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The sun slipped through the curtains of the hotel room and pierced the eyelids of Tommy Hanniigan. He groaned as he opened his eyes.

He had never been an early riser, not even as a child. Luckily, his job with the Department didn't require many early mornings. The kind of business the Department engaged in was more suited to the deep, dark shadows of night. 

Despite his attempt to block the sun and go back to sleep, Tommy began to slowly take in his surroundings. An unfortunate side effect of his training with the Department was the development of all five senses. His ears picked up voices from the outer room. Reina's voice tinkled from the other room like fine China. His nose picked up the scent of his wife's perfume on the pillows. The heady aroma gave way to the stronger, more potent odor of coffee. 

As a child growing up on a small farm, his grandfather would make strong, black coffee. The smell would penetrate every corner of the house. The old man had taught Tommy to enjoy the bitter taste without the need for sugar or cream. The smell of good, black coffee never failed to rouse him. 

"Morning, sleepyhead."

Reina's sweet voice entered his brain and he smiled, but refused to take his arm from his face. He felt the bed move slightly, dipping as Reina slid into the bed next to him. He pretended to be asleep just so he could enjoy Reina’s girlish giggle as she tried to wake him up.

"I know you're awake, you goof." She laughed. "I can hear you breathing."

He finally let her move his arm and looked up into Reina's dark eyes. Her skin was a smooth, milky gold color that drew attention to her slightly almond shaped eyes and long lashes. She'd gotten her long, dark hair from her Asian mother and the mixed skin tones and rebellious streak from her Irish father. 

Her eyes were a wonderful sea green, another influence on her father’s side. When she smiled, her face lit up with a girlish innocence at once sexy and innocent. Reina didn’t look like an agent. She could pass as a schoolgirl, or a soccer mom. Whatever the job called for, Reina could easily slip into the role and pull it off. It was what made her such an effective asset.

“Good morning, Mr. Hannigan.” Reina said.

“Good morning, Mrs. Hannigan.”

The Department didn't allow fraternizing between agents and certainly would not have countenanced their marriage. The Department heads and senior level officials were allowed a private life, but agents were to have only one love. The Department.

What the Department doesn’t know...Tommy thought as Reina leaned over him, filling up his senses.

Tommy smiled up at his wife, at the way the skin crinkled at the edge of Reina’s eyes. It was cute, as was the small sprinkling of freckles across her nose. Everything he had learned to observe as an agent only made the picture of his wife that much more mesmerizing.

Tommy reached up and gripped his new wife around her pale, thin neck and pulled her down to him. She giggled and put a finger to his lips.

“Don’t!” She said, “I have morning breath.”

“I don’t care.” Tommy said and kissed her.

Despite her protests, Reina tasted as she always did. Sweet and hot and wet. Tommy let himself forget about the Department, about the missions, about anything. He gave himself up to Reina’s hot and hungry mouth.

She wasn’t fighting any longer. She climbed on top of him, pulling the hem of her shirt up over her beautiful, lush body. He pushed his hands up and cupped her heavy breasts, so out of place on her athletic form. That made them all the more exciting. He pushed them upwards and she moaned, her eyes closed. He squeezed the soft flesh in his fingers until her sensitive nipples poked out like little, pink nuggets.

He pushed himself up to a sitting position so he could feast on her. He needed those pink nipples in his mouth. He lost himself in her flesh, burying his face between her breasts. 

“Oh, Tommy!” Reina moaned and dug her hands into his hair.

She rode his body slowly, rubbing her crotch against him. His cock hardened to painful proportions and soon they were rocking back and forth together, enjoying each other’s bodies. He suckled and grunted, pushing himself upwards until Reina could no longer stand it.

“I need you, Tommy.” Reina gasped in his ear. Tommy had never heard such wonderful words. He would never get tired of Reina wanting him. Needing him.

She rose up slightly in his lap and reached down between them. Her fingers pushed down his underwear and he was free, her firm hand stroking him. Tommy groaned and Reina smiled down at him. He was content to let her take control, watching in awe as the innocent beauty melted away to show the wanton, sexy creature underneath. She was everything he had ever wanted in a woman. Sweet, sexy and dangerous.

“Oh, fuck!” Tommy moaned as she guided his hard flesh to her hot, wet center. She lowered her body onto him and he could not think anymore. Her hot sex melted around him, engulfing him, caressing him with wet, throbbing flesh.

She wrapped her arms around his neck as she rode him. He held her waist and felt her large breasts mash up against his chest. They were joined as closely as any two people could be joined. Every inch of her flesh seemed to surround him and suck him into her. He felt a mixture of emotions. Intense lust, but also love, and an overwhelming need to be one with this goddess. He wanted to worship her, to prove his love to her. To be with her, joined in this way, forever. 

“Yes, baby!” She moaned. “Yes! Just like that!”

Her flesh tightened on him, pulling him deeper. Her body pounded on top of him, her lush buttocks slapping against the top of his thighs as she worked him inside of her and drove him towards the edge.

Tommy sensed Reina holding back long enough to allow him to reach his peak. Then, as she felt him tense, she slammed her buttocks into his lap and pushed him all the way inside of her. Her back arched back and he pushed his face forward, gasping against her breasts. They came together, their cries bouncing off the ceiling and echoing sweetly in his ears. 

In that hot, wet moment, there was nothing left of Tommy Hannigan. They were one. His love burst out of him in a loud groan of pleasure and he fell back onto the sheets.

"I love you, Tommy!" Reina cried out moments before she collapsed, wet and exhausted, on top of him.

"I love you too, Reina." Tommy murmured in her ear as he stroked her long, black hair. "I love you too."

Fuck the Department. Tommy thought, as he held his wife close. I will never give this up.

OceanofPDF.com

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]


OceanofPDF.com



2

[image: image]


"I love you, Tommy!"

The Director of the Department watched the two lovers on the small screen of his laptop. He tried not to let the feelings of anger and jealousy burn through his heart, but as he watched Reina's back bend like a bow and her beautiful breasts thrust upwards, he was unable to hold back his treacherous thoughts.

"Such a waste." He said as his finger caressed the small screen. He imagined he was touching her glistening, supple skin. "Such a waste."

He clicked off the screen and sat back in his chair. He placed his two fingers underneath his chin, thinking. He did this often, made movements and gestures for an audience, even if he was alone. 

After all, He thought to himself. You never know who is watching.

He smiled at this particular observation and the jealousy and anger receded to a tiny stone in the pit of his stomach. Mastering emotions was old hat for an operative of his years. It was the first lesson they taught the agents. Fear, anger, love. All of these were weaknesses to be exploited by the many enemies of our great nation. The Department’s Psychological Services was designed to suppress emotions and fill it with pride and love for their country and, more importantly, The Department. Agents should remain loyal to the cause, not to each other.

That is what made the betrayal by Reina so very hard to stomach.

Tommy Hannigan understood. Throughout his entire career there had been constant reports by his superiors that Tommy was unable to control his emotions. He could harness them and redirect them for use by the Department, but they were always there, simmering just below the surface.

Reina, on the other hand, had never shown any sign of disloyalty. Of course, she had been in the care of the Department almost her whole life, ever since her parents had been killed in a squalid little corner of Detroit The Director had been younger then and perhaps he had let a tender heart affect him, because he took the child in and gave her over to the care of the Department. He had even allowed himself a certain measure of pride as he watched Reina advance through the ranks and become a valuable operative.

She could slip into any role required of her. The genetic package of Asian and Irish ancestry meant she could infiltrate all manner of society, from the highest offices to the lowest bottom feeders. She could be sweet and innocent, or sexy and dangerous. Whatever the situation called for, Reina could do it.

Is that love I feel?

There was no outward change in his posture or features, but inside the thought caused a ripple of fear. He was aware, as he had been watching the two lovers on screen, that the sight of Reina being pleasured had made him hard. He had felt both rage and jealousy and it was not just due to the loss of two agents. It was the feelings he had for Reina herself. A love that had grown over the last few years as his protege, his daughter in this life, had flowered into a beautiful young woman.

Humans cannot fully control their emotions. He thought. The best that you can do is redirect their emotions into love for their country. For a cause. For the Department.

It was the central tenet of the Department and had served them well over the last two hundred years.

The Director sat up slowly and lifted a paper. A dual report from the Psychological Services and Physical Therapy. A report so sensitive that it could not be entrusted over the network, even though the Department had the most secure network in the world.

The memo requested test subjects and the Director couldn’t think of a more suitable pair of guinea pigs.

“Gloria?”

There was a small ring from the device embedded in his ear canal. Gloria, his own personal secretary, assistant, and contact between all of the departments spoke softly in his ear.

"Yes, sir?"

"Please recall agents Tommy Hannigan and Reina McKenzie."

"Right away, sir." Gloria said.

"Also, notify Dr. Raintree. Tell him to prepare the lab."

The Director looked down at his computer, the screen still closed. He replayed the image of Reina riding that bastard Hannigan to orgasm in his mind.

"Tell him I have two test subjects ready for impregnation."

"Very good, sir "

If Gloria made the connection between the two agents and the test subjects, her voice gave away nothing. Gloria was a good agent and a wonderful asset.

The Director allowed himself a rare smile. 

Let anyone watching try to figure out why I might be smiling. He said to himself and set about preparations for his two, wayward agent's.
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The Department offices were housed in a nondescript building just outside a tiny, rural town near Fergis, Missouri. Often referred to as the Breadbox, it was a squat, ugly structure made out of concrete and masonry blocks. It had the look of a large bunker instead of the hub for the world's most secret, most elite spy organization. Local residents of Fergis thought the building belonged to the state and held one of it's many utility branches. Power, or water, they didn't know or care to know. The Department operated on the belief that truly powerful organizations operated in secret and the Breadbox was a perfect example of that belief.

Even the department names were designed to hide what really went on behind the dirty, gray facade. Psychological Services, Physical Therapy, Tech Support. All of the names were as nondescript as the Breadbox's exterior. Any agent could talk about their departments with another agent over the phone and no one listening in would have the slightest idea what they were talking about. It all seemed so banal.

Yet, as Reina and Tommy boarded the elevator to travel the three floors to the Director's office, he knew there was nothing ordinary or innocuous behind those names. Psychological Services alone had come up with more ways of interrogation, conditioning and thought control than any branch of the military or police. It was PsychServ who had developed the conditioning program both he and Reina had completed upon entering the Department. It was the same conditioning, the complete loyalty to the Department, that their love had broken, allowing them to pursue their feelings outside the control of the Director and his office.

They came out of the elevator into a small hallway that ended at an ornate wooden door completely out of place next to the industrial green walls and beige carpet. It was a door that evoked power. Tommy tried to fight off the shiver of fear. His conditioning made it impossible to see the Director as just an ordinary man. He was a father, brother and lord to all of the agents in the Department. He inspired love and fear in equal parts and for the last ten years of Tommy's life, there had been no greater love than the love he had held for his leader. That was until he met Reina and his whole life had changed.

A long, low bell rang as they neared the small space in front of the door. A green light reflected off the green walls as they were scanned. Then, a soft, warm voice filled the corridor.

"Hello agents Reina and Thomas." Gloria said. " The Director is expecting you."

Tommy eyed Reina who gave him a raised eyebrow. It was not uncommon for agents to be called in together like this, but considering what they had been doing only hours ago, Tommy had to wonder if this was a coincidence. Did the Director know? And, if he did,would running do any good? 

If the Director's reach extended to their illicit honeymoon, then Tommy doubted there was anywhere on earth they could hide.

A raised brow was all the fear or worry Reina showed, which, Tommy reminded himself, was why she was such a good agent.

The door clicked and Tommy gave Reina a last look before he gripped the door handle and opened the door.

No one alive knew how long the Director had been the head of the Department. He was old, but not decrepit. He had a head of hair that was black shot with silver and his face bore laugh lines that crinkled warmly when he smiled. He could project an aura of a loving father or a favorite uncle. Tommy always had to remind himself that this kindly old man could have them killed with a single order.

"Thomas, Reina." The Director said warmly. "So good to see you."

He gestured slightly to them to come inside. Like the door outside, the room itself seemed out of place in the Breadbox. Thick rugs covered the concrete floor. The desk the Director sat behind was as old and well polished as the great man himself. The walls, which might have once held great works of art were actually screens, great beige screens and at that moment were emitting  a soothing, cozy light. One of the screens showed shifting scenes of mountains, flowering prairies, and distant waterfalls. A window peering out onto the Zen spaces of the world.

Efficiency, old world class and the latest technology. Just like the Director. Just like the Department.

There were no chairs, so the two agents were forced to stand as the Director sat back down behind his desk and punched a few buttons on his laptop, gazing at the screen.

“So, it seems you two have been working well together.” He said and turned his full attention to them. “You just completed your 7th mission?” 

He nodded at Reina and prompted her to speak.

“Yes, sir.” She said and if she felt the same thrill of fear that Tommy felt, she gave nothing away.

“And, how do you like working with Mr. Hannigan?”

Something about the way he put emphasis on Tommy's last name raised alarm bells inside the young man's mind. Usually last names were forgotten, a remnant of a past life before the Department. Of course, the Director could break the unspoken rules, but why? To trip them up, obviously.

Reina’s eyes flickered to Tommy.

Don't give it away. Tommy thought as he continued to stare straight ahead. 

“He is very capable, sir.” She said with no trace of irony. “I believe we work well together.”

“Oh, I agree.” The Director said, all sweetness and light. He folded his hands together. “In fact, I have a special assignment for you.”

He punched some buttons on his computer and peered at the screen as if he were reading the details. Tommy could see the movement of the Director's eyes and a small bead of sweat trickled down from the silver hair at his temple. Was that fear? Excitement? Tommy couldn't tell. The old man was so difficult to read. Still, there was something in his mind screaming at him.

Run away. Fight, maim, kill if you have to, but get out NOW!

“It's more of a test really.” The Director said. “And considering the close nature of your relationship, you two are the perfect subjects.”

He knows. Tommy thought. God damn it! We were so careful, but he knows.

Tommy's body tensed. Reina reacted as if she could feel his tension and she also grew rigid.

The Director looked up, the smile still on his face, but the smile did not touch his cold, blue eyes. He stared at Tommy, and Tommy stared back. They held each other's gaze and the Director pushed one last button on the desktop.

“I love you, Tommy!”

Reina’'s voice filled the small room and suddenly, three of the walls burst into life. Reina's stance widened and she raised her fists and Tommy mirrored her reactions as their heaving, naked bodies rocked in the throes of passion on the walls. Legs and breasts, grunts and moans, their love thrown up on the screen. The evidence of their lovemaking filled their senses and stunned the pair of agents.

“I love you Tommy!” Reina screamed again and Tommy realized that the video was on a loop, replaying the final moment of passion over and over again. Over and over Reina screamed, over and over she fell, wet and exhausted against him. On and on she proclaimed her love, treacherous, traitorous love, for her fellow agent.

“Love.” The Director spat. “True love. How ordinary. I expected better from you both.”

The door burst open. Three agents burst in. Tommy didn't wait for them to attack. As one of the agents reached in his jacket, Tommy gripped the man's elbow and upper arm. He spun around, using the man's body as a shield. A squirming, grunting shield.

Meanwhile, Reina moved into action. Her foot caught one of the agents under the chin. His head snapped back and smacked the screen as Reina and Tommy's larger-than-life bodies continued to make love. Reina’s voice continued to cry out.

“I love you Tommy!” 

Tommy saw the last agent move behind Reina, a weapon in his hand. It was a high-powered stun gun, a blue spark of electricity flashing between two metal points on its ugly black head.

They were using stun guns. Which meant they didn't want to kill them.

Which meant Reina and Tommy had an advantage.

Tommy kicked at the agent he was holding and snapped his knee with a sickening crack. The agent cried out in pain as he crumpled to the ground. Tommy took his head in his hands and wrenched it hard to the left, snapping his comrade’s neck and leaving him a jittery, stringless puppet on the ground.

He leapt over the twitching agent and hammered the man advancing on Reina into the wall. His head connected at a spot underneath the video of Reina’s bouncing buttock.

The agent crumpled to the floor as Reina crushed the throat of the third attacker.

The screen went black as Reina and Tommy stood, breathing heavily over the three bodies that had once been living, breathing agents. Comrades. Friends who had turned on them just as the Director had turned on them.

Their crime? Falling in love.

“Splendid.” The Director said, rising from his chair slowly. “I bet you think you've won, eh Thomas?”

“Please.” Tommy said. “Just let me explain.”

“No explanation needed.” The Director said, raising his hand. “It is obvious you two are in love. So much in love, in fact, you will fight to the bitter end.”

Reina stepped forward. Her blouse was ripped,  revealing the lace of her bra and the curve of her beautiful, heavy breasts. Still she stood tall, at attention, but her eyes were wet.

“Please, Father.” She said and Tommy was surprised by the endearment. “Please no more death. Just let us go.”

Tommy watched the Director's eyes soften. Tommy had known that the Director, despite his mask of detachment, had always harbored a special place in his heart for Reina. How could you not? Reina was perfect. Beautiful, smart and one of the best agents that the Department ever produced. Everything Tommy saw in her, the old man must see it, too.

Then, Tommy saw it. The soft look hardened like ice, the smile slipped and he realized just what Reina's actions meant to the older man. It wasn't just the betrayal of the Department. Reina had betrayed him, the Director, and he was not going to let her go without retribution.

Tommy reacted instantly to the threat. He rushed at the older man, primed to strike, to kill. He was shocked when the Director shot out one frail arm and grabbed Tommy by the neck. The older man’s grip was iron and steel. Tommy sensed the strength of the grip and knew that the Director could easily have crushed his windpipe.

How is he so strong? So fast? Tommy thought as the Director raised him up off his feet and, with one arm, threw him over the desk.

“Oh!” The Director said in surprise and looked down at his hands in shock. “Oh! That felt so good!”

Pain shot through Tommy's body as he pulled himself up onto the desk. He made it to the top just in time to see Reina kick the Director from behind, her foot connecting solidly with his head. The old man stumbled sideways and Tommy thought he would fall. The blow should have broken his neck. At the very least it should have knocked him out

Instead, the old man gripped the sides of his desk and his head snapped back up and he smiled at Tommy.

“No.” Tommy whispered.

“Oh, yes.” The Director said as Reina moved in for a second attack.

The Director turned impossibly fast and caught her foot in midair. Reina let out a cry of shock before the Director twisted her leg and flipped Reina over as easily as someone might toss a pillow. Reina crashed to the floor, stunned.

“Reina, Reina.” The Director said sadly over the fallen woman. “After all I've done for you, this is how you repay me?”

“Stop.” Tommy croaked, his throat on fire. “Please. No.”

The Director knelt down behind Reina and took her head in his hands. Tommy pulled himself up from behind the desk as the Director brushed Reina's hair back from her face. His wife’s hand beat weakly at the Director's arms, like pale birds fluttering against steel. 

“Don't worry, Thomas.” The older man said soothingly. “I'm not going to hurt her.”

The Director lifted a stun gun from the floor. Tommy heard the harsh crackle of electricity and saw the blue arc of lightning just before the Director pushed it into Reina’s neck.

Reina gave Tommy a desperate look, then her eyes rolled upwards, showing whites as she flopped and twitched in the Director’s arms. Her legs shot out and she jiggled on the floor like a live wire. Finally, with a gurgle, she stopped moving, her eyes closed, a line of drool dripping from the corner of her mouth.

“You, on the other hand.” The director grinned malevolently. “For you I make no promises.”

The Director gave a nod. The door burst open and agents flooded the room. The Director stood, his thin arms cradling Reina’s limp body.

“Try to keep him intact.” The Director said as he left the room, Tommy's wife in his arms. “I still need him for the test.”

The door shut and Tommy watched in despair as the agents closed in.
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The last thing Tommy remembered were the agents closing in, the feel of their fists striking him, their feet caving in his ribs and crushing his jaw. He had prayed for unconsciousness in the end, prayed for release, but his body had refused to submit. He had felt the pain of each blow. 

Finally, after beating him senseless, one of the agents took pity on him. The agent’s foot hit him squarely in the face and crushed his nose. The impact drove his brain back against the inside of his skull and he finally knew the peace that only unconsciousness could bring.

He came out of the darkness still fighting. He jerked his arms and found himself strapped to a heavy steel chair. He was naked and the gleaming metal was cold on his skin. The straps of his arms on his arms were tight leather. They looked old compared to the chair, but had been well maintained to keep them supple and strong. 

He felt the pain, but when he looked down at his body, there were no bruises, no blood.

How is that possible?

His eyes took in the bright lights and loud noises. He bit against the gag over his mouth and tasted bile and heavy leather.

"Director?" A dispassionate voice spoke from somewhere behind him. "Hannigan, is awake.”

Tommy couldn't make sense of the bustle of people, but he saw the silhouette as it emerged from the bright lights. The Director leaned forward, smiling his most gentle smile.

“Ah, Thomas.” The Director said. “Back in the land of the living?”

Tommy strained forward. He growled into the gag, his only thought being to rip and tear at the old man. 

The Director did not flinch.

“Now, now, Thomas.” He said soothingly. “You seem upset.” 

The Director tilted his head and spoke.

“Gloria? Can you see if Dr. Raintree can make agent Hannigan more... comfortable?”

“Yes, sir.”

Tommy heard Gloria's voice and wasn't sure if it was in his head or if it was outside, but it didn't matter. A calm entered his body and his arms stopped fighting and fell to his side. His mind raged on, but his body had lost the will to attack.

As he relaxed into the chair, his surroundings came into focus. The lights dimmed and Tommy could see he was in a laboratory with white walls and shining metal surfaces. Enthusiastic white-coated agents, scientists by the look of them, bustled to and fro around banks of computers. Lying on an exam table behind the Director lay Reina’s prone body.

“There now.” The Director patted him on the shoulder. “All better?”

Tommy had to admit, he did feel better. What kind of drug had they given him? There were all sorts of drugs that could induce a sense of calm. As far as he was aware, however, nothing had been injected into him. Certainly nothing by the bodiless Gloria.

He wasn't paralyzed, but the urge to fight had calmed, giving his brain time to think and calculate. The agents in white coats were scientists, not soldiers or spies like he and Reina. In fact, there was hardly any security at all. Tommy remembered the pain when the Director threw him into the wall, remembered the effortless way he had defeated Reina. The Director was his own security.

Tommy's face didn't change, but The Director smiled as if he could read Tommy's mind.

“You must have a lot of questions, eh Thomas?” He said.

Tommy said nothing, but the Director nodded as if he had spoken. He gestured to the room with one hand.

“This is the newest project within the Department. The agents have been specially selected for this work. Psychologists, biologists, and tech experts, all united together for a common goal.”

Tommy wasn't used to the old man giving speeches and  his mind grew irritated with the pontification, but he could not make the anger spread into his limbs.

“Together we have mapped the human brain, Thomas. We've explored each emotion.” He walked over to a bank  of computers, the lights blinking merrily along the face of this shiny, steel casing. “In here, we have every emotional input from our test subjects. Everything cataloged and cross-referenced. You see, Thomas, emotions are just another form of data, data we can collect.”

The Director walked to the unconscious form of Reina. She was lying on the table, strapped with the same, well used leather restraints that bound Tommy to his chair. Tommy felt a sharp pain in his gut as the Director stroked Reina’s hair. The Director cocked his head and just as suddenly as the anger had flowed, it cooled, leaving Tommy trembling and weak.

“Yes, Thomas.” The Director said in his most soothing voice. “You’ve always been prone to rash displays of emotion. Pride. Anger...”

He brushed a finger along Reina’s cheek and neck, finally resting his palm on one full breast.

“Love.”

Tommy felt the rage building again, the calming influence pushed aside with his boiling anger. He screamed into the gag and wrenched forward. The seductive peace that had settled over him suddenly burned away.

“Oh ho!” The Director laughed, clapping his hands. “Very good! You are strong. Isn't he strong Gloria?”

“Yes, sir.” Gloria’s voice rang inside his skull. “Very strong. His readings are extraordinary.

“And the passengers?”

“Working as designed, sir.” Gloria said. "Not only did they repair the damage from our...overzealous agents, they are also allowing him to hear my voice as you instructed.”

“Good! And the mapping?”

“Mapping emotional range now. We should have a program to control his emotional output in less than a minute.”

“Excellent!” The Director said and turned back to Tommy. “Don't worry, Tom. In just a few seconds, we'll be able to take the pain away.”

Tommy fought and spat as the old man slid his hand down Reina’s flank, smoothing the gown over her lush body.

“We have found, in order to truly integrate our...passengers, we must first get a range of emotional output. From extreme highs and extreme lows. Only then can our little friends do their work.”

Tommy didn't know what he was talking about and didn't care. Right now, all he wanted was to escape and snap the old man's neck. He didn't care how many agents there were. He’d kill them all if he could just get Reina free. He’d kill them all, or die trying.

Gloria's voice rang in Tommy’s ear.

“Anger mapping complete.”

“Good!” The Director said and this time he leaned down and kissed Reina’s pale cheek. “Take Mr. Hannigan down to 50%. I still want him to feel this, but I don't want him to hurt himself.”

“Affirmative.” Gloria's one word boomed in Tommy's brain.

And then, he stopped. He was still angry, still fighting in his mind, but his body once again relaxed. His breathing slowed and instead of a wild animal, he was a trapped, sullen beast. He watched the Director smiling at him as he toyed with Reina's perfect breast. Tommy could see her nipple rising up involuntarily as the Director teased it. He tried to summon more of his rage, but it had retreated to the back of his mind and the roiling pit of his stomach.

“You see, Thomas. Already we have mapped your mind. We have your triggers plotted and can control your emotions.” The Director gestured at a screen next to the exam table. “This is the perfect melding of psychology, biology and technology. Together we can control the human emotional experience.” 

The screen switched from a medical readout to a picture of a small, black object. The head was round and it tapered off to a long, barbed tail. It looked like an artist version of alien sperm. The readout contained labels Tommy could not decipher, showing the different parts of the object.

“Each of our passengers is microscopic.” The small black spermatozoa shrank and joined thousands in a cloud. “Once injected into the host, the nanobots, or passengers, latch on to every system in the body.”

The diagram of a male body appeared and the cloud of nanobots spread through the host, leaving passengers behind in the muscles, nerves, and brain. Once they had spread out, the whole body turned blue. Mission accomplished.

“The passengers send us information on the host. Physical information that we can then use to enhance the body's own physical attributes.”

No. Tommy thought.

'We wanted to create the perfect agent, Thomas. Someone who could withstand physical pain and endure the hardest conditions. Not only that, we found we could control intelligence as well as endurance making our agents smarter, stronger, faster.”

Tommy remembered how easily the Director had defeated him and Reina. Two of his best agents, reduced to children by this new power.

“But, what we didn't know is that we could also manipulate the body in such a way that we could control the host’s emotions.”

Tommy shook his head.

“Oh yes, Thomas.” The Director grinned. “Imagine, the perfect agent. Strong, fast, smart.”

He looked at Tommy with a malevolent gleam in his eye.

“And completely loyal.”

Tommy couldn't suppress his moan. It was suddenly becoming clear. 

“I see you're beginning to understand. Good. Already there are thousands of passengers coursing through you and Reina’s bodies. Thousands of little friends that I control.”

The rage Tommy felt inside was gone, replaced by icy, cold fear.

“Gloria. I think it's time to wake up our other subject. We should give the two lovers a chance to say hello. And goodbye."
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Despite the dampening effect of the passengers inside his body, the Director could not help the frisson of excitement that sparked along his neurons. They lit a fire through his veins, from the base of his cock all the way to his scalp  He reveled for a moment in the unfamiliar sensations, allowing himself the  fear and excitement before the lovely Reina's eyes opened and took him in.

"Director? What?" She looked at  him, the lab, and finally the bindings on her wrists and ankles. He was pleased that she didn't show the inherent fear or rage of her lover. Instead, she pulled once, twice then let her body relax.

"What is happening?" She said and the Director felt just a hint of sadness at the tremor of fear in her voice.

This wasn't the way he had wanted this to go. He had wanted to watch Reina mature into the agent he knew she could be. Then, after a successful mission he would have taken her to dinner, praised her and promoted her. Once she was no longer an agent, they could pursue their relationship. A relationship reserved for the powerful leadership branch of the Department.

Instead, she had allowed the lusty and impetuous Hannigan to seduce her away from him. Hannigan had made her betray him, the Department, everything she'd held sacred. And for what? Sex? Love?

The Director shook his head sadly. He placed a comforting hand on Reina's forehead.

It's alright, my dear." He said. "Everything is going to be alright."

Hannigan chose that moment to strain against his bonds. He was remarkable in his own way. The fact that he was still able to fight the calming pulses of the passengers meant his will must be extraordinary.

The Director could have had him completely immobilized. He could have ordered Gloria to stop his heart with an electric jolt. But, he still needed the younger agent. 

Reina's emotions had been suppressed through the trauma of her early years. Seeing your parents murdered in front of you will do that. As a result, she was much harder to map, much harder to control than the emotional Tommy Hannigan. Her husband was the perfect tool to pry open Reina's heart.

As if to prove his point, the beautiful agent tried to sit up. She was just able to see Hannigan from the table, her helpless husband perfectly placed for that very reason.

"Tommy?" Reina looked over at Hannigan, allowing the real fear to show this time. "Tommy are you okay?"

"Gloria." The Director spoke and the vibrations of his voice were broadcast to Gloria. "Please administer a warning to young Thomas. Make it harsh."

Tommy screamed as a burst of electricity lit up every nerve of his body. The Director couldn't see it, of course, but he imagined thousands of tiny explosions in Thomas Hannigan's pain receptors firing all at once.

Tommy screamed around the gag, his body arching backwards like a bow. He held that position for a moment as he  strained against the bonds, then crashed  back to the chair. He trembled and whimpered in pain.

"Tommy?" Reina was crying now and the Director felt her pain. The passengers not only fed the computer with information on the subjects, but they could also connect to each other, allowing one host to feel another's emotions. This sympathetic response could be heightened or lessened depending on the user's needs. Even though his own connection to Reina was at 50%, the Director still felt his own heart break a little as she watched her lover writhing in agony.

He let Reina struggle helplessly for a few moments and call out to her husband who could only moan weakly in reply. Even now, the powerful computers were mapping Reina's emotions, traveling down the twisted branches of her neurons, seeking to understand her.

The Director put a hand on Reina's shoulder.

"You're fine. Everything's fine."

The program was subtle. It could react to the sound of The Director's voice and through his touch he sent calming waves of energy to the passengers in Reina's body. Her passengers responded. Reina's breathing eased and her body relaxed. Slowly, she lay back on the table. Her large brown eyes turned to look at the Director.

"What are you doing to me?" She said.

“Giving you peace.” The Director said.

He could feel the turmoil inside the young agent. She was calm, but her mind knew she should be angry. The Director placed a reassuring hand on her forehead.

“Gloria.” He said. “Please commence sympathetic program.”

“Yes, sir.”

Reina looked confused as she heard Gloria's voice in her head, but it quickly turned to shock. The program heightened the feelings between the Director and Reina. It broadcast everything the Director felt  while also transmitting her own emotional responses to him to be used or ignored at the old man’s will. Reina was connected to the Director’s emotional state. She felt what he felt.

The director slid his hands down Reina’s body and sent his own excitement to Reina with each touch. She shivered and he sent his lust into her body leaving her quivering and subdued.

“Don't.” She said, but his hands were already on her breasts. He cupped the yielding flesh and his own lust flared. Reina moaned and rose up to meet his hands as her body burst with the Director’s lust. “Oh, God!”

Her nipples were hard. It was an involuntary reaction to his touch, but wasn't enough for the old man. He willed his body to relax and concentrated on his own source of arousal, a burning deep in his crotch. His cock was already stiff, but he imagined the blood pumping into his member. He focused on the exquisite pain of being trapped in his pants, trying to break free. Then, he pumped that lust deep into Reina’s brain.

“Oh my God!” She cried and her  body jumped off the table. 

“Do you feel it?” The Director said. “Do you feel my need for you?”

Rena had been trained well. She'd been taught to withstand interrogation techniques and was able to compartmentalize her emotions. She was indeed the strongest agent the department had ever produced.

So, she tried to fight.  The Director watched as she tried to stop the onslaught of emotions coursing through her body.

“Gloria, increase pleasure sensitivity to 20%.”

Gloria did not need to respond. He felt Reina's body react. Her pupils dilated and the hairs on her arm spiked as pleasure burst through her nerves. 

Reina moaned, confused by her feelings for him. No matter her training, no matter her natural aptitude to resist, it was nothing compared to the Director's dual attack on her body and her mind. 

“Oh!” She cried and there was no way that Tommy Hannigan, tied naked and cold in his chair, could miss the lust in his wife's voice.

“Oh no.” She groaned in despair. 

Her body twisted involuntarily towards the Director allowing the older man to massage your breasts, squeezing the soft flesh through his fingers and smashing them together against her ribs. There was a spike of pain as he pinched her hard, pink nipples. The pain instantly turned to pleasure and she pressed her body into his eager hands.

The Director’s cock was fighting to be freed, but he left it there. He relished the pain and sent it, hot and hard into Reina’s tortured mind. His hunger turned into lust in Reina's body.

“Yes!” The Director hissed. “You can feel it!”

He twisted her nipples and she cried out. Tommy screamed from his chair, but the Director ignored him. He could lobotomize Hannigan's emotions with a thought, but he needed the young husband to feel it. He wanted him to feel every bit of lust, every bit of excitement his wife was giving to the Director. Tommy must be made to understand that the Director was his superior in every way.

The older man moved his hands down Reina’s body, taking his time and letting Reina feel every touch of his fingers. He stroked her sensitive skin while he stroked her pulsating nervous system with his mind. 

Reinas’ gown had been tied in the front for convenience.  The Director loosened the ties as Reina looked at him through lidded eyes and gave a small gasp as each string unknotted.  With a light touch, the Director slid the gown until it fell away, revealing Reina’s naked body in all its wonderful, lush glory.

“You are magnificent!” The Director said and lowered his lips to Reina’s swollen nipple. “Truly magnificent.”

“Please.” Reina moaned as the older man sucked her hot, hard flesh between his teeth. 

“Please no more.”

The Director rose up, smiling. He continued to twist her nipple, sending shocks of pleasure through her body. His other hand stroked  her face.

"My dear, we're only getting started..."
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Tommy looked on helplessly as the Director slowly undressed his new bride. Despite the rage, despite the anger, he felt excitement bubble up inside his stomach. His mind struggled between a need to protect and a need to possess that was slowly driving him insane.

At the moment, however, Reina was not his to possess. She was bound in front of the Director, naked in a way Tommy had never witnessed. Even in their most intimate moments, Reina had always been in control of her body.

But, as the Director ran his rough fingers over Reina’s soft, supple skin, Tommy had no doubt who was in control now. He could see the tortured angst on her face as the old man slowly worked his way down her curves. She fought her bonds but she could not resist the slow caress and Tommy saw her body respond. He heard the pleasure in her soft moans.

“Please.” She begged, half protest, half plea. “Please, Director. Stop.”

“It’s fine, my dear.” The Director murmured. He laid a flat palm on Reina’s stomach. “Soon, you will feel only pleasure. And love.”

Reina turned her head towards Tommy, tears of anguished lust in her eyes. The Director gripped her chin and forced her to look at him.

“Not that adolescent excuse for love.” He said. “You will love me and only me! It will be a love on a deeper level than he could possibly understand!"

“No! Nev—” But Reina’s cry was cut off as the Director forced his tongue into her mouth.

Tommy screamed into the gag as The Director kissed his bride. At first, Reina resisted, trying to keep her mouth shut. However the Director worked his hand down her body, past the finely-tuned muscles of her stomach and plunged a finger deep into Reina’s exposed flesh.

The Director swallowed Reina’s muffled cries. Tommy saw her eyes widen in fear. She held her eyes open for a minute, then her brows knitted in concentration, then relaxed. To Tommy's tortured dismay, her eyes closed and her mouth began to work in time with the Director’s forceful tongue-lashing. There could be no mistake as Tommy watched his beloved wife's tongue snake furtively into the Director's hungry mouth.

Reina was kissing him back.

Reina! No! Tommy screamed in his mind, trying to pass the message to his love.

The kiss seemed to last forever. Finally, the Director let go of Reina’s lips. She gasped, her chest heaving. Every detail of arousal that Tommy had memorized was on display. The erect nipples, the flushed skin of her cheeks and breasts, the way her body arched involuntarily towards the heat of her lover's touch.

“You see, my dear? Feeling better?”

“No!” Reina let a tortured groan as she tried to fight her body’s instincts. “No, no more!”

Tommy's heart lifted. His wife was still there. The strong, beautiful Reina he knew and loved. She was fighting the Director's control even as he attempted to own her. 

“Still fighting?” The Director said “Good. That will make the mapping all the more complete.”

He kissed her again. This time Reina was able to turn away from him and her eyes fell upon Tommy. 

“I'm sorry ,Tommy.” She moaned as the Director kissed his way down her body. “I'm so sorry, baby.”

Tommy said nothing, just looked at her, willing her to resist. They held each other's eyes for a moment just before the Director dipped his head between her legs.

“Oh my God!” Reina gasped and her eyes were ripped as she stared down at the older men kneeling between her legs, his mouth on the tender, swollen folds of her sex. “Oh no!”

Fight it, Reina! Tommy thought, desperately. You have to fight!
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Now that the passengers had locked onto Reina’s nervous system, there were many ways the Director could induce pleasure in his lovely, helpless agent. A multitude of toys had been collected just for this moment. Vibrators, electric stimulation, dildos. He could even give Reina an orgasm with a mere thought.

The Director, however, needed Reina to feel him, to know it was him giving her pleasure. Not some synthetic object with no heart, no soul. He needed to be the one to incite her lust. Only then would she truly be his woman.

He had always wanted to taste her. He wet his lips as he peeled apart the pretty pink folds nestled between her thighs. The flesh was so soft and lush, hiding the strength underneath. In his most secret moments, alone in his bed, he thought about it. He had let the feeling grow, but had always been careful to keep his lust away from his heart.

He no longer needed to hold back. Here, in this tightly controlled environment, the old man could finally let his feelings free.

“Hmm, you smell so good.” The Director murmured as he placed his nose in Reina’s soft flesh and inhaled the musky scent of her fear and lust. He was rewarded with a low moan from Reina as his tongue split the tender folds of her sex and tasted her moist, inner flesh.

It wasn’t sweet, but it wasn’t sour either. It was salty and tangy and it tasted even better than he had imagined. He adjusted his body, settling down on his knees. He had never knelt for another human being, not even the old director of the Department. He had never needed to submit or worship another person. But, faced with such beauty, he felt the need to debase himself and to give Reina the pleasure she deserved. To worship her and like all worshippers, make the object of his devotion a slave to his desires.

He sent slow, pulsating streams of his need to Reina as he licked and fingered her flesh. The pulse of his hunger stroked and fucked her brain while his mouth stroked and fucked her pussy.

“Oh God!” Reina moaned.

The Director could feel her emotions, the shame and regret warring with her lust. The older man lapped at her pussy vigorously, plunging his fingers deep into her hot flesh as he battered at the walls of her resistance.

“That’s it, Reina!” He said between licks. “Give in! Just give and all of your pain will be gone!”

“No!” She cried and a fresh wave of resistance pushed against the growing lust. 

The Director bore down on her swollen pussy with his mouth and stabbed his tongue deep inside of her pussy. He curled the tips of his fingers and pressed upwards against the spongy flesh inside of her. Reina quivered and screamed, her body letting go, but the Director wasn’t satisfied. He didn’t just want her body to give in. He wanted her soul.

“Gloria.” The Director hissed as he dug his fingers into Reina’s body. “Increase sensitivity to 110 percent.”

“Yes, Director.” Gloria said.

“No! Nooo! What—what’s happening?” Reina cried and writhed and rolled on the table.

“That, my dear, is my lust.” 

The Director battered at her walls with his fingers and his lust. His cock throbbed in his pants. He longed to let it free, but he didn’t want to let up. He almost had her.

As his lust battled Reina’s resistance, he let something slip behind her barrier. Something her defenses would not recognize as a threat.

He sent her love. 

The Director’s love, a sliver of his repressed feelings, sharpened into a pin prick. It was a slender missile that penetrated Reina’s defenses and speared deep into the very heart of her soul. 

Reina screamed and let out a cry of despair and ecstasy. It rang out through the lab, bouncing off the white walls. The scientists, trained to remain stoic throughout their experiments, stopped what they were doing and looked up as Reina's cry pierced the heart of even the most hardened agent. 

“That's it, Reina!” The Director said. “Do you feel it? Do you feel my love?”

He let loose another spear of love and lust. It stabbed into her gray matter as his fingers plunged upwards into her soft, wet flash. Reina cried out again. The Director couldn't suppress a chuckle as Reina suddenly squirted hot lust across his hands and onto the floor.

“Oh my.” He said and looked over at Tommy. “Did she ever do that for you, Thomas?”

Hannigan's head hung low, refusing to look at the old man.

“I thought not.” 

The Director rose up and leaned over Reina’s body. He held his dripping fingers over her parted lips.

“Taste your lust, Reina.” He said dripping her juices on her lips and tongue. “Taste what you did for me.”

He pushed his fingers into her mouth and she sucked on them, her tongue flicking between the digits, lapping up the juices she had released for the older man. As she sucked, she looked up at him, her brown eyes wide and wet with desire.

“Please.” She moaned softly around his fingers. “Please untie me.”

“Really?”

He searched her feelings, hunting for any resistance. All he felt was her lust. No love, but that was all right. There was time for that. All relationships began with lust. 

“Why do you want me to untie you? He said.

"Because, I want to touch you." She moaned, humping her wet pussy upwards. He felt her pulsing lust and it made him throb in sympathy. 

Still, he was a little disappointed. He had expected more from her. Not that he loved her any less, but the disappointment was still there. 

Reina saw his hesitation and he felt a spike of despair flash through her body.

"Please." She whined. "Please untie me."

"Sir?" Gloria broke into his thoughts. "Dr. Raintree says the mapping may be incomplete. Releasing the subject it's not advised at this time."

The Director hesitated for a moment.

"And where's the fun in that?" He said.

"Sir?" Gloria said.

"Never mind, Gloria." He said. "Release her."

Two white coated agents appeared at Reina's side and reminded The Director that there were more people in the room then just the three of them. It didn't bother him, performing in front of others, it was just funny that he had been so lost in Reina's feelings that he'd forgotten everything else.

Was that love? Distraction to the point of extreme focus? Why did he find that funny?

Wait. It wasn't just humor. He was feeling triumph and anger. The lust was washed away in a rush of other emotions.

He looked up and saw the look on Reina's face turn from adoration to focused rage.

Oh, shit.

Reina lashed out with her foot and drove the Director’s swollen cock and tight ball against his pubic bone. The pain was explosive and drove all other thoughts from the older man’s brain. The passengers, directed at the emotional connection between subjects and not his physical protection, took too long to react.

Have to work on that. The Director thought, just a second before the heel of Reina’s hand crushed his nose and upper lip into mush. Blood filled his mouth with warm copper and he was propelled backwards into the wall. He heard bones crunch an instant before the pain shot through his body. 

The pain in his body was so great, he barely felt Reina’s arm around his throat as she hauled him to his feet.

“Tell them to stop!” She hissed in his ear. “Tell everyone to stop!”

The pain of Reina’s vicious attack was already subsiding. Even as she spoke, he could feel the passengers repairing his ruined mouth. 

“Stop.” He said, spitting out a mouth full of blood. “Every one stop.”

“Let Tommy go. Let him go so we can both get out of here.”

“I can incapacitate her, sir.” Gloria said in his ear, using a secure connection only he could hear.  “Just give me a sign.”

“No.” The Director croaked and Reina squeezed his neck tighter. He could feel her strength. The same passengers that increased his resilience were coursing through her body, too.

“Shut up!” Reina cried and pulled him over to where Tommy was sitting. “Just shut the fuck up!”

"Sir, if she wants to, she can kill you." Gloria said and the Director thought he caught a hint of anxiety in her voice. "Just give me the order and I'll paralyze her.”

The Director remained silent. He was so close. Stunning his prize just seemed so...unsporting.

"Tell them to release us." Reina said. "Tell them or I swear to God I will break your neck."

Hannigan was in her head again. Even now the Director could feel her love for him. That frustrating mix of lust, fear, and excitement. She had kept it hidden, even from his focused attack.

To defeat her, to truly win her, he had to destroy that love.

He looked down at Hannigan, the object of Reina’s affections, and he saw a way. There it was, hard and throbbing between the helpless agents legs. 

The Director smiled. This was just what he needed. 

“Gloria”. He said before Reina could tighten her grip. “Connect subjects’ parasympathetic systems at 120%.”

Gloria didn't hesitate. Even as Reina’s muscles tensed, the Director felt all of Tommy's glorious emotions flood Reina’s system. She moaned as the wave of anger, fear, and lust burst along her nerves like fireworks. She was overwhelmed by the new input and, in that moment, she loosened her grip on the old man.

The Director grabbed her arm and, as graceful as a dancer, spun out of her grip. Still holding her arm he came around behind her and slammed her into the table. He pressed his body against her full, round buttocks and pinned her between the hard metal and his even harder cock burning between his legs.

“Can you feel him, Reina?” The Director said with a hiss. “Do you feel your husband inside of you?”

Reina gurgled as the Director peeled back the pain and fear, leaving only Tommy's lust.

“He likes it.” The Director said and pulled her cheeks apart, once again kneeling to worship Reina's beautiful body. “He likes seeing you with me. He can't help it. Just like I can't help it.”

He dialed back Tommy's lust as he dove forward, shoving his face into Reina’s soaking pussy. His tongue and nose pressed against her swollen clit. Reina moaned and the Director continued the assault, combining his lust with Tommy's, using their emotions to coax more desire from Reina's body. 

“You can't tell the difference can you, my dear?” The Director said and stood up bumping his crotch against Reina's buttocks. “You can't tell where Tommy ends and I begin. That's because our needs are becoming your needs.”

“No!” Reina cried, but the Director could tell she was feeling it. He could feel her emotions rising to meet his.

"You should thank me." The Director said. "You've never been this close to each other."

The Director smiled at Tommy as the agent shook his head in confusion.

“You see it, don't you, Hannigan?” The Director said. “You see how your wife wants it? Do you want to feel it too?”

Hannigan shook his head in horror and the Director laughed as he opened up the floodgates and let all of Reina’s emotions pour into her helpless husband.
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The sensations pumped into Tommy’s body so hard it was painful. He felt everything. Reina's fear, her anger, her shame. And, above it all, lust. Uncontrollable lust that throbbed hot and thick along his nerve endings. His cock, already rock hard, filled with fresh blood. His scrotum tightened with excitement. Every hair on his body stood on end. There was even an unexpected painful pleasure emanating from his nipples.

“Ah! You feel it now!” The Director called from above the rush of blood in Tommy’s ears. “I am giving you a rare opportunity, Agent Hannigan.  I am connecting you to your bride in a way you could never accomplish.  Letting you feel what she feels. Of course, she's feeling it for me.”

“No!”  Reina screamed.

“No?” The Director said. “Are you sure, Reina?”

The Director bent forward and cupped Reina’s heavy breasts, squeezing the flesh against her ribs. He pulled her backwards and ground his crotch against Reina's buttocks.

Tommy could feel the way Reina’s body responded. It was pure and simple lust. Try as she might, Reina could not deny her body.

She was losing.

Fight it, Reina.  Tommy thought, even as Reina’s lust shot through his body.  He jerked in his seat. His cock twitching, dripping with pre-cum. Christ! He was hot! The sight of the Director caressing Reina’s body made Tommy’s desire even more intense. 

“That’s right, Reina.” The Director said, massaging her round buttocks slowly. “You can feel your husband’s excitement, can’t you?”

Reina looked over at Tommy, tears in her eyes. With a jolt, Tommy realized that she could feel his lust, his excitement. The connection went both ways! Shame filled Tommy’s gut and Reina moaned. His shame became her shame, his guilt, her guilt.

“Oh, that’s very good!” The Director laughed, slapping Reina on the ass. “So very good, Thomas. Already you understand how this works. I knew there was a reason we kept you around as an agent.”

The Director unbuttoned his pants and pulled them down. His cock, not as long or as thick as Tommy’s, sprang red and angry from between his skinny thighs.

“That’s going to make this so much more interesting, Thomas. I want you to feel the moment Reina becomes mine.”

Tommy moaned, his despair mixed with Reina’s. The Director shuffled his naked body behind Reina and rubbed his cock along the slick groove of her pussy. Reina gasped and Tommy's body jerked in his seat. He could feel everything that Reina felt, every stroke of The Director's cock penetrating deep inside of her body. All of her defenses were crumbling. Reina’s lust swirled upwards and outwards as the Director made love to every inch of his beloved wife.

Tommy felt his wife’s lust throbbing deep in his cock. Shame gripped his heart as his body humped upward with each thrust of the Director’s hips. The Director was right, he was more connected to Reina than ever before, but it was a painful pleasure as he felt her succumb to the older man’s hot, wet attack. His own body responded and he felt himself being pulled by his wife into a well of lust and hunger for the Director. His body went rigid and the Director laughed when Tommy let out a heart rending moan of grief as his body gave way to the pleasure of his wife being fucked by another man.

No!  he thought and summoned all of the will he had left. No. We have to fight it, Reina!

With that thought Tommy sent the last of his love, the last of his will to his wife. They were still connected. He would prove it.

With one last thrust of his mind, Tommy sent all of his love to his wife and willed her to use it to fight the Director.
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“Oh!” Reina’s eyes flashed open and she looked desperately at the Director.

She tightened against him and the Director felt Tommy's love course through his skinny body and entered Reina. The look in her eyes was a mixture of confusion, sadness and fear. She pushed against the Director but it only inflamed his lust. He bore down on her in time with Tommy's pulsing love, sending pleasure with his cock deep into her brain.

“You feel his love, Reina?” The Director hissed, his face inches from her. “He still loves you. It hurts, doesn't it?”

“Yes!” She cried. “It hurts!”

“I can make it better.”  He said. “ I can make it all better.”

The Director pulled his throbbing cock from her and she moaned at its absence. He turned her around and pushed her back onto the table, spreading her legs gently. Just like a lover.

“I can give you everything you need.” The Director said. ”Do you want that?”

Reina raised her strong calves and pulled the Director's skinny body towards her. She reached down between them and gripped his cock in a gentle hand and guided him home.

“Yes.” She sighed. “I want it. Please take away the pain, Director.”

“Call me lover.”  The Director said. “Or my love. That is more appropriate.”

“Yes.” She murmured.” Yes, my love. Please.”

“What about your husband?”

She faltered, looking over at her broken husband, moaning against his bonds. He was naked and defenseless. Beaten. The Director let her feel a sharp, stabbing pain from Hannigan and she shivered.

“I'm sorry, Tommy.” She said, “I'm so sorry. It's just too much.

She turned back to the Director and wrapped her legs around his wiry body.

“Please.” She begged.” I only want you, Father. Please make the pain go away. Make him go away.”

The Director smiled down at her. She understood what was happening. She understood he could control her. And she didn't care.

“Please fuck my mind until he's gone!”

The words were apt. He was killing Tommy, at least her love for him. Killing him as surely as putting a bullet through his heart.

It was more than he could have hoped for. He felt a surge of power pulsing through his body.

The Director plunged deep into Reina’s hot, wet center and experienced the most exquisite pleasure he'd ever felt in his life. It was the best for Reina, too. He made sure of that. As he hammered his cock into the dark-haired beauty, he pumped her brain full of pleasure. The neurons were firing faster than she could suppress them. With a few stabs of his cock, she could no longer control her body. His cock didn't need to be longer than Hannigan's. His cock was giving her pleasure she could only have experienced in her wildest dreams.

“Oh, God! Director! What are you doing to me?”

“I'm fucking your whole body, Reina. You feel it? I'm in your body and I'm in your mind.”

He bent over her naked body. Her skin was covered in a silky sheen of sweat. Their bodies slid together easily. He pressed his lips to her ear and hissed.

“I'm in your soul.”

Reina let out a low, animal grown, but she could no longer fight it. The Director pumped her hard. His stomach slapped Reina's round buttocks. His heavy ball sack made loud, wet snacks against her clit as he hammered into her. He forced the sensations to swell. He combined the lust of all three lovers together and sent it deep inside of her brain.

“Oh! Oh! Ohhhh!” Her cries were a symphony to the older man's ears. No more protests. She gave into the pleasure, gave in to his body in front of her helpless husband.

It was a bigger orgasm than the Director had ever seen on the videos with her husband. Probably, the biggest one of her young life. At the final moment, The Director struck her lust hard with his own. Reina screamed and convulsed in pleasure on the table, quivering and twitching against his cock.

The Director fell across her damp body, listening to her heartbeat and he sent her his love, unashamed and pure, along with a healthy dose of the same emotion from her husband. Reina moaned. The Director’s adoration combined with her lust lit up her entire body. The perfect marriage of lust and love, the unattainable prize that every lover searches for. The perfect moment shared between two people. 

He had given it to her. He was the one who could make her feel this way. No one else.

“Do you feel it, Reina?” The Director said again. “Do you feel my love?”

Reina lifted her head. The Director gingerly brushed her sweaty hair from her brow. She nodded slowly, turning her face to him.

“Yes.” She whispered.

“Say it louder.”  The Director commanded. “Say it so your husband can hear you.”

“Yes!” She moaned. “Yes, I feel it!”

He kissed her and she kissed him back. There was no longer any hesitation in her lips. She kissed him with the full force of his love reflected back to him and the old man’s heart filled with joy.

As they kissed he sent Reina’s feelings of love to her husband. It was only right and proper that Tommy should get to feel the love his wife felt. It was the least he could do. He was rewarded with a tortured, animal groan from the abused agent. The Director laughed and looked over at Tommy.

“You feel it too, don’t you Hannigan?” He said as Reina gently nuzzled his neck. “You feel her love for me, don't you?”

Tommy said nothing, only wept. The Director gloried in Hannigan’s pain. 

Reina murmured on the table and the Director turned her last bit of lust into love. Not the love for her husband, but Reina’s love for him. 

“Reina?” the Director said and brushed a finger against your cheek. ”Reina, how do you feel?”

Reina opened her eyes and gazed lovingly up into the Director's face.

“I feel wonderful.”  She answered. “My love.”

“And do you?” The Director said. “Do you love me?”

“Oh, yes!”  The defeated beauty gushed. “I love you!”

“What about your husband?” 

Rena turned her head to Tommy whose body was just coming to a rest on the metal chair.

“I never loved him.” She said happily, no longer caring about the pain those words inflicted upon her hapless husband.

She turned her shining face back to the Director.

“I could never have loved him the way I love you. Never.”

The Director chuckled in triumph and let Reina pull him into a deep, passionate kiss.
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“I never loved him.”

The words echoed in Tommy's ears as he watched his beloved wife kissing the Director with hungry passion. He could feel the truth of her words as well as see it. There was love, a great love, but it was not directed at him. Instead, it emanated from Reina's mouth, her tongue, her breasts. Even her womb. And it was all directed at the older man above her, cradling her in his arms, his gnarled hands exploring the lush, pale flesh of his wife. 

The despair settled down on Tommy as he realized the love of his life was gone. There was nothing left of his Reina.

The Director broke the kiss and looked over at him. He smiled benevolently, once again the comforting father figure.

“Oh, don't feel bad, Thomas.”  The Director chuckled. “You can't fault her for loving me, anymore than you can fault your own natural desires.”

The Director nodded down at Tommy's crotch. His cock was hard and throbbing. Pre-cum oozed from the tortured flesh and dripped down the shaft, eager to release the pent-up force in his balls. He let out a tortured moan.

“I feel bad for you, Thomas.”  The Director said. “In fact, I think you should share in Reina's pleasure. Don't you?”

The Director stood up between Reina’s legs. She rose up and hugged him with her arms and legs, unwilling to let him go.

“Think of it as a consolation prize.”  The Director said. “One last gift before we say goodbye.”

Tommy fought against his bonds, but it was no use. He was trapped and there was nothing he could do.

“What do you think, Reina?” The Director said.  “Should we let Tommy have a taste of what it feels like to make true love?”

Reina kissed the Director’s lips, his chin, and his neck. She kissed his skinny chest and suckled lovingly at a hard, pink nipple. Her eyes looked over at Tommy as she sucked and he couldn't help but tremble with lust.

“Yes, my love.” Reina giggled between licks of the Director’s nipples. “Let’s show him what true love feels like!”

“Gloria?” The Director said. “Please turn Agent Hannigan's sensitivity up to 200%.”

“Sir?” Gloria said. “That level of sensitivity could cause significant damage.”

“It's not a true test unless we can see how far you can push a subject.”

“Sir, you could kill him.”

Tommy shivered as the Director looked down at Reina.

“Well, Reina.” He said and gave her another deep, wet kiss. “What do you think?”

“Yes.” She said and smiled. “Yes, let's kill him with our love.”

Tommy's heart plummeted as the Director laughed.

“Oh, you really are a vicious creature, Reina. I suppose that's why I’ve always loved you.”

The Director pushed Reina back on the table. He gave Tommy no more time to prepare. The older man thrust with his cock and Tommy felt the older man’s cock deep inside his belly. The thrust sent pleasure straight into Tommy's body. The agent flailed against the chair as the Director fucked his wife and Tommy's brain with his cock.

Tommy felt everything, every thrust, every slap, every ounce of lust in Reina’s body magnified by the passengers. He screamed against the gag as Reina screamed out her passion to the Director.

“Yes, my love. Yes! Oh God! Yes!” She cried, her legs wrapped around the Director’s pumping body.

Tommy felt the pressure in his stomach and then in his ass. His own body was moving with them. As the Director thrust into Reina, Tommy’s body bucked upwards, searching for release. But, he could never find it and the sensations continued to fill him up to the point of bursting.

His orgasm was being held back by the Director. The Director's and Reina’s bodies were being flooded with desire for each other, waiting for that one magical moment when they could climax together. 

A true act of love.

When they came, so would Tommy, for the last time. 

Tommy lost all control of his body as the pleasure built inside. It washed everything else away. He no longer cared. Not about his destroyed love, not about his life. Reina was gone now, and would never be his again. All he could feel was her lust and love for the Director being forced through his nerves and pumping him full of poisonous pleasure.

“I love you, Director! I love you so much!”

Reina’s passion exploded in Tommy’s brain as all three lovers exploded in simultaneous orgasm. Long streams of cum burst from Tommy’s tortured cock and splashed across his chest. One, long, ropy strand melted into his cheek. He was only dimly aware of the sticky heat as all of the vessels in his brain exploded and filled his brain with hot blood as the Director filled his wife’s womb with his hot, thick seed. 

The only thing Tommy was aware of was the voice of his love, his wife, proclaiming her love for another man over and over again.

“I love you, Director! I love you so much!”
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The Director lay, heaving upon Reina’s wet and exhausted body. She was stroking the back of his neck. He slipped this cock out and she cooed in pleasure as he sent the last bits of his lust into her.

Even now, his sperm was entering her womb, the path eased by the passengers along the spongy, uterine walls. As her husband twitched and jerked out the last of his miserable life, the helpers inside of Reina were lining up one of her eggs and gently opening the walls to allow his sperm to penetrate.

New life to replace the old one.

The Director looked over and saw Hannigan’s body twitch again.

"Gloria?" He said. "Is Hannigan still alive?"

"Yes sir. However, the damage to his brain was most severe. He is caught in a feedback loop created by the passengers. It seems he is reliving the last few moments. According to the readings, the loop is resetting just before the moment of orgasm."

"How...horrible." The Director said as he realized just what Gloria was telling him. 

He looked at Hannigan, still humping the air. It truly was a nightmare. To be trapped in that moment. Losing his wife over and over while being forced to cum again and again even though his shriveled balls were tapped dry.

It was a shame, but that was science.

"Download all information and call in the waste disposal unit." The Director said.

Reina roused herself from her stupor and sat up, caressing the Director’s chest. She was unable to keep from touching him.

"My love?" Reina said.

"Ah! Reina, my dear." The Director looked down at the lovely agent. "It looks like you'll soon be a widow. Would you like to be my wife?"

Reina looked over at Tommy's body shocked by the pathetic twitching of her former lover. She giggled at the pathetic site.

"Yes!" She said and kissed him. "Yes! More than anything!"

"Good girl." The Director stroked her cheek. "Now, why don't you show me how much you love me and clean me up."

With a grin, Reina flipped over on her stomach. The Director guided his softening cock to her eager mouth. She lovingly sucked and licked his cock clean. She looked up at him the whole time, her beautiful brown eyes filled with love and devotion.

The Director chuckled warmly, stroking Reina’s hair while Tommy Hannigan continued to buck and twitch, completely forgotten by the love of his life.
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Tommy was still twitching when the two agents in yellow hazmat suits walked into the lab pushing a gurney.

"Here he is, Mike." The blond agent said as he looked down at his tablet. "Agent Thomas Hannigan."

Mike took off his hood to get a better look.

"Jesus, Steve!" He looked at the screen, then at the naked man on the chair. "This guy's a legend!"

"Yeah, well, not anymore." Steve said, tapping a button. "Looks like the beta test wasn't a complete success."

"I guess not." Mike looked down at the former agent's face and drew back with a mixture of disgust and amusement. "Jesus! He came in his own face!"

"I can see that." Steve continued to tap his screen. "Damn it! I can't terminate him from here."

He hit another combination of buttons and Hannigan's body stilled to a soft, intermittent quiver.

Mike moved up to Hannigan and pulled back an eyelid. One pupil had swelled to enormous proportions where a blood vessel had burst. The other was rolled up until it was nearly white.

"Man! They really fucked this guy over!" He said.

"That's an understatement.” Steve agreed. “Come on, help me get him on the gurney."

Together, the two agents hauled Hannigan's body onto the cart.

"Look at this!" Mike said and moved the gag down Hannigan's face.

Tommy's mouth was open, his wet, pink tongue lolled against the lips. On his face was an unmistakable smile.

"Would you look at that?" Mike laughed. "Jesus! He looks ridiculous!"

"A little respect." Steve said. "He was a legend, after all."

Mike gave the blonde agent a sheepish grin.

"You're right, Steve." Mike said. "Sorry."

As the two agents pushed the gurney through a set of swinging doors, Tommy's head rolled to one side, the engorged pupil of his eye looking up at Mike. The agent snorted in disgust and turned Hannigan's smiling grin away from him.

"It's a shame." Mike said sadly. 

"What are you talking about?" Steve said.

"To go out like this. It's so humiliating."

"Nah.” Steve said. "This guy's lucky."

"How's that?"

"Well, look at him." Steve pointed down at Hannigan, the agent's face stuck in that terrible, frozen grin. "At least he went out with a smile on his face.”

End
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Thank you for reading this story! If you enjoyed this book, please check out my bundle of sci fi/horror erotica Near Future!
If you want to get updates and weekly freebies, sign up for my newsletter!

manusdare.com!
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