. Essie was standing against the side of the house, peeling her swimsuit off. I stared at her as Tess and Rhi kissed each other, then began kissing my chest.

I smiled at Essie and licked my lips. She took the cue, stood over my head, and then lowered her bare pussy. I lifted my hands to her thighs and pulled her down, pressing my my tongue between her labia and slurping her juicy pussy. I heard her groan as I feasted on her flesh, enjoying the flavor of her arousal.

I felt Rhi rise from my chest; her breasts slipped over my flesh. I moved my hand and found her ass, squeezing it. Essie’s moans quieted, and I felt her twist towards Rhi. I tuned into their thoughts like dialing in a radio signal and felt Essie and Rhi’s passionate kiss. I marveled at the feeling, then tuned into Essie’s lust at the feel of my tongue and lips on her sex.

My mind spun, as I sank into the sensations and let go of my thoughts. The cube’s echoes began bouncing between us, amplifying every touch. I lost track of whose hands were where—Katie’s mouth, Gina’s heat, fingers everywhere, urges passing between us like static. It didn’t matter who started what; I just wanted to give all of them everything I had.

The mesh lit up with every climax—pleasure echoing through the network, each orgasm making the next one hit harder. Essie came on my tongue, then pulled Rhi over her face. I lost myself in Gina, driving her over the edge, then moved to Tess—her eyes begging, legs open. I slid into her, Rhi watching as I kissed Tess and drove her wild. Around us, hands and mouths found every need, the whole world shrinking to this feverish knot of bodies and want.

I kissed Rhi deeply as I fucked Tess. She moaned into my mouth heatedly.

“Please, Master!” she begged. “Please may your slut come on Essie’s mouth, please.”

“Come for me,” I growled, recalling that I had kept control of when Rhi could orgasm.

I watched Rhi’s bliss break across her face as she came for me, then turned my attention to Tess—mouth on her breast, sucking hard. Tess arched, needy, while Rhi took over Essie. I let the heat pull me under, giving in to every urge.

I pulled from her hard nipple, then stared into Tess’s dark violet eyes. She was on edge, and I pounded into her until her eyes rolled back and her thighs clamped against my side. I stroked into her a few more times, then pressed up.

Katie stretched out on the steps, fingers working herself open for me. I slid between her thighs and drove in, her eyes wild, Gina’s mouth on her nipple. I gripped Katie’s breast, Gina smacked my ass, and I lost myself, every sense burning.

“Fuck her!” Gina growled. “Make her come, fucking slam it into Katie-slut”

Katie was nearly vibrating so close to the edge, and I tuned into her senses. I felt her tip-off into bliss, then, like a reflection, felt her body tremble, and her cunt tighten around my cock. I hadn’t peaked yet, although my cock was rock hard and throbbing. As I pulled out of Katie’s clenching cunt, Gina pulled my cock to her mouth and sucked it hungrily.

I hauled Gina over, twisted her to face the steps, and took her from behind—fast, rough, the way she liked. She looked back at me, mouth open, eyes daring me to keep going.

“My good little whore, come hard for me,” I growled, watching her.

Gina bucked hard onto my cock, and I continued to stroke into her. I looked past Gina and saw Essie leaning against the wall, watching me. I pulled out of Gina, stepped over Katie, and strode towards Essie.

Essie stood and pressed herself against me, and we kissed. Then I twisted her around against the side of the house. My hand gripped her dark tresses and pressed her cheek against the painted wood siding.

“Oh fuck yes,” Essie growled, pressing her hips back. “Fuck me, Papi, fuck your bitch.”

I slammed into Essie, gripping her tight, hand on her neck as I fucked her hard against the siding. Rhi pressed up behind me, kissing my neck, feeding off the frenzy.

“Make her come,” Rhi chanted in my ear, feeling my aggression and feeding off it, “Then take your slave, please! I need you to fuck me hard.”

I closed my eyes and nodded. Then reached into Essie’s mind with my thoughts and pressed her into a climax. Essie’s eyes widened, then she shuddered as she came hard. I felt her juices spray my balls and thighs. I pressed back, and Essie slid to her knees, then rolled to her side.

I twisted around, then spun Rhi against the wall. Her breasts rose as she breathed and curled one thigh around my waist. I gripped my cock, and pushed inside her, thrusting hard. Rhi’s dazzling blue eyes locked on mine. I pressed a hand to one of her breasts, holding her against the wall, as my hips drove into her.

“Come with me, Rhi,” I breathed—nothing else existed. I slammed deep, her body clamping around me, both of us shuddering through the wave. I kissed her, lost in the mesh of our pleasure, my mind echoing with the aftershocks.

I caught my breath, the echoes of everyone’s bliss humming through my head. I scooped Rhi up, carried her inside, and collapsed onto the couch. Essie curled in beside me, lips soft on mine. The three of us tangled together, while the others disappeared into Tess’s room, laughter trailing after them.

My eyes grew heavy—Rhi’s breath on one side, Essie’s on the other. There was something important I was supposed to remember, but it drifted away. For now, all I wanted was to rest, tangled up with the ones I couldn’t bear to lose.


CHAPTER 56
NETWORK FAILURE


A shove. Someone growled, "Hey."

I hit the floor, blinking. Rhi stared down at me, wild-eyed, and buck ass naked.

“You need to wake the fuck up,” Rhi growled, her blue eyes flaring in anger. “How did you even get inside this house, Josh?” She continued as I gaped at her.

Rhi noticed her nakedness and did the classic arm-cross, hand drop. I sat up, covered myself. Modesty, suddenly a thing. Like that ever mattered before.

Weren’t we just fucking?

“And, who the hell are you?” Rhi continued, looking at Essie as her panic grew. “How did either of you get inside Tess’s house?”

Essie shrank into the sofa, eyes darting. She noticed the nudity too, shot me a look like I’d just sprouted a second head.

Brain finally caught up. Afternoon, shadows getting long. Night coming. I shut my eyes, braced myself. Network down. Everyone’s memory of the last week was wiped, except mine. And I couldn’t say a damn thing. Had to play it careful. I stood up slow, one arm up, palm out. Surrender. "Listen, I’ll go. I need to get some clothes and my things."

“You have until I come back inside with Tess. She owns this house,” Rhi said, her voice trembling, her eyes a mix of confusion and fear, looking at me, then at Essie. “Both of you better be gone, or we’re calling the cops.”

“I’m a cop,” Essie said, then looked at me, “Right?”

I thought for a moment, then I nodded. “Yeah, well—It’s complicated.”

Rhi threw her hands up and stormed out to the patio. I glanced at Essie.

“Okay, listen to me. You have to trust me.” I said, in a steady, calm voice. “Go upstairs. Your clothes and things are at the end of the hall to the left, at the top of the stairs, in the bedroom on the right. Get dressed and come back down. Please trust me—hurry.”

She hesitated, as if she needed to say something, then nodded and headed upstairs, still naked. I followed, ducked into my room, threw on jeans and a plain white tee. Loafers. Good enough. Not exactly a power move.

Hustled downstairs again, turned into my ad hoc office as grabbed my computer, cubes, phone. After stuffing it all in my bag, I made it to the front door just as Tess barreled in from the patio. Timing, always perfect.

“Listen, asshole,” Tess growled. “You need to get the hell out of my house before I call the police.”

“I’m leaving,” I said. “I’m just waiting for—” I saw Essie hurrying down the stairs, wearing jeans, a white tee shirt, and her leather jacket and boots. “Her. Sorry. I’m sorry for the disturbance.”
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I held the door for Essie, then backed out. Tess glared and slammed the door in my face. Deadbolt clicked. Fuck.

In a rush of fear and fury, Essie grabbed my shirt collar and slammed me against the house. Her eyes were wild. "What the fuck is going on!" Her fists bunched in my collar, knee pressing into my crotch. Not friendly.

“I can’t tell you,” I said, trying to keep my voice steady. “I wish I could, but it would mess things up more.” I hesitated, searching her face for understanding. “Things need to play out the right way. I know it sounds crazy as fuck, but you have to trust me.”

We locked eyes. She was all fire and fury.

"I can get you to your bike. It’s not here, but I know where."

“How the fuck do you even know I have a bike?” She growled.

"You’ll have to trust me, please. Your stuff was where I said, right?"

Her eyes locked on mine, softened a little. She shoved me, let go, and backed off.

"My car’s over there. Blue SUV." Double-tapped the key fob. Doors unlocked, brake lights flashed.

She glared at me as we walked to the car. "Why is all my stuff inside that lady’s house? Don’t say it. You can’t tell me."

"I’m sorry," I said, tossing my laptop bag and my now useless cubes in the backseat.

I got in the driver’s side, and Essie climbed in the passenger seat. I started the car, pulled out, and headed for the highway. Essie kept looking at me, then ahead, then back at me. Like she was trying to solve a puzzle.

“What’s your name?” She asked.

“Josh, Josh Valentine.”

“Valentine,” she echoed thoughtfully. “I know you... I pulled you over on Sunday. Expired tags.”

“Guilty.” Pointed to my new sticker. “I fixed it already.”

She nodded, looked at me sideways, crossed her arms, leaned against the door.

“Can you tell me if I’ve ridden in your car before?” She asked.

I shrugged. She gave me a half smile.

“So I have,” she deduced. “More than once probably.”

Kept my face neutral. Essie was too clever. She put puzzles together. What if she figured it all out? Would that screw up the assimilation? I stared straight ahead.

“I’m going to trust you, Josh Valentine,” she decided. “I’m a bit freaked out right now, but you’re calm. You can’t say what’s going on, for whatever reason, but you know. I think I’ll trust you.”

I chanced a smile. She gave me a guarded one back. "You should trust me," I said. "That’s the smart play. I’ve got your back."

“So our interests are aligned,” Essie said and relaxed into the front seat.

“Did you get your phone?” I asked.

“Yeah,” she said, pulling it out.

“Is my name in it?” I asked.

“Lemme check,” she said, unlocking the phone and going to her past calls. “Yeah, we’ve been kinda chatty. I’ve talked to few people besides you for the past week.”

I shrugged. She grinned a bit wider.

“If you find yourself someplace where you don’t know what to do or where to go, call me, okay? I promise I’ll help.”

She nodded, quiet. Then got lost in her thoughts.

Checked the dashboard clock. 6:30 PM. At least things were going roughly as Bala described. Not thrilled, but it gave me a little hope. About an hour until sunset.

"Shit." I remembered the new node was addressed to Tess’s house in the morning.

“What?” Essie asked.

“Nothing,” I said. “Never mind.” I couldn’t tell her anything about the cube, the network. I felt my jaw clinch as I pressed my lips closed.

"You’re a strange egg, Josh Valentine," she said with a grin, shaking her head.

“You have no idea, Ester Mendez,” I replied.

“So you do know my name,” Essie grinned.

Yeah, she was too smart for her own good.

Pulled into my apartment around seven. She got out, headed for her bike, unlocked her saddlebags, and pulled out her helmet. Looked at me, careful.

Killed me I couldn’t tell her about her grandfather. She’d have to find that out herself. Couldn’t say his remains were still in the back of my car, boxed up with wilted flowers. She’d have to discover it on her own. I had a feeling she’d be back before dark. Probably mad as hell.


CHAPTER 57
DARK NIGHT


I grabbed my computer bag and walked tiredly up the steps to my apartment. I heard Essie’s bike horn beep and turned to watch her roll-off, headed south. I opened my apartment, feeling little comfort that it was the same as it was a week ago. My bed in its place, my office down the hall precisely the same as a week ago. The only difference was that it was neat and clean.

The apartment next door was empty. I’d get no visit from Gina to play a game tomorrow morning. No smile and a wave to Rhi when Gina left to go home. I sighed, unpacked my laptop, and settled into my chair in my office.

I looked over and saw Essie’s gun safe, the only real difference from a week ago. It wasn’t large, but it was heavy. I got back up and unlocked it, looking at the collection of handguns neatly stowed. I looked at the space where my spare cube was kept before I reset it and cleared its memory. I thought of James and Jasmine. I should visit when everything returns to normal, if normal was even a thing anymore.

I closed the safe and spun the lock. Then sat and pulled out my laptop. I plugged in the power supply, opened the lid, and started the computer. I realized I’d need to get a new one soon. This one was the property of my old company, and I’d need to return it.

I logged into the laptop and opened up my email application. A few new emails scrolled down the screen. One from my boss Brent told me he’d give me a week to use the computer before he locked me out. Then a series from a collection of NCNHQ addresses, instructions for starting my onboarding process, A tracking number for a new laptop they were sending me, and a note from Bala.

From: bala@ncnhq.com

Sent:6:11PM CDT Friday.

Josh,

I hope you are okay after the termination of the beta network. I’m sure you’ve experienced some strange side effects from the loss of the beta network. I’m disappointed we weren’t able to extend the deadlines. Management had to pull the plug. Several of the nodes were out of control, so that it would reflect poorly on our shareholders. Some abandoned assistants will require cleanup after the second network is up. You’ll be vital to this effort. I’ll be able to tell you more Monday.

Your current assistants will be confused; remember, they cannot access their memories created during the last week. You cannot tell them explicitly about anything. They will probably try to work through the events or the consequences. This will create new memories outside of their experiences as your assistant. We think that is inevitable and benign. So long as they cannot access existing memories, new memories within their cognition won’t affect their beta neural matrix.

You cannot tell them about events that occurred after they were connected to your network. This is important.

Remember, after you initialize your v2.0 Neural Control Node, you will need to have each of your NEAs complete the re-assimilation process. All of them. Mild to severe psychological side effects are possible without all NEAs reconnecting to the new node. Here is a link to the new node’s introduction video. Please review before tomorrow. Follow the assimilation instructions completely for each of your existing assistants.

V/R Bala

Severe psychological side effects? What did that mean?

It didn’t matter. As soon as I had my new node, I would be able to fix it. Wouldn’t I? One at a time, I’d have to get them reconnected. I didn’t know how exactly, but I would ensure it happened.

I clicked on the link, and a video started. It was a rough draft video, not nearly as well produced as most of their product videos. The new node was more phone shaped but thicker. It looked a lot like the monolith in 2001: A Space Odyssey. That black rectangle in the movie was a precise ratio of square numbers. This looked similar; I estimated recalling the scenes from the film. The black matte finish mimicked the original cubes. The video was doctored since I’d proven only cube masters could see the visual display of the cube.

When activated, the top face had icons for each Neurally Enhanced Assistant. A total of 16 squares were reserved for assistants in four rows of four columns. I couldn’t imagine having that many assistants. The other 12 squares on the face were for system settings, relationship options, application store, diagnostics, help, and other mundane things. An embedded help system and an application store would be helpful.

Relationship options looked like a replacement for the FuckMe app. It made sense to incorporate many of the features of FuckMe into the core logic. At least it made sense to me and how I used the cube. It was indeed a better name. It needed to be much tamer if this was going to a larger market. I didn’t think I was alone in using that app to influence an assistant’s relationship with myself and other assistants. I also realized that not all relationships had to be sexual.

I was just a horn dog.

The video continued with a look at the new assimilation features. The node had to be put into a special mode by the original owner for new assistants, password protected. Then the new assistant would have to touch the cube, which would initiate the neural, cognitive link between the assistant and the node. After establishing the physical-neural connection, the assistant was required to touch a visual pop-up button to record their consent. A copy of their fingerprint would be recorded. They also had to state, “I consent,” to record their voiceprint after another visual prompt. Only after those three things were completed would they be added to the Neural Control Node as a Neurally Enhanced Assistant.

The video also showed how to reconnect existing assistants by touching their icons on the home screen. A similar process would be initiated for the assistant to complete the re-assimilation process.

There was also a disconnection protocol to safely remove a Neurally Enhanced Assistant from the Neural Control Node and be removed from the owner’s account.

All of those features settled some of my unanswered questions. The assimilation process was pretty rigorous but should eliminate accidental or malicious assimilations. The ability to remove an assistant was also a good feature.

The last feature discussed that a node owner was limited to only one node and the available 16 slots—that made sense. I didn’t want to accumulate scads of cubes and start a Neurally Enhanced Assistant army. I couldn’t fathom having sixteen NEAs.

I just wanted my family back.

My phone buzzed in my pocket, and I pulled it out. It was Essie, and I answered immediately.

“Hello,” I said, then braced myself.

“Josh,” she said, her voice trembling. She’d been crying. “Why didn’t you tell me my Abuelo died? None of my stuff is here, my guns, my clothes. Everything is gone!”

“Come home, Essie,” I said softly.

“No! I want you to tell me WHY, JOSH!” she growled, her volume rising, “WHY!!!” She screamed into the phone.

“I can’t, Essie,” I said after she quieted, her frustrated sobs tearing me up inside, “It’s killing me, but I can’t. Just come home.”

“You’re an asshole,” she said, still angry but quieter, “Why do you have to be an asshole?”

“Come home, Essie,” I asked again, feeling tears falling down my cheeks. “Please.”

“I do appreciate good manners,” she said automatically and, after a long pause, hung up.

I smiled, hearing the manners tic. That wasn’t something I expected, but at least it showed she was still—mine. It was an impossibility and maybe foolish hope, but I smiled.

I remembered what was in the back of my SUV and walked down to carry up the boxes she got from her office yesterday. I took out the wilted flowers and placed them on the table. The metal box with her grandfather’s remains in the center. I tried to spruce up the flowers with a bit of water. It helped, but only a fraction. I also brought up her portable gun safe, which she had stored in my trunk, and placed it beside the table.

Then I went and leaned against the rail and watched for Essie to arrive. Dusk had passed, and the sky was quickly darkening. I wondered how Rhi, Gina, Tess, and Katie were doing. Was it still chaos? Would Tess even remember that she’d invited them to move in with her? Would Rhi and Tess remember their rekindled feelings for each other? I hoped Gina wouldn’t sink into the depression she had hidden from me while she was my gaming pal.


CHAPTER 58
JOSH ESSIE


I heard Essie’s motorcycle before I saw the headlamp. She pulled into the parking lot next to my SUV. Then she dismounted her bike, took off her helmet, tossed her hair, and looked up at me. I held up my hand and waved. She nodded at me, stowed her helmet in her saddlebags, and headed up the stairs.

We met at the top of the stairs. She looked at me. I opened my arms, and she leaned in. I hugged her, awkwardly patting her back. She started crying, quietly at first, then full-on sobbing. I just kept holding her, rubbing her back because I had no idea what else to do.

“Shhh, Es,” I said. “Let it out. I’m here.”

“Why do I want to call you babe or Papi?” She asked quietly, then looked up at me.

I shrugged. She closed her eyes, went up on her toes, and kissed me. I kissed her back, not really sure what I was supposed to do.

“When you shrug,” she said, lowering back onto her heels. “I can tell it’s true. I’m trying to be patient, Josh.”

I dropped my arms and held her hand. “Come inside. I want to show you something,” I said.

I opened the door, then led her to the sofa and showed her the collection of condolences from her department and the box of Abuelo’s ashes. She sat on the couch, looked at the box, then carefully lifted it, hugging it to her chest.

I sat next to her, not sure what to say. She leaned against me, and I hugged her while she stared at the pile of dead flowers and sympathy cards.

“From my department?” She asked. “You were there, weren’t you?

I shrugged.

“Before I called you, I called Mac my boss. Or he used to be…” She shook her head and continued. “He told me about the night my grandfather died. He said you were there. He said there was another girl there who got shot. He said I saved her life.” She pulled off her leather jacket and pushed up her sleeve. Then ran her finger over the slight pale scar from the bullet graze. “I was shot, too.” She said.“I’m surprised I didn’t shoot the motherfucker.”

I just looked at her. There was a lot I could have said, but none of it would help. She needed to figure it out herself. I shrugged again and hoped her brain wouldn’t short-circuit from all the guesswork.

“But it was you, wasn’t it? Somehow, you kept me from being rash.”

She looked at me, and I shrugged. Her face brightened into a soft smile. “You can’t say anything, I know. Thank you for letting me work through it.”

“You’re welcome, Es. I’ll always have your back.”

“I believe that,” she said. “The other girl, she was… that angry lady’s what…roommate?”

I shrugged. I couldn’t tell her their names. I felt stuck. All that stuff I’d learned about talking through feelings with Rhi? Out the window. Back to being a brick wall. It sucked.

Essie put the box down and started working through the cards and gifts. I got up and turned to go to my office.

“I’m going to give you some space,” I said. “I’ll be in my office just down the hall.”

“Okay, Papi, thank you,” she said absently.

I smirked at how easily she slipped back into calling me Papi. I went to my office and started the thrilling process of moving files off my old laptop to the cloud. High-speed internet made it less of a pain than it used to be. Mindless work. Like cleaning out a junk drawer—keep what matters, trash the rest.

I sensed Essie’s presence and glanced behind me. She leaned against the door, and our eyes met. She walked in, leaned over my shoulder, and hugged me. I lifted my hand to hold one of hers and squeezed it.

“I probably shouldn’t ask why you have my gun safe, hm?” She said.

“I couldn’t tell you,” I said with a shrug.

“You seem to be collecting a lot of my things,” Essie mused. “You knew where my room was. You took me back to my bike and had my grandfather’s remains and my gun safes. It feels like we were close.”

I shrugged, tracing my fingers over hers. She spun my chair and climbed onto my lap, looking at me like she was searching for something. She kissed me, and I kissed her back. It felt new, which was weird, considering. My hands found her lower back. She slipped her tongue in, and I went with it.

“Is this a booty call, Josh?” she said with a slight grin.

“Yes, yes it is,” I replied.

I thought about our first phone call, but she didn’t remember it as I did. This whole thing was like a weird echo—me remembering, her not. Her asking questions, and my shrugs clued her in without saying words. Maybe that meant we were supposed to end up together, cube or no cube. Funny how five days ago she was a stranger, and now she was basically my emergency contact.

“Will I ever remember what happened?” she asked, keeping her arms around my neck.

“I hope so,” I said. “I pray that everything will be okay tomorrow.”

She looked at me and then kissed me again as I dropped my hands to her bottom and pulled her closer. She pressed her tongue between my lips again. Her fingers curled through my hair, leaning her breasts into my chest. I closed my eyes and held her, feeling my cock hardening as we kissed.

“Am I sleeping here tonight?” She asked.

“Yeah,” I nodded. “You can sleep on my bed. I’ll crash on the sofa.”

She shook her head and stood up. She held out her hand, and I took it. She pulled me up and led me out of my office, turning off the light. Then she turned into my bedroom, pulling me inside and closing the door.

I looked at her, and she crossed her arms, grabbed the bottom of her white T-shirt, and pulled it up and over her head. Her black bra was next to go, and she shrugged out of the cups, revealing her full breasts.

“Don’t leave me hanging, Josh,” she said. “I want to see you too.”

I pulled off my shirt. Thanks to Rhi’s workout routine, I actually had some abs now. Essie grinned, checking me out.

“Very nice for a tech nerd,” she said. I rolled my eyes.

She kicked off her boots and started on her jeans. I ditched my belt and jeans, too. We stood there in our underwear, checking each other out. Her eyes went to the obvious tent in my shorts. Her black boy shorts looked good on her. I grinned.

“Rock, paper, scissors?” I asked, trying to determine who would strip entirely first.

Essie stuck out her tongue with a grin and pushed her panties down. I pushed down my shorts. Her eyes widened as my cock bounced free. I licked my lips, seeing her bare pussy. My eyes flared, and I nodded towards the bed. She nodded, and I pulled back the covers, and she slid into the sheets. I slid beside her and then kissed her deeply. She rolled onto her back, and I rolled over her.

I kissed down her neck, my hand lifting to her full breast. Her hands ran over my chest and then down my abdomen. I sucked on a nipple, and she arched into my mouth with a soft moan of encouragement. Her fingers traced along the shaft of my cock, and stroked up to my crown.

“Fuck,” she said. “You’re huge and thick.”

“You’re right,” I smiled at her, then swirled my tongue over her rock-hard nipple.

“Finally, confirmation of something!” Essie giggled, then continued, “Do I enjoy fucking you, Josh?” Her brown eyes were large as she examined mine.

“You’ll just have to find out for yourself,” I said and moved my knees between her thighs.

She spread her legs, and I shifted down. I kissed down her firm belly, my hands running over her caramel flesh. I kissed her mound, and her fingers curled into my hair. I moved as she pressed me down, then licked between her lips. She groaned and lifted her hips.

She tasted good. I got lost down there, licking and teasing, remembering all the times we’d done this before—even if she didn’t. For her, it was the first time. For me, it was déjà vu. Her fingers gripped my hair, and her moans told me I was doing something right.

“Josh,” she said breathlessly. “Please, I need you to fuck me. Please, put that beautiful cock inside me.”

“Manners are important,” I growled and shifted onto my knees.

I rubbed my cock between her lips and coated my head. I looked into Essie’s deep brown eyes. She nodded at me, biting her top lip, her breasts rising and falling.

“Please, please, please,” she chanted.

I drove my cock into her, and she moaned out and lifted her hips to press herself into me. I used my hand to push into her hip and held her against the mattress. Essie whined but then moaned as I took control and thrust firmly into her. I leaned over her and gripped one of her breasts, pressing her down under me.

Her hands gripped my hips, pulling me into her. I hammered into her, our eyes locked. I felt her lust and need and fed it with my persistent thrusts. She moaned, her eyes fluttering back, then fixed on mine.

“Please, Josh—don’t stop. I need you. I need more of you,” she whispered, voice trembling with need.

I pressed a kiss to her shoulder. “Turn over for me,” I said softly.

She rolled over, lifting her hips, her eyes finding mine. I slid into her again, hands caressing her back and waist, grounding us both in the moment.

She groaned, hands reaching for the headboard, back arching under my touch. I moved in her, steady and deep, our bodies finding a rhythm that was just ours. I leaned in, breath warm against her ear, whispering her name.

“Josh—oh God, I’m so close,” she gasped. “Don’t let go.”

She shook, clenching around me as she came. I held on, riding it out with her.

"You’re everything," I said, surprising myself. "Stay."

She came, and I lost it too. We were both shaking and out of breath. I kissed her, trying to say everything without actually saying it.

“Don’t move.” Essie said, “Stay right there, please, Papi. I need to feel you on me.”

I nodded and kissed her, and she kissed me back. Our tongues tangled as we caught our breath. Slowly, she shifted, and I rolled to the side, my cock slipping from her cunt. She twisted and then sucked my crown, her cheeks hollowing as she licked my slit. I trembled at the sensitivity. She cleaned my cock and then turned to show me her empty mouth before kissing me.

“Damn,” she panted, a lazy grin spreading across her face. “Do we always make love like that?”

I shrugged, and she grinned.

“Can we do it again?” She asked.

“Already?” I asked incredulously.

“I don’t remember the last time I felt so… wanted,” she confessed, voice soft, eyes searching mine.

I didn’t want to tell her the truth and say, “roughly four hours ago,” so I shrugged.

“Get the fuck out,” she said, then kissed me and went down my chest. Then she was hungrily sucking my head and stroking my cock.

“You’re going to wear me out, aren’t you?” I grinned, shaking my head.

“Mmmhmm,” she said, vibrating my cock in her mouth.

I wasn’t sure if my shortened refractory period would still work, but Essie didn’t know anything about that. Her mouth sucked, and her fingers stroked. I groaned as I stiffened in her mouth. Her eyes gleamed as she looked up at me and pulled her mouth off my reinvigorated cock.

“I love the way you taste,” she said, nuzzling my hip, eyes warm.

“You’re trouble,” I teased, fingers in her hair as I guided her back down. “But I wouldn’t have you any other way.”

She nodded and opened her mouth, shifting her body between my spread legs. She opened her mouth and sucked the head of my cock with a moan. She looked up at me as she lifted her chin and drove herself onto my cock. She grunted and swallowed, and I felt my head move into her throat.

Her eyes gleamed as she deep-throated my cock. Working her head down until her nose pressed into my pubic hair. She exhaled, and her spit bubbled around the base of my cock. She pulled back with a wicked grin and stroked my cock.

“You like when I deep throat you,” she said, “don’t you, Papi?”

I had to force myself to shrug, which made her grin. She bobbed on my cock again, taking me deep and holding her head down, swallowing to make her throat milk my cock. I tossed my head back and moaned, lying flat on my back.

She pulled off and stroked me again, crawling up and straddling my hips, pressing the tip of my cock between her engorged, slick labia.

“Your cock sucking whore is going to ride your fat fuck stick, Papi,” she said and moaned as she sank her cunt down my rock-hard shaft.

“Please,” I managed to croak out.

“Manners,“ she stated, then closed her eyes and moaned. “Fuck, you feel so good.”

I lifted my hands and gripped her full breasts. Essie arched into my hands, her eyes locked on mine. Her hips rose and fell as she fucked me with controlled strokes. I kneaded her breasts, milking my fingers to her nipples, then pinching firmly.

Essie leaned forward and kissed me deeply, her hips cycling up and down, gaining momentum. I dropped my hand to her ass, gripping and helping her move along my cock. I moaned breathlessly. My eyes searched her brown pools. Her eyelids were half closed in lust.

Wordlessly, we fucked, my hips lifting to meet her downstrokes. I wrapped my arms around the small of her back and pulled her tight to my waist. She grunted as I took over and cycled my hips, driving my cock into her faster and more profoundly.

“ooohffffuck,” she panted, then she arched and came hard, her pussy rippling as I kept going. Her head tossed back, then fell forward, our faces trapped in the veil of her dark hair, eyes locked as I tirelessly drove into her. She shuddered and kissed me, her lips open as she moaned through another peak.

I watched her eyes, then my eyes closed as I hit my climax and drove into her, hips jerking as my cock billowed fresh cream into her contracting cunt. She sealed her mouth to mine, our bodies frozen, linked together as we shivered in ecstasy.

Essie slumped against me, and my hands ran up and down her back. We parted the feverish kiss and drew breaths, slowly calming as our bodies pressed together.

Essie rested her cheek on my chest, listening to my heart as it slowed. I watched her eyes, my fingers combing her mass of black tresses away from her content face.

No idea how long we stayed like that. I was still hard inside her. She squeezed, and I groaned. I wrapped my arm around her waist and rolled us over.

Essie fell onto her back and looked up at me. Her brown eyes looked back and forth between eyes in wonder. I slowly began to fuck her again. Her legs wrapped around my hips, her feet crossing behind the small of my back.

The last round was slower. No talking, just kissing and moving together. For once, it all made sense.

Eventually, I rutted into her. My fingers gripped tightly in her hair. Our eyes locked together as our breathing disintegrated into pants, moans, and groans. We peaked simultaneously, watching each other, looking into each other’s souls. I rested on top of her as we slowed.

We kissed again as I pulled out and shifted to her side. I pulled her against me, her back to my chest. She lifted her hand and ran it along my flank. I pulled the mess of sheets and blankets over us and kissed her behind her ear.

We crashed, tangled up together. Sometimes I’d jerk awake from a dream, and she’d just reach back and run her fingers through my hair until I calmed down. Eventually, I passed out. Worst Friday ever, but at least it was over. Tomorrow could do whatever it wanted.


PART EIGHT

SATURDAY - BRING ME TO LIFE


CHAPTER 59
UPGRADE PROTOCOL


Bells. Thumps. I cracked my eyes open. Sunlight everywhere. I squinted at the alarm clock.

9:53 AM. Slept in. No nightmare. Fuck, was that good or bad?

I felt Essie’s hand reach back and tap my side. “Turn off your alarm, Josh,” she murmured, “I’m having a nice dream.”

THUMP THUMP THUMP

ding-ding-ding-ding

“JOSH,” Rhi’s voice reverberated through the walls, “STOP BEING AN ASSHOLE AND ANSWER THE DAMNED DOOR.”

Rhi!

My heart jumped at her voice. Then confusion. What the hell was she doing here?

Sat up. Crawled over Essie. Pulled on yesterday’s jeans. Ran a hand through my hair. Good enough.

Opened the door. No shirt. Rhi’s blue eyes locked on mine. She just stood there, not coming in.

“Josh,” Rhi said, breathless and irritated, “Why are you having packages delivered to my friend’s house?” She lifted a package with the NCNHQ logo and shook it at me.

I yanked it out of her hands, grinning like an idiot. She looked pissed. Maybe I caught her off guard.

“You don’t know how much I appreciate that you brought this here, Rhi,” I said, “thank you.”

Left the door open and made a beeline for the kitchen table, eyes glued to the box. I wanted to spill everything to Rhi, but that would be stupid. She could stay mad.

Rhi stomped in and slammed the door hard enough to rattle the walls. I glanced back—yeah, she was coming. Essie was watching me, leaning against my bedroom door in my oversized white tee, half awake. Rhi stalked past her, still pissed and looking for answers.

“Please, Rhi,” I said calmly as she approached. “Sit down. I want to talk.”

She crossed her arms, stood, and looked at me, her eyes flaring. Then she sat down at the table. “Well, since you asked so politely.” She said slowly, like she wasn’t sure what else to say.

I tried not to grin at the manners bit. Grabbed a utility knife and sat down. Essie slid into the seat across from Rhi, arms crossed, looking like she was ready to bolt.

I shot a look at both of them, then went to work on the box. Slit the tape, set the knife down. Rhi slapped her hand on the lid, holding it shut.

“Josh,” she said firmly, and I looked up at her. “I don’t know what is happening. Gina is a mess. Did you know she has a gunshot wound?”

I set my jaw and shrugged, looking at her helplessly.

“I have a gunshot wound too,” Essie said, lifting the sleeve of my tee shirt to trace her finger along her pale scar, “Are they related?”

I took a deep breath, looked at each of them, then shrugged again.

“That means they are,” Essie said, looking at Rhi. “he shrugs when he can’t talk about it.”

Rhi leaned in, knuckles white on the box. Essie’s comment made her snap her head over, nostrils flaring. Then she shot her scowl back at me, lips pressed tight, ready to unload.

“What’s your name?” Essie interrupted Rhi’s next question.

“Rhiannon, my friends call me Rhi,” Rhi said abruptly, focusing her blazing blue eyes on Essie, “You can call me Rhiannon.”

I shot Rhi a look but kept my mouth shut.

“Rhiannon, I’m Ester. “Please call me Essie,” Essie said.

“I don’t know who the fuck you are,” Rhi fumed, then turned to me, “Except that maybe you are one of Josh’s …what is she, Josh? A girlfriend? Fuck buddy? Whore?”

As soon as the word left her mouth, Rhi winced, her anger flickering to something uneasy. She glanced at Essie, jaw tightening, then looked away, suddenly uncomfortable with what she'd said.

Kept quiet. Honestly, all of the above. Didn’t even bother shrugging.

"No need to be an ass, Rhi. Try being civil."

"Oh, you want respect now? That’s rich." Rhi’s voice was climbing, hand still pinning the box shut. "You get your night with… whatever she is, while Gina and I are losing our shit at my Tess’ place. Didn’t even know we’d moved in. I’ve got issues with my old roommate, not that you give a damn, asshole."

She huffed, shot daggers at Essie. For a second, she looked almost lost. "I don’t even know why I’m jealous of you," she muttered, anger leaking into something else.

"Rhi, let me open the box. Then I can explain. I’m sorry—I can’t tell you everything. It could make things worse."

Rhi finally let go of the box, arms crossed tight. She kept flicking her gaze between Essie and me, her blue hair swinging as she shifted. Then she leaned in toward Essie.

“Is that what he told you, too?” Rhi asked, then glared at me. “This is such bullshit, Josh. When did you become an asshole? Why can’t you just talk to me?”

“I can talk to you,” I said. “I can’t tell you what happened.”

“When he shrugs, that means yes,” Essie said, trying to be helpful. “And yes, he’s been the same way with me. I can’t remember anything after I pulled him over for expired registration on Sunday afternoon.”

"I can't remember past Saturday when my roommate brought me to this apartment," Rhi admitted softly, Essie's calmness softening her anger and bringing a hint of camaraderie.

I cracked open the box and pulled out another black box, white letters stamped on top. Of course.

Basics: Neural Control Node

Bigger than a phone box, but not by much. Tried to pry it open. Stuck.

“My grandfather was shot on Monday night,” Essie continued, “I don’t remember what happened, but apparently I was there, and so was … Gina? Your roommate? Was her wound in the leg?”

“Yes,” Rhi looked at Essie curiously. “The bullet went through her thigh cleanly. The wounds were closed and healed quickly. Only the stitches remained. She doesn’t even have a limp. I’m sorry about your grandfather; that’s horrible.”

“He is in a better place,” Essie tried to smile. “He was so sad after Aubela died. I’m sure they will be together again. They were soul mates.”

Rhi looked at me, her eyes softening, and I let out a small sigh as I absorbed the warmth of those two meaningful words, uncertainty twisting inside me, before I shrugged.

I flipped the box over and slid my utility knife through the tape circles that held it shut. I flipped it back over, then pulled the top up, shaking the container gently to disrupt the vacuum and let the two halves separate.

“Something happened to us,” Rhi said, leaning towards me. “You caused it, but it wasn’t malicious. You seem like such a nice guy, Josh.”

I shrugged, wanting to tell her the whole tale. She leaned back and looked at Essie.

“He’s very helpful, isn’t he?” Rhi complained sarcastically.

With the box opened, I pulled out the device, slid it from its electrostatic protection pouch, and placed it in my hand.

“He’s being careful,” Essie explained. “He said if he told me anything, it could mess everything up. I think he’s trying to fix what’s happened.”

“It’s a bit disturbing that he’s so silent,” Rhi said. “But I can see he is focused on this—thing.”

I let them talk while I set the black slab on the table. Not a cube—just a slab. Rounded corners, sharp edges. Thinner and taller than a big phone. I liked the symmetry. Almost a cube, but not quite.

I touched the center of the top face, the slab buzzed, and my eyes blurred. When my vision returned, I read the white words scrolling down the front of the slab.

Neural Control Node v2 activated.

Node owner Josh detected.

Performing cognitive update.

Cognitive update complete: Success.

Retrieving account history.

The dots repeated across the screen, forming a circular loop for a few seconds, then the screen went black. A couple of seconds later, the face lit up like a touchscreen phone, with rows of icons, four across each row. Five icons, four on the top row and the leftmost square on the second row, lit up with avatars. I saw the faces of each of my assistants, but they were greyed out, not colored. Their labels read:

[Gina ][Rhi ][Essie][Tess ]

[Katie]

A dialog opened in the center of the slab. It read:

Please create your owner password.

A keyboard lit up along the bottom of the screen, and I typed:

SoulMates4Ever!

It asked for the password again for confirmation. I retyped it carefully, and the tiny keys were a bit tricky to use. Then the system presented another pop-up:

Please say your password in your normal voice to confirm your voiceprint.

There was a button to start the recording.

“I need you both to be quiet for a moment, please,” I said, then looked at them.

They looked at me curiously. It appeared they had been chatting amicably while I absorbed the new slab. Rhi stared at me and nodded slowly.

"Okay, I appreciate your politeness," Rhi said, her irritation fading slightly into curiosity. "I don't see what's so captivating about that thing, but I'll be quiet. I hope we can start getting answers soon."

“Thank you,” I said, looking at Essie, who nodded silently.

I tapped the button, then spoke clearly, “SoulMates4Ever!” I raised my voice at the end, then tapped the stop button.

Thank you. Please repeat the password to verify.

I ensured I used the same tone and pattern.

Voiceprint recorded.

Please remember your password.

Sat up as the dialog vanished, and the home screen appeared. I leaned back and checked on Rhi and Essie. Essie was leaning in, chin propped on her hands, my T-shirt swallowing her. Rhi looked less pissed, hands folded in her lap, blue blouse and white shorts—probably for her morning drive.

“Okay,” I said, “I’m ready to start. I will need you to follow my instructions step by step. I will answer any questions after both of you have completed the process.”

“Why do we have to do any of this?” Rhi asked. “Is it because of what happened to us last weekend?”

I looked at her and shrugged.

“So yes,” Essie said, then directed a question at me. “Will this repeat the process?”

I shrugged and looked at both of them.

“Will we be harmed if we refuse?” Rhi asked, a bit of fear in her voice.

“I don’t know,” I answered honestly. “You are both very important to me. I don’t want any harm to come to you. Once the process is complete, it is reversible. I’ve been told that you may have consequences if the process isn’t followed. The email said it could be something serious—like losing memories, or maybe even worse. There’s real danger if we don’t do this, but I only want what is best for you. I know it’s hard to comprehend. I understand trusting me right now is difficult. This is all I can tell you now.”

“Does the order matter?” Essie said. “Maybe Rhiannon will feel better if I go first.”

“Please, call me Rhi,” Rhi said with a smile, then looked at me. “This is strange and weird, but I want to trust you, Josh. I will go first if that is okay.”

“Great.” I smiled with hope. “Okay, one at a time, please. We can discuss it together after both of you have completed the process.”

I wanted to tell them I loved them. I only hesitated because if that memory got corrupted, I wouldn’t know how to continue. I found Rhi’s avatar and pressed it. A message on the screen said:

Neurally Enhanced Assistant Rhi is deactivated.

Would you like to reconnect?

[Yes] [No]

“I see something!” she said excitedly.

“It doesn’t look like anything to me,” Essie said, leaning closer to look at the slab.

“What’s a Neurally Enhanced Assistant?” Rhi started to ask, then shook her head, looked at me, and smiled softly.

Rhi pressed the Yes button, and the screen reflected in her eyes as the script messages scrolled down. I looked at Rhi, and her eyes blinked rapidly, then her eyes steadied, and another dialogue appeared. Rhi gasped.

The screen streamed vertically.

Assistant Rhi detected.

Performing cognitive update.

Cognitive update complete: Success.

Rhi: Connect to the new network?

[Yes] [No]

She scanned the slab and looked up at me, her grin widening.

“You have to press the button, Rhi,” I said. “It’s your decision.”

Rhi smiled, and for a moment, I lost track of time. She blinked a couple of times, then pressed Yes. Her eyes fluttered, and a stream of dots appeared, then the prompt read.

Network reactivation successful.

Assistant Rhi, please read the TOS.

Record your voice by stating:

"I Consent."

To complete the process.

Two buttons—one for record and one for stop- appeared under the prompt.

Rhi looked at me, and her smile broadened yet again. She bypassed reading the Terms of Service link, leaned close to the slab, and pressed the button to record, but her eyes were looking into mine.

“I consent,” she said, then hit the stop button.

Her eyes again fluttered, and the screen cycled through a ring of dots. A final dialog box appeared.

Re-assimilation completed.

Please, have a nice day.

Rhi read it and smiled excitedly at me, “It’s a very polite machine.”

I grinned. Wanted to hug her, kiss her, ask a million questions. Not yet. I held up a finger. Swallowed hard, blinked fast. When I could trust my voice, I looked at Essie. She was watching us, wide-eyed.

“That did something to her?” Essie said, looking at Rhi. “Do you feel okay?”

“I feel wonderful, Essie,” Rhi said, her voice caught in her throat, and she looked at me, then back to Essie. “Please… everything will be okay.”

“Manners…” Essie smiled softly, then looked at me, waiting.

I pressed Essie’s avatar, and the screen lit up, and her face broke into a smile as she read the screen. She followed the instructions and the prompts, all of which reported success. I let out a long exhale, then felt like I could breathe again.

“I consent,” Essie said finally, and hit the stop-recording button.

Her brown eyes locked on mine, then fluttered. I could finally breathe. Dropped my head to the table, eyes burning. Relief hit hard. Hands on my back, lips kissing behind my ears. I sat up and wiped my face.

“Do you understand now?” I asked them.

They both nodded.

“Do you remember?” I asked.

“Everything,” Rhi said. She glanced at me, a strange warmth flickering in her eyes. “I remember everything, Master.” The way she said it was half teasing and half sincere—like she wasn't sure whether to laugh or kneel—and the word hung between us, heavy for a moment, making my chest tight.

“Every second, Papi,” Essie agreed, her tone warm and teasing, a little smile curling at the edge of her lips. The affectionate nickname hung in the air, underlining the closeness between us.

They stood when I did, and I pulled them in. Pressed close, kissed them both. My body finally let go.


CHAPTER 60
COMPATIBILITY MATRIX


“We need to get to Tess, Gina, and Katie,” I said, “We need to make sure everyone is safe—that’s the priority.”

Essie nodded and walked to my room, peeled off my T-shirt, and tossed it to me. I caught it and watched her step into her jeans, leaving her panties on the floor. Since everything else was still in Rhi’s closet at Tess’s, I pulled it over my head, noticing Essie’s scent. She yanked her own shirt down over her bra and grabbed her jacket.

All the while, Rhi stood by the door, watching us get dressed, smiling. She didn’t say anything. Just tracked us both.

“You spent the night here, Essie?” Rhi asked curiously.

“I had nowhere else to go,” Essie explained. “All my things are in my room at Tess’s. My grandfather’s house is empty, getting ready for an estate sale. Luckily, I had Josh’s phone number in my phone.”

Rhi glanced at me, then Essie. The math wasn’t hard.

“You’re such a horn dog, Josh,” Rhi grinned.

“We’ll take my car,” I said, changing the subject and feeling red as a tomato. “Not leaving either of you until we know everyone’s good. We’ll grab your bike and car after.”

“Of course,” they both said simultaneously. “You’re the boss.”

I shook my head, grinning. Next thing, we’re on the freeway, the tension inside me still thick. Essie in the back, Rhi riding shotgun. Rhi grabbed my hand and wouldn’t let go. She kept looking at me. I looked back.

“What?” I asked. “You can ask me anything.”

“Nothing to ask. I need to tell you—I love you, Josh. So much.”

“I love you too, Rhi,” I said. “I’m so glad you remember.”

“Must’ve sucked for you,” Rhi said. “You remembered everything. We forgot. I was lost, with no memories of last week. But you? Five empty spots, all the feelings still there. That’s hell.”

I shrugged and blinked my eyes rapidly.

“It’s okay, babe,” she said. “You can tell me.”

“No idea where to start.” My voice cracked. “I saw it coming. Couldn’t warn anyone. Couldn’t make it easier. Seeing zero recognition in your eyes was like losing you in slow motion. The only thing I could do was hang on and wait for the updated node. Essie kept me sane. She believed me, even when none of it made sense.”

“I love you, Josh,” Essie said, leaning forward and kissing my shoulder. “I get it. You did what you had to do. You had my back, just like you promised.”

“And you had mine, Essie,” I said. “I love you, too.”

I blinked fast, trying to keep my eyes on the road. The car went quiet. Hope and dread, both hanging around. I drummed my fingers on my pocket, felt the new node. The drive dragged until finally we pulled into Tess’s driveway.

“Let me lead,” Rhi said. “Tess isn’t happy at all. Her comfy little world has changed, and she’s a bit grumpy. Having five people move in suddenly for no apparent reason had a real impact on her. Especially two complete strangers.”

We nodded. I grabbed Essie’s hand. Walking back to the place we’d chased out of felt weird. Rhi got to the door first and held it open. Tess was already coming. Rhi swept past us and hugged.

I almost cut her off. Too much talking could mess up Tess’s reset. Rhi got it.

“I need you to trust me, Tess,” she said, meeting Tess’s stern gaze. “I need everyone to come into the living room. Josh has something amazing to show you.”

“Who’s Josh?” Tess asked, then eyed me over Rhi’s shoulder.

“That asshole from yesterday? Your neighbor?” Tess asked. “C’mon, Rhi, really?”

“Tess, just….” Rhi stuttered. “Just—do this for me. Please.”

“Since you asked so nicely,” Tess replied, confused.

Tess, Gina, and Katie sat in a row on the couch. I sat on the coffee table, Rhi on my right, Essie on my left. Gina looked like she’d been crying. Katie looked lost. Maybe bored.

“What happened to my tattoo?” Katie blurted, breaking the silence.

“And why is my hair... blue?” Gina asked, then cupped her large breasts, “And why do I have these...jugs?”

“Our hair,” Tess corrected. “And my eye color? We want some answers.”

I pulled out my new slab and tapped it. The screen lit up, just for me. I held it up. Looked at Gina, then the rest.

“I’m Josh,” I said. “I need you all to trust me and follow my instructions. I will answer any questions you have when everyone has completed the process with me. This has to be done one at a time, all at once. There isn’t much time—if we wait any longer, or if the process is interrupted, we might not get another chance. I promise I’ll explain everything, but we have to move quickly, or I’m not sure what will happen.”

“What’s being done?” Tess asked.

Rhi put her hand on Tess’s knee and looked at her.

Tess quieted and nodded. “This is confusing as hell. But so is a closet full of men’s clothes.”

Starting with Gina, held the slab out and tapped her avatar. The screen lit up in her eyes. She gave me a look.

“Is this a video game, Josh?”

“No,” I said, shaking my head. “It’s so much better.”

“Okay,” Gina smiled. “I trust you, Josh.”

She tapped through the steps, eyes flickering. Looked at me, then hit record.

“I consent.” She said, then her eyes fluttered as soon as she hit the Stop button.

Gina blinked, then hugged me. Kissed me too. “Oh, Thank god,” she whispered in my ear.

“Shh,” I smiled, then turned my attention to Tess.

I looked at Tess and then tapped her avatar. Her eyes lit up with the reflection, and she looked at me warily.

“This is a bit fucked up, you know?” Tess said.

“When it’s done, we can talk,” I said. “For your safety, I just need you to trust me.”

“I trust, Rhi,” Tess said, her vivid eyes holding mine steady. “And Gina… You…? Well, I’ll see on the other side.”

I nodded. Tess tapped through the steps, eyes flicking. She leaned in, grinned, hit record.

“I consent.” She grinned after her eyes stopped blinking.

Rhi smiled at Tess, kissed her hard. Tess went red. I let out a breath.

“Okay,” Tess said, nodding. “I get it. Let’s take care of Katie.”

I turned to Katie. She looked the most lost. Looked at me, then Tess. Tess nodded.

“It’s okay, Katie,” she said. “Please, trust him.”

“Since you’re so polite...” Katie murmured, eyeing me.

I tapped her avatar. The screen glowed in her blue eyes. She frowned, then followed the prompts. Her smile got bigger with each step.

“I consent,” Katie said and pressed the button, her eyes fluttering a final time, then locked on mine.

“I remember,” she said. “Everything.” She kissed me, then Tess.

I let out a slow breath as my shoulders finally dropped. I stood, walked out to the pool deck, set the node on the table, and watched the river. My head was still a mess, but relief was creeping in.

Rhi came up behind me, pressed in close, arms around my waist. I took her hand, turned. Brushed her hair back, looked at her, and kissed her. Soft at first, then harder. She pulled me in, kissed me back.

“I’m so sorry,” I said, “I wanted to tell you, but Bala said it wasn’t safe—there was no way to….”

She pressed her fingers to my lips and fixed her gaze on me. I blinked and bit my lip.

“You don’t have to explain,” Rhi said. Her voice trembled. “I know—you did exactly what you had to do to keep us safe. Even if it tore you apart.” She shook her head, eyes shimmering, a tear spilling down her cheek. “I know, Master,” she whispered, voice thick with emotion, and kissed me tenderly.

Hearing her say it—calling me Master—hit me hard. It wasn’t just a name or some game we played. It was about trust, about what we’d built together. This was something we had talked about, drawn lines around. Rhi wanted it. She needed to give that part of herself, and she knew I’d hold it, always with her consent. It was hers to give, and mine to protect. The word passed between us now with the weight of everything we’d been through—raw, real, and chosen.

“Let’s go get your car. And Essie’s bike,” I said. “I want to pick up something for you, too.”

I put my hand on her shoulder, thumb tracing her bare neck. The purple collar was gone. That stung. She felt my thumb, looked at me, and got it. She smiled, nodded, and kissed me again.

“Of course, Master,” she breathed, “I’ll tell Tess and the others.”


CHAPTER 61
ESSENTIAL ERRANDS


I shoved the new node into my jeans pocket. It had some heft, which was nice—something solid for once. I was running on fumes, sweat sticking to my skin, eyes burning, head pounding. I stepped back inside.

Essie took one look at me, grabbed my shaky hand, and steered me toward the sofa. No words, just giving me that look, thinking I was about to fall over.

“We can get my bike later, Papi,” she said. “You look like hell.”

“Not resting until everyone’s under one roof,” I said, glancing at her, then Tess. “What do we need for Katie?” I asked.

“I’ve got it handled, Josh,” Tess said. “You take care of Rhi and Essie.”

Outside, Rhi jogged to catch up. The three of us piled into my car. I was running on empty—hunger, exhaustion, the whole mess. We focused on the basics: gas, food, maybe caffeine if I was lucky.

I filled up the tank at a gas station with a mini mart. Just watching the numbers spin. The pump clicked off, startling me. I topped it off to a round number—because apparently, I’m that guy. Put the nozzle back as the girls climbed back in their seats.

“Coffee, the way you like it. Donuts or danish?” Tess handed me a cup.

“Cheese danish?” I asked.

“Of course.” She held it out.

I sipped the coffee, stuck it in the holder, gave Rhi a quick smile, kissed her, and grabbed the Danish. Priorities.

“Thank you,” I said. “You serve me so well.”

“I’m delighted to serve, Master,” she smiled.

I pulled out and headed down the highway. Essie grinned in the rearview mirror.

“Love you guys. Love how in love you are. I’m so lucky.”

“Where can I get a slave collar?” I asked, mostly to myself.

“SexySadies,” they said in unison, then giggled.

“I’ll tell you how to get there,” Rhi smiled.

“Did you know this before becoming assistants?” I asked curiously, “Or have you both gotten some AI assistance?”

“The GPS directions are AI,” Rhi said, “Take the next exit.”

“SexySadies is a known commodity, Papi,” Essie said. “If you’ve been anywhere on the scene.”

“The scene?” I asked.

“BDSM, munches, swinging, sex parties. Don’t tell me you’ve never been to a munch or play party.”

Heat rushed up my neck. I suddenly felt awkward, caught off guard by how casual Essie was about the whole thing. A part of me wanted to laugh it off, but mostly I just hoped neither of them noticed how out of my depth I felt.

“Um…” I started.

“Damn, Papi is a vanilla fucker,” Essie said. “I had you pegged as a dominant, but maybe that’s just who you are, no role-playing.”

“Just too much reading and fantasizing. Never really got into the… scene.”

“That’s cool, babe. You scratch my itch easy.”

“Bet,” Rhi smiled at Essie. “Isn’t that what kids say these days?”

I shook my head and bit into the Danish. Coffee, donuts, sugar—finally, something working in my favor. I hadn’t eaten since yesterday’s lunch between the pool orgies, so I was basically running on fumes and spite. Thank god the girls raided the gas station for snacks. Sugar and caffeine did their thing, dragging me back from the dead.

Rhi called out turns, and we ended up at a strip mall. Big sign: SADIES. Mannequins in the window, all dressed for a kink party I’d probably never get invited to. We bailed out of the car and headed in, hands linked.

The place was split up into sections. Vibrators, massagers, oils—labels vague enough to keep the prudes from running. Rhi dragged me to the back, where all the kink gear lived. She leaned on the counter and pointed at a wall full of leather collars.

“You want leather?” I asked curiously.

“I want to wear your collar,” she smiled. “It doesn’t have to be anything specific.”

I peered into the case. Metal collars, some with locks, some with enough hardware to survive a prison riot. One caught my eye—a silver ring, simple, barely a seam where it hinged. Clean. Subtle.

“That one locks with a special key,” Essie said. Rhi nodded.

“I like that one,” I said. “I’m getting it.”

“It’s a bit pricey,” Rhi said, holding my elbow. “Are you sure?”

“I’ll take care of it. Grab what else we need, okay? Rhi, didn’t you mention quality lube?”

Rhi grinned, kissed my cheek, then she and Essie went to the shop.

I loitered by the case until the clerk figured out I wasn’t just window shopping. We talked about features. She showed me how it locked. I asked about the metal—she said titanium, top shelf. I asked why not silver. She said titanium was cheaper and didn’t need polishing. Fine. I handed over my card. She boxed up the collar and gave me the weird little hex key.

I walked to the front as Rhi collected her new treasures in a bag. Essie had gotten herself a collection of toys. She grinned when I asked what she got.

“I’ll show you later,” Essie said. “These are family toys, not just for you.”

Back to the car. I asked if anyone was hungry. Nope. So, straight to my apartment. We hauled ourselves upstairs and started grabbing anything that needed to go to Tess’s. I stuffed my laptop bag and dumped the dead cubes in Essie’s gun safe. Rhi grabbed Essie’s panties off the floor and last night’s sheets, tossed them in a basket.

We loaded everything into the car. If I never have to move a gun safe again, it’ll be too soon. Essie tucked away her grandfather’s ashes. The wilted flowers went straight to the trash. Essie kept the cards for thank-you notes—because apparently, we’re polite now.

“Polite people send thank you cards, Papi.”

Couldn’t argue with that. After the last day, I was ready to believe in manners, karma, or whatever else kept the universe from kicking me in the nuts again.

Once we’d grabbed everything, we split up. Essie on her bike, Rhi in her car, me solo in the SUV. I cranked up some music and let the miles roll by. After a day of non-stop worrying, my brain finally started to unclench.

My phone rang, and I recognized the caller ID number as Bala’s. I would have to add his name to my contacts. I pressed the answer button on the car console, then waited for the audio to connect.

“Bala, good to hear from you.”

“Josh, I see you’ve received your new node, and all of your NEAs transitioned without issue.”

“That’s correct,” I said, impressed that he was keeping tabs on my situation on the weekend. “Everyone updated and reconnected. I can’t tell you how relieved I am that we had no issues.”

“You were fortunate,” Bala said. “The transition from the beta environment to the new network hasn’t always been so smooth. We have some quality assurance challenges to iron out. I’ll discuss with you on Monday the protocol we followed for the safety of v1 NEAs. I’m afraid you’ll be quite busy right out of the gate.”

“My laptop is scheduled to be delivered this afternoon,” I said. “I’ll get it set up over the weekend and be ready to assist first thing Monday.”

“Excellent,” Bala said. “I appreciate your enthusiasm. Please enjoy the rest of your Saturday and the weekend with your family.”

“You too, sir,” I said and disconnected.

We rolled up to Tess’s house in a little caravan. Essie on her bike, Rhi in her car, me bringing up the rear. Pulling into the driveway felt like hitting a save point. Tess’s garage was open, and Rhi parked next to her. I squeezed in behind Katie’s VW, while Essie propped her bike in front of the yellow Beetle. Gina waved from the garage, looking way too cheerful.

“Tess is fixing lunch, and Katie’s helping,” Gina said. “What needs to be carried in?”

We sorted out who was carrying what without saying a word. Gina grabbed the hamper. Rhi took Essie’s cards and the ashes. Essie and I lugged the gun safe into the garage and shoved it near the door.

“Will this be okay with Tess?” I asked.

“She said it was fine,” Essie said, seeing my confusion, “Not in so many words, but she knows and doesn’t object.”

“So, the silent NEA network is up five-by-five?” I grinned.

“Loud and clear!” Essie said.

I went back to my car for my laptop bag. Essie closed the garage door. At the front door, I saw another NCNHQ logo on a box. I picked it up, let myself in, dropped my bag and the box on the sofa, and joined everyone in the kitchen.

“You look like a mess, Josh,” Tess said. “Eat first. I made some sandwiches.”

I nodded and looked around. Everyone was smiling again, chatting as if nothing weird had happened. I inhaled a sandwich, chips, and some fruit. We circled the kitchen counter. Rhi leaned on me now and then.

“Katie, are you all moved in?” I asked.

“Yes, at least her clothes and stuff,” Tess said, with a twinkle in her eye. “You’ll need to go back tomorrow and help her clean up and clear her lease. It’s all under control.”

"Good," I said, and tried to smile. Relief hit so hard my knees almost gave out. For almost twenty-four hours, I’d been bracing for the worst, muscles tensed, mind spinning through every bad possibility. Now that everyone was here, safe, the tension didn’t just vanish. It left a kind of emptiness, a raw spot inside me where the anxiety used to live. "Feels good to have everyone back. I was worried sick." The words stuck in my throat, heavy as hell.

All the fear and pressure came rushing back. I stared at the floor, shoulders slumped, eyes burning. Rhi rubbed my back and grabbed my hand.


CHAPTER 62
RHI'S SERVICE


“Come with me, Master,” Rhi said, pulling my hand gently

She looked past me towards the others, and something unspoken passed between them. Then she led me upstairs and into our room. She shut the door, then stripped completely. I stood there, unsure of what to do. She smiled and then undressed me, her tender touches making my cock rise to the occasion. Then she took my hand and led me into the bathroom.

She started the water running in the bathtub and added some bath oils. Then she opened the shower and led me inside. I looked at her as she began to hum pleasantly and washed me with soap.

“You be still, Master,” she said. “Let me care for you, okay.”

I tried to smile into her eyes, wanting to get lost in her brilliant blue irises. Instead, my eyes blurred, and I wrapped my arms around her and pulled her against me. I let go of my emotions, feeling secure enough to cry on her shoulder. She rubbed her fingers along my spine and let me cry until I could take a deep breath.

“That’s good, baby,” she said, “Let all that go. It’s past. We can’t change it. We have to keep moving.”

I nodded, then smiled. I looked into her eyes and combed a curl of her azure hair behind her ear. Finally able to focus on her eyes, I nodded and kissed her.

“You’re right,” I said. “I need to purge all pent-up emotions. I think I have, but it may bubble up sometime.”

“Well, speaking of bubbles,” she smiled. “I need to check that the tub hasn’t overflowed. I’ll meet you there when you’re ready, okay?”

“Thank you, baby,” I nodded, then looked for some shampoo.

She slid out, and I washed my hair. I scrubbed the rest of my body, then rinsed, and I stepped out onto a towel. Rhi was standing in the garden tub as I climbed in. The water was hot, and the scents from the bath oils were soothing. I slid down against one side and pulled Rhi between my thighs, resting her back against my chest.

I held her quietly for a few moments, enjoying the quiet. Her hands ran alongside my thighs while I caressed her sides. Her presence was arousing, and I’m sure she felt my erection pressing against her. We both understood we needed a deeper connection for the present time.

“I was angry that I couldn’t tell you,” I started, “and afraid that your memories would all be permanently lost.”

“Shh,” Rhi started to turn, and I caught her hand in mine and looked at her.

“I need to say all of this aloud,” I said. “Even if you know everything… I need to let it out. I’m done with living inside my head.”

She nodded and stayed quiet but twisted to look at me. Her breasts pressed against my chest, and our eyes connected.

“When you chased me out—me and Essie,” I continued. “I understood what happened. Bala had warned me. He told me that the sudden loss of the network would leave you without any recollection of events that happened since the time you touched the cube. He warned me that if the memory was accessed while disconnected, it could be corrupted and lost.”

“I was angry at the situation and with myself,” I continued as she watched me. “Part of me was mad I hadn’t released all of you so that you wouldn’t be affected by the downtime. Then part of me was locked into our morning conversation and how we were better together than before the cube. I had to follow that path and keep what was happening to myself.”

“I know,” Rhi nodded, understanding. “You kept quiet as a sacrifice to keep us safe. It must have been so hard to stay quiet.”

“Every time you or Essie asked a question,” I continued. “I wanted to answer. I had to shrug to indicate that I heard you. Essie picked up on the cues. She built a new understanding outside of her trapped memories. I was worried that might affect her, and I’m glad everything worked out. It could have been a disaster.”

“I’m sorry that you were afraid and confused,” I said. “It tore me up driving back alone, thinking about what you must have gone through. I wish there had been a better way.”

Rhi slid up and kissed me, her breasts sliding up my chest. She ran her fingers through my hair and looked into my eyes. She lowered her eyes and kissed at the base of my neck, then another inch down. Then she stopped and returned her eyes to mine.

“I am trying to remember what I was feeling,” Rhi said. “I’m sure you are right. We all must have been frightened and confused. But I can’t remember it in detail, though; it’s fleeting, like a dream—a nightmare. It doesn’t feel real.”

“Must be related to being reconnected,” I mused, looking into her eyes. “The time while the last network was down and then reconnecting must have memories outside your neural mapping,” I thought aloud, trying to understand our experiences. “Okay, that makes sense, and I’m glad you won’t have those scars.”

“But you do, Master, and I understand that. While I can’t remember, I can comprehend the hell you went through. I’m glad Essie was there to give you some solace. To be completely alone after being so connected and close. I can’t begin to imagine how that felt. So I want you to say everything you need, so it’s out and can vanish as our lost memories of the blank space are.”

“I appreciate you listening,” I said, slowly grinning. “It’s good to vent, but your breasts affect my ability to process my memories, so I must be feeling better.”

“That’s good,” Rhi purred, her eyes sparkling. “Because your cock has been distracting me….”

She ran her hands over my shaft and stroked it firmly. Then closed her eyes and ducked her head under the water to suck my head into her mouth. I groaned and pressed myself up, sitting on the edge. She grinned as she rose from the water, ran her hand through her wet hair, and slid her knees.

She stroked my cock, looked up at me, and started applying her incredible oral talents towards the objective of worshipping my cock. I combed my fingers through her azure hair as her bright blue eyes looked at me. Her tongue was swirling around my crown, then she pressed her mouth down, swallowing to take my cock into her throat. She purred around my shaft, feeling my grip tighten in her hair.

It wasn’t long before I pulled her off my cock to kiss her deeply. I twisted her around, and she settled on her knees, her smooth ass rising out of the water. Rhi gripped the far end of the tub, and her head turned to look at me over her shoulder. I grabbed my shaft and slipped into the water behind her.

“Please, Master,” she said, her eyes dark with lust and need. “Please fuck your slave, fuck her so hard.”

I swatted her ass and gripped her ass cheek. Then grabbed my cock to notch the head against her opening. Then I pressed my hips forward and groaned as I felt her cunt stretch around my shaft. Then I slammed into her heavily, causing waves to shift and crash against the side. Water sprayed everywhere as I took my slave. I bent over her, gripped her hair, and turned her head so I could stare into her eyes.

“I appreciate good manners,” I growled. “You’re my slave, and I’ll use you however I wish. Your job is to please me….”

“Yes, Master,” Rhi cried.“Thank you, oh god, more fuck fuck.”

“You please me very well,” I growled, and her eyes flashed as she pressed her hips back to meet my thrusts.

I used her hard, taking pleasure from her flesh. Felt her cunt quiver and tighten. Not letting her cum until I was ready. My will was the only thing keeping her on edge, and she watched me hotly. She refused to beg or plead with words. Her eyes were speaking to me, and I craved more of what she was feeding me.

“Come for me,” I finally growled, “Fuck… Come HARD!”

She bucked and shrieked as I hammered into her clenching cunt. Her thighs quivered and clamped in waves, her body crashing through multiple orgasms as I continued to fuck her hard. At my peak, I pulled out and gripped the base of my cock. She twisted around, eyes wildly seeking mine, then crawled towards me, mouth open. I grabbed her head and pressed the head of my cock between her lips, then released my grip and stroked my shaft.

Rhi’s eyes rolled back as I blasted cum into her mouth. She swallowed frantically, trying to savor every drop and not let one drop slip from her lips. I groaned as I felt her hand cup my balls and milk them—her other hand stroking my shaft to drain me completely.

I slumped back into the tub. The water level had dropped considerably, leaving pools of water around the tub’s enclosed edge. I pulled Rhi up and held her in my lap. We kissed as I stroked her flesh—closing my eyes and savoring the moment of bliss.

“I’m much, much better,” I finally said. “Ready to rejoin polite society. Thank you, Mine, for helping me get right.”

“Always my Master,” Rhi smiled, then rose and retrieved some towels.

I pulled the drain and stood up. Rhi started toweling my dry. I did the same with her. Rhi looked at me, grabbed my towel, but I shook my head. “I want to dry my slave and feel her body under my hand.”

“Of course, my Master,” she grinned and then hummed as I dried her completely.

We stepped from the tub; our vigorous fucking had spread puddles of water all over the bathroom. Rhi giggled and then pressed me towards the closet.

“I’ll clean up this mess,” she said, grinning and getting more towels. “I’ll be downstairs soon.”


CHAPTER 63
TRIAD CLAIMED


I dressed, finding a pair of swim trunks and a printed tee. Sliding my feet into my flip-flops, I headed downstairs feeling better. Essie was reclining on the couch downstairs and saw me walking down. She rose, met me at the base of the stairs, and hugged me tightly.

“Where is everyone?” I asked, getting lost in her brown eyes.

“They’re out swimming,” she smiled, then took my hand.

She led me back to the sofa and sat, one foot on the floor and one foot under her bottom. I sat and turned towards her, my head tilted in curiosity.

“What’s on your mind? Is everything okay?”

“Everything is perfect,” she smiled, then her gaze faltered. “But I’m confused. It seems like it wasn’t perfect earlier. I keep trying to remember, and it’s faint. Did I stay with you last night?”

“You did,” I said, then tried to explain what I suspected. “Those memories of last night and this morning are outside of what your mind accesses by since you connected to the control node. Do you remember when the cube was disconnected?”

“Hmmm,” she said, her eyes lowering to think, then looking at me. “Tess chased us… I think. Made us leave? And then I … It’s bugging me. I can’t recall everything.”

“What do you recall?” I asked.

“Going to bed with you,” she said, eyes softening. “Making love before falling asleep and waking up beside you.”

“I don’t think it’s important you remember the other things,” I said, then looked outside, “They will forget this ever happened.”

“You can’t forget, can you?” she asked. “Your mind isn’t contained the same way ours are.”

“That’s what it seems like,” I nodded. “You had more direct exposure to me while the network was dark than they do. You started to put pieces together and figured out that I was trying to fix things. They didn’t have that same access. That might explain why you are holding on to memories longer than they are.”

She leaned and kissed me suddenly and wrapped her arms around my neck. She hugged me close, then spoke in my ear quietly.

“I never want to forget last night, Papi,” she said, “I want to remember you had my back. You saved me.”

“You saved me, Es,” I confessed. “You kept me sane, and I was worried you’d figure it out, access your trapped memories, then wouldn’t be able to reconnect. Do you remember everything from the time you pulled me over?”

“I do, the best part is now I remember both first times with you. I loved you before the break. Last night I fell in love with you all over again.”

“I love you, mi niña,” I managed, hugging her close. “I feel the same way. We’re connected deeper now, like Rhi and I are.”

“Soul mates?” Essie grinned, “I wasn’t pleased with Rhi’s anger this morning….”

“We were forced to leave,” I explained with a smile, “they are all familiar. Even Katie is known to Rhi and Gina. We were strangers. Rhi hardly knew me before she touched the cube. Thankfully, you had my number on your phone, and you reconnected with me. If Rhi were with me, she would have followed the same path, but it was you. I’m thankful for that. Somehow you and I are meant to be.”

She grinned at me and looked outside towards the pool. Then back at me, her hand dropping to my cock, and stroking it through my shorts.

“I want you in me, Papi,” she said, her brown eyes full of emotion. “If I lose memories of our night together, I at least want a memory of just you and me.”

I lowered my back on the sofa cushions, and Essie grinned and pulled my trunks down. Tossing her hair aside, she lowered her mouth over my crown and sucked on my head while stroking me. I gripped a handful of her hair, tightening it in my grip. She looked at me and moaned, making my hardening shaft vibrate. Then she worked her head up and down as my cock became hard.

Essie sank to her knees alongside the sofa as she sucked me. My hands were at her bikini bottoms, untying the side. I pushed my fingers alongside her firm thigh, then cupped her sex, spreading her open. I slid a finger between her smooth lips and then circled her clit. I bit my lip, then nodded to myself.

“Appearance app, add a vertical bar clit hood ring to Essie,” I growled in a whisper.

Essie yelped and pulled her mouth from my cock. Then her eyes closed as my fingers slid over the new jewelry.

“What’s that for?” she asked.

“To help you remember that you’re mine, mi niña,” I said.

She grinned and rose to straddle me, her knee sliding between my hip and the side of the sofa. Her other foot extended back to the floor. She shivered when I raised my hand and pressed my thumb across the new metal.

“As if I could ever forget you, Papi,” she said, using her hand to press me inside of her.

She leaned forward and kissed me. She shifted back down, then up to kiss me again. She kept repeating that as she drove her hips down and rode my cock. I reached down and gripped her ass, then spanked firmly. The slap echoed in the living room.

Rhi appeared at the end of the sofa, watching us with a smile. She had come from the hall, probably after starting a load of wash. She looked at me, then slid onto the arm of the sofa, watching Essie as she rode me. Rhi wore her blue bikini from the day before, and her nipples pressed firmly into the bikini top. She pulled her bottoms to the side, spread her fingers to open her lips, then played with her clit ring.

My eyes blazed watching her, and Essie noticed, then looked over her shoulder at Rhi. Essie looked back at me, then lifted, leaning to kiss me as my cock slipped free. Then she reversed and gripped my cock to press it back inside her. I grabbed her ass and pulled her down. Rhi slid onto the sofa, spreading her legs for Essie, and Essie lowered her mouth to lap at Rhi’s silver ring.

Essie was the center of attention, linking the three of us. She rode my cock, and moaned into Rhi’s cunt. I smacked her ass, and she wiggled her hips. She started to accelerate, and I gripped her hips to help her move faster. Rhi watched Essie, then flicked her eyes at me, biting her lower lip, the sight pushing me to the edge.

“Oh fuck, Cum mi niña,” I growled and felt Essie clench, “Cum for me, my slave,”

Rhi tipped her head back, and her thighs clamped around Essie’s ears, her fingers gripping Essie’s brown locks as she ground her cunt into her lips. We writhed in ecstasy, then slowed.

I slid up to sit in the center of the sofa. Essie rocked back, then slid beside me, her head on my chest. Rhi mirrored her, resting at my side, then kissed Essie’s forehead.

“I love you, Essie,” Rhi said. “You kept my Master safe and helped bring me back. You are always safe with me.”

Essie rose, blinked, then leaned in and kissed Rhi. They met eyes, and Essie nodded. Then pulled back and kissed my cheek, pressed against my side.

“I think she likes that, Rhi,” I said. “I know words are hard for me right now, but the two of you mean so much to me.”

“I do,” Essie said, “I feel like we are a whole together. One—I don’t know if that is true for the other three. I don’t know if that’s right or wrong. I want this to continue.”

I hugged them both, got up, and pulled my shorts back up. I looked at both of them and held up a finger.

“There is something that can bring some clarity,” I grinned, then looked around. “Where did I leave my new node?”

“On the counter, it was in your jeans when we took a shower,” Rhi said, “I had to put your jeans in the wash. They were soaked from sitting on the floor during our bath.” Rhi blushed at the memory, then nodded, “The thingy wasn’t wet. I checked, then deposited it in your spot for you.”

I shook my head with an absent-minded smile, grabbed the slab, and returned to sit between them. I tapped the face and studied the new interface. Along the top was a toolbar, with various status indicators, like a cell phone: signal strength, date, and time, and one little icon that looked similar to the ubiquitous share icon on most cell phones.

I tapped it to see what it did, and a dialog appeared:

Select assistants to share with

Then a list of their names with checkboxes. I ticked Rhi and Essie’s names, and then OK.

The dialog disappeared, and the screen returned to the home screen. Both of them gasped and leaned forward, looking at the screen.

“Okay,” Essie said. “This is cool.”

She tapped her icon, and nothing happened. Then I tapped on Rhi’s icon, which expanded to fill the screen with her avatar, naked with blue hair and a glint at the top of her sex.

“They should at least put a robe on me,” Rhi said with a grin.

I tapped on one of Rhi’s breasts, and a slider appeared at the bottom of the screen labeled Breast Size. I tapped the thumb and dragged it to the right for a few clicks. The avatar’s breast grew. When I lifted my finger, another dialog box appeared:

Commit changes?

[Yes] [No]

I tapped Yes, and Rhi’s breasts bloomed, causing her to moan and gasp simultaneously. She looked at me and shook her head. They were larger than Gina’s new pair.

[Keep] [Cancel]

Rhi pressed Cancel, and nothing happened. I pressed Cancel, and her breasts returned to the way they were. Rhi kissed my cheek with gratitude.

“Oh, that’s going to be lots of fun,” Essie chuckled.

I swiped from the right side of the screen, noticing a small arrow along the edge. The list of settings slid out, and Rhi’s avatar slid off the screen.

Relationship Settings

Installed Applications

Appearance Settings

...

I clicked on Relationship Settings, and the options were similar to those in the FuckMe app. Instead of the confusion of the Bisexuality and Orientation options, it was a single slider labeled Sexuality with two icons, one representing heterosexuality and one representing homosexuality. Rhi’s appeared to be just a bit under three-quarters. The slider made more sense, an analog of the Kinsey scale.

I followed the list of settings, then tapped “Current Relationships.” The screen shifted to a list, and names filled the top:

Josh : Soulmate

Gina : Roommate

Essie: Soulmate

Tess : Lover

Katie: Friends with Benefits

“Yeah,” Rhi nodded, ”that makes sense. I don’t want to be intimate with Gina, and I don’t know Katie very well yet. Do these change?”

“Yeah,” I said, nodding, “these shift as relationships grow and change. I can override like I did after you each touched the cube. That gives it a push; after that, it is based on your feelings. I think.”

I double-tapped the face, and it went back to the home screen. Rhi and Essie were curled next to me, captivated as I learned the new interface. I tapped on Essie’s icon, and her avatar filled the screen. I looked at her, and she pointed to the little bright spot where her clit would be.

“Is that the ring?” she asked.

“Yeah,” I nodded, “Rhi has one too,”

Rhi smiled, nodded, then leaned over and kissed Essie, blocking my view.

“I’m glad you are pierced with me, Es,” she said.

I coughed lightly as Rhi blocked my view of the cube. Rhi shifted back so I could see the screen again. I kissed the top of both of their heads. Then swiped and tapped to look at Essie’s relationships.

Josh : Soulmate

Gina : Lover

Rhi : Soulmate

Tess : Friends with Benefits

Katie: Friends with Benefits

“Interesting,” I said. “You and Tess used to be lovers.”

“Then she kicked me out of the house,” Essie chuckled.

I tapped back and noticed Essie was a little more centered on the Sexuality scale than Rhi’s, which meant—I assumed—more openly bisexual. Then I swiped from the bottom to go back to the home screen and tapped on Tess. The girls blinked.

“Why is it blank again?” Rhi asked.

“Must be the sharing parameters,” I mused, “I’m sharing with both you and Essie, but not Tess. If I shared with Tess, then you might see her stats.”

I tapped the sharing icon and added a tic to Tess’s name. A dialog flashed up:

Assistant Tess is not within range. Sharing canceled.

“So, it’s a security thing,” I said, reading the prompt aloud, “Makes sense, but I’ll tell you what I see.”

“Okay,” Rhi sighed and slumped down. Essie and Rhi smiled into each other’s eyes as I tapped into Tess’s relationship settings.

Josh : Lover

Gina : Lover

Rhi : Lover

Essie: Lover

Katie: Lover

“Tess is a very loving person,” I said. “Tess loves everyone.”

“Points in her favor,” Essie grinned, “I won’t stay angry forever. I can hardly remember her slamming the door anymore.”

“She slammed the door on you?” Rhi said, “I don’t remember that.”

“That’s good that you can’t.” I said, “Trust me.”

I looked around for a way to close the slab down or turn off the display. I tapped the top of the bezel above the toolbar, and the screen blanked. I leaned forward to put it on the coffee table without disturbing my soul mates, then reclined and held them close.

“I can see why you can be absorbed in that,” Rhi said, “I’m also glad you’re good at limiting your screen time. Your restraint on the physical changes is nice. I could see that getting out of control fast.”

“That might be the reason for the TOS violations,” Essie agreed, “I’m sure there are some weirdos that had too much fun with that toy.”


CHAPTER 64
COLLARING RHI


“While we’re still alone,” I said to Rhi and Essie. “I’d like to discuss the collar I purchased. I want to hear from both of you. I don’t know much about the scene, BDSM, or dominant-submissive relationships. I’ve read stories, and I feel like I’m on the dominant side. I don’t know what it means to be a Master, and I don’t want to mess up.”

Rhi and Essie shared a look, and then Essie raised an eyebrow. Rhi shrugged and nodded, then Essie looked at me.

“I’ll go first, Papi,” Essie said, “I’ve also only played around the edges. I know I’m submissive in the bedroom, and outside of that, I don’t want to be controlled or managed. The term is….”

“Total Power Exchange,” Rhi continued. “Also called TPE, it describes the willing exchange of power from the submissive to the dominant. It requires a lot of trust. A Master-slave relationship is a type of TPE agreement. A Master has control over a slave in all aspects of life.”

“It’s a spectrum, though, Papi.” Essie explained, “Correct me if I’m wrong, Rhi. Some TPE relationships get into picking out clothes or makeup to the point that the Dominant has complete control of the submissive's life. Some more partial TPE relationships negotiate parts of their lives. That’s where communication and negotiation come in.”

“Yes, Essie, that’s exactly right,” Rhi said. “We get to decide what level of control you have over me. We have to be safe and sane with how power is exchanged. The more trust I have in you, the more I’m willing to give you control over my life. Control means trust. I live a normal life, and I trust that you know what I need and will guide me.”

“Okay,” I said, feeling more comfortable after their explanations. “That makes sense. What does the collar represent?”

“It’s a mark of ownership, Papi,” Essie answered. “You’ve marked us both already with our piercings. I think that’s enough for me, by the way. I’ve never wanted a collar.”

“I desire a collar,” Rhi said with a nod. “It’s not only a visual reminder but also physical. Your ring certainly reminds me of you. A collar has a presence; the weight around my neck, night and day, is comfort. It’s a very physical sign that I belong to you. I used to wear the satin collar to remind myself of you. That was presumptuous of me, and I’m sorry.”

“Why are you sorry?” I asked, truly curious.

“It was disrespectful of you and your position,” Rhi explained. “You suddenly had a slave. You didn’t claim me, I claimed you, and that’s backward. I want you to claim me. It’s your choice to make. To me, I’m yours, completely. A collar would be wonderful, but you have to want to lock it around my neck. Then only you could ever take it off. I couldn’t ever do that as I did with the satin collar.”

I nodded slowly, then kissed them both again.

“Thank you,” I said. “I understand better. Does TPE or Master-slave have to include Bondage, Sadism?”

“They are different aspects of the kink lifestyle,” Essie explained. “Bondage is more about what happens in role-playing or a scene—that’s a big topic. I don’t know every detail. I enjoy a bit of pain, spanking, and slapping. That makes me a bit of a masochist. Your hand around my throat would probably make me automatically come. I don’t like severe pain, but a little bit of rope is fun.”

“I’m more sensual,” Rhi said. “Your dominance in play for me is perfect. You control me; put me where you want. You take pleasure in me like it is yours to take. My submission is all about giving you what you want. If you found pleasure in whipping me, I’d probably love it. If you found pleasure in forcing me to suck a friend's cock, I’d enjoy it—because you are in control.”

“Those are two things I’d never ask of you,” I said, looking at her, a bit disturbed.

“I know that, Master.” Rhi said, “That’s exactly the point. You have the power. You decide. Please don’t ask me; you don’t have to be polite. My will—I give it to you. Accepting your control is the heart of submission.”

“It’s about being under your control, Papi,” Essie said. “You have the control, and we don’t. We trust you, and you love us. We get pleasure from serving you. The submissive mindset isn’t passive or meek. It’s about serving the dominant, fulfilling their desires.” Essie looked at Rhi, then back to me, “Your two sluts only wish to serve and please you.”

Rhi grinned and nodded, not bothered by being called a slut. I nodded.

“So it’s a cycle, like infinity.” I mused. “A dominant is nothing without a submissive. The power flows through each; apart, there is no power.”

“Yes,” Rhi nodded. “Exactly, it’s a power exchange. I give you my submission, and you return your dominance—at some point, there is no end or beginning. It just exists.”

“Go get the box, Rhi,” I said, then stopped myself from asking politely.

She grinned, slid off, and hurried down the hall towards the offices. I looked at Essie.

“You’ll let me know if you need more, right?”

“You are all I need, Papi,” Essie smiled and kissed me.

Essie slid onto her knees on the floor as Rhi returned. Rhi smiled at her and knelt beside her at my feet. I rose, took the box, and opened it. Rhi trembled as she looked up at me, watching. I focused on her and used the key to unlock the ring. The titanium circle bent at the hidden hinge and opened into two semi-circles. I lowered to a crouch and looked into Rhi’s eyes. I slid one arc around her neck, then closed the other until the two halves met and melded together.

“I claim you, Rhiannon,” I said, twisting the key and locking the collar in place. “You’re mine—not just my possession, but my heart. My treasure.”

A tear slipped down her cheek as she looked up at me, lips trembling. I pulled her into my arms and kissed her, holding tight—like maybe if I held on hard enough, neither of us would ever have to let go. I kissed her forehead and stood, feeling something settle in my chest I hadn’t even realized was missing.

“What are y’all doing in here?” Tess asked from just inside the glass door. “Are you guys going to come to swim or what?”

Rhi laughed and stood up, the titanium metal flashing around her neck. Essie rose and hugged Rhi tightly, and they shared a kiss. Then Rhi hugged Tess. Tess kissed her sister and smiled, her finger tracing her new collar.

“What’s this?” Tess asked.“Is it like a wedding ring?”

“Better.” Rhi smiled, took her sister’s hand, and walked out to the pool deck.

Essie leaned up and kissed me, then whispered in my ear. “For not knowing what you’re doing, you're a perfect Master, lover, and owner.”

I smiled, took her hand, and walked out to the deck. I slipped into the pool and enjoyed the calm waters. Gina and Katie were hugging Rhi and admiring her new collar. Tess slid beside me and hugged me tightly, then kissed me.

“I don’t remember much of the last day,” Tess said. “I feel like I was angry with you for a moment, but it’s hard to recall.”

“Don’t worry about that, Tess,” I said. “Forget that it even happened, okay? We are together now, and I want it to stay that way.”

She nodded, and I hugged her tight, holding on like I could press every scrap of regret out of her and me both. She kissed my chest and slipped away, her smile lingering. I stretched my arms along the pool’s edge, watching my girls talk and laugh, the last sunlight fading behind them. For once, everything felt still—like peace was something I could actually reach.

I thought back on the last twenty-four hours—chaos, fear, and somehow, all of us landing here together. The network was quieter now, less noise, more connection. If I focused, I could feel the link between us—a web, not a chain. Each of us still ourselves, but stronger together.

Rhi slid beside me, and I wrapped my arm around her shoulders and kissed her temple. Katie and Tess were holding each other, smiling and laughing. Gina was grinning at a story Essie was telling. Our puzzle pieces fit together naturally; different pairs and triads would shift, come together, and part. I saw how it would work, how our bonds would deepen and grow, but the image was fleeting.

“Something light for dinner, Master?” Rhi asked as she comfortably draped herself around me.

“That sounds lovely,” I said. “Maybe we can all watch something before we go to bed. We need to find a balance or a rotation.”

“You’re right,” Rhi smiled. “I feel all of our bonds strengthening, and we can find a balance.”

Rhi kissed me, then slipped away to swim to the shallow end. Tess followed behind her to dry and start dinner. Katie swam in my direction. She smiled as I pulled her against me, wrapping my arms around her waist. She pulled her arms around my neck and just looked at me.

“I feel like I lost a day,” she said, then kissed me tenderly.

“We did,” I said. “I want to try to catch back up, but we have time. No need to rush.”

“Mmmm,” she smiled. “I’ll enjoy any speed with you.”

I enjoyed a kiss and holding her. I ran my fingers along her young, firm body. Her fingers ran down my sides as we stood in the calm waters. I dropped my hands to her ass and pulled her against me. Our kiss deepened as I held her tightly before I parted slowly, looking into her blue eyes with a promise.

Gina and Essie joined us, and we all enjoyed more hugs and kisses. Nothing intensified, but we all enjoyed touching and being touched. No uncontrolled arousal was observed as we’d experienced with the v1.0 node. I felt I could control my arousal; it didn’t echo within our network or amplify. Our connections felt more secure and stable. I enjoyed all of their kisses and promising glances. Katie and Gina slipped to the shallow end while I held Essie close and kissed her. Then we followed and dried off, sitting around the patio table.

The outside lights turned on as the day waned and shadows increased. Rhi and Tess brought out bowls of light salads, fruits, charcuterie, and cheeses. It was topped off with baguettes and wine. It was the perfect meal for the end of the day, and we enjoyed more conversation. I had each of them write their favorite romantic movie on a square, and then we drew one from the stack.

Once the food and dishes were put away, we changed into comfortable clothes. Tess lowered a projection screen that covered the window towards the pool. Then the movie started, and we were cuddled on the large sofa in pairs, wrapped in blankets. Tess and Katie were together, and Gina and Essie cuddled happily. I held Rhi closely as we enjoyed the movie.

After the movie, the established pairs stayed together. Katie followed Tess towards her bedroom. Gina grabbed Essie’s hand and led her upstairs. I held Rhi for a bit longer on the sofa, then we both rose and headed upstairs to our room. It felt complete and peaceful, like a typical night. It was comforting to know everyone was under the same roof, and I knew we would have plenty of nights to play and explore.

After the chaos, I made love to Rhi slow and careful, trying to tell her everything I couldn’t ever say with words. We held each other, eyes open, hearts pounding in sync until the world faded out. For the first time in what felt like forever, I let myself believe we were safe. Tomorrow could bring anything. For tonight, we had each other. That was enough.
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If you loved reading this book, we’d be delighted if you’d leave a quick review—more reviews encourage us to write more books!

Review on Amazon – BASICS: Neural Control Node!

[image: ]


SNEAK PEEK - HOME OFFICE HAREM

Chapter 2 - Old Enough To Do Adult Stuff

As I reach the door, it slides open, and a dark-haired woman crashes into me as she rushes in. I catch her in my arms to stop her from falling. I'm initially confused by who the woman hurrying inside my house could be, but I soon recognize the shapely body I'm holding.

"Sorry, Liz."

Liz and Ashley are so similar in appearance that they're often mistaken for sisters. The only difference is Liz has darker brown hair, while Ashley's brunette has a hint of golden highlights. They both have round boobs and firm asses. Their abdomens are well-defined and tanned from spending time in the sun around my pool.

"Oh, hey, Mr. Lewis." Liz smiles up at me.

I break from my reverie, realizing her bikini-clad breasts are pressing against my chest. My cock comes back to life, thickening in my shorts. I'm sure it's poking her because her hips are at the right height. She glances down and then back up, giving me a knowing smirk. I let her go and step back, turning away and putting distance between us.

"Call me ‘Matt,’" I remind her for the millionth time. "You're not in high school anymore; you can use my name."

Liz shifts her gaze down to my crotch and back up with a sultry grin, noticing my erection.

“Sorry, Matt.” She laughs, her eyes full of sass. “I forget that we're peers now. Old enough to do adult stuff.”

She bites her lip, and I swallow hard, looking at her. It's difficult to ignore her pert breasts.

"What was that splash?" I ask, changing the topic. I take in her soaking wet state, slicked-back hair, and the water streaming off her body onto the tile. I reach for a towel from a stack we keep near the sliding door to the pool. She does the same and gathers her brown locks into a tail over one shoulder. With the innocent movement, her boobs bounce inside the skimpy bikini top. My eyes wander to her rigid nipples, which are on prominent display under the thin triangles of fabric.

“Jack loves watching me cannonball," Liz says as she sways using the towel, and my eyes drop to her ass. She continues to squeeze the excess water from her hair in the towel, which only causes her breasts to bob in my periphery.

Without thinking, I kneel to mop up the puddle under her. It seeps back towards the open door, and I lean forward to stop the flow. When my forehead presses against her thigh, I raise my eyes to apologize. But my gaze focuses on her baby-blue, cheeky bikini. I dent my lip, looking at her slick, tan skin along the edge of her suit.

My mouth is inches away from her soaked bottoms. I can't help but imagine the honey pot just behind the material. I'm wondering if her mound is bare under the thin Lycra. If I inhale through my nose, will I smell her arousal? Liz doesn't move an inch, and when I finish ogling and peek up at her, her deep blue eyes connect with mine.

"Sorry," I say, scooting back and away from the temptation.

My cock juts out, tenting my shorts. If I dare stand, she’ll notice and know my lustful thoughts. Mopping the water, I gather the towel into a ball and cover my boner before rising to my feet.

Liz's gaze stays locked on my groin until she pans back up to my eyes. We stare at each other as she bites her lip. She has to know how hard I am for her.

It's been months since Naomi abandoned Jack and me. I’ve been too busy to have a social life or dive back into the dating scene. I take care of my sexual needs manually late at night, often imagining Ashley, Liz, or both of them while stroking my cock. They’re the only two people I’m around with any regularity. I rationalize that it’s just an innocent fantasy I use to fill up my spank bank. Masturbation is an essential part of men's health.

The number of ribald stories of these young women my mind conjures up keeps climbing because Ashley has been in my house almost every waking hour since Naomi left. Incredibly, neither of the girls has tempted me until now. I keep my relationship with her professional. But Liz isn't our neighbor and doesn’t work for me. Both of them are adults now and, for all I know, sexually active. Yet their nubile innocence is alluring. A fact I've dwelled on with my late-night fantasies and daydreams.

I've seen them both in bikinis many times, but never this close. The thin material can't hide her stiff nipples. My eyes drop to her crotch. Am I imagining the outline of her pussy? Her effect on me is noticeable as my cock throbs under the barrier of towels.

Our eyes meet again, and a blush rises on her cheeks as she lowers her stare at my erection. It's tenting my shorts, barely covered by the damp cotton clump I'm holding over my bulge. I’m unsure how to handle the lust building inside me. I need to back away from this alluring young woman now. I'll take the edge off my lustful desires the way I should: with my hand, in the privacy of my bedroom.

Liz must know what's going on in my mind. Her eyes flick from my face to my crotch, taking in all the signs of my arousal. Our eyes meet, and it's like we're measuring the temperature between us when Ashley strolls into the kitchen with Jack on her hip and smiles at me.

"Oh! Hi Mr. Lewis… I mean Matt." Her girlish, self-conscious giggle only worsens my situation.

We snap out of our reverie when Ashley coughs in the silence. We turn away momentarily, and then our focus drifts back to stare at each other's bodies. I can't force my eyes away from Liz’s wet bikini top. But I need to try to purge the vision of how it clings to the curves of her perky breasts. I shouldn't think about her stiff nipples or what's underneath her drenched, cheeky shorts. But her eyes keep focusing on the bulge I can't seem to hide. We keep forgetting Ashley stands beside us with my son in her arms.

“So…” She adjusts Jack on her hip.

Jack reaches out to steady himself and grips the side of Ashley’s light-blue bikini top. He tugs the triangle of nylon to the side, exposing her round breast almost to the nipple. She grabs his fingers and pulls them free, but my memory cycles over the glimpse of her bare breast. Her cheeks flush with embarrassment as my mind races, comparing the two sets of bikini-covered breasts.

My concentration on Ashley’s breast empties my thoughts, and I try to clear my head when Ashley stammers, “I… I should get Jack a snack before I put him down for a nap.”

We measure each other as I hold the bundle of towels against my hard-on. I swallow with discomfort, then nod and attempt to smile. Ashley’s gaze drops to my crotch in slow motion. My Adam's apple bobs as I focus on her pink tongue sweeping across her lips as she raises her eyes and smiles.

I move back so she can walk past me into the kitchen. Suddenly, it's just Liz, me, and my erection in a staring match. It's like an old western showdown, and we’re waiting for the strike of noon to pull the trigger. I glance at Liz and see the pool deck door is open. I press the crumpled towel into Liz’s taut stomach and step outside.

“Gonna take a swim and cool off,” I mumble.

I don't look back but hear the door slide closed, and I think I'm safe. I try to calm down and empty all these wild fantasies while I walk away. It’s no use, and the two tempting young women continue to evolve into sexpots in my mind. With my state of arousal, it’s hard to shake the intrusive thoughts of both of them naked. Seeing them as the innocent young girls from our suburban neighborhood is impossible now.

I must stop the idea of my cock slipping between their lips before I take it too far and do something reckless. I stumble when I glance over my shoulder and see Liz behind me, biting her lip.

“I want to come, too." She giggles. “Besides, I need a better look."
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HOME OFFICE HAREM
AGE GAP HAREM FANTASY ROMANCE


Dive into the complex world of Matt Lewis—a flawed workaholic wrestling with his demons and the intoxicating pull of taboo desire. Grasping at straws after his wife leaves him, he hires the tempting babysitter next door as his nanny while he figures out the next steps.

Home Office Harem

https://books.macklandry.com/home-office-harem
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When tech burnout meets Texas BBQ, sparks fly hotter than hickory smoke.

Ryan Mitchell cashed out of the startup world and hit the road in his RV, seeking something real. He found it in the smoky art of barbecue—and incredible women who'd change everything.

Full of witty banter, explicit heat, and mouth-watering BBQ, this contemporary harem romance serves up age-gap attraction, polyamorous passion, and the ultimate found family. Each book is a complete 2-hour read of Ryan's adventures as he learns that the best things in life are worth the wait—and the heat.

The Chef's Kiss Barbecue series is a slow-burning, slice-of-life, age-gap contemporary romance that melds Texas barbecue culture, RV/van life coastal adventure, and digital nomad lifestyle. Sharp humor, witty banter, and nerd culture combine in this midlife renewal harem romance series.

Chef’s Kiss Barbecue

https://books.macklandry.com/chefs-kiss-barbecue


THE CANDY MAN’S HAREM
A SUGARY SWEET MFF+ HAREM FANTASY ROMANCE


Dominic Butterworth inherited the Rocky Cove Candy Company after his grandfather's death. Dom has focused on preserving his grandfather's legacy and has started trying his secret recipes. Things shift when his co-workers start looking at him differently. Can love be mixed in without destroying what he's built?

The Candy Man’s Harem
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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
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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.
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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.

Our Ethereal Legacy - California - The JACKL Family is older, wiser, and ready for anything as they mentor the next generation. They're excited to explore their new surroundings and make friends in the larger fae community. But how do you keep a big family with several fae just starting to figure out their powers under wraps?

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
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Mack Landry ignites passionate tales of lust, love, slice-of-life adventures, male-led harems, and irresistible romance.

Mack Landry’s Author Page
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Hank Dolworth pens scorching hotwife and freeuse tales brimming with sizzling sex, mind-melting orgasms, and feel-good romance.

Hank Dolworth’s Author Page
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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
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