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ALPHA CREATION 2

MY NEW BIMBO, MY WIFE




Gina sat one of the figures on my desk. I looked up from the story I'd been working on that morning as she crossed her arms. “Go ahead, make me as hot as her.” One thing I know you've figured out about my wife is, she's as bossy as a drill sergeant.

Elena stepped in behind Gina, giving me plenty of inspiration. “Come on, she let us bang, so you should thank her by doing what she wants.”

I pulled the keyboard out of my lap and dropped it on the desk. “Are you sure you want me to do this? You'll be whatever I want.” The thought of sacrificing a figure to make her a cat or something for a while came to mind. The problem was, I wasn't sure if I could change a person more than once.

“Well, you know what I've been wanting to have done.” Gina moved the figure a little closer to me, tottering it side-to-side like it was walking. “At least this way, it won't cost more than my student loans.”

The monthly payments on them were pretty damn brutal. If it weren't for that chunk getting torn out of our earnings every month, we'd have been doing quite well. “Not gonna lie, we wouldn't be able to afford those procedures until we're about to retire.” And by then, what would be the point?

“So get to it already.”

I knew I wasn't typing another word out, whether I wanted to or not. I pointed to a spot beyond the other side of my desk. “Stand right there and get comfortable. You'll be here for a few hours.”

“I can't bring a chair in here and sit?”

“You could, but I wouldn't risk it. If I get the proportions wrong, your thighs might end up inches long.” It's not like I did studies of people sitting before. That was a later project.

“Fine, but don't take forever.”

“It'll take as long as it'll take.”

I picked up the stylus from it's charging stand and put on the finger glove that kept the screen from fouling up. The figure sat between the two of us as I pulled the tablet over my lap. A quick calibration of the pen had me ready to go.

I looked over at Elena. “You might want to step back, or go to another room. I don't want it changing you by mistake.”

Elena being Elena, took it as a compliment. “Thanks. Can I borrow your phone?”

I knew she didn't have anyone to call. That damn vibe was what she wanted to use. I handed it to her and said, “Fine, have a blast.”

When you're working on the same thing for several hours, a little background noise never hurts. And my wrist was already aching from the anticipation of all that work. What Gina could have looked like, if she took care of her body like her income depended on it... That natural potential she did have helped power me through the reluctance.

“Alright, if you feel like something's going wrong, tell me immediately.”

“Will it hurt?”

“How the hell should I know? I've only done this once, and Elena showed up out of the blue.”

Gina looked apprehensive, but it couldn't overpower how much she wanted it to happen. “Go for it.”

As I created a blank canvas, the general idea of her new self started coming to me. It's not like I was exaggerating her actual potential at all. That's why you don't marry an eight who can only peak as an eight. A seven who could peak as a ten is the real bargain you're looking for.

“Here it goes.” I drew the first stroke of rough outline on the screen. The curve of her already amazing ass swished out in blue pixels.


I was nearly finished after about four hours. “You want your tattoos to stay, or not?” Elena moaned through the wall separating my office from her room. I couldn't believe she'd been at it for so long.

“The one on my ankle can go, but I still like the one on my wrist.” She'd only gotten it a couple of months ago.

“It's not even showing up in the pose I've drawn you in, so we'll see what happens.”

“Can I see?”

I looked up at her and shook my head. She hadn't changed at all yet. “I'm not even sure if this'll work.”

“You made an entire person out of nothing. Of course it will.”

As I'd painted, I even thought of a few personality tweaks, but nothing way out of line with how she acted. Far less of a fussy eater and a hell of a lot hornier was about the extent of it. I mean, she couldn't be a bimbo without the turbocharged sex-drive.

I knew Gina was getting tired of standing there, especially since I'd hardly said a word the entire time. “A few more touches, and it's done.” Gotta nail those tits, just right.

A sky blue bikini was the wardrobe I'd gone with, for the sake of making it easier. Plus, what a way to see my wife's new body for the first time. To see if it'd work, I put a little focus into the idea of no hair growing anywhere besides her head. The hair on her scalp, eyebrows, and eyelashes were the only things she didn't try to eradicate.

Gina shifted and leaned against the wall. “How about a tan?”

“Will it stick around or fade over time?” Either way, I'd left her skin on its own layer. A quick color shift made her look fresh from a beach vacation, minus tan-lines in my mind, of course.

A few stray marks needed erasing, but I couldn't figure out how to make her any hotter. In digital painting form, of course. I made sure to save, and then exported to .jpeg before closing.

The program hung for a moment. “Goddammit!”

“What?”

“It's taking forever to do the most basic shit right now.”

I smacked the edge of the tablet, as if that would speed anything up. Finally, I had the blank, black desktop that I was picky about maintaining in front of me.

“Holy shit, you did it.”

I looked up and saw Gina, or at least the version of her I'd drawn, cupping ample breasts like a bundle of puppies. When I noticed the figurine had disappeared, my heart almost stopped. “Fuck all, it actually actually worked.”

She stood there, feeling all over her new body. “This is insane. It's like I've been working out every day for years.” When she started feeling her face, she asked, “No changes here?”

“Not much need for it. How many times have I told you that you're hot?” She'd never believed me, but self-esteem issues had always plagued her. “Quit touching yourself and go look in the mirror already.”

Gina rushed out of the room as I got up to follow her. By the time I walked by the bathroom, she was already inspecting herself in the vanity mirror. “My skin's so clear now, it's like I'm one of those airbrushed models in a magazine.”

She could fit in as a character in one of my books. The fact that she actually was one was lost on me for the moment. I mean, looking at her, I couldn't believe a guy like me called that girl in front of me his wife.

“Happy with it?”

She didn't bother looking away from her reflection. “Yeah, but I'm surprised at some of the things you didn't change.”

“Like what?”

“My face is almost identical to what it was, minus my complexion and my jawline.”

“No changes needed.” I reached over and opened the door to Elena's room. For the moment, at least, she'd gotten quiet. “Come get a load of Gina! She might even look better than you.”

Looking like she'd finally had enough, Elena sprawled all over the bed on her back. Panting in nothing but a black, lacy thong, she didn't bother looking at me. “Do I look like I can get up right now?”

I shook my head at her and turned my attention back to my wife. All the procedures and gym trips for her to get there would have cost as much as this house. And if she'd looked like that when we first met, I wouldn't have stood a chance of landing that first date.

“So what do I tell everyone at work, now?”

That was a problem we hadn't thought about ahead of time. “Shit, I guess we'll have to play it off like you went and had the works done on you.”

“Keith, I wouldn't be able to walk, much less go to work for weeks. And no surgeon in his right mind would do this much at once.”

Fuck. It wasn't like we could afford for her to quit and find another job. “That's an issue.” At least she could get a new ID, because you could still tell who she was, even with all the changes.

The sudden trap she'd found herself in didn't kill her excitement, though. When she untied the back of her top and let it fall, both of our jaws almost punched holes in the floor. “They don't look fake at all.”

I watched her reflection in the mirror as she took a squeeze. “They act like the real thing, too.” I felt like I'd outdone myself again.

The personality changes were subtle, but they'd kicked in as fast as her new look. “How about all three of us take this body for a test drive?” She grinned like a demon at my reflection in the mirror.

I pointed at myself, then back at Elena, and finally at Gina. You gotta be shittin' me!

Gina nodded, her smile growing even wider as her eyebrows dropped. The other me wasn't fucking around with the bimbo theme, especially with his wife's stand-in. Gina was right out of central casting now, and definitely not some B-list bit player.

Thanks, other me. If I could write his story, hot damn would this have been hard to top. “You might want to give Elena a minute. I'm sure you heard all that screaming earlier.”

“Is she louder than me?”

My pants tightened like they'd shrunk two sizes on me. At this point, I knew she'd be more turned on than angry if I told her the truth. “Very much so.”

“That won't do.” Gina turned around and took one step forward, grabbing the door frame as she leaned into the tiny hallway. “Tell her she's got until I'm out of the shower.”

“It's not like I painted you covered in dirt. Why take one now?”

Gina jerked back into the bathroom and grabbed the folded towel on the sink. “If you looked like this, you'd want to touch yourself all over, too.”

Yeah, I would. Elena walked past me without saying a word and went straight into the bathroom. As the door shut and locked behind her, the water started flowing.

Let em' have their fun, I guess. I had to get this fucking book out anyway. When you write erotica for a living, even the stuff you write happening in front of you can't get in the way. Short erotica's too much of a damn treadmill, even if it's the funnest damn treadmill on the planet.


The words were flowing like the water in the shower. Between the banging and moaning, it's like they were narrating the scene as I wrote it. Except this was set in an estate, not a western Tennessee farmhouse's cramped bathroom. The nature of the location didn't make those two going at it any less hot, though.

So long as the noise kept up like that, you could have used my cock like an anvil without hurting it. A hard crash against the other side of the wall made me give up on trying to pound more words out. It was time to get serious about changing our income situation a little bit.

 How to become a camgirl. The search started leading me down a rabbit-hole of things I'd need to buy. Webcams, umbrella lights, more sex toys... And I won't even get started on all the admin stuff. Having a Riozon wishlist to link to was a nice bit of advice, though. Why not have other guys spoil them for me?

It all seemed great until I realized I'd have to be on camera, at least if we were going the traditional route. No, gotta make it gonzo for now. I already had a camera for that in mind, and it was easy to pick up in Nashville. To hell with it, they won't even notice I'm gone until the hot water runs out. And even that wouldn't stop them for a while.


My phone hadn't even rang when I pulled into the driveway. The last of our tax return was gone, so several of our homestead projects were canceled until the next year. Aside from what I already had that we needed, I'd spent less on past vehicles than I just dropped on a whim.

I didn't bother taking anything in with me other than the fistful of receipts. Electronics stores, sex shops, and even another run to Binford's had kept me busy all afternoon. I figured that at some point, Gina would have calld screaming about our empty bank account.

As soon as I opened the back door, I heard why nobody wondered where I was at. It sounded like someone had a lesbian porn video blasting on the television across the house. Knowing the voices involved, I knew it wasn't a video... Yet.

Jesus, they're still going at it. The day before, Gina was a one-and-done kind of girl, sometimes with a second act if you were lucky. If you didn't come when she did or sooner, she might not have let you finish. That drives a guy insane, and not in the good way.

When I got to the open door, I felt like pulling up a chair and watching them. “Have you two been fucking each other this whole time?”

Elena took her face out from between Gina's thighs and looked up at me on her hands and knees. “It started three nights ago, but no, we haven't stopped since you left.”

I wasn't even mad that Gina had gotten to have fun with Elena before I did. If anything, it ripped that pang of guilt I still had out like the beating heart of an Aztec sacrifice. “You two'll like what I went and blew a bunch of money on.”

Gina almost tossed Elena off of herself. “How much, and on what?”

Even with the changes I'd made, I knew Gina could still be dangerous if you pissed her off. “Remember that camgirl thing Elena wanted to do? We'll make a killing now that there's two of you.” I realized my fuck-ups: Assuming Gina would be fine with spending so much, and expecting her to slut it up on camera.

Gina propped herself up on her elbows, legs crossing to hide what I'd been staring at. “I asked you 'how much, and on what?'”

“Two-and-a-half-grand, and it's all a tax write-off for next year.” I wondered if I should have started running, rather than trying to justify it. I chalked the whole afternoon's spending up to one of those manic phases where I let an idea run wild. I held up the stack of receipts.

She tensed like a tiger ready to fuck someone up the instant they move a muscle. “Keep talking.” Not that Gina wanted to hear more. I knew she was feeding me more rope to hang myself with.

“I can take it all back in the morning if I have to, so hear me out.”

Gina raised her eyebrows and drew her lips into a straight line. “I'm listening, but be wise in choosing you words.”

I didn't know if I was about to save my ass or stick my dick in a running sausage grinder. “I've been researching doing a camgirl feed and a gonzo channel. Do you know how much money just Elena and I could make?”

Gina twirled her hand around in the air. “Carry on. You've lost your mind, but you're not dead, yet.”

“Well,” I knew this would be the end of me, “with the two of you, her redhead, and your maid involved later...”

“You think we'll end up the royal family of porn.” Her facial expression didn't change, but I felt like I'd need to change my drawers soon.

“Yeah. We'll have five mouths to feed,” I pointed at Elena, “and the other two will be as expensive as she is to maintain.” Trust me, bimbos ain't cheap, and they have their own way of convincing you to part with your money. I wanted to leverage that talent against other guys with a hard-on and money to blow, via the internet, of course.

Gina pulled herself up a bit more. “I know you know how to run something like that,” her face softened enough to put me at ease, “so okay.”

Wait, what? This was the same woman who'd put a foot up my ass if she thought I was recording a romp on the bed with her. “I guess thinking of you in bimbo form while I was painting did some good.”

“Hey, if I look like this, then I've gotta show myself off.” I'd never seen so much confidence in her. “Besides, if every day is gonna be like today, why not get paid for it?”

“I'm almost afraid to say it, but this is living the fucking dream, right here.” Other me, you're not that bad after all. I mean, I was already damn happy with my life before this all started. This was cranking it up until the knob snapped off.

“Well, don't keep standing there. Go bring everything in and set it all up.” Gina pulled herself to the edge of the bed and stood up. “I haven't gone this long without coming in hours.” The arsenal of 'marital aids' scattered about the bed backed that statement up well enough.


The tripod and lens I'd had for years attached to the new camera body. My old DSLR was of the last generation before they added video, released when Baby Bush was President. This new one stomped the dedicated rigs requiring second mortgage back then. For our purposes, it'd do for a long, long time while costing me less than a grand. The camcorder, webcams, and discrete camera I'd bought didn't quite have those capabilities. They were without the extra expense of the new-fangled imaging sensor. Not every video needs to be in ultra-HD.

I hooked the shotgun microphone up to the audio jack. For a test video, that's all we needed for good-enough quality. I checked the lighting rigs in both corners of the room opposite the bed and flicked their switches. We were set to record a porno any straight man could milk it to.

I'd even pulled my camp chair out of the barn and spelled out 'Director' across the back with electrical tape. We were ready to go. I looked through the viewfinder at the bed, now changed and looking as fresh as the sheets at a five-star hotel.

I leaned back and shouted across the rest of the house, “Hey! We're all set!” In total, it'd only taken me thirty minutes to get everything set up, and this was the test run. I was a proud and ecstatic man.

Elena and Gina stepped behind me at the same time. I looked back and almost made the inside of my jeans a disaster area. “You didn't have to dress up for this. It's not like we're shooting Backdoor Office Sluts 7 or anything.”

Gina was in Elena's scandalous red dress and heels. Elena herself was in a black get-up that was the same thing, recolored. The wardrobe department was our next big expense.

“Do what you two have been doing all afternoon. This is POV-type stuff, not a Hollywood blockbuster.” What they had on killed my idea of what this would have turned into.

Elena bent down and grabbed my left shoulder like she was about to whisper something in my ear. “You're not joining in?”

I was sure a market for average guys boning two tens existed, but that wasn't the direction I saw for our channel. “If I use the last figure on myself, sure, we'll go with that.”

Gina grabbed my other shoulder. “If you looked like you-know-who, I'd be raping you right now.”

Holy shit! My direction for that last figure in question froze in carbonite, right then and there. The guy she referred to could almost pass as me, if I spent hours a day in the gym and really upped my style game. But that was a far cry from the 'disheveled, grumpy Jesus' comments I'd received for years at that point.

I didn't know if Elena meant it as a jab at me or an innocent, albeit airheaded question. “Is that the guy you showed me on your phone? The one you fantasize about when Keith's fucking you?”

I felt my eyebrows drop, taking my ego right along with them. “Fucking really?”

Gina let go of my shoulder and strutted toward the bed, with Elena right after her. “It's alright, I'm still your wife. People will think you've got to be rich or hung like a bull elephant with both of us around you.”

I was neither of those, unfortunately. “Alright, enough of that.” I pulled the second PinkJet out of my pocket, already synced to match the first, pulse by pulse. “Tomorrow, we're running around town with these.”

Elena's eyes lit up. “Why wait until then? We don't mind you using them on us.”

“If we're gonna get views with the same cast of people, we've gotta diversify our content.” I mean, how many times would you watch the same couple of girls do the exact same thing before you got bored? Guys with their dicks in their hands get bored with content at the drop of a hat. It's not like they can't click something else on the buffet of choices splashed all over their screens.

Gina sat on the bed and crawled to the center of the foot on her hands and knees. “So what should we do? You're directing this whole shebang.”

“Think back to your favorite part of this afternoon, and try to top yourselves. Go at it even harder than the first time.” I leaned back in the chair. “A good strip-tease would be perfect.”

Elena looked at me for the last time in a while as she asked, “Oh, you mean like this?”

I hit record and nodded as she looked right at the camera and stuck an index finger in her mouth. Then she climbed onto the bed beside Gina. A run of her fingers through my wife's hair got Gina's attention. Elena bent down to her ear as I put my headphones on, hearing her ask, “You wanna make him so jealous he pops?”

Gina rolled onto her back, her head dropping beyond the edge of the mattress. The cleavage right above her head could have stolen your eyes right out of their sockets. Her hands came up to her tits, rubbing and pressing them together as she stared back at the lens. “Yeah, make him regret not wanting to fuck us right now.”

As I leaned over to check the viewfinder, I realized the audio and video were in good shape. I hung the headphones on the back of my chair and rested the back of my head against my hands. I was about to watch the only kind of cuckolding I'd ever agree to. It was already looking like the intro to a video I'd pull my pud to in a heartbeat.

They already know to look at the camera. Vain and bursting with sexuality, they couldn't deny the bimbo at their core. I can't believe I write bimbo erotica for a living already, and now this?  If this isn't a fantasy that I'd written myself into, I had to have been an absolute saint in a past life to deserve this. I sure hadn't been in this one, that's for certain.

Elena kept inching closer to my wife, lying herself down across Gina's chest. On her side and showing the camera a second set of knockout breasts, she played with Gina's and smiled like a demon. “He'll love how these feel.”

“You think so?” Gina pulled her head back up and locked lips with Elena. Hands danced on the backs of both of their heads for a moment.

Elena broke the makeout session first, having rolled back on top of Gina. She sat up and pulled Gina right alongside her. As Elena tugged at the top hem of the red dress, my wife's new tits bounced more than I thought possible.

I was already fighting back the urge to join in. Let this happen, and then take Gina for a spin when they're done. That's assuming I didn't end up making a mess in my boxers in the meantime. Bimbo fantasies are what I eat, sleep, piss, and shit for a living. I know that if I don't want to get in on the action myself, my audience won't either.

Gina shivered like she had a cold chill as Elena's plush lips met with one of my wife's luxurious tits. Remember when I said I was an ass-man? This is one of those times where you know your mind is changing. There's not enough stubbornness in the human soul to stop it. This motherfucker was hopping on The Titty Train.

The sounds coming out of Gina's mouth were already edging on orgasmic. I knew she'd always liked it when I had as much breast as I could fit into my mouth, but those plump lips of hers wouldn't close. And being bisexual since before we'd met, I knew Gina wasn't faking this shit at all.

Hiking her dress up already? Ballsy move. I like it. Elena's hand edged the bottom hem of Gina's dress up her thigh. My nuts bubbled and pressurized like a shaken bottle of champagne.

Without the arsenal of sex toys, though, I knew they'd have to get creative and quite personal. Elena jumped right on that, hooking the bottom of Gina's panties with one finger. She let go of the dress and reached back for pillows with her free hand. My wife fell back as pillows got stuffed under her ass, her pussy front and center in the camera's view.

Elena pushed the dress up again until it was a narrow band of red around Gina's stomach. She went right at pinching Gina's clit from both sides of the hood. The grace and rhythm she used in working that cheat-button could put a sultry jazz singer's voice to shame.

The contrasting line between black dress and skin moved up Elena's thighs now. Her other hand pulled until her cunt was on camera. As soon as Elena had her bean pinned in the same hold, both of them were whimpering.

I wished I hadn't gone with the tripod this time around. This was the kind of stuff you had to see from many angles. I knew a stabilizing gimbal was in our future, as soon as any further expenses wouldn't keep us from eating.

This had better all pay off. If not, I'd at least have video of these two going at each other. That alone would have been worth the cost, hard as it was to admit it to myself.

Elena let go of both clits and moved her hands to approach from below. She had one finger teasing at the entrance of both slits. As soon as each finger had moved past the tip, the gasps from those two could have blown out a candle from miles away.

It hurt, but I had to get out of there. Any more of it, and I'd end up creaming my britches. Plus, this was pure fucking story fodder if I'd ever seen it.

The camera kept rolling as I stood up and walked away with as much stealth as I could. I looked back at them in the archway between the kitchen and living room. Elena already had two fingers inside my wife, as deep as they'd go.

It was time to listen from across the house and let them do their thing. The story with Gina's maid was about to blast out like water from a fire hose. All it took was imagining exactly the kind of girl who'd make the scene even hotter, somehow.


I woke up in Elena's bed. My dick wasn't sore, so I knew I hadn't ended up there from a happy accident. The ache in my balls reminded me that I'd written to the point of exhaustion and crashed in the only free bed.

The angle of the light coming through the window told me it was early. The noise had finally died down, and I knew the memory card in that damn camera was full. I hoped like hell they'd finished each other off before the video went on too long.

I hauled myself out from the covers against the pull of a few more hours of sleep. I remembered how thirty kicked my ass and then pissed on the crumpled pile of man before it. Shit, I've gotta edit that mess I typed one-handed last night.

Even the dogs and cats weren't up yet. For the first time in years, I'd risen at dawn. The hellacious case of blue balls reminded me that they'd finished long after I'd given up and turned in.

I walked into the living room and looked through the open doorway to the master bedroom. Those two were adorable, cuddled up and snoozing away like that under one sheer cover. I got hard thinking about myself being in the middle of all that mindless, sexed-up bimbo goodness.

The record of what had happened after I left was still residing on the memory card in the camera body. I walked in. Neither of them moved a single muscle, despite the noise.

I ran back to my office and threw the card into my reader. When you transfer sixty gigabytes of a dream girl lezzing it up with your equal stunner of a wife, the wait hurts. Come on, come on, COME THE FUCK ON!

The file took its sweet fucking time transferring to my storage drive. I couldn't help pulling my boxers aside. I wouldn't need lube to shoot a hole in the ceiling, thinking about what little I'd seen and heard the night before.

The faint sound of footsteps over the creaky floor joists under the kitchen made me stop. Not that either of them would give a damn about me jerking it in my office at that point, and old habits die hard. But the best words flow right before you give in and quit typing.

Elena's voice rang out beyond the boundary of my office. “Oh god, fucking come inside me!”

The tip-tap-clack of keys stopped as my hands locked up. “God fucking damn it!”

Elena poked her head inside the doorway. “I knew that creampie fetish Gina told me you had would drive you up a wall.”

The cruelest agony was knowing I couldn't come in Elena for several more days. “That's bitch move, yo.”

“Then come inside your wife. The hormone ring is still in her. Trust me, I felt it last night.”

I realized the raw video file was only halfway transferred. “How many times did both of you come yesterday?”

“Hell if I know. Keeping score isn't something you think about when you're having that much fun.” Elena stepped further into my office, showing me that she was as naked as a peeled banana. “It's not like we have to take hours to get over it.”

“So when you, Gina, Lauren, and Hayley are all here, it's gonna be a non-stop orgy.”

Elena didn't hesitate at all. “It's gonna be awesome, right?”

Since I'd figured out a way to pay the bills by filming it, yeah, it would be. “I'm gonna have to use that fifth figure on myself. This shit'll give me an aneurism in a week, at this rate.”

“What happened to the whole POV filming angle?”

“It's not like I've gotta hold the camera with my dick.” The only thing I'd ruled out so far was a helmet-cam, because that'd be even goofier than fucking in a t-shirt and socks.

Elena put her ass on the corner of my desk and crossed her legs, hiding that miraculous cunt. “What's it gonna take for you to come inside me, right now?”

The shot wouldn't take effect for another six days, according to the literature. “That's mean as hell.”

“Hey, you're the one who always wants your wife to tell you why she wants you to come inside her.” Those two had talked plenty.. Elena wiggled her hips right on top of my desk. “Wouldn't coming inside this risky pussy be the best feeling ever?”

FUCK! I tried to keep a straight face, finally giving in as the damn thing waved around, close enough that I could feel the heat. “If you want to be a damn baby factory this much, you'd better make enough to care for a new kid every ten months or so.”

“Don't write me as the sidekick to the most fertile man on the planet, next time.”

She had a point. Her ultimate goal was that climactic creampie. The rest was dragging out the inevitable, but damn nice build-up to that final moment. No different from how in-laws who demand grandchildren nagging you until you provide. They're begging you to come inside their daughter until the job's done. And lucky me was dealing with that same request, at the time.

“So why can't Gina go off the birth control instead of you?”

“You know a kid would fuck up everything for you right now.”

“Four moms, one dad. I'd get off fucking easy.” But shit, that kid would turn out fucked up, boy or girl.

“If it's a daughter, you'd buy a shotgun before she turns ten. It'll rip you apart from the inside, knowing she'll turn into one of us.”

Not gonna lie, that struck a nerve with me. I'm a territorial bastard. Daughters getting deflowered in the cabs of lifted trucks in parking lots was reality here. Plus, I had a psychotic hatred for teenage rednecks.

I pulled the one ace I still had against Elena out of my sleeve. “You're begging for me to come inside you before the week's over.”

“No, I'm reminding you that the position is available. I could hold a thumb up on the side of the road and make it happen, within the hour with some random guy, and you know it.”

Bitch. Still, I was damn tempted to risk the possible fuck-up. No matter how much you don't want kids, the call of nature is a beast to deny. Especially when you've got, well, this chick, begging you to breed her.

I fought back with the only reaction my brain could summon before the reptilian 'BREED HER!' section took hold. My whole hand smacked against her cunt, making Elena jerk like I'd hit her with a tazer for a second.

“At least wait until I've nailed out that damn maid my wife wants.” That story was almost done, but Hayley wasn't developed to the point she needed to be. “About the time I'm ready to drag her out of the book, we wouldn't be at risk.”

Elena got off the desk and climbed into my lap, facing the monitors. “I guess you're right.” She sandwiched my hand between her own and the mouse. “So what's this maid gonna look like?”

She already knew where I stored all my files. Clicking to the right directory, she opened the one with the latest edit time stamp. As always, ImageShop took ages to load. No matter how fast your machine is, it'll always lag.

“Oh damn, you're right, she looks as good as us.”

“Now that you know, do you fucking mind?”

Elena wiggled her hips instead of getting out of my way. “You know you love this.”

Gina had a laptop I'd bought her, somewhere. “If I dig out my wife's computer and share the files over the wireless, will you let me get back to work?”

“The video's almost loaded. Come on, let's watch it like this.”

I rolled my eyes and huffed. Bimbos are great fun and all, but damn are they persistent in getting what they want. And usually, their way of 'convincing' you does the trick for them in spades.

The progress bar crawled during those last few pixels to the right. The instant the loading prompt disappeared, both our hands moved in unison to click it like we were using a Ouija board.

As the video player pulled up, I expected some error to pop onto the screen. But no, the video was clear and crisp, and the audio was downright perfect. “Not bad for a limited budget. You two made one hell of a sex tape.”

“The camera was so far away, but you can hear everything.”

I wrapped my arms around her waist from behind. “Shotgun mic. The microphone on the camera itself is always shitty.”

The progress on the video's timeline moved too fast. I checked the total length. “That card only holds two fucking hours?”

“We went longer than that.”

I knew 4k video would eat through space, but I'd hoped for a bit more time out of the card. “Oh well, now we know.” I knew I'd be setting everything up to stream to my computer, when we were home anyway. More cards and limiting time would have to do, away from there.

But zooming in on the video, you could see everything in perfect detail. If their skin wasn't free of blemishes as I'd painted them, zooming in that close might not have been so pleasant. Luckily, we'd avoided the pitfall of porn at too high a resolution.

Elena dove a hand between her thighs and started working on a wet spot in my lap. “I knew watching myself on video would get me this hot.” She eased her head back until it was resting on my shoulders.

I tried to focus on the video, deciding to double the speed so I could see what all I'd have to work with. After a while, the Benny Hill vibe to the increased speed forced me to chuckle. I opened a browser window on another screen and did a search for Yakety Sax.

Elena busted out laughing as soon as the familiar tune started. “This is gonna play non-stop now, isn't it?”

I couldn't stop myself from snorting. “That's some funny shit right there.” Yakety Sax and speeding up the video will make anything hilarious. And I mean anything. My wife going down on a smokin' hot blonde was no exception.

Keeling over, Elena had to stop herself by putting her hands on the desk. “You should,” she wiped at her eyes and giggled some more, “put it up, exactly like that.”

Bimbo as she was at that point, Gina would kill me if I did. I worked out the rest of the laughter and had to wipe a tear from my own eye. “No, no, I'll do a comedy edit later.”

We sat through the rest of Yakety Sax, busting a gut every time the music matched the video.


Gina had woken up and joined the viewing right as we got to the end of the file. Another round of mutual finger blasting had started before the playback stopped. She almost put her elbow through the wall. “Oh, come on! We were just getting started at that point.”

Elena hadn't left my lap once the entire hour. “I know, I came so hard right after this.”

I motioned for her to get up, pushing her forward and lifting my legs. “Oh,” I looked down at the wet spot on my left thigh, “thanks.”

“Did you come in your pants?”

“That's all from you, home slice.” The entire top of my thigh started getting cold as her body heat left my pajama bottoms.

Gina leaned down, naked as Elena, planting both palms on my desk. “So what's the plan for today?”

I still hadn't taken her for a spin yet, but that was the only thing I knew for sure had to happen. “I don't know, how about we do a public video?”

“Define 'public.' How bad are we talking?”

“I'm sure Elena told you about the hardware store. It's what gave me the idea to start filming everything. We'll make a killing.”

“What if I don't agree to it?”

My heart sank into my stomach until I figured out how to throw problems right back at her. “Elena's on-board, so unless you want her getting all the action from me, that's your issue.”

“No fair!”

“That's your choice. If there's gonna be so many of us, we're gonna need one hell of an extra income stream.”

Gina gave me the side eye like she thought I was trying to pull some kind of trick. “You want me in your videos you'll be putting on the internet... For anyone to watch.”

Elena put her hand on Gina's forehead. “And you'll love every pair of eyes that sees how hot you are.”

The expression on my wife's face completely changed. “Sure, let's go ahead and figure out what we're doing next.”

Elena got into your head again. Kinda scary how effortless it is for her. “It's Friday, so why don't we grab all the cameras and go apeshit in Nashville tonight?”

“Hell yeah!” She was completely out of character and out of her mind with excitement. Gina's teeth were the center of the widest smile I'd ever seen. A large part of it was probably I'm not exactly a 'night-on-the-town' kinda guy.

“It's still a long time before nightfall. What's something we can do in town while we're up to no good?” I ran down the list of everywhere we could go. Binford's sounded like a great idea. But if I showed up with two of them coming in the aisles this time, security might actually step in and do something.

Elena piped in, “How about the library?”

“Nah, too easy to hear those damn vibes in there.” The perfect idea hit me out of nowhere, and I knew the place would be empty on a Friday morning. “The fucking bowling alley!”

Gina looked at me like I'd ripped a massive fart. “Bowling. That's your grand idea?”

Elena had a different view of my suggestion. “Do you know how hard it'd be to bowl when he's controlling those things?”

“Hell no.” Gina put a cannonball right through the guts of my choice. “It's spring break week for schools here. Kids will be everywhere.”

Shit. “Fair point, actually.” I dug for another idea that wouldn't get us arrested, killed, or booted from a place. The closest secluded nature trail was in Montgomery Bell. That idea was an automatic hell-no.

Gina bunched her mouth up to one side of her face. “Hmm, you need to hit up the garden center, don't you?”

“With all this shit going on, I'm not gonna have time for even a few tomato plants this year.” As a new homesteader, that's a brutal realization. “At most, I'll get some fruit trees and bushes in.”

“Well, you still have to get those somewhere, right?”

“I don't know, something about the garden center makes me think it'd make for a boring video.”

Elena saved the day with the perfect suggestion. “Let's make a full day of Nashville. Why should we stay here until dark?”

I nodded at both of them. “Get dressed and put those PinkJets in their place.” They both started walking out when I pointed at Gina. “Hold up, we've gotta get something out of the way.”

She'd always been a good lay, but holy shit. That turned into some next-level, wild jungle sex.

What? You didn't think this book would have a payoff this early, did you? I'd watched the entire video as Elena sat in my lap. Plus, hearing them all night already had me ready to go. It's not like I lasted long enough to fill a page. Gina had turned into an absolute beast, almost grinding my pelvis to dust.


“So for this maid, I've been playing with a concept in my head.” The complete lack of scenery that is the land around I-40 whizzed by. “Cooking and cleaning gets her off almost as much as sex.”

Gina was in the front seat, having that privilege as my wife. Yeah, we'd already started figuring out the eventual hierarchy. I wont explain how the other two would play into it, even if we'd already figured it out on our end. Spoilers and all that mess.

My wife had pieced together an outfit from Elena's limited closet. Daisy Dukes and a white tank top were perfect for Nashville. In strappy, towering high-heels, I expected her to knock shit off of store shelves with that ass. “I like it.”

From behind Gina, Elena added, “And you should see what she's gonna look like. Definitely not what I expected, but she'll give us a run for our money.”

“I'm not sure if a French maid's outfit is too cliché, though. Not gonna paint her in one though, because all those ruffles would be pure hell on my wrist.”

Gina perked up at the idea. “High heels and her ass barely peeking out from all those layers of skirt... Why wouldn't you have her trot around in that? I'd drop shit all the time, just to watch her bend over.”

The master clothes shopper had a new task ahead. “Gina, you're responsible for piecing it together. I can't have Hayley running around in some chintzy Halloween costume all the time.”

My wife couldn't hide her enthusiasm. “I'm falling in love with her already.”

Hayley's story still needed work, but I'd developed her personality until she felt real. “I'll paint her on Monday, so you'll have something to look forward to when you get home from work.”

Gina figured the game out before Elena and I even knew we were playing it. “So you two can have fun with her first. I see.”

“That's not why I'm holding her off until Monday, but that's a great idea. Thanks.”

“Jerk.”

“She'll be as horny as you two, so Hayley will have needs too.” The only thing that worried me was that Hayley might end up too submissive for her own good, like in her story. “But nobody can get outright abusive with her. She'll be prone to that.”

Elena couldn't help pointing out the obvious. “So you and Lauren will be the only two doms, with three submissives to keep in line. Someone's gonna get left out.”

That redhead Elena was still writing could fuck someone up, that's for sure. “You're gonna make me have to break her, aren't you?”

“That's kinda the point of her, so yeah.” Elena quipped it out like it was no big deal. “She might end up breaking you, though.”

It sealed the use for the last figure. “I can always remake myself into what I'd have to be to come out on top.”

Gina let out a quick laugh. “Heh! Come. On top.” Stuff like that was part of why I decided to ask her out a second time, all those years ago. I was her equal when it came to perverted toilet humor, though.

“Alright,” I pulled the easily concealable sports camera out of my pocket, “who wants to make some money?”

In unison, both of them shouted, “Me!”

Before we even got to Nashville, we two new teaser videos about fifteen minutes long. My ears were ringing from all the screams induced by swiping at my phone a couple of times.


Gina had convinced me to stop at some behemoth of a thrift store. When she asks while she's still panting from an orgasm, you don't tell your wife, 'no,' about anything. Trust me on that one.

“You think this'll look good on her?” Gina held up the one thing she and Elena hadn't snatched for themselves. As cheap as everything was, I knew we weren't bankrupting ourselves, yet.

The white mesh of the skirt looked like the inside of a ballerina's dress. “It's frilly enough, I guess.”

Elena pulled an identical puff of nylon netting off a rack. “Why not add another one?”

“How many layers is the poor girl gonna have to wear?”

“Remember when you bought me a sowing machine for our second Christmas together?”

“You haven't touched it in years.” It was sitting on an old TV tray in our basement, and had been since we'd moved in the prior fall. “Don't tell me you're gonna make her outfit yourself.”

I started searching on my phone for something premade, but well done. As it turns out, there are online stores devoted to stripper outfits. What a world to live in.

“Here, if this isn't perfect, I don't know what to tell you.” And some of those stripper outfits are fucking expensive. They had incredible reviews from women who spin around poles in them, though. I guess quality matters to strippers. Who knew?

Gina took my phone out of my hand. “It's nice, but I could still add more layers to the skirt.” She handed it back. “Fine, but I'll still have to make changes to it.”

I could deal with that. “Good, because your craft projects never get finished if they take more than a couple of hours.”

“You're one to talk.”

“Hey, I built and stained an entire office suite in three afternoons. Plus, I've written an entire bookshelf of erotica. I do have a lot of ideas that get researched for days, and never start on them. But I at least finish most of what I start working on.”

Elena stepped between us. “No arguing. I hate it.”

I did too, but spats are easy to fall into without knowing it. Gina and I both shut our mouths before Elena forced us to. We already knew she would, with little provocation.

Elena snatched the first skirt from Gina's hands. “We're buying these, and then we're getting outta here. He's sweating bullets about how much we're about to spend already.”

At first I thought she'd dragged that out of my head, but as much as I'd spent lately, it had to be plain as day. “She's right, Gina. After tonight, we've gotta figure out how we're gonna pay bills for the month.”

My wife knew her paycheck was gutted as hard as my royalties. “Tighten our belts and no more sudden ideas, from any of us.”

“Besides, how will I get in anywhere tonight? I don't even have any ID.”

The realization hit Gina. “I kinda look like the picture in my driver's license, but I definitely don't look thirty-two anymore.”

I still looked like I was in my mid-thirties, but then again, I hadn't drawn myself yet, either. “This whole trip was a bad idea. Sort out what you two actually need, and let's head back home.”

“You're right. Our savings are shot.” Gina started putting things back with Elena. Checking my phone, we were down to a few hundred dollars until the next week, and it was time to pay the electric bill.

Somehow, it felt like the mood between all three of us had changed, but especially with Elena. Not one of us said a word on the ride home.


It wasn't until Sunday that the general atmosphere starting clearing in our house. Gina had gotten somewhat back to normal, but Elena had spent Saturday sulking in her room. It had let me get some writing in, to the point Hayley's story was drafted and ready for editing.

The fact that nobody had a climax in our house all day should have set off alarm bells. I put the clipboard holding my manuscript down and spun my chair around to get up. It's like nobody's even spoken to each other since we left Nashville.

I walked through the house and tapped my knuckles against the door to Elena's room. “Hey, I'm coming in.” A sudden twinge of dread that I'd walk in to see her hanging from the light fixture chilled my spine. It wasn't like I'd written her to be cheery all the time.

My lungs emptied in a sigh of relief when I saw her sitting cross-legged in the middle of the bed. She'd changed into yellow panties and a white tank top, holding Gina's tablet in her hand. “What do you want?”

“I want to know what the fuck's going on. Both of you have been acting strange all weekend.”

Elena groaned and fell backwards, her head crashing into the pillows. “I made her leave me alone when we were putting things back at the store. Don't force me to do the same to you.”

“Why?”

She stared up at the ceiling for a few seconds. “Because I've been nothing but drama for you two since I got here. You're both broke now because of me, and I could tell you were about to start fighting.”

“We were ribbing each other, and it's not like I'd make you sleep on the floor and wear burlap bags.” But she could make even that look good. “You should have seen how broke we were when Gina and I first moved in together.”

“Weren't you a photographer back then? No wonder you were broke.”

“That and a graphic designer, in the middle of a recession after getting laid off from a cushy office job. It was another three years before I started writing erotica, and that only earned beer money for a while.”

“So what's this have to do with me?”

I had paced closer to the bed. Now that I was at the edge, I felt safer in trusting she wouldn't force me out. “I'm telling you that we've had it a lot worse than we've got it now, and not to blame yourself.”

“But what have I contributed so far?” She rolled over, turning her back to me.

I picked up the tablet and saw what she had been looking up. “I told you not to worry about the job thing. I uploaded clips of that two hour video last night, along with that last bit of fun you two had in the truck.”

“And that's made what, a few cents?”

Considering she had no ID, I couldn't use the tube site for ad revenue, but our own paid site was well in the works. “Nothing yet, but people have already commented, asking where they can find more of you two. LivintheFuckinDream already has several hundred subscribers.” Hey, it felt like a good name for a channel to me, because it pretty well nails my situation here.

Elena rolled back over. A little life started stirring in her eyes. “When is that going live?”

“Same problem. No identification, no model release.”

“Why even tell me this? Now I feel even more helpless.”

I couldn't help grinning. “You're talking to a guy who has worked with some shady-ass people in the past. I'll make a few calls and get something worked out.”

“I'm assuming what you've got planned is highly illegal.” She pulled herself back up and crossed her legs again. “But how soon could I have what I need?” She grabbed for the narrow strip of khaki she called 'shorts' and stepped into them.

Assuming he wasn't in prison again, one of my old buddies had a line on getting hold of anything. The crazy motherfucker even had a thirty-caliber machine gun. Parted out into PVC pipes buried in his backyard, of course. “With luck, tonight. Get dressed and I'll call to see if ol' Frank's in town.”


Still looking like he'd fallen out of a western flick, Frank Spears waved us through his front door. “Well you're moving on up in the world, ain't ya' Keith?” Frank took my hand and gave it a hard shake like he always had. “Cellphone, please.”

I forked it over. At his place, anything electronic had to be locked away in his shed. “How you been? We ain't talked in-person for about five years now.”

“Still up to the same ol' shit.” He eyed Elena down exactly like I knew he would. “What happened to that fiance of yours? Traded her in for the newer model?”

I held up my left hand. “Gina's my wife now.”

Frank grinned, showing every single tooth. “Nothing wrong with a little side action. Didn't think you had it in ya'.”

As he walked out with my phone, Elena edged closer to me until we were bumping shoulders. “Why is his house so empty?”

“His wife left him after the house got raided too many times, so Frank's been living in his basement bunker.” I saw the incredulous look on her face. “No joke.”

“What does he do?”

“Anything and everything. Remember, he's lost his mind, and he's not at all concerned about figuring out where he put the damn thing.”

“Like, drugs, guns... What?”

“Those and some legit business. Back when one of my old bosses introduced me to him, he was running a securities trading firm.”

“Him. I can't imagine a man like him in a suit.”

I couldn't help letting out a quick laugh. “That is business formal for some people around here. You can see the glow from Nashville at night from where we're at.”

Frank strutted back in and closed the door behind himself. “So what'cha after?”

“You know anyone who can get her a new set of documents, and fast?”

He pulled the same leather contact book he'd packed around in the past out of his back pocket. Frank knew exactly what page in the battered thing he needed to go to. “Come on, I'll vouch for ya'll.”

We followed him into the empty kitchen. Frank grabbed the landline phone off the wall charger. He punched a number in and waited. “Gabe, it's Frankie. A buddy of mine's in need of your services.”

I mouthed to him, “How much?”

Frank held one finger up and shook his head with a wink. “You still owe me for that 'package' you picked up here last week. Do this on the house, and I'll call it even enough not to break your arm.”

Elena was creeping closer again. Doing something so shady was making her nervous, that much was obvious. She whispered. “I don't want you going to jail over me.”

“I won't, so don't worry about it.”

“You say that about every problem.”

What can I say? I'm a laid back kind of guy. “If we don't do this, we're kinda fucked anyway.” I knew I'd said it loud enough for Frank to hear me.

The wannabe-cowboy hit the end button on the phone and pulled a pen and notebook out of a cabinet drawer. “Alright, go to the backdoor of the county courthouse, and take her with you. Gabe'll be expecting you in an hour.” He ripped part of the page off and handed it to me.

“So what do I owe you?”

“The first favor's free, but the next time, it'll be three hundred. And don't shit yourself over his outfit. Crooked cops are great friends to have.”

I looked down at the paper and read I'll give you two grand if you let me fuck her. Shaking my head, I handed it back to him. I'd have problems with a random guy getting in her pants. Frank Spears sure as hell wasn't getting the privilege.

“Never hurts to ask.” The scummiest horn-dog I'd ever met stripped her with his eyes again. “So does your wife know about this?”

“Hell, it was her idea, I guess.”

“Shit, I didn't know that little brunette you got hitched to was such a freak. Nice job.”

The sun was already starting to set. “It's been good seeing you again, brother, but we'd better head on.”

“You're right, it'll take you about an hour to get there.” Directions to his house included 'turn off the paved road, cut through a field, and then take two lefts.'

He gave me a heavy slap between the shoulder blades, and a far lower one for Elena. “Congratulations darlin'. You're about to be the proud owner of a Tennessee state driver's license and a few other papers. I won't ask why you need em,' but remember who got em' for ya'.”

She stepped forward to break the grab on her ass and motioned her head toward the front door. “He needs his phone back.”

“Shit! Come one out here with me real quick. Got something to show you in there anyway.”

We followed Frank outside and around the corner of the house. That shed usually contained some toy I'd kill to get hold of. Frank eased the door open with reverence and turned the light on. I knew he had something worth dragging us out there to show off.

“So you finally got the balls to dig those machine gun parts out of your yard.” Sure enough, he didn't lie about having a complete Browning M1919 stashed away.

“I'll let you run an ammo box through it on top of that offer.”

“You're trying, but she'd never agree to it.”

Elena turned around and walked right back to my truck. Without saying a word, she got in and put her seatbelt on as she left us standing there.

Frank slapped me on the back again. “Go get her documents. Driver's license and passport enough?”

“Passport? I thought a social security card was the other one.”

“Gabe does all three, right there in front of you. When you see a sheriff's deputy, ask him where the night court's held. One of 'em 'll walk you down to him.”

“Thanks, man.”

“It's nothin' if it's for an old friend. Have fun polishing your dick off in her for me.”

Jesus-fucking-Christ, he hasn't changed a bit. I couldn't help shaking my head a little the whole walk back to truck.


As it turns out, Gabe was Frank's nickname for the fucking Sheriff I'd voted for the previous year. I'd known him for years, even had beer with him over lunch breaks in the past. Hell, several of my best friends growing up served as his deputies.

When you live in a small town, you cultivate those good ol' boy connections. It had gotten me out of some pretty deep shit in the past. At least now, I knew why the lights were on in the county courthouse on Sunday nights.

He looked Elena down like Frank had as soon as we stepped into the hijacked County Clerk's Office. “You're not whoring her out, are you?”

“She's quite American,” I figured a sob story was in line, “getting away from a stalker ex-boyfriend.”

“If you resorted to Frankie, her ex ain't fuckin' around. Sweetie, let's get you a new life.” Sheriff Carson pointed at the chair and blue backdrop in front of the camera rig I'd sat for a picture at many times. “There's gonna be a flash after I count to three.”

“So how do you get all this to pass an audit?” I had to know.

“I won't tell you anything more than the feds know, but a lot of the databases they work with feed off of local data.” He bent down in front of a computer behind the counter and did a search. “As far as Uncle Sam knows, the teenager who died in a car wreck in Nebraska back in 2013, was a clerical error. She's quite alive now, and residing at your address.”

“How does that work?”

“Officially speaking, we're gonna book her tonight and let her go. Not that we will, but when you put an alias in the federal database, you could board a flight under that name on your license. Have fun taking her to the social security office to get a name change and a new number, though. It's always a wait, but they don't give a shit when you get right down to it.”

These fuckers thought of everything. “I gotta admit, I'm impressed.” I was still pissed the passport and social security card weren't getting done after all, but we had that first giant hurdle cleared.

“That new number will work for getting a passport too. Postal workers care, but they're not smart enough to put anything together.”

“If I need this again, how much would it cost?”

“One-fifty.” Frank was taking half, because of fucking course he would. “The only reason we get away with it is because we feed a loop of a night we aren't here to the cameras.”

I'd pressed the pants he wore at his bachelor party and wedding. “Don't worry, you know who my mom is, and I smelled the fuck-ton of weed in your pocket the night before you got married. Wasn't any of my business at the time, so I laughed and moved onto the next pair of pants.”

'Gabe' nodded and smiled. “You get how shit works around here, and you keep your mouth shut. I like that in a person.”

As soon as the flash shot off, Elena stopped smiling. “Can we get outta here already?”

The official license printed off in front of me. As far as anyone else knew, she was twenty-three, so long as they got flashed with her license. Sheriff Carson didn't care enough to even ask her real age.

“You two have fun, but the state legislature's been riding our asses lately. We catch you on a DUI, we've gotta book you.”

“That's not why we're here, but good to know.”

“Tell your mama I said, 'hi,' and sorry about your daddy. I always got along with him.” Great signs when dealing with cops, judges, or anyone else who could fuck your life up if they felt like it.

At least you know why I refused to move out of this county. Unless I royally fucked up and made the local news, I could get away with damn near anything. It's exactly why people like me stay in our shitty hometowns.


As I pulled into the driveway, I couldn't help dragging something up again. “I still wonder who the villain in this storyline is.”

The dome lights came on as Elena opened her door the instant I had my truck in park. “What does it matter? Come on, I've got a model release to fill out and send in.”

“You don't get it, do you?” I opened my door and got out. Over the hood, I asked her, “Wouldn't it be to our advantage to know who we should keep an eye open for this early in the story?” Based on what had happened so far, I assumed we were in the second of five books. The bad guy was past due to show up and pull his first trick.

“You said this is a weird set of events, even for what you write. Maybe there won't be one at all.”

“And you were just yelling at me for saying 'don't worry about it.'”

“But you do say that about every problem. It's like taking it easy is your one rule in life.”

We rounded the corner to the back of the house. The creek running through our property blasted with frogs crying at their loudest for a lay. “I'm not joking. Someone's gonna come along to fuck everything up, at some point.”

“Maybe it was your friend who thought I was for sale, and grabbed my ass hard enough to leave marks.”

Lecherous and low-life as he was, Frank had never sold a friend out. “No, that's him being the horny bastard he's always been. He threw the same kind of offer to me for a night with my wife years ago.”

“Did you take it?”

“Hell no.”

Elena grinned. “You're consistent. I'll give you that.” She opened the back door, several steps ahead of me. “Maybe it's that damn Sheriff.”

That'd be fucking bad. Still, I knew what Carson was up to, so I had some amount of leverage over him now. “Probably not, but I won't rule anything out.”

She backed her ass against the washing machine. One finger invited me to push her all the way up so she could do what comes most naturally to her. “Wanna make some quick money together?”

It wasn't either of our voices that rang out from the kitchen. “Yeah, why not?”

The tip of my cock moved along the inside of my boxers on its own. “As in, all three of us.” By the time I'd gotten the words out, a healthy chub had already developed in my pants.

Elena tore herself away from the washing machine and dashed to the kitchen. Gina was right alongside her in ass-pants and a t-shirt as they flew into the master bedroom. The sound of them working in unison fixing the bed up told me Elena had issued Gina an order to help.

We can't do a new video in the same place every time. I followed well behind both of them and almost got knocked over by Gina as she worked furiously on the bed. “Why not go with somewhere we haven't done a video yet?”

Elena came up with a genius idea. “How about every room in the house, all in one video? Give our new audience the grand tour of the place.”

“Are we talking outbuildings and all?” A good blowjob sequence starting in my workshop of a barn would make for something different. “I'm acting like I'm filming myself working on a project, and bam, I wonder why my zipper flew down.”

Elena left Gina to finish tidying up the sheets as she swaggered to me. “I've got an idea for you and me in there, so we'll save filming there for tomorrow.”

I'm dying to know what it is, but I'd rather enjoy the surprise. I've got shit to do in there tomorrow afternoon anyway. “Seven rooms in this house, and we'll switch it up in every one. That's plenty of variety for one video.”

“Well, get your camera and make sure you're recording when you walk in.” Elena turned back for the bed Gina was already sitting down on. “You're in for a treat.”

I didn't question it. I jogged right back for the handheld camcorder I'd bought during the equipment binge. It wouldn't match the camera body that ate up half the budget in quality. But like all the other camera's I'd bought, it would take the same shotgun mic without issue. And the damn thing could even mount on top of the camcorder body itself.

The biggest card I owned popped into the damn thing. I ran back as fast as I could with what was already a crippling boner. How I looked compared to the two partners for my first threesome wasn't lost on me at all. Other me, you sure know how to treat your male main characters like kings.

I crossed from the kitchen into the livingroom The open doorway to my right framed an image the video had to open on. Imagine the two hottest women you can think of in the midst of an ass-grabbing, neck-clenching makeout session in your own bed. I'm not even having to make anything up. That's exactly what I was watching unfold.

I powered up the camcorder and aimed it right at them. Might as well hook viewers from the first second. I started recording and kept still.

Gina and Elena wrestled for the top position, giggling and squealing the whole time. It graduated into a full-on battle, neither of them getting a firm advantage for more than a few seconds. Hands started going between legs, ramping things up even further.

So who's about to own the fuck out of the other one? Just watching them for a few minutes could have gotten me off. That settles it. Fuck that pecking order I had in mind. We're having a fucking single-elimination oil wrestling tournament once everyone's here. Hey, if you've read His Bimbo Swap, you already figured that I love the fuck out of watching wrestling. I even show up to indie events in high school gymnasiums, bingo halls, and National Guard armories.

After a few minutes, Gina had Elena pinned, hard. One hand grasped around the blonde bimbo goddess's neck as the other dug into the front of her shorts. My wife never stopped Frenching Elena like a prom date, no matter how much noise was coming out of their mouths.

Jesus, this is even better than that first video they did together. I stepped beyond the door frame and tried to keep the camera steady. How long would I even last if I got my dick between those two right now?

Elena tried to fight back, wrapping her legs around Gina's waist and twisting herself out of the hold. As I stepped a little closer, the tables almost turned as she got her own hands around Gina's left arm. They locked in a stalemate that neither one of them was likely to break, being about the same size and weight.

“What the hell did I walk in on? A catfight?”

They both let go of each other, except for Elena's leg vice. She smiled with those blowjob lips for the camcorder and said, “No, we're sorting out who gets you first.”

I stood over them at the edge of the bed and pointed the lens down. They knew exactly what message I was sending. Both of them got on their hands and knees, crawling until they were right in front of me.

Gina reached for my zipper, looking up and grinning to the left of Elena. “I love doing this now.” Her fingers dug around inside my open fly. “And you liked what you saw.”

She pulled the throbber out of my jeans, working the entire length one-handed. I couldn't help running my left hand through her hair as her lips pursed up. The tip disappeared into her mouth, jolting my entire body as her tongue teased away at it.

My eyes had already closed, but the camcorder in my right hand couldn't blink. The empty feeling in your chest you get when a woman takes it all in that first time came over me. It's even more breath-taking than that first penetration down under.

She rocked her entire body, forcing my head to roll back. She'd never been awful at this. Still, since her change, you could tell she now held the very concept of a cock in deep reverence. The back of my neck tingled as her tongue slid from base, all the way up to the head.

If we weren't already married, a blowie like that could have been her way of hinting that I needed to propose. Jesus, it's like she's trying to finish me off already. When I opened my eyes and looked back down, I couldn't help lowering the camera down to her level.

She stared right back at the lens and giggled around my dick. As Gina took it all in deep, I knew it was time to back the camera away. She gasped for a second and then looked up at the camera, her face beaming. “So? How'd you like it?”

“If you ever have trouble waking me up, that'll do the job.”

Gina was showing teeth now. “You'll 'forget' to set your alarm every time.” She sat, ass on bare heels to give Elena a chance. “But I can make it happen.”

Holy shit, I'm the luckiest married motherfucker on the planet right now. The thought carved itself into my skull as Elena set right to deep-throating me. Not only was I gonna be wake up to my wife in the best way possible, and soon. She was letting my side-blonde join in the bedroom with her. On-fucking-camera, to boot.

Unlike Gina's 'you should be thanking me for this' attitude, Elena almost demanded some degrading. And not just by gagging herself on my shaft. It was in her very being. I grabbed her hair by the roots and forced her head back.

As soon as I had her looking up at the camera, I couldn't help asking, “Why'd you let her go first? That was an even fight.”

She grinned like a kid who heard a filthy joke way above her age range. “Because your dick belongs to her. She lets me use it when I need it.”

Pure pornographic platinum. I couldn't help smiling back. “Well then, carry on.”

Gina forced the issue by grabbing Elena's hair as hard as I had. My legs felt like jelly as soon as my wife forced her to gag on me all over again. For the first time out of many blowjobs already, Elena actually gagged.

The back of her throat relaxed, along with the rest of her body. Giving in to Gina's even harder push, Elena's lips met the base of my dick and stayed there. She already knew her place in this house.

Elena tried to whine through my dick as Gina started clapping her hand against the khaki shorts. If using a vibe felt anything like this for a woman, no wonder they went so fucking wild with them. The last slap was a thing of brutality, ringing my ears and buzzing my cock to the point I had to moan.

“You think she earned a chance to go ahead of me?”

I felt Elena try and nod, her lips still wrappped around my hilt.

“I didn't ask you,” Gina slapped Elena's ass harder still. “Well, what do you want to do to her, and where?”

We still had another few days before the Depo would make finishing inside her safe, so I knew what I wasn't doing. I backed away until I heard Elena gasp for air. “Livingroom, on the couch.”

Gina and Elena both smiled at the camera from below. I waited for them to get up first. Of course their asses had to get shown off for the audience before their pants came off. I adjusted my grip and carried the camcorder at ass level, making sure I was right behind Gina the whole way. No white girl had any business having that kind of ass on her, but my wife was rocking it.

I brought the camera back up next to my head and guided Elena to bend over, resting her torso on the left arm of the couch. The deep navy cloth made her creamy skin almost shine in comparison. And your ass ain't bad either.

She worked her fly and left the rest up to me. One-handed, I guided her shorts down until they were in the floor. Those yellow panties weren't going anywhere yet. I pushed the back of the tank-top up her back until she got the idea and pulled it clear of her shoulders.

If I was about to have her ass presented in front of me like that, I had to have my right hand free. I swapped the camera over to the left, knowing it would only add to that amateur, homemade feel to the whole affair. I dropped my hand in that first slap of my own. Every reverberation pulsing through the nylon and skin made it to the lens, front and center.

“You know you can smack harder than that.” Gina was already on her knees, her forearms resting across Elena's back.

“Fuck it.” I forced Elena to lean her ass across the side of the arm. “You're getting as much as she is. Pull that shit off and do exactly what she's doing.”

Gina's eyebrows shot up. “Well, you're trying to assert yourself of of a sudden.”

I put the same amount of force into a quick strike against my wife's rear-end. I left my hand to linger in a hard grip as I ordered, “Now.”

The pink and white stripes of her panties came into view as she jerked the yoga pants down. The t-shirt flew off as soon as the ass-hugging bottoms hit the floor. Gina looked back at me and asked, “So, who's first?”

Between the two of them, it was fucking impossible to pick one over the other. Elena on the left, the blonde bombshell teenager right out of mid-twentieth century Hollywood, had her merits. But so did Gina, my brunette wife on the right-hand side. She'd be right at home on the cover of the Sports Illustrated Swimsuit Edition.

I bent at the knees and had their asses at eye level. I've got two hands, don't I? Holding the camcorder between my jaw and shoulder like a phone, I got right to it. The searing heat on my fingertips injected a little more iron into my cock. I pushed the narrow strip at the bottom of their panties aside.

Four fingers inside them in total, I hooked the index and middle on each hand. My thumbs twirled away at their clits. I had them moaning in seconds.

Damn they're so fucking ready. And so was I, but we still had five rooms left. Six if you count the partial basement under my office and the laundry room. I'd blast my load before we even got halfway through the house.

The moaning turned to whimpering, but they were so wet, you could hear it over their voices. The rigid flesh of my erection pressed against the inside of my jeans, threatening to slip out of the open fly. I fought against the magnetic pull their dripping cunts had on it.

Giving in and wrecking both of them over the arm of the couch until I came would have been my standard procedure. But we had content to make. The slick walls grinding against my dick, the feel of their asses against the front of my hips, and the flexing of my arm as I took a fistful of hair... There's a reason I love that position so much.

Don't blow the fucking premise. I worked both hands, driving my ring fingers into them as well. Their voices merged into one as they both got the exact same force and movement. If only I had two heads and two dicks side-by-side on my body.

No, that's not what I ended up giving myself when it came time to use a figure on myself. If I were gonna make myself an anatomical freak later on in this story, I'd have had to take four women into account. There is a way with the normal number of body parts, though. You'll see what I mean, later.

Elena started to crack first. “Oh my god I'm gonna come!”

It drove me to push my pinkies in both of them. I gave Gina a little extra clit action with my right hand. If one finished before the other, that would have been a crying, fucking shame.

You could make a challenge not to blow your load by the end of this one. Christ. I sped up until my hands ached and my eardrums stung.

As their quaking started making my own body vibrate, I pulled both soaked hands away. My fingers left a wet imprint on the back of their panties as I gave them a hard slap in unison. Keeping my hands on them for a healthy squeeze, you could feel the muscle spasms as thehy shouted out the tension.

I gave them a moment and flipped the preview screen on the camcorder out. Still got hours of battery and memory left. We're good.

Gina stood up first, still panting and red in the face. “You know how you offered to do that to me once a day?” I had many, many times. “I'll take you up on it.”

She was still the same woman I married, but at the same time, she wasn't. “Well, both of you come on.” I thought about heading right into the kitchen, but it was time to mix it up a little. “The laundry room's calling our names.”

Gina and I had been in this house for the better part of a year, and Elena for a bit more than week by that point. Yet somehow there were still rooms I hadn't had sex in. It was time to clear that glorious milestone and work toward a filthy memory on every surface. I walked backwards, filming them as they strutted through the kitchen.

I flung all laundry from off the top of the washer and dryer. Pointing at Elena, I told her, “You, up top.” I tossed a couple of towels in there for some shake. I dialed the washing machine to 'spin only,' making sure I had the drum speed all the way up to the claimed one-thousand RPM. When that damn thing was at full speed, it felt like a minor earthquake was taking place in my office.

Elena climbed on top of the thing as noises started emanating from its bowels. The minor hum of the water pump activating shocked her as she sat back. Her legs closed tight so I could film her taking those panties off in a slow, teasing ascent to her feet. “So she's got middle-duty this go-round.”

“Yep.” I stepped closer and made sure I got the spread of Elena's legs up close and centered. Her thighs parted like blooming petals. And not to sound like a romancey, purple-prosed fluff spewer, I'll stop the floral analogies right here. The description is spot-on, though.

Gina was already leaning over the corner of the humming machine by the time I'd backed away. I crouched down, the pink and white stripes covering her legendary ass filling most of the frame. As I pulled down with pinched fingers, I knew she had her clit pressed hard against the humming sheet metal.

You know exactly what's going on. I like it. I did the phone, head, and shoulder hold on the camcorder again. As hard as she was pressing against it, I knew she was trying to fuck the washing machine itself.

With a bit of effort, that ass was free of its cotton prison. The panties fell right to the floor. Gina didn't even bother stepping out of them. She was too preoccupied with diving right in for Elena's pussy and delighting her own.

I bent at the knees and brought the lens as close as I could without losing focus. The shine on her slit peeked out from between her legs. Their hums were still low enough to get drowned out by the slow ramping of the washing machine.

My heart beat against my ribs. Why? I wasn't sure. I'd fucked both of them already, but I'd never been in a threesome. That and never having had sex on camera probably had a lot to do with it.

Calming myself down, I worked my jeans one-handed. The built-in shelving in the wall faced them perfectly. I let it take over the cinematography as I got myself as naked as they were. Before then, the only times I'd been in the buff in the laundry room were when the only clean boxers were in the dryer. I'm no nudist, after all.

Something did feel new about the situation though. I had the same jitters you get right before fucking someone for the first time. I took a deep breath, trying to suck it up and gain some extra oxygen at the same time.

Half of the comments so far are about wanting to see these two get plowed like a field, so I guess that's what we'll give 'em. I picked the camera back up with my left hand and stood right behind Gina. The washing machine picked up that last bit of speed, roaring like an F-16 right before takeoff.

I shot the camera to the left side of Gina's face, already giving Elena's pussy the down-south French kiss. Lingering the frame there for a minute, I built up that last bit of nerve I knew I'd need. Their moaning was all the invitation I needed to get over myself again.

The camera was on my shoulder again. I aimed it at the painful erection now inches away from Gina. The electric shock feeling spread from my stomach to my chest. Fuck her good, but don't fire your shot early.

My cock ached as it felt the heat emanating from between my wife's thighs. I pushed forward, stopping as I felt myself on the verge of penetration. I planted my hand in the small of her back and felt the reverberations traveling through her body.

I stepped my right foot forward, and then my left. The rest of my body caught up, sliding my entire length into her without a bit of resistance, tight as she was. Both pairs of panties in the floor were sopping wet after all. And that was all from before the giant, vibrating cube had even turned on.

God DAMN! The walls of my wife's cunt shivered around my dick. Like I'd written in Hypno Stud 3, I'd turned my wife into a human vibrator.

Elena sounded like the action was working on Gina's tongue as well. There's a reason everyone got excited when it was time for laundry after that. Clean clothes were never a problem again, and not because we were getting a maid. We all knew what miracles could happen on top of that damn machine.

A good slap against Gina's ass had her wound her up. Judging by the noises coming from them, a third person cranked the heat until the furnace glowed red. Luckily for my wife, I'd given her the honor of being the first middle. Gotta keep your main squeeze feeling special, right?

My body urged me to put more effort into it, even if my mind knew I wouldn't last long with Gina in the state she was in. Drawing myself back and surging forward, the vibrations made her feel electric. It would have made for one hell of a nice quickie, had that ever been the goal.

I gritted my teeth and took a firm hold of her waist with my free hand. Nobody likes a porno that includes someone moving like they're comatose. The smack of my hips against her ass set Gina to wailing, giving Elena enough of a break for her to look at me and grin.

The roar beneath us almost drowned out Elena's words. “Careful, or else we'll break break her.”

Grabbing the end of Gina's hair, I twisted my hand until I had it wrapped halfway to the roots. I pulled back and leaned over enough to tell Elena, “So what if we do?”

Elena scooted herself forward, generous with the pleasure she could dish out. I moved the camera around to face them from the side. My wife's muffled screams and the smacking of lips told me they were trying to swap tongues. And once I checked the video later, hot damn were they going at each other.

I pulled Gina's hair even harder. Her head arched back, forcing Elena to rise up to her knees to keep the session going. Steeling myself for what would be a test of will and endurance, I took a deep breath. Then I fell into that forceful, steady rhythm you find yourself in during particularly brutal sex.

Hard jolts of my body punched forward, keeping the same power until she got louder. A quick drive with everything I had ramped Gina up even further. It kept her at that volume as I got back to the standard rough-fucking motion. I pointed the camera down. Her ass compressing with every slam complemented the screams she tried forcing through Elena.

She's about to fucking crack in half. As the washing machine started slowing down, Gina kept shaking. I tapped Elena on the shoulder and nodded when she looked around Gina's head.

With an arm wrapped below Gina's breasts, I stepped away from the machine until my back was against the wall. Still inside her, my cock felt it was in the coils of an anaconda. The tremors and the tightness of her thighs had me locked tight, unable to pull out even if I'd wanted to.

Elena helped me keep her upright, spanking at Gina's clit to force a hard shriek out of her. My wife's legs twisted and crossed beneath her. The heat transferring into my skin made it feel like I was being cooked alive. I shot the camcorder past Gina's shoulder to catch Elena's fruitful attempt at torture.

“Fuck!” Gina's head twisted left and right. After a dozen or so smacks down there, her body wasn't under her control anymore.

I fought to keep hold of her and my cock inside. I finally had to slide down the wall until my ass was on the laundry room floor. Gina leaned against me, a wreck of herself. “That's the hardest I've ever seen you come.”

She panted and tried to spit some words out, failing hard.

“Catch your breath.” I leaned in closer and whispered. “Now you get to pay her back for that.”

Gina huffed out what I took as laughter, but she still didn't make a damn bit of sense.

I scooted her forward and stood back up. The camera centered on the crumpled pile of my wife in the floor. She took the hand I offered her, getting up on legs that I thought would give out without me to lean on.

Now that I had both of them standing, I knew what had to happen next. “Three rooms down, four more to go.”

Elena made the decision for me. Stepping the few paces she needed, opened my office door and walked inside.

Gina was finally able to speak. “She gushes about the fun you two have in there when I'm at work.” Her words didn't carry the jealousy I expected them to.

“It makes my work go easier, until it doesn't.” Having someone to act out the sex scenes you write makes for great descriptions, though. We followed Elena through the door.

As soon as Gina was in arm's reach of her, Elena grabbed her by the upper arm. She forced my wife against the wood paneling, painted the same neutral gray as every other room in the house. Their mouths met as hands went between thighs.

I liked the direction they were going for, but I couldn't film the back of Elena's head and keep the viewers hooked. I grabbed Elena's shoulder with my free hand. I forced her to turn around, leaving Gina's back against the wall. “Why don't you let my wife help with that fetish you've got?”

Elena smiled at the lens as she backed into Gina. “You think she's figure it ou—” Gina's right arm wrapped around her neck in a choke hold. She locked in with her left hand around her wrist.

“You better get to fucking her before she passes out.”

The hold wasn't tight enough for that to be an issue, but the turned-on panic in her eyes let me know breathing wasn't easy. My wife stood several inches higher than Elena to begin with, so it was clear who was in control. As I positioned myself to invade her most personal space, the flush in her cheeks spread through her face.

Her pussy lips were slick as oil, primed and ready for what I teased from top to bottom. I kept the frame on her face, jerking myself up hard, the moment of penetration clear without showing it.

My free hand open for business again, I gave Elena a few light taps on the cheek. I ramped them up until I felt like I was risking an honest slap. There's a line between dominant play and abuse, and that blurry border wasn't my territory. A hard strike on the ass is great, but the same one on the face is battery.

I took my time with her, guiding myself in and out completely a few times. Elena's breasts lifted with every hard-fought breath. It was exactly the kind of slow rise in torture that she seemed to love the most.

“Alright, let her catch her breath.” No sooner than I'd gotten the words out, I felt her legs wrap around my ass. Between Elena's hold on me and Gina's hold on her, all I had to take care of was the fucking and the filming.

“Fuck me like you paid for it.” I'd never had to pay for it, but I got what she was trying to put across.

I gave Elena a quick swat across the cheek. My head nodded for Gina to tighten the hold again. I slammed myself into that bratty blonde like I was trying to rearrange her organs. Her mouth shot open, letting me hook my thumb against the inside of her cheek.

Her breath burned against my hand and wrist. I felt it slowing as Gina squeezed harder. Struggling to whimper, Elena's tongue played with my thumb to let me know I was doing something right.

Getting exactly what she wanted, Elena's arms joined her legs in wrapping around me. I kept the camera trained on her face. It was a permanent record of the drift into a world of approaching orgasm and oxygen deprivation.

Gina leaned her head over again. “You feel that? She comes quick like this.”

It was far faster than I thought possible, but I'd never gotten into breath-play myself. What did I know about it? I did know that I had to take the emerging climax as a good thing and try to break the wall with her.

Elena's face started turning that hypoxic shade of purple. If I didn't give her everything I had, she wouldn't come. It'd be lights out for her and nothing else.

Her mouth opened for a scream that couldn't make it past her throat. The coursing tension inside her cunt shifted into hard seizes. Her walls became something to fight against on the way out, but giving way as I pushed deep.

I pulled at Gina's arm as a stilled myself. “That's it, she's cooked.”

Her head slumped forward as her chest rose for the first time in too long. I thought she had blacked out. Every part of her pussy twitched, feeling like it had taken on a life of its own.

It was hoarse, but Elena managed to rip out a lingering scream. Her head drifted back until she was staring at the ceiling.

Is that it? She came far harder than that every other time.

How wrong I was. Elena shuddered as I started pulling out of her. The vast majority of her climax was waiting for anything to pull its hair trigger. When the brain's short of oxygen, weird shit starts to happen, fast.

The only thing scarier than seeing her on the verge of passing out was how fucking hard she came. You couldn't have pried Elena off of me with the jaws of life. I walked her over to the edge of the desk and held her steady, my cock still buried almost all the way inside her.

Somehow, I wasn't coming myself. Her pussy was doing everything it could to tempt me into it. I'm sure a few more seconds of thrusting would have had us in a pregnancy scare.

“Fff...” She couldn't stop. “Fu...” As much as I wanted to aim the camera down to catch the abdominal contractions, her face was too much right then. “Fuck!”

When her eyes opened again, the look in them made it feel like we were having a moment of understanding. I don't know if it was her powers reaching out to me or what, but I knew that this was the place in the pecking order she wanted.

Not submissive to the point of being a human whipping post, mind you. But willing to take the level of punishment I was willing to let happen under my roof. She took it like a pro.

“You had me scared to death for a minute.” I gave her a light pat on the cheek this time. “What was it like?”

She struggled to catch enough breath to talk. Her voice raw and ragged, she blurted out, “That was the most amazing feeling I've ever had.” And I'd forced her into some spine-twisting climaxes.

I knew she wasn't the classic dumber-than-a-bag-of-hammers bimbo to the letter. Killing enough brain cells would get her there at some point. “We'll save that for special occasions. I don't want you walking into closed doors and shit all the time.” Her welfare was my responsibility.

“You know, I didn't even know I liked it until I met you two.” The camera was catching it, so I was on pins and needles over her slipping how she'd arrived. “Who knew I liked something more than getting edged?”

Gina backed against the desk, right beside Elena. “We've still got, what, three more rooms?”

Jesus Christ. This'd be an awful time to remind them that we've got a basement as well. “You two hit the showers. I need some maintenance.”

Elena protested, “But we wouldn't be letting you do things to us in every room if you're not there.”

Penis-in-vagina shower sex isn't something to write home about. If you've ever tried it, you know what I mean. There's not enough lube in the world to make it anywhere close pleasant. “I'll catch up before you two finish in there.”


I gulped my second helping of water from the biggest glass we had. My nuts were already starting to ache and swell. Fuck, blue balls already?

The sound of the shower running perked my ears up. I couldn't risk frying the camcorder I'd left sitting on the vanity to keep the show going. I had to come up with some kind of idea. I stood in the middle of the kitchen's hardwood floor, nude and with empty glass in hand. I weighed my options.

It still had to be from my point of view, but I couldn't stand under the showerhead. A little water on the tile floor wouldn't hurt anything, but I had no idea what those two were already up to. The first giggle and moan leaking through the wall revived my declining erection.

Fuck it, go with whatever they're up for, so long as the camera doesn't get wet. One difference between video smut and written smut, is that with film, you go with what happens. It's not like folks on streaming porn sites look for plot and character development.

Walking into the arm of the kitchen we called a hallway, I looked inside the open door. The shower curtain bunched up on one side, they weren't hiding anything from the camcorder. Gina had backed herself into the corner, Elena three fingers knuckles deep inside her. Water droplets bounced off their skin and soaked their hair.

Elena brought her other hand into play, rubbing at Gina's clit like she was trying to buff it out. Judging by the way my wife bent forward, it was having its intended effect on her.

Do I even need to jump in there? They were doing plenty fine on their own. A hard pulse in my dick argued otherwise.

I picked the camcorder up by the strap and stepped to the edge of the tub. I stopped when I felt water hit the right side of my face. With the camera on my left shoulder, it had ample protection. Plus, leaving it in the room for a while combined with an open door guaranteed the lens wouldn't fog up. I'd shot enough events to know how going from dry, cool air into warm, humid conditions can make everything a blur.

Elena noticed me and stopped what she was doing to my wife. She gave Gina a light tap on a thigh and said, “You were so close, too.”

And here I was thinking she wanted to be a full-blown sub. Elena could dish it as well as she could take it. I should have that remembered from all those words I'd written about her. I watched her lock lips with Gina before she broke away from her.

I pointed to my wife. “It's your turn to be in the middle again.”

Gina's face lit up, eyebrows raising in a flash and then crawling back down. The grin she flashed could have thawed every single acre of Antarctica. Without pausing to think about it, she stepped in front of me and bent at the hips.

Elena set right to work on her, dropping to her knees and sliding her fingers back inside Gina. “If we're taking turns, that means she gets the prize.” The hint of a frown as she said it left me excited for that damn Depo shot to finally take hold.

I held the base of my dick between my thumb, index, and middle fingers. Gina knew exactly what to do, spit-roasting herself between my shaft and Elena's digits. The buzz of her vocal chords made it feel like she was straddling that fucking washing machine again.

The whimpering coming from her stuffed mouth had me back in the mix like I hadn't taken that breather. Leaving herself this vulnerable wasn't out of character for Gina before her change. The pure enthusiasm she had in it did more for me than getting blown as I'm eating lobster, flan, and a rare filet. All while watching a legendary main event in the front row at Wrestlemania as a lit cigar hangs off my lip. Even a guy in my position can dream of something better, can't he?

Elena looked up at me, cocking her head like this was pure playtime. “How hard can she come without setting you off?”

Fuck it. “Go apeshit on her.”

The mock salute from her free hand bounced off of Elena's forehead as her eyebrows shot up. “If you come early, don't blame me.”

The only response I could muster was a nod and a wink. My wife trying to suck me in like a black hole as she approached another climax pressed all the right buttons. Even if it fucked up the video, this was too damn good.

“Easy!” Far more professional than I expected, Elena eased off of her finger dance inside Gina. “Don't fuck up my next turn.” The hard slap against that glorious rump was even louder with the film of water.

Good lord, they're fucking trying to finish me off early. I had to wonder if making me blow out during the next round was Elena's real goal. “The wait's fucking killing you, ain't it?”

She put her arm into it, driving Gina wild until she was screaming against my cock. “How did you know?”

You little, fucking whore. “If that's how it is, I won't come inside you far a few more weeks to play it safe.”

Her jaw dropped like I'd claimed her mother fucks dogs as a hobby. “Hold the hell up!”

I shrugged my shoulders as my wife's mouth buzzed around my dick. “Hey, I'm not a fuckin' moron. I know what you want.”

“Fuck you!” Elena dug her fingers inside Gina even harder. “Do you think I'm that dumb?”

“Dumb?” I put my hands on the back of Gina's head, encouraging her to keep going at it. “No, you're not an idiot, but you know exactly what you want.”

“I'm next, and I'll kiss your ass if I don't make you cream the hell out of me.”

It was a dare I wasn't sure I should have taken. The girl could work miracles on a dick, and she knew it. For fuck's sake, it was her defining character trait, after all. “Try me.”

I wanted to, but I knew better. That secondary brain in the tip of my cock took over, no matter how hard I fought against it. “Alright! Do your fuckin' worst.”

That smug grin should have scared the hell out of me. “Dumbass.”

Pumped up on sex drive and bravado, I pushed her boundaries. “Slut.”

She stood up and gave Gina a slight breather. The open palm cracking across my face should have shocked me out of it, but it didn't. “You fucking know better than that.”

In fact, I did, but she was begging for the abuse. I realized I was still deep-throating my wife. “Ya'll are trying to fuck this perfect life I've got right the hell up, aren't ya?”

Elena smiled to herself and nodded, driving my wife insane again as she stooped back down. With a bit more intent, she had Gina mewling against my cock. Her tongue tried to flatten it against the roof of her mouth.

“Oh, she's about to come. Like, hard.”

For a few seconds, I thought I was about to as well. My fingers pressed against Gina's scalp, keeping myself planted at the back of her throat. When her jaw started to quiver and Elena took on the determined look of a sharpshooter, I knew it was my wife's time.

Gina started losing her fucking mind, her lips buzzing around me. With a hard schlik, I knew Elena had given her release. Gina dropped to her knees, backing up until I was out of her mouth. Now able to, she belted out a jagged scream as her thighs clamped together.

Elena was there to keep her from falling sideways, both of them soaked to the bone, in more than one way. “If he wins our bet, you'll get to do that again.”

“Oh fuck!” Gina tried to steady herself on shaky hands against the edge of the tub. “I'm still fucking coming!”

Cooing like she was cradling an infant, Elena leaned into my wife's ear. Speaking loud enough so I could hear her over the hot, fake rain, she uttered, “You know you want him to, don't you?”

Gina looked up at me, her eyes unsteady as she tried to keep them from rolling back.

I knew exactly what Elena was doing. “Will you stop manipulating the fuck out of my wife?”

Elena looked up and let go of Gina, now in enough control of herself to sit upright. “But you know you want to.”

I grabbed Elena by the arm and pulled her out of the running shower. The little bitch needed a reminder of her place. This wasn't the kind of scene I expected to record. I had my mind occupied with more important matters.

Backing her against the door, I put a stiff finger between her breasts. “Listen the fuck up. This isn't your decision to go meddling around in.”

“It doesn't always have to be a decision, does it?” She cocked her head and smirked. “Sometimes accidents happen.”

Oh my fucking god, this little whore. I jabbed the finger into her sternum even harder. “You're not having my first kid, I hate to tell you.”

“It takes two to tango, and keeping yourself under control is your job, not mine.”

Then why are you doing everything you can to make it harder for me? I snatched her by the upper arm again and pulled her away from the door. As I let go and turned the handle, I ordered, “Your room, now.”

As I marched her into the hallway, Elena shrugged and quipped, “It's your fault I'm like this.”

I looked back at Gina, who was already up and following us. The sadistic look in her eyes directed the nature of the scene before I even conjured up the concept. “If she doesn't end up begging you to stop, that's your own failure.”

I wasn't making it to the kitchen. That much felt guaranteed.

Gina leaned against the shoulder I was holding the camcorder on. “Even if you fuck up, I won't be mad.”

Realizing the shotgun mic picked it up with so much volume shocked me back into remembering. This is all going online. I put my lips against her ear and whispered, “You know, our health insurance only covers the two of us.”

Gina's eyes bolted open at the realization, as did mine. It drove home the point that Elena could cost far more than we'd already blown on her. Coming inside Elena wasn't an option, on personal or financial grounds. It's not like I'd have gotten paid ten grand like Grant would have for it.

Elena was already sitting on the edge of her bed. Her legs crossed and she planted her hands in the middle of the mattress behind her. “So, what's it gonna be?” She shot forward and smiled with all her teeth showing. “Oh wait. You might set yourself off early and not have any choice in the matter.”

I looked at Gina and pointed at the other side of the bed. “You hold her wrists. I can take care of the rest.” And with one hand, not tied behind my back mind you, but still out of service holding the camcorder.

Gina got right to it, spreading our blonde housemate over the width of the mattress like a fucking buffet. “You can come in her if you want, but my mom'll never shut up until you give her a grandchild of her own.”

My mother-in-law had been nagging me to death to do exactly that for the past few years. At a few points, I'd wanted to stand up in the middle of Thanksgiving dinner and shout, 'Alright, I fucking get it! Do I need to raw-dog your daughter right in front of everyone to shut you the hell up?'

An overwhelming drive to fuck Elena hard enough to break the bed frame came over me. Call it spreading your seed, casting your wild oats, or whatever farming analogy you use. The thoughts came straight from the brain stem. I'd gone back to that animal moment when our ancestors decided to leave the safety of the treetops behind.

“Fuck it.” My chest puffed up and my shoulders straightened. I realized how lucky I was. My bomb-ass specimen of a wife held down a blonde several years too young for a guy my age. I decided to accept the situation for exactly what it was.

Elena wasn't fighting Gina's grip at all. Something about the look on her face dared me to accept what my gut was screaming at me. Listening to that voice was exactly what made her what she was.

I fell forward, catching myself with my one free hand before I crashed into her. The silk of her thighs wrapped around my waist. Her feet pushed the small of my back down until my dick was at the precipice. Without even debating it, I rammed myself inside her in one fluid stroke.

Whether it was the blue of her eyes or her power over the mind, I knew she was thinking, 'Now you get it.' Her lips drifted open as I drew back and slammed into her body again.

I buried my face in her neck while holding the camcorder up, plunging yet again, trying to crack her in half like a geode. The fact that she didn't react felt like a mortal insult. I pushed myself back up, wrapping an arm around her back.

Elena stared back at me, satisfied at what she'd driven me to. “You're still holding back.”

God-fucking-dammit. I knew I'd last a minute or two, at the absolute most, if I put everything I had into it.

Her voice came out again. “Whatever's gonna happen is gonna happen. Go with it.”

I knew it was her version of me saying, 'Don't worry about it.' So long as she got herself off, all was well with the world in Elena's eyes. It put how she'd come to accept her place in this world into almost too much context.

Making sure the lens aimed right at her face, I breathed deep. I knew I was preparing for what could have been a mistake. I pulled my arm out from under her back and wrapped my fingers around her throat.

The look in her eyes changed completely as the corners of her mouth rose. “You know what I want. Good boy.”

I tried balling my hand into a fist, cutting her air off like a garote. The feeling of her cunt gripping against my cock drove me into feeling even more of it. I ripped harder and faster the more of the sensation I got.

Elena's jaw quivered as she tried screaming. Her head drove back against the mattress to give more access to her neck. Her arms tensed up, trying to reach down to break my grip. Gina wasn't letting go of her.

Fucking wreck her. Our bodies popped against each other until Elena's mouth was wide open for a cry that couldn't come. I wanted her to know she'd fucked up.

I reamed her hard enough to make it hurt the next day. My entire world shrank until the parts of my body in contact with hers was all I could stay aware of. My dick obliterating her cunt, my hand constricting around her windpipe... It all blurred into even more motivation to make her regret driving me to that point.

“Jesus, you're killing her.” Gina shocked me back to reality, letting go of Elena's wrists and backing away. The horrified look on her face made me let go of Elena's throat.

The instant I released her, Elena's hands grasped around my forearm. She planted my hand exactly where it had been. Before I could squeeze again, she sputtered and then pleaded, “More!”

Did she want to get to the edge of orgasm, or the edge of death? Her face was still red as I clamped back down, pounding away inside her like a jackhammer. One thing was certain: The girl adored a solid hate-fucking.

Her hands squeezed against my wrist, pulling my grip even tighter against her neck. As her face shifted to a shade of violet, I knew it was time to fuck her up in the hardest way possible.

Jerking back until I was free of her pussy, I let go of her throat and pushed myself up until I was standing. One hard slap at her cunt made her entire body draw into a knot.

She drew in a hard breath, the following scream threatening to shatter the window behind Gina. Elena's face transitioned from purple to red, staying the same hue as she convulsed in the middle of her bed.

I wasn't satisfied, though. “Get your ass up, we've still got another room.”

This video was turning into something I'd pay good money to watch, myself. And when you do what I do for a living, your tastes gravitate toward the extreme side of things. Whether it was because I'd become desensitized or jaded, it didn't matter. All I knew was, she still had a job to do.

I stormed across the bed and snatched Gina's arm at the crook of her elbow. “Come on, let's shut your mom up.”

The fear in her eyes faded. “You know I'm still on birth control, right?”

“Then stop taking it.”

Gina tucked her bottom lip under her teeth and then said, “I don't know how she warped your mind, but I like it anyway.” The alarm on Gina's biological clock was going off like air raid sirens.

I didn't feel manipulated, mentally, at least. Something in me had snapped, and it was all Elena's doing. Meanwhile, she still didn't have her own brains back. She was still shaking and whimpering dead-center on the bed.

Wrapping my arm around the small of my wife's back, I started guiding her to the kitchen. I led her until her ass was against the counters, bending my neck down until my mouth against her neck. For the first time, I felt that undeniable urge. Fucking breed her.

Even with a hormonal ring stopping the entire process in its tracks, our bodies weren't all that up for logic. Gina hopped up, her ass on the countertop. She lifted my chin with a couple of fingers until we were Frenching it up like drunken coeds.

Stopping the round of tonsil hockey like a buzzer, Elena's voice made us freeze as we were. “If it ends up being a girl, name her after me, would you?”

More than a feeling, yet another thing snapped inside my skull like an overdrawn rubber band. I forced Gina's legs apart with the one hand I had free. I thanked the fucking gods or whatever was up there that I'd married a former cheerleader.

The heels of both feet rested on the edge of the countertop. Her slit at the perfect level for grinding my dick around until it had enough. I stabbed right in.

Gina gasped like she was trying to steal all the oxygen from the room in one gulp. My first toss forward bunched her shoulders together. The second had her begging, “Just fuck me until you come!”

Wild as we'd gotten in the past, nothing prior could have compared to the pure drive we had at that point. The walls of her cunt gripped like soft tires on hot asphalt. The slight opening in the deepest part of her inviting me to give the gift of life to our first child. Her head bobbed up and down, nodding her consent.

Elena hopped her ass up on the counter, sliding her way behind my wife. As she held on to both of Gina's thighs, she made sure to spread the legs even wider.

The tip of my cock was pounding against Gina's deepest reaches, driving the point home for both of us.  This wasn't just a husband and wife fucking, and beyond that, it wasn't making love either. Despite the birth control, we were trying our damnedest to spark a new life against all the odds.

Gina draped both arms around my neck, forcing me to point the camcorder down at her pussy. I looked down at it myself, marveling at the scenery. The lips hugged against my shaft as it drew back, and then collapsed in on themselves as I shot forward.

Calm and sultry, Elena cheered us on. “Now this is how you make a baby.”

Thrusting away hard enough for my nuts to slap against the drawers, I had Gina yelling for me to fuck her even harder. It made that first romp with her new body seem like lazy practice, and she'd made me come within a minute of riding my dick.

Muscles tightened as I closed my eyes. I chucked myself as deep as I could inside her, knowing what was about to happen.

A hint of fingernail grazed across the top of my cock. Gina stiffened like a board as I kept myself planted inside her cunt. That first contraction of her climax was all it fucking took.

Fighting to keep the camera steady, I pushed it against the center of my chest. It felt like my very life force was coursing out of me as I shot a load that could have set a distance record. I leaned my shoulders back and pushed my hips forward. I coveted that fraction of an inch it pushed me deeper inside that willing cunt.

Gina's toned thighs quaked against the countertop as I opened my eyes again. Her feet curled like she was trying to reach something an inch out of range of her toes.

I felt hours of energy course out of me with each knee-buckling pulse of cum. For a few wonderful seconds, I forgot that this was a practice run for when Gina was actually fertile. I couldn't have driven my dick deep enough as I tried doing a Kegel to force one last spurt out.

My eyes slammed shut again as I felt the warm, slick sensation spread toward her entrance. We'd roleplayed this exact scenario a few times, but when you both lose your minds and believe it for a moment? Holy shit, it's something else.

Gina's hand patted against my cheek. I pointed the camera back at her smiling face. “If you thought that was fun, wait until we try doing that for real.”

It almost made me come again. “Are we sure we actually want a kid?”

Gina shrugged and flicked her head back toward Elena. “It might not be up to us.”

Elena smirked and dipped a finger in her mouth. The giggle she let out forced one final shot of cum out of me. Then she wrapped her arms around Gina's neck and rested her head to the right of Gina's. “I could act like that all the time and make you two have more kids than a pack of fundamentalist Mormons.”

“No.” I shook my head and pulled out of my wife. I made sure I caught the pearly drip stretching out of her and then dropping onto the floor. “Well, dear viewer, if you made it this far, you're no doubt wondering how I ended up this lucky. Long fucking story.”

I panned the camcorder back and caught their smiling faces, side by side. Gina and Elena realized what that meant, grinning even harder. They met their lips as I hit the record button to end the video.

Sitting the camcorder down on the stove top, I couldn't help boasting, “That went well.”

Elena whispered something in Gina's ear, an open hand covering her mouth.

Gina chuckled and look at me in a way I couldn't trust. She scooted herself off of the counter and took a few steps toward me. “You know what? There's time for another round before I have to turn in.”

I won't survive it. As much as it hurt to do so, I had to put an open hand between Gina and myself. “Shit, you two damn near killed me already.”

She twisted her body until she had her left shoulder facing me. “Well, if that's the case, why don't you help me relax after work tomorrow?”

A few days prior, the idea of sex after one of her nursing shifts would have been a damn good joke. “You're shitting me.”

Gina turned right the fuck around as Elena slid off the countertop. With a hard slap between the legs, my wife put one finger in Elena's face. “No sex tomorrow until I get home.” Queen Kong had emerged.


After about thirty minutes of recovery later, I stepped into the barn. My finger flicked on the fluorescent tubes hanging from the rafters. I had some old can fixtures that could pull fill light duty. But I had to jury-rig an adapter to mount them on a standard tripod screw.

The couple of benches in the barn were identical to a table I'd slaved over before. Tinkering with parts out of my junk box, that fact made me think back to that one stint I'd taken in a factory. After Riozon changed their royalty structure in 2015, I had to slave away for a paycheck once again. It was one of those joints that was always hiring. And as always, there was a reason for the high turnover rate.

No joke, that was the one point in my life that I'd thought about offing myself. I had achieved my dream life, but then poof! One corporate decision had me busting my ass for still not enough to get by.

I got over it by walking the fuck out the next day, knowing it was for my own sake, but that was a pretty dark period in my life. My wife had seen some fucked up shit as an ER nurse. But nothing would have prepared her for stumbling upon me, assuming I'd have gone through with it. Even thinking about it that long started drawing me back into the darkness.

What the fuck do I have to be mopey about again? I had it not just made, but with-a-fucking-capital-'M'-Made. And life's not even as good as it's gonna get before this is all over.

The little bundle of random metal bits I'd cobbled together held to the can light's bracket. Whether it'd keep everything steady on top of the tripod was still an open question. “I guess it'll either work, or I'll bust a junk light I never thought I'd use again.” There were far worse things to risk.

I turned the lights off and shut the door behind me. I cleared the first steps in the total darkness between myself and the backdoor. Something didn't feel right. I turned back and checked the door to make sure I had closed it, thinking that was the problem.

An empty pit collapsed in my stomach at the halfway point, and then the skin over my spine tried to crawl off of my body. I know this feeling. A few more steps confirmed it. I feel like... prey.

I shook my head and forced myself to keep moving forward. My pace slowed as I turned around, walking backwards. I knew from my time in the woods, you never turn tail and run when you get that shock to your system.

There's no way we've got those fuckin' things here. I scanned in every direction, but didn't see anything out of the ordinary. Hell, I couldn't see anything at all beyond a few feet ahead. And they sure as hell wouldn't be out in the open like this.

I wished I'd turned the floodlights on, or at least brought my phone to use as a flashlight. The only defense I had was gripping the shitty bunch of steel I'd slapped together and making a fist around it. When I felt the give of vinyl siding against my back, I almost punched the wall out of shock.

Fucking hell. I'd made it, but there was no denying the feeling I'd only had once before in my life. I'll check for tracks or something tomorrow. There's not a damn thing I'm willing to do out here at night right now.

I stopped and listened one last time, expecting to hear the same even footsteps of something up on two legs. The running creek not thirty feet away drowned out any chance. At the very least, I made sure I locked the doors and windows that night. I put my .357 revolver within arm's reach of my office chair instead of its usual hiding spot.


Finally armed and calmed down, I sat at my desk and placed Hayley's figure on top. I knew I wouldn't finish the whole project that night. The concentration the ritual needed would take my mind off whatever was out there.

I heard a single tap against my door. My first instinct was to reach for the hand-cannon to my left, but I knew it was one of those two. “What is it?”

Elena stepped in, her eyes shifting right to the chrome revolver. “What the hell's got you spooked?”

“Is it that obvious?”

“You look like you've been drained of blood, so yeah.” She walked around, stopping at the last corner of the desk. “Was it that 'thing' again?”

I don't know. “No, just a weird feeling I had. You know how that goes.”

She leaned in to my right ear, softening her voice. “No, I don't.” She hesitated before adding, “But it's the only thing that scares you, so far as I know.” She took a few steps closer and planted a hand on my right shoulder. “Something made you pull that thing out.”

I was about to respond when I felt her put one finger over my lips and shoved her face right in mine.

“If you say 'Don't worry about it' one more fucking time...”

She didn't have to use her powers to know what was about to come out of my mouth. As soon as her finger was off of me, I said, “Well, either way, it's nothing. What'd you come in here for?”

“Gina's worried about going back to work in the morning. Is there anything we can do to help her out?”

“We'll follow her to work tomorrow. You stay by her side, and convince whoever needs convincing that Gina's still the same person.” It's not like she looked that different, but her changes were the kinds that took years, not days. “The floor manager, the doctors, and the other nurses she works with. Piece of cake for you, right?”

Elena nodded. “I wondered when you'd put my powers to good use.” She grinned like a fool. “I could have made that Frank creep think he'd fucked me, and got you that two grand.”

As much as I owed the guy, Frank was a scumbag. “Don't dress too modest tomorrow. You know exactly what we're gonna do after we un-fuck Gina's career.”

She let out a quick snicker. “After he grabbed my ass like that without asking, I won't feel bad about it. Not in the slightest. I'm surprised you're up for it, though.”

As much as I liked Frank, I knew what he was. If he had the chance to pull the same scam on me, he would have in a heartbeat. “Honor among thieves is a fucking myth, and I'd rather make that goosing cost him.”

I pulled out my phone and started tapping out the text to Frank, telling him about the 'good news.' He'd head to his shed sometime in the dawn hours and check his messages. “This puts new meaning into 'fucking him out of his money.'”

“What's my cut?”

I hated not letting Elena claim it all. Still, the household funds were as bare as I'd had her and my wife an hour prior. “You get it all except for one fourth. I don't want to eat unseasoned ramen and hot dog slices in ketchup, and try to pass it off as spaghetti ever again.”

True story from my time in college. My roommate was not pleased that I'd made that ghetto-assed substitute. But we were that fucking broke. The tears you cry into the bowl while eating it are excellent seasoning, by the way.

“You've got a deal.” She brightened up at the idea of having actual spending money of her own. “After I get the money, I'm borrowing your truck for a few hours.”

“Whoa. Hold the fuck up. You've got a driver's license now, but do you actually know how to drive?” I'd never written or saw her driving, so it was a fair question.

“Of course I do. It's not like I lived in the middle of the city, growing up.”

I thought about handing her the key to my old junker truck behind the barn. I'd almost driven the motor out of the mattress on wheels I called a Ford Ranger. I'd dubbed it 'The Red Menace,' because every other fucking Ranger on the road goes by 'The Danger Ranger.'

But expecting her to know how to drive a stick-shift was a fool's hope. Plus the damn thing started only whenever the hell it felt like it. “You've got two hours with my keys tomorrow. If you fuck up and get into a wreck, the added insurance payment's coming right out of your ass.”

Elena couldn't stop grinning. I knew pussy and gasoline were a dangerous combination. I only knew that equation from the side of a teenaged hard-dick. Of course with a muscle car and a girlfriend who'd drop her panties like a bomb.

What Elena came back home with the next day, though, made me damn glad I didn't have a daughter her age of my own to worry about.


BIMBO ACADEMY IV

IMPROVING ON PERFECTION




I could tell by the size of the breast cupped in my hand, it wasn't Anya pushing her ass into my crotch. “You're friendly this morning.”

Lara ignored me, intent on oversleeping like she always did. Other than that, she was adapting well to life at the academy. But even as my intern, Anya was the one she followed around like a lost kitten. That is, unless I was the only other person in bed.

The light was too bright this early. I poked my head up and saw Anya draped in a sheer, smokey nightgown, her figure almost black against the white light. She had her arms crossed and her eyes staring at the outside world.

“What's got into you?”

I thought she was ignoring me too, until she said without moving, “It is snowing.”

“Really?” Hardly ever leaving the grounds, I stopped paying attention to weather forecasts.

“I hate it.”

But you hate everything. Of all things, you'd think a Russian would love snow because it reminds them of home. “Why am I not surprised?” But of all things they hate, home is the worst to them.

“Have I told you why I never want to return?”

She had told me small reasons to never set foot over there daily, but never much about her past. I wondered if she even remembered much. “Not exactly.”

“And I never will. Even what I can remember, I do not like.” I knew the snow had to remind her of something. She started talking again, too quiet to make out.

I let her carry on, focusing on getting Lara off her ass. “Come on, up.” I could have used copper magic to get her up instantly, and even fix an early-rising habit into her, but overusing my family's powers has consequences for the student. “You've slept enough.”

Lara shot her elbow back, square on one of my floating ribs.

You little bitch. I slung the covers off her and got my own feet on the floor. I had my hand reared back for a print-leaving slap to her ass when I stopped. Anya wasn't talking to herself. She was singing something like a nursery rhyme, the rhythm vaguely familiar.

Vot oos pala noch toomaya,

Zdyot oodaliye molodets...

Choo, eedyot. Preeshla zelannaya,

Prodayot tovar koopech.

I gave up on Lara, knowing I had to ask one of my grandparents what the singing was about. Anya would never tell me herself. Just the fact that she was singing for the first time meant I was in over my head on this one.


I knew where to find Natalia, but I didn't know if she would have the answers I needed. As stepped into my grandparents' more complete living quarters, she was right there on the divan, laid out reading like she always was when I visited. “I've got something to ask you.”

She slid a red strip of ribbon between the pages and closed it. Sitting up, she said, “Of course. Something troubles you?”

I did my best to describe what I'd heard, in the rudimentary Russian I'd picked up so far. “Anya was singing something about a foggy night, a man waiting, and something about selling goods.”

“Your dear Anya? Singing?” It got Natalia to sit upright. “I can not imagine it.”

“And she was staring at the snow falling outside, hinting about why she doesn't miss home.”

“Has she still not told you why?”

I shook my head. “As little as the day we met, so far.”

“Sit beside me, Alexei.” My grandmother patted next to herself. I was simply glad she was dressed modestly, as she tended to in the mornings. “It is not because she does not trust you.”

“Then why won't she open up about it?” I took the seat, resting my elbows on my knees, my jaw in my hands. “I mean, I don't even know what part of Russia she's from.”

Natalia leaned forward and stared right at me. “I am sure you have never heard of Severodvinsk. It was called Molotovsk when your dedushka and I were children.”

Another one of those cities that changed its name? “I have no idea where it is.”

“It is a port city not far from Finland, a major shipyard is there.”

That told me next to nothing. “Maybe I can take her there someday.”

“You would not get in, as an American. It is restricted to foreigners because of the submarine base.” Natalia brushed her shoulder against mine. “And she would not go.”

Now we were getting somewhere. “Why not?”

“Alexei,” she almost sounded sad, “would you think less of Anya for her past?”

“I can't if I don't know anything about it,” something big was about to drop, “but she's a different person now, I'm assuming.”

“What I am about to tell you,” she grabbed my arm, “you can never repeat to Anya. Do you understand?”

It's that bad? “I'm sure she'd have me neutered for going behind her back like this, so I know better.”

Natalia suddenly got up, pacing just feet in front of me. “You should come with me. You have not seen this place, but it is time to show you.”


We entered a wing of the academy I rarely visited other than to file some papers. Lara was already more familiar with it than I was, getting sent to put some document away when I wanted her off my back. I wouldn’t describe the place as dark or dingy, but it definitely felt empty all the time.

Natalia ushered me into the main filing room and locked the door behind us, a massive place full of storage cabinets holding decades worth of records. The thought of moving everything to digital records gave me heart palpitations, but we'd have to break down and do it at some point. Yet even when I looked for where Anya's records should be, I never found a thing.

She tapped on top left of what seemed to be one of the random, gigantic cabinets that needed a step-ladder to really look in the top drawer. “Pull this side from the wall, Alexei.”

I gave it a quick tug. Fuck, it's gonna be heavy. As soon as I put my weight into it, hidden rollers did their magic and made it far easier than I expected. Behind the beige behemoth was an open doorway.

“No one is to learn of this place, not even Lara,” she had the same serious look my grandfather gave on the rare occasion he wasn't joking around, “and especially not Anya.”

“What's in here?”

“Records for our special cases.” It was just a tiny fraction of the size of the main filing room. “Even my records are not in here.”

“So what makes a special case, well,” I failed to think of a better way to put it, “so special?”

“Has your dedushka taught you about erasing memories yet?”

“He's mentioned that it can be done, but he told me it would have to wait until it's needed.” And I remembered his warning about it too.

Natalia sighed. “That is good. We do not like to receive such girls.”

“Then why do it?”

It was like stepping closer to our goal was making her more depressed with every inch. “It is not that we do not like the girls. They are always excellent students. It is simply unfortunate that they were in such a situation to begin with.”

I started piecing the broad scene together. “You mean you took them in, because their lives were a mess.”

Natalia balked at the word 'mess.' “These girls are not delinquents, Alexei. Our special cases have been through situations that make me wish there was a hell.”

She wasn't talking about what she wished for our special cases, either. “You mean, they've seen some serious shit in their lives.”

“That is putting it lightly.” My grandmother reached for the cabinet marked 'V-Z.' Pulling out a box surrounded by much smaller folders, it had 'Voronin, Anya' written on the top.

“So that's her maiden name. She wouldn't even tell me that.”

“Because she does not remember it, Alexei.” Natalia sat the box on a table across the aisle. “This will tell you everything about her past,” she looked down and paused, like she was holding back a crying fit, “and it is not a happy one.”

“So why does she have a box, but everyone else has a file?”

“Promise me you will still love her after you see.” Natalia grabbed my hand before I could open the box. “She had no choice in how her past unfolded.”

There wasn't anything so awful that I could imagine it tearing us apart. Spiteful and harsh as she was, Anya had become my obsession, just by being who she was. “Trust me, she's too wonderful.”

She turned to leave. “Then I am glad she has found happiness with you. I will lock the door behind me and I will tell your dedushka that you are too busy to be disturbed.”

“Why didn't he tell me about this?”

“We disagree on whether you should know. Say nothing to anyone.”

She walked out, leaving me alone with the filing box that amounted to Anya's entire past. It was so much more than any other student, but at the same time, there was so little. I pulled the lid off and set it aside.

Her entry papers for the academy were on top. Date of birth, 4/10/1997. Parents, Iosif (deceased) and Sabina Voronin (deceased). Legal guardians, Mikhail and Natalia Smolensky. Date of admission, 8/1/2015. English-fluency, basic.

My grandparents adopted her? This is getting weird already. I set the papers aside, wanting to dig deeper. More boxes, and a tattered stuffed animal with a long snout and a creepily happy expression sat in one corner. Like someone had tried to make a some weird rat/fox creature cute by making it pink and cuddly.

The first smaller box I opened had a few pictures on top. Starting from her first photo after being born, her parents at least looked happy to have such a cute daughter. The obviously tiny apartment didn't look like either of them had much going for them, but Anya was the happiest kid you'd ever seen. Then around the time of her first school picture, her mother disappeared from the later ones. The one thing that replaced her mother was that stuffed animal she hugged tight in so many pictures, and the start of her sadness.

Her father started to look worse for the wear soon after. The apartment became more bare over time, until he disappeared as well, around the time she was probably twelve. Taking his place was a guy who looked right out of central casting for Russian Mobster Number Four. And the further I went, I noticed Anya's eyes became blank, almost like she wished for death.

By the time the scenery had obviously changed to some place you'd want to go on vacation. I gathered from a sign in the background of one image that it was Miami. But even without the depressing scenery of Russia, Anya's eyes around sixteen told the story.

It didn't take much guessing, but close to the bottom, I found a folded note with Natalia's handwriting.

This is to document the reason for our adoption of Anya, who came into our lives as a child. Alexei, if you are reading this, know that I did not intend for her to become your wife or a student at this academy. Mikhail demands it, however.

She lost her mother to pneumonia, and her father was murdered over gambling debts to the man you see with her later. His name is Anatoly Petrov. He is a criminal who sold her body to other men, starting from a young age.

At the time, your dedushka still had business dealings with his associates on a property in Miami. We were introduced to Anya during one of our visits, and she was the most pitiful sight, Alexei. I demanded that Mikhail pay whatever price to buy her freedom and end all ties with these men. They agreed to trade her for our shares in the resort.

Please know that I only reveal her past to you so that you know to leave it buried. I would prefer that you destroy all of this after seeing it. Although I wanted her to live the rest of her life as normal as she can, Mikhail believes that as a victim of sex trafficking, she would be too prone to falling back into that life. I reluctantly agreed, and took Anya as my personal student to give her the one chance at a happy life she would ever have. Please understand, it was the only choice I had.

I flipped the paper over, seeing the closing paragraph.

Alexei, give Anya the best life you can. She did nothing to deserve her past. I received her as a broken, hollow shell of a girl and gave her a new life that is not certain to be happy. Should you prove yourself as the next Headmaster, it is you I have to trust with Anya. Please, do not ruin her only chance.

“Jesus.” It blew the fucked-up fact that legally, Anya was my aunt, out of the water. I almost wished I hadn't learned it all.

I knew I couldn't tell her, but it put too much of her personality into perspective. Suddenly, every one of her quirks that I couldn't stand made perfect sense, at least for someone who knows nothing but her life here. It's exactly why she was held as the absolute template our students should follow.

“She is the perfect graduate, because she was a blank slate when she got here.” As merciful as that was for her, parts of it still turned my stomach. My grandfather's decisions for Anya, while definitely better for her than her old life, had become absolutely revolting.

I rifled through everything else. Pictures of Anya before her official entry as a student showed dramatic improvement, that cold fire in her eyes apparent early on. If I was her age back then, I'd have crushed on her, hard. But then I opened the other, smaller box.

It was full of sheets of notebook paper, every one of them wrinkled like they had been balled up and then flattened back out. As I dug through, the solid Cyrillic began mixing English words. It was like Anya had written down a journal meant for the trash bin, but someone had salvaged them.

The last one was dated the day before I arrived here.

I am to meet my husband tomorrow. If he looks like the Headmaster, I will be sad. As the only student he does not test himself, I want my husband to be young, kind, and handsome. Basically, the opposite of Mikhail.

Natalia assures me that Mikhail has made special arrangements for who I am to marry, but will not tell me who he is. I can not tell if she is excited or sad about this. I hope he is as perfect a husband as I am a wife.

But I am not optimistic. I do not want to leave this academy.

I had to wonder if I was anything like she hoped for. The fact that she was able to stay, and when she said, 'You still ask what I want,' right before she agreed to be my wife made me smile a little. If anything, I knew I had to be more understanding of how rigidly she held to the ideals of this place, to the point the students had nicknamed her 'Iron Cunt Anya.' She was working with what was thrown her way without any say in the matter, and was absolutely thriving.

The only objects I put back in the larger box were the plush toy and the pictures from when her mother was still alive. Even if I had to lie about the rest, should Anya ever ask, I wanted her to have something to remember about when she was happy. Not that Anya really troubled herself with things like that.

I carried the smaller boxes down to the basement of the main hall. The boiler room was guaranteed to have at least one, if not several furnaces going. If I was given ownership of her past, I at least agreed with my grandfather, in that most of it had to be destroyed.

What few shreds I let remain, however, should have burned with the rest of it.


Lara was already in my office, sitting across from my chair. “Where the hell have you been?”

“You're here before I am for once. That'd be a good habit to get into.”

“Yeah, because you're late.” The thing about my intern is, she always has some smart-ass comment. “Anya needs your help with a problem student, like, now.”

“Shit. If it's the same one from last week, she knows I can't dole out punishment like that so soon after the last time.” I collapsed into my swivel chair. It was too much walking to get across this place a couple of times.

“It's a different one, and it's weird.”

“We don't call students 'it.' What's she done?” The disciplinary room was much easier to take care of now that I had Lara to do all the work, but I had an exam to administer late yesterday. “Get to cleaning back there, and I'll bring her back.”

“If you'd teach me how to use these bracelets, I wouldn't have to clean all that up.”

“Are you related to me?” I cocked an eyebrow, letting her know I was at my limit.

“No.” Lara's shoulders dropped. She had to learn some of our secrets, but I knew they'd have to be erased before she left, just like Anya's past. As Lara opened the door, she wrinkled her nose and said, “God, it still smells like sex.”

“Clean it well, and you'll get a surprise tonight.” And by surprise, that usually meant letting Anya go full-throttle in there with her. Sometimes I wondered who fooled around with my wife more.

Lara poked her head around to add, “You offer to help her, and you've got a deal.”

“This isn't a negotiation, Lara.” I stood back up, having sat just long enough to make my legs ache. “Be happy I'm feeling generous today.”


“Do you have any questions?” Anya addressed the class as she straddled the headless, limbless silicon mannequin. I had stood in the doorway and watched Anya demonstrate one of her reverse cowgirl techniques, the one where she swirls her hips around in a way you'd just have to experience to understand. Obviously, this wasn't a first-year class.

One of the girls up front raised her hand, legs split atop her own practice dummy. “Do you thrust your hips any? It almost looked like you did.”

“Very astute, Christina.” Anya broke it down, slowing herself until the waved her ass clockwise from twelve o'clock to six as smooth as her own cheeks, and then whipped the last half of the circle, starting all over again.

I wondered what the fuck her trick was. Sitting in on any of her lessons always left me impressed. Anya had broken sex down into a science, and somehow found a way to turn it back into a totally new art.

She glanced toward the doorway and caught me admiring her work. “I will be back. Practice until I return.” Anya got up, the soaked, erect cock on her dummy bobbing back and forth as she adjusted the black, leather skirt reserved for instructors. As soon as she was close enough to whisper, she said, “You are hard already. Perhaps I can use you to teach this to Lara tonight.”

“Speaking of her, she said you had a student I need to take care of.”

Anya turned back toward her class, every one of them moaning and whimpering on their lesson. “Yes, third row, second from the right.”

I looked toward the right spot and saw a fitly curvaceous redhead I'd been hoping to have a run-in with for a while. By the looks of it, she was enjoying the lesson. Too much, actually.

Anya looked back at me as I kept watching her pupil turn red in the face as she was in the hair. “Do you see the problem?”

“No.” I couldn't tear my eyes away. God damn! She kept giving it more effort, speeding up until she was doing revolutions at twice the pace of anyone else in the class. “She's a sight to behold. Just look at her go.”

“Alexei,” Anya put her hand against the door's frame, pushing all her weight against it, “how can I teach this girl when she can't help working herself into a climax at every opportunity?”

“So she's sensitive. What's wrong with that?” The little redhead was already on the verge, screaming loud enough to drown out the rest of the class. “God Almighty.”

Anya wasn't having any of it. As my wife stomped a heel into the granite floor, she broke down into her barely intelligible level of Russian accent, reserved for when she was at her breaking point. “Ja'yooliya!”

I was still enraptured, my heart almost breaking when she stopped right before climax. “Yes, Headmistress?” Tiny, curvy, redheaded, and enthusiastic as fuck to fuck. I knew, even before coming here, that all four of those traits meant fun. But I'd never had a girl with all of them. Two, at best so far.

Anya stormed over, bending right over the poor girl. “This is a class, not a honeymoon! V'at is v'rong v'ith you?” If I'd have mentioned the bottom of Anya's bare ass showed while she bent that far over, I'd have probably had a dummy or a student thrown at me.

“I'm sorry, ma'am, but it feels so good.” The poor thing looked like she was about to break down in the middle of class, and far from the first time. “I can't help it.”

I watched my wife straighten up slowly and turn my way. She crossed her arms and smirked at me. “The Deputy Headmaster v'ill see you.”

What does she expect me to do? Have the time of my life and say 'A+, good job kid, keep it up'? Fuck! I knew I looked as scared and confused as Julia.

Anya almost bowled over a few students in the front two rows marching right back to me. Every step cracked out like a gunshot. “Alexei, this is serious. I can not pass this girl in this condition!”

I tried to keep quiet enough for the class not to hear us. “Well what the fuck do I do with her?”

“Your job.”

Who the hell are you to tell me what my job is? My neck tensed as I got ready to tear Anya a new asshole, and possibly a new cunt or two, in front of thirty or so students. But then I remembered that being the example of the perfect graduate was the only context her mind worked in. “I don't doubt you know exactly what you're talking about, but this is some new shit for me.”

The toughest woman I'd ever met suddenly eased herself, almost looking nurturing. “Alexei, you will find a way. As the next Headmaster, you have to.”

She was right. “I don't even know where to start with this girl.” Students usually got sent to me for routine progress evaluations or disciplinary measures because they were defiant toward the staff. “You're telling me she should enjoy sex less. That makes no damn sense here.”

Anya put a hand on each of my shoulders, walking me past the door and into the anonymity of the main hall. As soon as my back was against the wall, she actually gave a sincere smile. “You have been a good Headmaster so far. I have faith in you.”

I wanted to spill out what I knew, but this wasn't the time. “Have I been a good husband as well?”

She acted like her heart had stopped beating. “Why do you ask?”

“Because I want to know.”

Anya teared up on the spot. “You are everything I hoped you would be,” one eye let a drop rip down her left cheek, “but why ask this now?”

I couldn't come up with a reason that wasn't the truth, so I let loose with the safest one. “You were singing this morning.”
“What?”

“When you were staring out the window at the snow. What was that song?”

“You know I do not sing, Alexei. That is frivolous here.”

Knowing what I know now, it should have been a warning. “You are the strongest person I know. Never forget that.”

“You are still as kind as you were when we first met. Do you remember?”

For the first time since that day, Anya looked vulnerable. “Yeah, plain as day.”

And that rare, innocent look in her eyes disappeared as abruptly as it arrived. “That kindness will be your downfall. You are too much like Natalia.”

“Maybe you're right.” I looked around her and motioned for the redhead to follow me. “I'll see what I can do with her.”


At least Lara could do what she was told, no matter how much she bitched and griped about it. “There, it's clean just so mess it up all over again.”

The room had lost the aroma. “I'll need your help with this one.” I pointed at Julia, holding her hands in front of her hips in the doorway.

I heard her take a few gentle steps forward. “Is this another exam? I passed the one last year.”

Waving my hand forward and then pointing at the chromed pole in the far corner, I dropped the bad news. “No, this is a corrective measure. You're damn close to getting kicked out.” When they're scared and politely obedient like this, enough of Anya had rubbed off on me that I started to like them like that.

Lara already had the strips of black webbing in her hand. “I can take care of her while you pick the tools.”

“Only strip her to her underwear.” I wanted to take my time with her. “You do the same.”

My intern winked and smirked as she walked past me. “Come on, he only brought you here to save your ass from failing.” I heard a smack behind me. “And what a nice ass. I think he'll like you.”

Lara had picked up on my preferences alright. I dragged myself to what I'd started calling my 'magic motivation table.' We'd even added a few new toys. “Everything's clean enough to eat off of.”

I looked back to see Julia start panting and turning pink as Lara undressed her. Christ, already worked up? I decided against any toys, for now.

“Alex?”

“Yeah?”

Lara kept her eyes on me as she strapped Julia's hands, seven wraps up the forearm, and then seven perpendicular to those. “Over your head, back against the pole.” She was about to put Julia under lock-down. “Are you sure about this?”

“There's nothing in my hands, so yeah, I changed my mind.”

“Then what's the plan?” Lara stepped out of her own black staff skirt she begged and pleaded for, black bra, panties, and another accessory. “Is it alright if I keep the socks?”

“Go for it.” Sometimes I liked her in thigh-highs, sometimes I didn't. She looked like she was wearing parts cut out of her shadow.

Lara had her hands on her hips, facing me. “So what's the new plan?”

I needed to know where Julia stood, first of all. “Rub up against her, but keep your hands out from between her legs.”

Julia blushed, her bountiful tits heaving with every breath. As Lara put one hand on her flat stomach, the other on her thigh, she jerked like she'd just been shocked. “I'm sorry.”

Was she startled, or is she naturally this turned-on all the time? I stepped closer, within range of feeling her breathing against my face. “Keep going.”

“Slow down or I'll...” Julia tried to keel over as soon as Lara had her hand inside that strained bra. “Fuck!”

Lara took her hands away and asked, “Is she coming right now?”

I twisted my lips and nodded. “If it's something physical, I can't do anything.” I patted Julia on her cheek as she finished quivering. “If's it's in your head, you're probably in luck.”

Grabbing her wrist with the copper band, I put my other hand on her forehead. Flashes of Lara and myself doing things to her I'd never imagined filled my own brain.

“You're a creative-type, aren't you?”

“What do you mean?” Her feeble voice had a little shake to it now. “I like to draw, write, and all kinds of stuff like that.”

I'd only come across this issue once before, but nowhere near this level. “I'd say you're a prodigy at things like that. Am I right.”

Julia looked embarrassed to even nod in agreement. “I just see things more clearly in my own head than I do with my eyes.”

Better be careful, or I'll strip that gift away completely. It was time to try one of those delightfully depraved ideas I'd gleaned from her mind.

Lara never saw it coming. As I forced her back against the wall, I pulled one leg up to my waist. Unzipping my fly, the natural erection I already had pressed against her opening. The only thing keeping my out was the damn panties.

Shifting them aside, I plunged hard and saw the shock in Lara's face. She couldn't believe it as I covered her mouth, her eyes opened wider than I'd thought they could. And believe me, I'd seen some wide eyes on the poor girl.

I gave her hip-shattering thrust after thrust, feeling like my own pelvis would crack. Her voice buzzed against my palm as I pulled her leg even higher, resting it in the crook of my elbow. It let that hand move up to her throat, where it clamped down hard.

We didn't get much of that savage fucking in before I heard a whimper that twisted into a loud scream. I knew Lara couldn't speak, because hell, she couldn't even breath. It made me wish I'd have used a stop-watch.

Pulling out of Lara and letting her go, she slid down the wall until she was a breathless mess in the floor. As Julia came beside us, my intern looked up, coughed, and then touched her throat. “God, you've gotta do that to me again. Fuck.”

As long as she was alright with it, I planned on accommodating her. “If I tried that with Anya, she'd either love me even more, or murder me in my sleep. I don't know which.”

Lara grinned at the idea of me even trying. “Don't run to me for help if you do.”

Our test subject wasn't standing on her feet anymore, having already slid down the poll with her restraints. Julia was too wobbly to stay up on her own, but I had the answers I needed. As I unwrapped the strapping from her wrists, something resembling words came out of her mouth.

“Aw, look!” Lara drug herself to her feet. “She came so hard she's turned to mush.”

Hell, am I gonna need a medic to oversee this? “Get her some water. This'll be a long session.”

As I helped Julia to her feet, it sounded like she said, “More, please.”

By the time I had her on the X-table, her skin became pale and uniform as porcelain again. I took care with the velcro straps. Just jerking them too hard got the poor girl excited.

“Have you always been like this?”

She shook her head as Lara held the ball gag over her face. Using her last chance to speak, she said, “Only since the start of this semester.”

We were already getting close to finals. Why the hell didn't Anya say anything about her sooner? “Lara, after she's taken care of, call Anya up as soon as her classes are done. She's got answers, and I'm dragging them out of her, one way or another.” And why did she tell me she has faith in me, if she could be the cause?

Ever the scheming mega-bitch, I knew the chances were slim of her not being the cause. The sad part is, after she explains herself, she'd probably come back with a damn good reason, too. Until she answered my summons, I'd have to keep Julia contained, for her own safety.


“You call your wife to your office,” Anya leaned with her arms and legs crossed, a shoulder resting on the door frame, “and you greet her by fucking your secretary on the desk.” She sat down like nothing was out of the ordinary, because not even a speck of dust really was out of place. “The two of you are,” she searched for the right words, “so predictable, it is embarrassing.”

I let go of Lara's wrists. It really was all her fault, what with trying to get into my pants while I was catching up on other work and all that. “She started it.”

As I pulled back, Lara shouted, “Hey!” She stared at Anya, not sure if she needed to be worried or amused. “He's the one that tried something new, and then he pulls out a few seconds later.”

Yoink. I pulled out all the way, watching Lara's face contort like I'd just thrown her a mortal insult. “See how she reacts?”

Anya wasn't in the mood, standing there with a blank expression on her face, eyes narrowed. “Enough of this skit. What is the problem?”

“You're the one who noticed the issue with Julia, so why wait until now to let me know?”

“I do not know what you are talking about.” As soon as she was all the way in, I pressed the lock-in button under my desk, slamming and bolting the door from across the room. “Why this sudden distrust of what I say? I did nothing you would not do, Alexei.”

That's a tell. I cut right to the point. “What did she do to you?”

“You call me a liar?” She tried acting offended, but outrage was the one emotion other than sympathy Anya couldn't even comprehend. “What is this joke you are playing? Have you fixed my student or not?”

I got up, put my shaft back in my pants, and walked toward the door to the back. “That's how I know you're lying. You repeat yourself and dig the hole even deeper.”

“We will see.” Anya stared hard at Lara when she got to my desk. “And I will deal with you later.”

You got caught, and now you're taking it out on everyone else. I'm glad you're back to normal now. “Lara, come on, you know she probably watched us and liked it for a while.”

She teased back at Anya from behind. “He was already doing something rougher than you can do.”

Anya didn't even look back. “Try me.” She walked through the door first. “Dear husband, we can not keep her like this the rest of the year. She will get bed sores.”

“Har har.”

“Alexei,” Anya whipped right around, “I did not do this, but I know who did. This has gotten more out-of-hand than I thought.” She bowed her head at me. “This is partially my fault. I am sorry.”

“How did you get in over your head this time?” I looked around her to see what caused the sudden change. Julia was already shaking in place. “Lara, cut her free and bring her with us. I'm getting to the bottom of this.” Fuck I've done too much walking today for this shit!


We'd walked clear across the old castle, like some mid-seventies mystery gang cartoon, minus the irritating dog with a speech impediment. Anya broke the silence first. “Julia already knows who did this to her,  I am sure.”

“Galina?” Her voice was either naturally meek, or she had been through so much hell already, she expected to get stepped on. “Now that I know someone had to make it happen, I can't think of anyone else.”

As we stopped before the massive double-doors for the student dormitory, I had to know. “So tell me, exactly how did she do this?”

It was like Anya tried to duck into the shadows of the early evening, backing against the far wall away from the massive windows. “You have used borage seed oil on students, yes, Alexei?”

I didn't know how it worked, but it made even the toughest students crack. A dab of the concentrated stuff made them squirm from the slightest touch down there. “But how would Galina get it inside Julia?”

Anya explained it so simply, it made the plan even more diabolical. “After this American bitch insulted Galina by calling her a 'potato eating, vodka swilling piece of Euro-trash,' I gave her the oil and told her what it does.” She grinned, proud of the effects from tipping one domino to drop them all. “She figured out the rest on her own.”

“Explain 'the rest.'”

“Every student has their own practice dummy, and their own supply of lubricant.” Anya jerked like she was holding back a rare laugh. “I did not think Galina would think to make it last this long by dosing the lube.”

“So what did you think she'd do?”

“Grease her dummy's pole a few times between classes. She is my kind of subtle, that girl.”

All this over one insult she didn't even direct toward you? “God, you're such a bitch.”

Anya got back to her normal self. “Do you expect any less of me, Alexei?”

No, I really shouldn't. “You know I'm in charge of discipline. You should have sent Julia to me for the insult. Now it's ten times fucking worse.”

“But you are so busy already. It is best to let cat-fights sort themselves.”

I grabbed one of the doors. Before pulling it open, I had to make my stance known. “I just dropped about twenty points off my estimate of your IQ, Anya.”


Galina pushed her slender self against the back wall of her dorm. She pointed directly at Anya, speaking with hardly any Russian accent herself. “You ratted me out?”

My wife didn't say a word. Lara and Julia hung back at the entry as I walked through the tiny room and around the bed. “We could dish out the punishment here, or we can do it elsewhere.”

The tall, slender brunette looked like she was ready to spit in my face. “You don't have any proof.”

“So what did Anya rat you out about, exactly?”

“Fuck you!”

“Lara.” I trusted my little enforcer with matters like this. “I think she wants it to happen in my office.”

I got back to Anya, who wouldn't fight back against anything I ordered her to do by that point. “Alexei, understand that Julia started this.”

“Still trying to weasel out of it? You know I can't let it slide.”

Lara and Galina tumbled in the corner. By the time I turned around to watch, my blonde intern had the brunette with nearly a foot over her pressed face down against her bed. “You little suck-up bitch!” She already had a zip-tie around her wrists.

“Good job.” I turned back to Anya. “You know you've got to do the same.”

She whipped around, pressing both wrists together. “Do not use the skinny ones this time.”

That's all I had in my pocket. “Sorry, you don't get to make demands anymore.” Now we had one last issue to take care of. “Anya, Galina, you two sit on the bed. Lara, Julia, help me search for the borage oil.”

“It's between my mattresses.” Galina nodded her head toward a certain corner. “Can we go now?”

She thinks she's clever. “Thanks for letting me know I'll probably find something even worse in here.”

“You asshole.”


I had to use one of her sheets to bundle up all the contraband after we finished ripping the room apart. Cigarettes, liquor, and even a cell phone. Someone in the staff pool was sneaking this stuff in. Nobody else came and went from the academy often enough to smuggle so much in one trip.

We marched Anya and Galina, side-by-side. They kept their heads down, knowing they were about to get hell, and that would just be the warm-up. Lara and Julia guided them for me, because I had dozens of pounds of banned shit to haul.

“Alexei,” Anya shot a hard stare at Galina, “I did not know about the contraband.”

“I believe you, and I know you didn't supply it.” Anya never left the academy. On the rare occasion I had to, she always refused to go with me. “I'll figure it out and fire her supplier. She's lucky I don't boot her ass out right now.”

Tossing the makeshift bag over one shoulder, I dug out my office key. As soon as I was in, I dropped the bundle in the corner, bottles clinking together as I did. Every time glass hit glass, the fear in Galina's eyes amplified.

“Take them on to the back,” I dug for the vial of borage oil and pulled it out, “and make sure you use plenty of this on them.”

Lara's shook with excitement as she snatched it out of my hand. “Holy shit, thank you!”

I had to doubt if letting someone that excited at the idea using it on anyone was wise. But our two troublemakers should have known better themselves. “Julia, do you think you can handle watching?”

Her face turned stop-light red. She leaned in, whispering, “If I clean it out of me, I think so.”

I simply nodded at her, not wanting to embarrass her any more than she already was. “Lara, get them ready and we'll be in there in a few minutes.”

Lara gave me a quick, sloppy salute for the first time ever. She poked a stiff finger in the small of their backs and ordered, “Go on. I've got one bottle of the magic juice and just a few minutes alone with you two.” Anya's own creation had turned on her, and it was marvelous.

“As soon as I get all of this sorted and accounted for, we'll be in there to help.”

Stopping and grabbing the door handle, she grinned and said, “Don't rush, do whatever you need to.” The hard slam of the door wasn't anywhere near the loudest thing I'd hear as I took inventory.


Julia stepped back into my office right as I finished counting. Galina really did have her own little bodega, right inside the academy. Before she went anywhere else, I was learning the name of her supplier.

Anya belted out a razor-sharp scream that made it seem like the thick door wasn't even there. She had been getting the brunt of Lara's attention. I snapped my fingers to get Julia's attention back from the pure vocal chaos. “Sit down a second.”

“Am I still in trouble?” Julia's ass filled a chair that I wished was my lap.

“Did you do anything wrong?”

She took a moment to think about it. I could tell she wasn't the brightest student we had, but intelligence didn't give much of an advantage in this school. “I don't think so.”

“Good.” I pulled a shot glass out of a drawer and poured myself a shot of gin from one of Galina's bottles. “I would offer you one, but I can't go breaking the same rules I'm enforcing, can I?”

Julia's mouth curled a bit, letting me know she was easing up. “Do I really get to help punish them?”

“Do you want to?”

She really was a cutey when she smiled. “If you'd let me.” And polite as fuck.

“I'm content to let you two do the work. Watching my wife squirm at the hands of a student would be fun change.” I was stiff as the gin already, just thinking about it.

“A couple of hours ago, I thought my life was over.” Julia got up and walked around my desk, sitting against the edge in her uniform. “Thank you.”

I was happy to help, and even happier to see her cross her legs close enough for me to touch them. “This is my job. I didn't do anything for you that you didn't deserve.”

“All the other students think you're as mean as Anya. I'm glad they're wrong.”

“And I'm glad they think that.” I tossed back my shot and slammed the glass back on my desk. “This place would fall apart if they thought I was a big softie.”

Galina's ragged voice took over the cacophony of screams. It made Julia smile even more. “Well, you're not too soft.”

“Come on,” we both stood about the same time, “Lara's not having all the fun in there.”


“Alexei!” Anya fought against the straps on the x-framed table, giving up shortly after. “I did not mean for it to go this far!” She already looked like a frazzled wreck.

“But it did.”

“Prosti menya, ya isporchen!”

Yeah, I know you fucked up, too. Anya knew exactly what she'd done, and why I had every right to be mad. No amount of begging would get her out of paying for this one. “And another thing,” I handed the second Hitachi over to Julia, “The two of us get free-use of you, any fucking time we want.”

“This will make the students defiant. You can not be so dumb!”

“No,” I stepped closer and then took a hard squeeze of her left tit, “they need to know that nobody is above policy here. You fucked up by taking sides.”

She made the most hollow gesture I'd ever seen, biting her bottom lip and giving me puppy-dog eyes. “Alexei, you could not be so cruel to your devoted wife.”

“Lara gets to do the same thing to you too. Stop talking before you make it even worse.”

Anya couldn't look me in the eye anymore. “Yes,” she looked over at her co-conspirator and mouthed something without making a sound, “sir.”

I looked at Julia as she turned the wand back on. “You get to use Galina as you see fit. I don't want any staff or students thinking their actions won't have repercussions.”

The joy of final victory washed over her face. She pointed to her former tormentor and motioned for Galina to come to her. “I want both of you at the same time.”

“Lara, strap her in on top of Anya, face down.” I realized the logistics between their legs wouldn't work with just one wand. “And give her that other Hitachi.”

My intern's eyebrows shot up when she shot a glance at Julia. “Letting a student do the discipline? What will the old man think of it, Alex?”

Galina did exactly as her new master commanded, sandwiching Anya between herself and the top of the table. Shame and worry were a good look for her face.

I turned to Lara. “Who knows? He told me to find my own way of handling discipline.”

She nodded as she started on Galina's wrists. Once she got them done, she couldn't help brushing the side of Anya's face from above. “Usually I'm the one who gets in trouble.”

Anya's mind couldn't process the turnaround. I was about to pull Lara back when I heard the phtoo. “You will not use me like this.”

Lara wiped the spit from her face and looked at me. “Now you know why I strapped her down all the way.” The table of toys was already calling her name again.

God, Anya. Right when I think you can't make it any worse on yourself, you go and fuck up even harder. I grabbed hold of her wrist, right on top of her copper band. “You will do whatever she wants, whenever she wants, and wherever the hell she damn well pleases.” The metal heated up a little and buzzed between our skin.

It was like I had dumped a water tower on that bonfire in her eyes. The first new, direct command I forced onto Anya had already branded itself onto her mind. “Yes, Alexei.”

“And you,” I stepped to the other side and grabbed Galina by the bracelet, “you will drop this sneaky, bitchy habit you've fallen into.”

The same sensation tingled against my palm. “Yes, Headmaster Smolensky.”

“Good.” I looked over at Julia, holding a wand in each hand, both of them already going at full-tilt. “I'll leave it up to you.”

I caught up to Lara at the table, but my goal was next to it. One black folding chair that bore the chips and scratches of it's real purpose called my name. While the paint didn't hold up to someone struggling against cuffs, it sat all the same.

“You're not picking something out?” Lara held up a riding crop and the popped it against the table.

I grabbed the chair and shook my head. “The skinny one? You can only use it on her once for each piece of contraband.”

Lara patted an open palm with the business end, looking like a BDSM Catholic schoolgirl fantasy. “So how many times?”

“Forty-seven.”

We started back to the commotion already unfolding. “I can work with that.”

As Lara started pulling ahead of me, I grabbed her by the arm. “Let Julia have her fun too.”

She was already having to shout over the cries of overload. “You're sharing the chair with me, then.”

I popped the chair open where we'd have an amazing view. Lara was already trying to get in my lap before I was even down. Her charcoal blazer flew away almost on its own.

As Lara ripped at the buttons on her shirt, I worked on my own. She knew where my mind was going. After that, as her skirt came up, her panties went down.

She fished my cock out, clamping it between her thighs just above where her socks ended. I don't know if it was the show we were watching unfold, or all the noise, but Lara had my pants soaked in no time.

I ducked my head to the side, trying to see what I could around her. “Damn, Julia's pissed.” I scratched my neck just behind my jaw and asked, “How much of that oil did you use on them?”

Lara stared in awe at the writhing pair in all their blissful agony. It took her a few seconds to process that I'd even asked. “All of it.”

Christ almighty. “How many times do you wanna let them come before we get involved?”

Without hesitation, Lara answered by rising up, and then dropping herself down my shaft. She had me planted deep. “Just until I come, 'kay?”

It worked for me. Lara slid her arms out of her sleeves as I guided her hips. One quick flip of my fingers had her bra dangling loose.

“It won't take me long.” Lara snatched my hands away from her waist, planting them on those fun handfuls she called her breasts. She'd already started panting and getting pink in the shoulders. “Just listen to them.”

The staccato vibration of their screams hitting different notes rattled my ears. Anya was mid-climax as Galina rushed in to join her seconds later. And they weren't short, merciful orgasms, either. The harder their bodies locked and twitched, the harder Julia went at them.

“Ah, fuck!” Lara played with herself underneath her skirt and whipped against my cock with her walls. “Why does watching Anya get me off so much?”

I thought of exactly why it did the same thing to me. “If you'd never seen her naked, you'd think she has a bigger dick than I do.”

Lara arched her head back and went a little faster. “No,” she fought to get it out, “it's because she can't be Queen Kong for once.” Lara's shoulders wiggled as she whimpered, “Being totally helpless doesn't compute in her mind.”

She was exactly right. Even when I was in control, Anya always kept some hold on the strings. The way you couldn't predict what she'd do made her a blast in bed, but a pain in the ass when it came to running the academy.

Galina's legs quaked so rapidly, they almost blurred out. Julia released both of them from their clitoral hell at the same time. As they squirmed and moaned, I almost gave in and joined them.

Lara beat me to it by seconds. I fought to hold myself back, not wanting to let the fun end on my part so soon. But when you're in the same room as three girls coming at once, and you're in one of them? You tell me you wouldn't have trouble. Go on.

I took a deep breath as Lara settled down. Mercifully, she got up as soon as she had gotten what she wanted. “Thanks for the seat,” Lara turned back for a second, “and I used a little of the oil on myself.” She had the riding crop in hand already, almost skipping on her way to join in.

She wasn't hogging all the fun, though. I had myself back together in seconds, rushing to butt in. As our two human toys rode out the tail end of their mind-erasing orgasms, I wanted to have a little time with them.

Sliding my index and middle fingers inside Galina, I hooked them until I had her g-spot pinned. Her entrance pulsed around my knuckles with each stroke. Within seconds, she sounded like she was getting a hard shagging from behind.

Just inches beneath, Anya's slit parted around my dick. She wasn't any quieter, the aftershocks of her climax already building back into something new and powerful. Moans, whimpers, and pants all flooded my ears, each one as rough as saw blade.

I gave them both a hard drive like I was trying to come. The instant I felt their passages seize in unison, I pulled myself out of both of them. Their ears had to be ringing like church bells, if they had enough of their minds left to even process that thought.

Feeling Anya's thighs, she trembled like I'd never felt before. These weren't the random twitches you'd get from her after a hard marathon fucking. This was a constant vibration, like hypothermia was setting in.

It might be time to wrap this up. As I started loosening the strap on one of Galina's ankles, Julia and Lara almost bowled each other over trying to stop me.

“Hold up,” Lara went so far as to grab my wrist, “I still have stuff to do to them.” She held up one of the wands in her left hand, the crop in her right. “And I know you still want to fuck her, right?”

But where? You could do a lot with a simple chair, but we had so many more options in there. Besides, Julia had the kind of face you want to watch as she comes.

Julia answered for me, pulling me by the hand over to a swing I honestly didn't use as much as I'd liked. This wasn't one of those chintzy ones with the rough, narrow webbing either. You'd almost want to display this leather, steel, and silk beauty in the living room.

You could see it in her eyes and the way she bit at her bottom lip. Even without the oil working inside her, she was as turned on as a field full of rabbits in spring. I probably couldn't have gotten away from her if I tried.

Julia jerked at whatever piece of clothing she could make progress on with one hand. Her blazer slid down her arm until it stopped at my hand. Buttons popped off her shirt, and her red skirt had stopped halfway down her thighs.

As Galina and Anya set to crying out again, Julia stopped in front of her destination and finished taking everything off. The curvy little fuck-goddess had to have been torture for her old man to watch at home, knowing he couldn't touch her. He'd definitely sent her to the right place to build upon her natural gifts, regardless.

“Impatient, aren't you?”

Julia didn't say a word, hopping her ass right up into the swing and spreading her legs out in the stirrups like a grand opening.

Woah. The sliver of a cunt peeked out like a slender, pink ribbon on alabaster. I already knew it was wet enough to count as a body of water. She'd make some lucky bastard realize he'd picked incredibly well, someday.

I couldn't wait. Without even dropping my pants, I pressed my tip against her entrance. Anything that hot that hot against your skin should have a furnace somewhere in the works.

When my head plunged inside, Julia realized her mistake. The incredible amount of oil I'd picked up from inside Anya made her walls slick, and unfathomably sensitive to boot. She was bobbing her head, struggling to take a breath, before I was even all the way in.

Julia's sensitivity to the stuff made the cries behind us sound like whispers next to a speeding freight train. She gripped the leather straps holding her up, unable to escape or even come up with the idea. As I dove in the last little bit, a roaring orgasm shot through her entire body.

As the supports rattled, I couldn't do anything but stand there. Her cunt did all the work, sucking and twitching better than any mouth could dream of doing. The same ecstasy I'd seen her experience in class was all around my shaft, satisfying an itch I didn't realize I'd had all afternoon until then.

But no matter how good it feels just to stay inside, my gear was made for thrusting. Just easing her back and letting gravity do the rest scared me. If it were in any other context, you'd swear she was in the throes of a grand mal seizure.

Nothing compared to it, before or after. Her soft skin rippled with every muscle spasm as her eyes rolled back. We were both feeling something we'd never experience again.

Right as I thought about pulling out for her safety, Julia's head surged forward. “M-mu-muh... Mo...” She kept swinging with the natural momentum of her body rocking back and forth. “More!”

All I had to do was give the back of her thighs a slight push. The whole ordeal ramped up to the point of a spiritual awakening or that first high addicts always chase. Somehow, her walls made the slowest thrusts possible feel better than the most brutal poundings Anya and Lara could beg for.

Fuck me, no wonder she couldn't help herself in class. I couldn't tell if Julia was chasing the feeling one last time, if this was her 'normal' now. If this was what her body was used to, the poor thing could run marathons with all that endurance.

A few moments of this later, I noticed the room had gone silent aside from the rattling of the harness. The jarring riktktktkt of velcro straps getting torn apart barely registered in my mind. We were about to have an audience.

I had enough sense left to look down. Watching my length disappear into that perfect, spasming vessel is something I regret not getting on video. The plush, slick sensation against my skin merged with the damn sight of her, as the sound and pulsations threatened to send me flying off the cliff.

Exhausted panting and the sounds of bare feet on the tile surrounded me from behind. I couldn't tell if Anya and Galina were jealous of how good it had to feel for Julia, or if they were shocked by what they'd caused. Either way, neither Anya or myself had seen anything approaching this garbled static, of climax after climax, after always another climax, Julia had gotten trapped in.

If we wanted to market the academy at all, checking with Guinness about whether they keep a record for consecutive orgasms would have been in the plans. As soon as one started, another built right after it. Julia almost made me wish my grandfather had chosen her as my wife instead.

Lara finally broke the tension. “I am so fucking jealous right now.”

Little did she know, Julia was on a hair-trigger to feel something beyond an orgasm. I still felt like I had a few minutes left in me. That is, until the poor thing busted out with a scream of “G...g...g...guh...g...guh...GAAAAAAAWWWWWWWWD!”

I collapsed into Julia's burning, shivering body. Something in my own had tripped like a breaker. Cum busted loose like someone had dynamited the Hoover Dam.

Before my eyes closed, I caught a glimpse of what had to be the happiest expression I'd ever seen on a girl's face. It seared into my mind, an image I'll never forget. After all the hell she had been through at the hands of my wife and Galina, one blissful experience paid back all of the debt with insane amounts of interest.

I felt like I was getting hollowed out from the inside. As what used to be part of me started pouring out of Julia, it finally eased down to a normal flow. The swing held both of us up by that point.

Anya finally had the nerve to talk. “Did this little, ginger whore break my husband?”

Lara responded, “No, he just really fucking enjoyed himself.”

“We will never have children at this pace.” I didn't care enough to give a damn, but Anya's words brought a smile to my face anyway. “I did not know a man could have so much cum in him.”

Hell, it felt like the marrow from my bones went with it. Julia and I took a good couple of minutes to get our bearings about us. She actually started stirring before I did.

“Headmaster?” Her voice was as sweet as any other part of her, shaky as it was.

“Hmm?” I couldn't muster anything more meaningful.

Julia's control over her body came back before mine did. “Thank you.”

No. Thank you. I fought to push myself up, struggling until Lara and Anya stepped in to catch me before I got too far and fell on my ass.

“I will never live this down.” Anya went into caregiver mode all of a sudden, something I had never seen out of her. “Lara, Galina, get this little whore back to her room. I will take care of Alexei.”


“Alexei,” Anya wrapped herself around me from behind, her hands gliding along my chest, “Mikhail will be mad at me for this, but he will be proud of you.” Right before bed, assuming Lara wasn't around, was always Anya's time to suck up.

“So why do it?”

Anya couldn't help herself, drifting her fingers down my abs. “I did not think you would figure all of it out, honestly.”

I brushed her hands off of me. “You did this at the expense of a student who probably just needed a good ass-whipping.”

“But she insulted our people.”

“Did she exaggerate? We're not like them, and you know that.”

“You have been in America too long, Alexei.”

I gave her a warning tap on the thigh, “I was born here, and so was my father.”

“But you are of our blood.”

“As much as you bitch about how American I act, what the fuck are you talking about?”

Anya sighed like she was giving up. “I know how Russians are, because I was born in Russia.”

But if you remembered living there, you'd probably hate them yourself. “Why can't we agree there are assholes everywhere?”

“You are still weak. Relax, and I will make you feel better.”

I didn't have the energy or the mood to deal with it. “Can't you be the warm, snuggly wife for once? I'm fucking exhausted.”

Right when I thought I'd shut her up, she dropped a bomb that kept me up the rest of the night. “Alexei, I remembered something this morning. It is something I have not thought about since coming here.”

What? What the hell?

“It is a stuffed animal you would probably make fun of. It makes me think of my mother.” Her strokes along my body suddenly got slower. “The song I was singing, reminds me of her too.”


BIMBO CODE 5

ROUGH LIMIT




I had been lying low since Elena moved in. We had made all of two trips outside of the apartment since Reverend Boyce's sermon. I hadn't told her about it, thinking it would be best if Elena could leave her past life completely behind.

Lounging around the house and having my way with her was fun and all, but I knew the savings I had built up would be wiped out after I replaced my car with a definite upgrade. And I'm not even getting paid for fucking her unless I knock her up. I didn't have it in the cards for her anyway, no matter how much Elena begged for it.

The only odd thing was her reaction to music, or any other bit of culture, that wasn't based around religion. Listening to internet streams that weren't controlled by her parents or ex blew her mind. Elena was naïve enough that navigating the outside world without me would be dangerous.

Elena was perched on one of the bar stools, her left foot pulled onto the seat as she painted her toenails a milky pink. The habits of keeping herself looking flawless at all times and taking care of food was payment enough, especially since I had free use of Elena's body any time I pleased.

It's time to tell her, though. She had asked how I made my living. Waving the question away worked the first time, but having to project my will to shut her up started wearing on me.

I poured a glass of water out of the fridge. Elena didn't pay me any attention as I took a sip and placed the glass down behind her on the bar.

She took a moment to finish a toe and looked back at me. “You're awfully quiet.”

“If I tell you what my job is, you probably wouldn't believe me.”

“That was sudden.” Her shoulders rose as she continued. “I'm sure there's a good reason you've got money. Nobody can drop a few thousand on a stranger without providing something people want.”

Not sure I'd go with 'something people want,' but whatever. “Have you heard of a company called GeneFactor?”

Elena abandoned the nail polish and spun around to face me. She shook her head and then asked, “What do they do?”

“To be honest, I'm not completely sure myself. The only thing I do know is that they pay me well for what I do for them.”

“And that is?” She rested her hands and elbows on the counter top, her shoulders squared at attention as she leaned forward.

“I guess the best way to put it is...” The description on the tip of my tongue was right on the nose, but damn is it hard to get out. “I'm a sperm donor.”

Elena's head shot back. “No.” She frowned and narrowed her eyes. “What's your real job?”

I reached for my glass and took another sip. “Have you seen me go to an office or anything since we met?”

“You own stock in them or something.”

My hands gripped the other side of the bar as I leaned toward her. “I get five thousand every time I make a donation. Hold on while I get something.”

I had kept the binder tucked away under the bed, hidden in a tote full of random bachelor junk and notebooks from college that should have been thrown out years ago. I got in there and bent down, sliding the bin out and opening the lid. It felt thicker than I remembered, even though I had used and emailed snapshots of a little more than twenty of the forms inside.

Tucking the binder under my arm, I got back to Elena. “Here, read through this.” I sat the binder on the stool next to her. “It's basically my job manual.”

She had started on the other foot, but the pinky toe she had already finished would be long dry before she would get to the rest. “You need all of this to tell you how to jerk in a cup?” She hadn't started cussing from being around me just yet, but 'jerk in a cup' was a definite landmark for her.

“There's more to it than that, but it explains the medication I have to take as well.”

She put the cap back on the nail polish and put the tome on the counter. She flipped open the cover, seeing the red 'confidential' stamp on the first page. “GeneFactor Human Optimization Program,” she read, “The viewing of all contents contained herein requires signature of non-disclosure form 189-C.”

“It's not like they'll know if you read it.” The whole explanation reminded me that Cynthia had called and wanted to see me that afternoon. I looked at the ornate clock I had bought and hung on the wall. Ten minutes late already. I gave Elena a pat on the hand and rushed toward the door. “I've gotta run out for a few hours. Go ahead and read some of that.”

Whether Elena would still be there after reading it, I didn't know.


My ride slowed down as it got close to GeneFactor's office. The driver made the final turn and asked, “On the right or the left? My GPS doesn't recognize the place.”

“Left.” I saw a news van from WKNF parked on the street. “What the hell is this?”

“Don't know man,” the driver was ready to boot me out to pick up his next fare. “Maybe I'll drive you back home later.”

The Prius came to a halt. “Yeah, maybe later,” I said as I got out, never taking my eyes off the van and the broadcast dish up top.

What kind of fresh hell is this? I crossed the street and slid between parked cars, walking as fast as I could toward the door.

The practiced voice of a small-market reporter rang out. “Excuse me, sir?” It got louder. “Sir?”

Heels clacked faster behind me as I picked up the pace. Don't even turn around, just get inside. I had my fingers on the handle when I saw the microphone shoot in front of my face.

“Can you tell us what GeneFactor does, and why it's funding comes from undisclosed sources overseas?”

I looked over, the brunette in front of me almost knocking me over, both with questions and the way she looked. The lone cameraman had the usual neckbeard you see on those guys. I turned back around, knowing better than to say a word.

The door closed behind me and I made a few steps into the lobby. The sound of the lock clasping shut made me turn around. Dr. Clare took her fingers off the knob. She had been right inside the entry the whole time.

She tipped her glasses down like I expected her to. “You're late.”

“I had to catch a ride. I totaled my car last week.”

Dr. Clare power-walked past and then ahead of me. “Come on, we need to talk about something.”

“I think I can guess what.”

I followed Dr. Clare into the same unnaturally bright hallway, “Yes, I'm pregnant, but that's not the issue.” She passed by her office and the exam rooms. I watched her punch some numbers into a keypad on a door on the right, and then I heard it beep. “What you're about to hear can't leave this building.”

Fuck, another one of these hallways? It led to a single door at the end, paintings hanging one each side of the passage. I recognized Prometheus Brings Fire to Mankind from an art history elective several years back, but the rest of them were new to me. Lots of gods and deities in them though.

Dr. Clare stopped me right before we went in. “Don't make yourself out like even more of an idiot than you've already been.”

Am I in trouble or something? She led me in, sticking behind me this time.

Solid wood wainscoting and marble adorned the entire room. A single desk sat in the middle, flanked by an entire wall of books. But nobody was there.

“Where the hell is he? That man's just as unreliable as you are, Grant.”

“What man?”

“Just sit, I'll go find him.” She left into a passage off to the side.

The studded leather of a black baxton armchair squeaked under me. I guess he's higher up the totem pole. At the very least, I was damn glad I hadn't risked bringing Elena with me.

I sat there for a while, twiddling my thumbs and staring at the antique globe to the right of the desk. The lack of shine and the hilariously inaccurate shape of anything that wasn't Europe told me it was centuries old. Whoever this guy was, he could certainly afford to pay me what he had.

I finally heard Dr. Clare's voice again. She was quiet and a bit away, but definitely getting closer. It went from murmuring to something I could make out. “What do they know so far?”

An Australian accent was right there with her. “Only enough to be irritating.”

“It's still a mess we need to contain.”

“Right, but it's not an emergency, yet.”

He entered first, his white button-down looking like it had never seen an iron. Brown cargo shorts and dock shoes made him kinda hard to take seriously, right along with his shaved head. Dr. Clare was right behind him, holding a folder she didn't have before.

The guy looked at me as he neared his desk. “I hear you put an ankle-biter in the good doctor here. I got a laugh out of that one.” He didn't sound like the rural, different kind of redneck stereotype exactly. He seemed classy in that 'I'm so rich I give no fucks' way, despite his outfit. He was off to a decent start with me, either way.

I grinned and took the hand he offered, doing that weird ritual men do where we see who can grip the hardest. It was roughly a tie. “Grant Jensen, sir.”

“No need for all that. I'm Janus Rickard.” We finally let go of each other. “I run this little outfit, and I sign off on your checks.”

“I remember the name from the guidebook.”

He got behind his desk and leaned back in his chair. “I know you read it, because you haven't missed the mark yet.”

“Then what's this all about?” I watched Dr. Clare sit in the chair next to mine, her legs crossed and hands covering the folder in her lap.

Janus put a foot on the edge of his desk and started twirling a pen. “Word is someone's gotten wise as to what we're doing. It's being chalked up a conspiracy nutter right now, but we can't let anymore leak out.”

“In other words,” Dr. Clare interjected, “keep your mouth shut.”

The head honcho grinned at me and said, “Unlike Cynthia's legs there, right mate?”

He's alright. “Anything else I should know?”

Dr. Clare's irritation didn't hide itself. “There's a matter Dr. Rickard wants to discuss, but he won't let me know what it is.” She got up and handed me the folder. “Your eyes and ears only.”

It didn't have much weight to it, but seeing Elena Roberts on the tab jump-started my pulse. Dr. Clare left with a slam of the door.

“Moody little bitch, isn't she?” Janus relaxed even more. “I should'a figured our first Donor would nail her.”

“She did tell me to experiment.” I tried to keep from staring at Elena's file, giving in and just asking. “What's this file on Elena?” I opened it. What looked like a few surveillance photos sat on top.

Janus nodded toward me. “She's stuck around your place a bit. Care to tell me why?”

“There's nowhere else she can go.”

“After that preacherman saw you shagging his woman, it's no wonder.” He paused to smile, “Good catch, though.”

“So what about her?”

He pulled his foot off the desk and leaned forward. “Be careful around these people. Travis Boyce isn't one to go about fucking with.”

“You know him?”

Janus got serious. “I know enough. Just because he's a man of God doesn't mean he'll turn the other cheek. He'll be out for blood, whether it's from you or her.”

I believed it. The way he screamed at Elena over the phone, plus all those blind ass-kissers ready to serve him hand and foot was all I needed to know. “What do you suggest?”

“Do you love this girl? You haven't turned in a report on her yet.”

“I just met her last week. Of course not.”

“You put her in this mess, so you may as well act like it, for her sake.” Janus narrowed his eyes at me. “It'd be shitty of you to dump all the consequences on the girl.”

“We'll lay low, then.”

“Good answer. Doing the right thing won't hurt you around here.” He reached down to pull his phone out of a cargo pocket. “Take an advance on ten grand, travel for a bit, then come back when the heat's down. You can still do your job, no matter where you end up.” Janus tapped the screen a few times with his thumb. “There, it'll be in your account by the time you leave here, but you've got to work it off.”

“Thanks,” I didn't know what to make of it, “I guess.”

“Besides, if you've got hundreds of kids with the same father running around the place, in twenty years they'll start inbreeding each other.”

“I signed a lease on my apartment less than a month ago.” I ran the numbers I remembered from the contract through my head. “It'll fuck me hard.”

Janus laughed at me for a moment. “You can claim it as an office and write it off as a business expense, you know?” He looked at me like I should have already known this. “When the revenuers come knocking, I get someone to replace the bed in my condo with a desk, and I'm peachy keen.”

I really wanted to quiz the guy about the tax cheats of the rich and famous after that. “Give me a few days, and we'll be gone until everything dies down.”

“Just in case that reporter's connected to Reverend Boyce somehow, I'd be scooting tonight.” Janus bent over and opened a drawer. “You pull one thread, it's fine. But if it's connected to another, the whole damn thing unravels.”

“I gotcha.”

“And here,” he chucked a massive pill bottle at me, landing right in my hands. “Three months of Patrem Delta. We'll overnight more to wherever you are when these run out.”

I got up, ready to figure out exactly where the hell I'd run with Elena. “By the way, Mr. Rickard, this is the best damn job I've ever had. Thanks.”

“I put something I've been researching myself in that folder as well. It might come in handy later.” Just as I was leaving, he shouted, “And you're a lucky bastard, that's for sure.”


I stopped before entering the apartment. She might still be here, she might not. Janus's warning had me urging my driver to hurry up. The news van was gone when I left, but I had kept looking behind me, suspecting any car that stuck around for more than a few traffic lights or stop signs. It had proven more than I rationally needed to do, but I took Rickard's warning at face value.

My keys jangled as I looked back toward the elevator one last time. Nothing. I gathered myself and turned the lock, not knowing how Elena would have taken the news.

I walked in and realized I still had her file in my hand. She wasn't around, the whole place still and silent as a crypt. Shit.

“Elena?” The binder was still on the counter top, flipped to about halfway through. I tossed her folder and the cache of Patrem Delta on top of it, just another log on the fire. “Hey, you here?” She hadn't left a note anywhere obvious.

My pace quickened toward the bedroom. Fuck, fuck, fuck! The door was wide open, the bed a mess from the fun we'd had earlier. I almost prayed that it wasn't our last time.

Only one room left, but now she didn't mind at all when I walked in on her. I put my ear against the door and heard water running. Damn, she scared the shit out of me.

I reached my hand out to go in, then I heard a knock to my left that made me jump. “Who the fuck is this?” I got back to the front door and looked through the peep hole. This bitch again?

The same reporter from out in front of GeneFactor stood there, a moleskin notebook clutched in her hands. If she weren't so irritating and dangerous to me, I'd have already had that navy blue pencil skirt and blazer on my floor. She let loose with more knocking. “Mr. Jensen, Brooke Harwel, WKNF.” She gave it a second. “I'd like to speak with you.”

“Go away, it's none of your business.”

An eye stared back through the hole, blue as the clear sky. “What is the connection between GeneFactor, yourself, and Elena Roberts?”

I waited and made sure nobody else was around her when she backed off. Coast is clear, other than her. I unlocked the door and slowly opened it.

“Thank you.” Brooke straightened up and pulled a tape recorder out. I grabbed her wrist and yanked her inside.

She tried to speak, but her back was against the door, shoulders pinned back with both my hands. “Who sent you?”

“Sir, I just want to know the connection.”

I reached down and snatched the recorder from her hand. Easing off, I said, “Come, sit down.” I pulled the battery cover off, letting the double-A's fall and then roll across the floor. “I'm holding onto this until you leave, and you'd better think fast.” I felt Brooke squirm against my grip. “Tell me what you know.”

She blinked too fast for my liking. “Nothing more than what you'll tell me.”

A ball of fire lit behind my forehead. Do what I say and tell me.

Brooke tried looking away, giving in and putting her eyes on mine. “Reverend Boyce has contacts everywhere in this town. He knows your address, and he can see your bank account.”

Fuck. “So what doesn't he know?”

She tried to drop down, the only way out of the hold. “Who pulls the strings at GeneFactor, and what you do for them.”

That crazy Aussie bastard knew more than he let on. I lowered myself and put my eyes within inches of her own. “What's his next move?”

“Local police, welfare check.” Brooke gulped a bucket of frogs down her throat. “They're taking her away, claiming you held Elena against her will.”

That son of a bitch. “What time?”

“Midnight.”

I looked back at the wall clock. Hours from now. So much for bothering with getting Elena a passport or any other kind of document Boyce didn't control. Her not having an ID meant we couldn't even board a flight.

I pressed harder against Brooke until she begged, “Just let me go, please.”

“Not yet.” The way her strength gave in told me she was about to break. “You've got dirt on everyone big in this town. How do I get Boyce to back off?”

“I don't know.” Brooke tried fidgeting out of my hands. Her legs dragged as I forced her over to the couch.

“Sit down and don't move.” My head started to hurt from all the orders.

Brooke crossed her arms and legs, slouching in her seat. “He'll get his way, you know.”

“Yeah? He can go fuck himself.” I started toward the folder. “What's your ball in his court?”

“I've been a member of the church since college, not that its any of your business.”

“That's rich, coming from someone who's nosy for a living.” I grabbed the file and started rifling through the pages. Behind the surveillance photos of Elena, I found a three page bio on her that GeneFactor had compiled. I looked past it and found what Janus had been talking about.

'Comparative Analysis of Thought Induction Techniques' It had Janus A. Rickard, PhD as the author, dated about five years ago. I read through the synopsis quickly, glancing up constantly to make sure Brooke stayed put. Apparently, Janus had been experimenting on his own with Patrem Delta's side effects.

I flipped through, scanning for the meat of what he hinted at being a help to me. '… the author notes that forced induction is best achieved while the subject(s) are distracted by physical stimuli. Traits subject to change can range from mood, up to personal beliefs.'

Motherfucker. He knew exactly what would happen. The file dropped back on the counter. I got back to Brooke, standing directly behind her and putting my hands on her shoulders.

She flinched and tensed up. “What's your plan with me?”

That's when Elena opened the door, not a scrap of clothing or any other cover on her. “Brookie?” Her eyes were wide, like she had just realized a speeding truck was heading right for her.

“So that's the kind of thing you're doing now. Travis was right about you, whoring around like this.”

I squeezed Brooke's shoulders harder and leaned down. “That was a mistake.”

“You'll both end up burning in Hell. It's never wrong to tell a sinner that they're on a path of destruction.” She still wasn't trying to get away, but the tone of her voice felt like acid. “You should feel ashamed of yourself, turning my friend from from the light.”

“Elena, come over here.” I watched her trot over without an ounce of embarrassment. That bug in her personality had been ripped out like a garden weed by this point. “Explain to your friend here why you're happier now.”

Leaving both of them to their own devices, I heard some heated chatter as I slipped into the bedroom. Physical stimuli, huh? I had just the thing for it in my nightstand.

I slid the drawer open and got it out. Long, white, and with a motor that'll make your hands numb just from holding it, I'd put the wand to good use on Prime Recipients and Elena. More for my entertainment than anything else, but none of them complained. Hell, Elena even gave it a name.

Putting it behind my back, I strolled back into the living room. The smirk on my face got their attention. “Elena, it's time out.”

“What did I do wrong?” It was our term for her 'punishment' when she let shame come back.

“It's for her. You know what to get.”

She looked at me, her forehead wrinkling as she got up. “Why does she get it?”

“We'll set her free, just like you.” I leaned in as she passed by, “But she won't stay with us, I promise.”

It brought a smile to Elena's face. “Good.”

I gave her pert ass a tap for good measure. “Hurry up, I'll need your help.”

Brooke had put her hands on a knee. “So, Grant, do you just order her around like that all the time?”

“Is it any different from what Boyce did to her?” I half-winked my right eye at her, thinking about how I should break the news. Pulling the wand from behind my back, I placed it on the end table next to Brooke.

Her nose curled as she stared at it. “At least with him, she had self-respect.”

“What you call self-respect, I call shame.” I bent down to eye level, staring Brooke right in the face. “You'll be the same way,” I raised the corners of my mouth, “and I'll make you know what's going on.”

Brooke tossed her hair to the side with a wave of her head. “And how's that? You can't make me do anything to stray from God.”

“Keep thinking that.”

Elena had just returned. She handed me the four wide velcro straps. Her hands lingered near mine.

I looked directly at Brooke. “Now, stand up.”

“You can't order me around like her.” Her face contorted into a smug bitch face.

I pointed at the floor between the ottoman and her. Ego sum alpha. Et genua parere. “I said now.”

Brooke rose, her eyes darting between myself and Elena. “What kind of trick is this?” She was upright and hadn't figured the game out yet. “I'm leaving.”

“Sit on the ottoman and do what either of us tell you.” I guided her down by the shoulders, just a couple of feet from where she sat before. I got in her face and had emphasis on every syllable, “Do you understand?”

“No.”

“You will. Hell, I'll tell you everything.” I motioned for Elena to grab the wand from the end table. “Take your blazer and your shirt off.”

Brooke slid her arms out of the jacket, her eyes widening more as she started on the buttons of her shirt. She looked up at me as she worked halfway down. “What have you done to her?”

“What I'm doing to you,” I slid the white cotton off her shoulders, “but I was a lot nicer with Elena.”

“I'd never be your whore.” The pale green and black lace of her bra complimented her well as Brooke pulled her arms out of the sleeves.

I placed both hands under her breasts, judging the heft. Nice. We locked eyes as I said, “You won't be my whore, but you will be one. If that's the one kind of woman you hate more than any other, I can't think of a better favor I could do for you.”

She spit a wet streak across my face. “You're a lunatic.”

“Kettle, meet pot.” I put a finger on her waist. “Now take off everything beneath this point.”

Brooke's glare could have killed a man as her hands went under the waistband of her skirt. “Why can't I stop?”

I watched it slide past her knees. “You should worry more about how far I'll go, and how much you'll like it.”

Her heels came off with the skirt. Sitting pretty in bra and panties, Brooke stared back up at me. “Boyce will ruin you for this.”

A dull pain spread across my forehead. “Shut up.” I smiled as all the emotion left her mouth, diverting to make her eyes even more expressive. I looked over at Elena, “You get to use Mr. Shaky this time.” You know, named for how it always left her. She was adorable like that sometimes.

Elena's eyes lit up like fireworks, her face beaming. “But on her?”

Brooke couldn't have opened her eyes wider or put her brows further up her face. Her body had stopped all resistance by the time I guided her onto her back. I strapped her wrists to the legs of the ottoman and told Elena, “Go ahead.”

My favorite had leaned close to her friend, thinking she whispered where I couldn't hear. “I won't tell him, but time out is my favorite.”

I already knew it. As I moved around and had a strap around the first ankle, the wand buzzed to life. Elena scooted in beside me as I got the last strap locked in.

Brooke let out a nervous whimper. Her body had one last gasp of resistance as she squirmed, pinned down like she was on a specimen board. I stood and watched the tip brush against the front of her panties, her voice cracking out a desperate groan.

Elena looked up at me in her nude glory, on her knees and leaning over the nutjob reporter. “Am I doing it right?”

I met stares with Brooke, but kept my words toward Elena. “That's the lowest setting. Move it up a notch every once in a while and push it harder against her every time.” I crouched down next to our new toy. “And don't stop until I tell you.”

She did as told, getting up to setting two of ten. “And Grant, I read about what you do.”

“Explain to Brooke what that is.”

Her head bent sideways until I nodded her on. Elena looked at Brooke. “He makes a living by putting babies in women.” She gave me a concerned look, “I think in the bad way.”

“You know we don't judge in this house, Elena.” I sat on my rear behind Brooke's head and reached over to rub my hand on Elena's cheek. “Time out.”

“But she's already in it.”

I had always had a mean streak a yard wide, and a sexually twisted one that stretched a football field. “She can take care of you.”

“You mean...” That innocent look made me want to facefuck her right then and there, like, brutally. “That's what those evil women who hate men do to each other.” Maybe later on that facefucking.

“They're not evil, and I do that to you sometimes.” I looked down at Brooke and grinned like a Cheshire Cat during a bad acid trip. “Don't you agree?”

“If you say it's not bad, I can try it.” She hesitated before standing up, her perfect body and that oversized vibrator in her hand looking like a shot out of a porno I'd have blown it to. “Does Brooke want to?”

I stared back down. Say, 'please.' “Why don't you ask her.” Our stare at each other never broke, my smile getting even wider. I finally stopped and got out of Elena's way as she stood in my spot.

She looked down. “Is it okay? Do you want to?”

Brooke's eyes said the exact opposite, but her lips parted with a perfectly nice, “Please.”

Elena looked at me, giddy about it now. She lowered herself, the pussy I'd stolen from the reverend hovering above Brooke's face. Elena reapplied the wand and dropped the last bit.

Make her come when you do, or you're going with us when we ditch this place. I took a seat on the couch, my arms spread against the top of the back cushions. The only thing that would have made the show better would have been a cold beer and some buddies to watch with me.

But spectating wasn't my purpose. I waited until the stimulation got to a level I thought matched the paper's description. Elena and Brooke gasped as I heard the wand ramp up to setting three.

“I've got some instructions you'll follow when you leave here.”

Their bodies almost melted together, skin getting pinker.

“Abandon the church and leave GeneFactor alone.”

Elena's head rolled on her shoulders as she gripped Brooke's left thigh with her free hand. I barely heard the lapping sound between Elena's thighs over the dull buzz. She cranked it to level four.

“In fact, I want you to investigate Reverend Boyce.” I bent an elbow and inched a finger toward my lips. This was going lightyears past hot. “Your new mission in life is to bring him down in flames.”

Number five.

“Start with any connection you know of with city officials. Don't stop until he's broke and in jail.”

Brooke writhed as much as she could. She was keeping pace with Elena, the slow ramp-up torturing both of them.

“And now about you.”

Six pushed against her boundary.

“After tonight, you'll be the biggest slut you know.”

The seventh notch had my cock throbbing.

“Nobody and no act is too low for you. And you'll fucking love it.” My parting gift to the city I'd grown up in.

Elena started moaning hard, forcing the head against Brooke's panties like she was trying to put it inside her as eight hit.

“But you'll have to slow down after a month or two.” I leaned in. “For about a year. You'll know why by the time we're done with you.”

Number nine had Brooke fighting against her restraints. She screamed along with Elena, my personal playmate's cunt muffling her voice.

“In fact, keep it low profile with your family members, especially the new ones.”

The highest setting roared between Brooke's thighs. Both of them wailed and tensed up. Their bodies quivered like tuning forks.

“Now, come your brains out, both of you.”

Oh, what a glorious sight to behold. Elena knew how I expressed mercy when I edged her with that thing. She dropped it on the floor, leaving Mr. Shaky to skitter in random directions, as her entire body rocked.

Brooke fought against the straps even more, climaxing like she had been possessed by the coolest demon ever. Their bodies rocked together, blushing all over.

I unzipped my pants, letting my cock out before it popped the button right off the damn things. I stood up and patted Elena on the shoulder as her tremors subsided a little. “Did you like it?”

She didn't say a word. The second she looked at me, her lips pursed around my shaft in gratitude. Her hips ground against Brooke, pleading for her to start again as she took me in to the hilt.

“Easy, champ.” I caressed her cheek and brushed the drying hair out of her face. “You know I've got a job to do here.” My dick popped out of her mouth, bobbing up and down from how fast she backed away.

Her voice was uneven with the echos of climax. “You mean, with her?”

“She fits the profile you read about, just like you.”

Elena slid to the floor on the other side of Brooke. She had her legs splayed out, sitting frog-style. Her bottom lip stuck out as her head dropped. “But I want it.”

“I'm saving you...” I searched my brain for a plan that didn't exist. I came up with nothing.

“For marriage.” She looked back up and cocked her head to the side, smiling with her perfect teeth.

Whoa there! But if I told her otherwise, the split in her heart would have broken the poor girl in two. I tried pulling any response out of my mind like I was wringing a washcloth.

“I knew it, that's why you won't have a baby with me yet.”

Enough of the spell had worn off on Brooke from all that reprogramming. “You sick fuck.” She still had her attitude and opinion of me intact.

Elena stared at Brooke, and then back at me. The questions in her mind roiled like waves against a rocky beach.

It's fine, I promised Elena, she wants this too, but she's not special to me like you are. Really, Elena just had nowhere else to go other than with me. What the fuck have I just done? Still, she fit what I would have wanted like a perfectly machined screw.

“See, I told you he's good to me.”

Brooke rolled her eyes, stopping when they met me. “Well, what are you waiting for?” One corner of her mouth lifted and her eyebrows lowered. “I guess I found out what GeneFactor does.”

“You got it.” I unbuttoned my pants and stepped out of my shoes. As I lifted my shirt over my head, I added, “But you don't know why they chose me.”

“Highest bidder is my guess.” Brooke had stopped pulling against the straps.

“They tested a lot of guys to find someone with no genetic markers for disease, and a baseline of mental and physical traits they still won't share with me.” I pulled the socks off my feet and stood to drop my boxers. “I ended up being the lucky bastard.”

Elena cut in. “It would have made me really mad a week ago,” she clasped her hands between her breasts, “but I think it's an honor to be the one he's saving for himself.”

“For some reason, I want to do what you told me to,” Brooke stared daggers at me as I ripped the velcro from around an ankle, “but if you hurt her, I'll go after you even harder than Boyce.”

I knew she meant every word. Hell, I downright respected her for that. “Fair enough.”

“I'm serious, don't even think about it.”

It hadn't even crossed my mind. “Trust me, when I'm ready to settle down,” I looked at Elena's beaming smile and felt something click into place inside my head, “I couldn't find a better girl to join me.” Hey, it was an honest statement.

Brooke looked back at me as I got behind her to free her wrists. “The fact that you looked her in the eyes when you said it,” the strap marks were deep on her, “tells me you're not lying.” She leaned up as soon as I freed her completely. “A reporter can smell bullshit, and Travis's sermon did piss me off, as Elena's friend.”

“You're not half-bad.” All three of us stood, but I didn't plan on staying vertical long. I looked at Elena, “There's duct tape in the junk drawer. Far left one in the kitchen. Can you get it for me?”

She was perky and enthusiastic as always. “Uh-huh!”

“You know,” Brooke stepped a little closer, “I never thought I'd see her this happy away from Travis.” Brooke put her fingers in the waistband of her panties, sliding them to mid-thigh until they dropped on their own. “He was the center of her universe ever since her family joined Unity Baptist five years ago.”

I felt like something about that church preached cleanliness in a way that heavily implied a daily shave. My voice barely registered, even to me, as I leaned into Brooke's ear. “So he went after her when she was pretty young.”

“Yeah,” Brooke cupped a hand around my ear, “the deacons weren't too fond of how close she was to him.” Her voice got even lower, “Until she turned eighteen, and then it was like an eleventh Commandment to them.”

“That would have made for one hell of a scandal.” I saw Elena grab the roll of tape. “Don't drag her into it when you take Boyce down, alright?”

“Do you really think I would? She's the only truly innocent person I've ever met,” Brooke stuck her hands on her bare hips, “until she ran into you.”

I gave Brooke a playful shove into the couch. The way she crashed backward, begging me to go down with her had me beyond ready to go. “You're doing this of your own free will at this point.”

“Maybe.”

Elena got back to us, sitting the tape on the ottoman and looking down at her friend. “Should I watch?”

“For now, but you still owe me a time out.”

It was the fakest frown I'd ever seen. “But I wanna help.”

Really? “Alright, but you can't get too jealous.”

“What should I do?”

Holy fuck, I should have figured it'd fry her brain. “Do that thing I like.”

“Which one?”

It was a great question. “You know,” I tried to narrow it down to a single option, “the one where you play with yourself until I give up and take over.” Elena had tempted me into plowing her using that tactic earlier in the day.

She leaned over and picked up the wand. “Can I use this?”

Fuck, yes! I grinned as I put my knees between Brooke's legs on the couch. “Knock yourself out.”

“What have you done to her, exactly?” Brooke grabbed my waist and pulled me down to her. “You don't have her wrapped around your finger,” Brooke arched her back as her hips inched toward my tip, “she's wrapped around your prick.”

Brooke didn't need the whole story. “I set her free, and that's all I can say.”

Elena crashed into the sofa chair, ready to go at herself with the wand. She looked at me as I inched my shaft to Brooke's slit. Our little blonde spectator buzzed the wand back to life, rocking her head back as soon as it made contact with her.

My cock dove right in, pushing into Brooke like she had invited me. Her cunt was almost too ready. “Take your bra off.”

“Why?”

A little weird she's defensive about leaving that on. “Don't ask. Do it already.”

She let it drop on the floor beside us. I looked at Elena. “Hand it to me.” My tip pushed hard against Brooke's depths, making sure she wouldn't try anything.

She kept the toy against her clit as she slid down the chair, just within reach of it. Elena picked it up by the padding. “Grant, there's something hard in the cup.”

I opened my hand toward her. “Come on, now.”

Brooke gave one last attempt at hiding something, bracing her hands and pushing against my chest. It led me even deeper, the full limit of her slit matching my length.

I wrapped one arm around Brooke's waist and used the other to catch the bra. I delved into the fabric, feeling a solid line of under the stitching. “Elena, get a knife and cut this thing open.” The little bitch...

Brooke shot her head back at Elena. “I hid a wire in it, if that's what you're wondering.” She gazed back at me. “What? That bra's expensive.”

I gave her a punishing thrust. “So who's listening?”

“The cameraman.” Her eyes rolled back in her head a bit. “Mike, I know your jerking it in the van right now.”

“Elena, throw that thing in the bathroom and shut the door,” she was already turning to do it, “then come over here.” I pulled out of Brooke and sat up. “I knew you were keeping it on for a reason.”

“You know I don't plan on doing anything to help Boyce.”

I made sure Elena had gotten the wire out of audible range. “Offer that damn neckbeard a blowjob in exchange for letting you destroy everything you have on us or GeneFactor.”

“He wouldn't dream of turning it down.”

I pulled Brooke up with me and then grabbed the duct tape. Elena had just gotten back to us, standing right next to me. I gave her a quick pat on the ass, my hand lingering for a healthy grope. “Elena, do you know what the tape is for?” My plans for time out had changed.

“Because both of us have been bad?”

“That's right. I want both of you to stand right next to each other and face the wall.” The rip of tape coming off the roll filled the room as I sat down. I wrapped the first stretch against Elena's wrists.

She didn't try fighting back as I looped it around several times. Her fingers danced as she tried to keep from bouncing. I'd see to her too, but as I ripped the tape and made a few wraps between her wrists to keep it secure, she tried sitting in my lap.

“Elena, go sit in the chair again.”

Her shoulders dropped with her head. She turned to sit, looking at me like I had just pulled her heart out and thrown it in the trash. “But I want it.”

I'll have to give her a mascara-streaking fuck or seven after all this settles down. “Wait there.”

Brooke wasn't nearly as willing, putting a feeble effort into resisting. I popped a stinging handprint into her ass, settling her down just enough to keep me happy. I even used double the tape on her, just in case.

“Now, you sit down too.”

She crashed down next to me. “What kind of game is this?”

“Both of you want something, but only one of you can get it.”

Brooke leaned into my ear. “I know you're having fun by giving her hope, but that's just mean.”

I didn't bother making sure Elena couldn't hear me. “Maybe she'll end up winning.” I made sure I had locked eyes with Brooke. “You never know.”

She pouted a little and stopped acting like she didn't want it. “But you were inside me all of fifteen seconds.”

I ignored her, standing up and taking a few steps toward Elena. Picking the wand up out of the floor, I said, “If you last long enough, I might let you win.”

Her posture shot right up. “What do you mean?”

“You'll see.” I pushed her back and stuck the wand against her cunt. A few pieces of tape held it tight against her stomach and her pearl as I turned it all the way to ten. “Good luck.” A final piece went over her mouth as Elena whimpered and drew her knees against her breasts.

“You'll knock her out with that.” Brooke had stood back up, her hands still behind her back.

I stepped to the side and forced her against the arm of Elena's chair. Without saying a word, I got behind Brooke and took hold of her bonds like a handle. My tip prodded against her folds, ready to go.

Elena had curled all the way into a ball, Brooke's face against hers. She tried to scream through the tape, all to no avail.

If it gets to be too much for her, I'll step in. But I wanted to see how far Elena would go to get what she wanted more than anything. I knew it would make the time when I finally grant her wish all the better.

Brooke had tensed herself up, expecting me to rip against her any second. Her fingers tried wrapping around my forearms.

I slammed in like I was trying to spit-roast her. Both of them turned to whimpering messes as soon as I started the merciless fucking.

Her cunt took me in, trying to squeeze tight against my shaft and keep me in the furthest depths. I won out and slid back each time. Brooke was just too wet and I had ramped it up too hard, crashing my hips against her ass like I owned it. And at least for the moment, I did.

Elena was already at her limit, not knowing that she couldn't come until the vibrations stopped. Her toes and legs had curled as far as she could get them as she rolled onto her side. I watched her head shake, the tape holding back a racket that would have had the cops even sooner than Boyce's shitty move.

Brooke wasn't faring much better. I kept hold of the tape in one hand, grabbing a fistful of her long hair with the other. Her head jerked back as I pulled, using both grips to help me pay back all the hell she had caused so far.

I had both of them ready to climax as soon as the torture of too much pleasure stopped. It felt like I was taking all the air in the room into my lungs as I kept it up.

Brooke's fingernails dug into my wrists as I gave her my last reserve. Her cunt pulsed in tune with every ram and brutal draw. You wouldn't believe how wet and hot she felt, pinned against the chair and arched back as her friend's body shook below.

My cock pulled out of her with no warning. The cruelty of it came out as she screamed, “Fuck!” Brooke fell forward as I let go of her, face buried against Elena's side as her entire body quaked. Her hands balled into fists against her back, Brooke screaming against Elena as she fought her own hopeless battle to climax.

I stood back and admired what I had just caused. My dick was still ready to go, but I knew Elena was getting close to physically breaking.

Brooke slid back down the arm of the sofa chair, ending up on her knees. Her ragged breath and the hair over her face was too much to resist. I grabbed the back of her head and jammed myself to the back of her throat.

She tried crying out as I gave her mouth just as much punishment. I gave it until I knew she had gotten the point. Brooke still owed me, even if she was on my side now.

It was time for Elena's punishment to hit. I pushed Brooke's forehead back, leaving her gasping as a line of spittle dribbled down her chin. Elena would get some amount of mercy, but Brooke still had it coming.

I bent over the chair and kissed Elena on the forehead. It felt way too hot against my lips. Putting my arms under her, I lifted her up and walked her over to the couch.

Her legs never straightened as I laid her down. I looked over at Brooke, “You gotta get over here and watch this.” I'm sure neither one of them could have imagined ever being in this situation together before they met me.

Brooke stood over Elena, right next to me. She was still panting as she said, “Holy shit.” Brooke took a few more breaths. “I cant even imagine how hard she'll come.”

I got on my knees, pointing my shaft toward her buzzing cunt. It took me in with greed, Elena mewling as I pushed as far into her as I could. I kept myself planted inside her, the inside so wet and ready it was like I had stuck my dick under a running faucet.

Forcing Elena's thighs apart was like spreading a bear trap. I pushed my shoulders between her calves and pulled the top layer of duct tape away. The wand stopped vibrating against her stomach as I freed that end of it, putting it all into her pussy instead of wasting some of the force against her torso.

“You ready to see some crazy shit?” I hadn't been this cruel with forcing an orgasm with any Prime Recipients so far. I pulled the strip from her mouth and then cradled Elena's jaw with one hand, watching her lips open as no sound came out.  I started lifting one end of the last piece of tape with the other. I finally gave it a quick rip, freeing Elena from that electric motor hell.

Her entire body went spastic. Every muscle in her body reversed, the contracted ones releasing, the relaxed ones tensing up in the fury of one incredible orgasm. I felt a wet rush shoot from her cunt as it squeezed and released my shaft over and over at a break-neck pace.

“I'll have to get my husband to make me squirt like that.” Brooke leaned her breasts against my back, her chin resting on my left shoulder. “Just look at her.”

Elena's walls almost set me off without any in-and-out action going on. Her voice finally came back in a squeal that should have broken glass. Her feet planted against the cushions, raising her Elena's hips and giving my shaft a new angle inside her.

Damn, I could just let go and knock her up right now. Just a few thrusts would have done the job. Elena's slick walls begged for it, massaging my length until I felt that rush in my sac.

It felt like a piece of my soul got left behind when I pulled out. I knew better. Still, the way Elena almost sobbed through the end of it tempted me to give in like I was a fat kid at a bake sale.

I leaned the side of my head against Brooke's. “I didn't know you were married.”

“Wearing a ring makes a lot of men lose interest, and making them think I might fuck them works wonders for getting them to talk.”

I looked back down at Elena, her jaw shivering as she fought to breathe. “That was fucking beautiful.”

“Thanks for not coming in her. God, watching her almost made me go off.” Brooke leaned back.

I followed, standing up to see her reclined against the back cushions. Elena's legs had moved into Brooke's lap as I gave myself a few strokes. “Elena,” her eyes finally opened and looked up at me, the side of her face against the upholstery and those cherry lips still open. “You don't know how close I got just now.”

Her voice was weak, “Then why didn't you?”

I smiled at her, my hand still rubbing down my shaft. “I couldn't do that to you.” I felt my own cheeks flush with heat. “Not yet, anyway.”

Elena turned to Brooke. “He always teases like this.”

She was telling the exact truth. The fact that Elena wanted it so desperately made it that much more hellacious to pull out at the last second. I already knew I'd fuck up and give in someday. How could I not?

But I still had business with our reporter friend. “So, is there anything else we need to know?” Brooke was already spreading herself when I got in front of her, that ass hanging off the front edge of the sofa. “I think you owe it to her, if you can't say it for my sake.”

“Travis is hunting you two down, and he knows you get payments from GeneFactor. That's all he knows.”

I didn't bother with politeness. Tossing a throw pillow in the floor and dropping my knees on it, I lunged inside Brooke again. “But what do you know?”

She tried speaking as I started drilling away at her. Brooke's hips tossed and twisted, riding me like I was a human bronco. She almost broke past the delight of it and got some words out.

“For the last time,” I tried hurting her with my cock, putting everything I had into the push. “What do you know?”

“That's it!” She tried to break her arms free. Instead, Brook hugged around my back with her legs.

I stopped and put my hand on her throat, squeezing just enough to get the point across. Of course, all it did was get her going even harder. I pushed down on her waist, making her stop.

“I can't give an answer I don't have.” She started again as soon as I let off her stomach. “Now just fuck me and shut up.”

Ego sum alpha. “Bullshit, you're holding back. Fucking tell me.” Et genua parere. “Now.”

Brooke shifted her waist, throwing me deep inside her. Her lower lip trembled in pace with her thighs.

I pulled out. “You know it'll drive you insane if I don't finish.”

Her eyes got as big as saucers.

“Tell me, and you get what you want.” I pointed to Elena, propped up on the other side of the couch, watching the two of us in all that bound sexiness. “She could suck me off and get what you're after instead.”

Elena scooted herself closer. I reached down for my pants and pulled the Case knife out of my pocket.

She turned around and presented her wrists. I cut her free and closed the knife before dropping it. Elena didn't bother with the tape still around her wrists but no longer binding them together. Her lips pillowed around my tip.

“I'm not joking, she'll do it.”

Elena rocked forward and took me in. Her tongue flittered along the bottom. She moaned with satisfaction as soon as she had me in all the way.

“Alright!” Brooke had defeat written all over her. “I know something that he doesn't.”

I put a hand on the back of Elena's head, tangling her hair in my fingers. I leaned my head back and groaned. Elena tried pushing me even further into her throat.

“Make her stop and I'll tell you.”

My head shook, but I didn't bother looking at Brooke. “You've got until I come,” my hips twitched involuntarily, “and she's doing a great job like she always has.”

Brooke's exhalations were loud enough that I could hear tehm. I cracked my eyes open to see her tits heaving, Brooke's face inches away from Elena's. She finally looked up at me. “Travis does have a secret that could bring him down.”

I felt Elena start working herself back and forth. “And that is?”

“Two things, actually.” She glanced at Elena, the envy on her face dripping like poison. “There's a lot of funny business going on with church funds, but you'll never guess the big one.” She watched Elena pick up the pace and got desperate. “He had a dishonorable discharge for sexual misconduct.”

The muscles in my legs almost gave out when Elena's hands came up to my abs. “Which branch, and when?”

“Army, seven years ago. A subordinate accused him of rape, but he struck a plea bargain during the court martial.” Brooke rested her head against my thigh. “Is that good enough to make her stop?”

Elena shook her head with me still in her, forcing me to suck in a breath. “Yeah.” I guided her head back, gently tugging her hair. Her lips popped off of me. “That was close.”

Brooke smiled as she leaned forward and took over, putting her lips over the side of it and trying to wrap her tongue around my girth.

I took one step back and picked the knife back up. Brooke was free with one stroke of the blade. “Now,” I looked at Elena, “you two have some fun together.”

The shock in Brooke's face could have zapped an elephant. “I'm sorry, but that's too far for me.”

Taking the iron erection in hand, I torqued myself and said, “What a waste, then.”

“Fuck,” she grabbed Elena's hands and rolled back, “but she's doing me.”

I stopped mid-stroke. “That's fine.” Elena already knew how to take it, but she'd have never learned if I didn't let her practice. “I'm sure she can figure it out after getting it from me.” That news about Boyce didn't even faze her. He really is dead to her now.

Elena dove right in, pushing open hands against Brooke's thighs as she dropped to the floor. She leaned into the couch, her face planted on Brooke's slit with the same enthusiasm she had for my cock. It didn't take her long to get her friend humming and twisting at the shoulders.

I started taking care of myself again. Watching Brooke's hands run through Elena's hair would have made for some wonderful porn. Just seeing and listening was enough to bring me right back to finishing myself off.

Elena moved her arm forward, sliding a finger or two inside Brooke, judging by the way her mouth opened. She moved her other hand down on herself. About the time Elena whimpered, she had Brooke panting and slamming her open palms against the couch.

Brooke pushed her shoulders up and crossed her arms just under her breasts. They heaved upward as her head turned sideways. She was hurtling toward the edge already.

I was ready to let it play out, not caring if Brooke's last climax with us came from myself or Elena. My limit was getting close too.

That's when Elena broke away. She ran a hand through her hair and looked at me. “She's ready for you.”

I watched Brooke's eyes plead for it. “Should I give her what she wants?”

Elena grinned and stood up. She brushed her hand against my dick, teasing just like I had taught her to do. “I'll take it if she won't.” She finally giggled and stepped out of the way.

Fuck, I can't wait to come in Elena. I pointed at the other end of the couch and pinched Brooke's jaw between my thumb and middle finger, guiding her to lie down the entire length.

Brooke wrapped her arms around my neck as I lowered on top of her. Her folds were beyond willing and ready, taking me in like it they had a magnetic pull. Her hips rolled, forcing me to bury my face in her shoulder.

“That's it.” Elena bit my earlobe. “She wants it.” I shoved my tip into the furthest reaches of Brooke's cunt.

I crushed myself against the promised land between Brooke's thighs. The sound of her screaming set my ears to ringing. Even Elena's fingernails dancing across my back pushed me further into overdrive, whipping my hips back and forth.

“God, I wish that was me right now.”

I know she did. I reared my head back and screamed, “Fuck!”

Brooke hugged me tight, milking every last drip straight from the tap. When she tugged at my neck and whispered, “He's been snipped,” it made it that much worse.

It's over for her. He'll know.

“But it'll just make him fuck me that much harder.” Brooke pressed her heels against my back, guiding me deep for the last shots. “He's into this kind of thing, but he only lets his best friend fuck me.”

I tried to speak, but my cock twitched with the last of my seed. My throat shuddered with a grunt as I looked up. She had the satisfied look of a cat after eating a salmon filet. I managed to rasp out, “Not my fetish.”

“I know, you'd never let anyone else fuck Elena.” Brooke moaned and leaned her head back. “I can tell by the way you look at her.”

Pushing myself up by my fists and forearms, I huffed and looked down at the girl I'd just conquered. What if she's right?

“But,” she looked back at me, “that's what made me want to help you.” Brooke whimpered as I pulled out of her. She leaned up before I could back away and then whispered. “Stop.”

I did as I was told.

“Travis Boyce isn't his real name. It's Sean Ryan.” She hesitated before finishing. “Don't you dare tell Elena.”

The reason wouldn't be clear to me for a while yet, but when I did learn the full truth, I knew that I was dealing with true evil dressed in preacher's clothing. I whispered back, “Then why did you ever follow him?”

“You know, I'm really not sure.” She backed off and spoke in a normal tone. “Some men just have a way to influence people, I guess. I'm trying to figure out why I ever did, myself.”


Elena and I had crammed what we could into my two suitcases. We had the basics with us, but not much else. Exactly how this would work out or where we were going, I didn't know.

I had found Janus's personal cell number written on the back of his paper under a scrawled 'Call when you find this.' He had picked us up in a black Navigator, demanding that we leave out the back door of our apartment building.

After filling him in on how Brooke spilled the beans and had turned on Boyce, his mood gradually changed from panic. By the time he had driven us to the Amtrak station close the edge of the city, he seemed proud. “You two travel for a while. I'll get back in touch once I find out how much this will hurt our mate Boyce.”

“So where the hell are we going? You said you already reserved our tickets.”

“Yeah, last train out of the station today. You'll be in Chicago by morning. Where you go from there is up to you.”

I had no idea where their tracks went. Turns out, the damn things were spread all over the continuous United States. “Thanks, and I'll send my new bank information as soon as I get something set up.”

“If the bastard's tracking your account, you'll need this if you plan on staying anywhere that isn't a park bench.” Janus handed me a card marked for GeneFactor's business account. “You use that for anything after you get a new account, and I'll skin you.”

“Fair enough.” I looked back at Elena in the midrow seat, knowing she didn't want to leave. It was the second time she'd lost her home and everything she knew in a week. “Listen.”

“Hmm?” She pretended to be happy, but you could see the truth in her eyes.

“We'll be fine. It might do us some good to go places we've never been for a while.”

She faked a smile but kept her hands in her lap. “I know.”

Janus turned into the parking lot and drove toward the unloading canopy for the station. “Best of luck,” he gave me a hard pat on the shoulder as he stopped the Lincoln, “I hear California's a good place to do your work.”

“Maybe.” I started leaning toward the door. Elena got out first and shut the door behind her.

Janus gripped my sleeve. He had one last thing to say before we left. “Hey, you shag a celebrity or two, I'll buy you a beer when you get back.”

The question is, when would we be back?


BIMBO TOUR 2

SUMMER PEAKS




“So where are you two, exactly?”

“You know I can't tell you. Sorry if I'm not the trusting type.” I had walked to the back of the car, far enough away from the other passengers and Elena that nobody could make out what I was talking about.

Brooke huffed on the other end. “A little faith goes a long way.”

The landscape of southern Nebraska flew by. Corn and soybean fields met the sky in a straight line that never changed aside from a stray telephone pole in the distance. “You know I can't take that chance.”

“Anyway, Boyce has been on a tear lately. He called out some people this Sunday.” I knew she was recalling something she'd rather not remember. “I think he's losing his mind.”

“Good.”

“I'm not joking, Grant. I was shocked he didn't turn on me.”

That was great and all, but the daily happenings of the man hunting you down ranks lower than what you can use to fight back. “So did you dig anything new up or not?”

“The youth camp and halfway house for young mothers he's been fundraising for look fishy, but I can't call any connections a fact.”

“Well, keep digging. It'd be nice to come back home someday.”

Brooke laughed on the other end. “I don't think you get what I'm trying to say.”

The fuck? “Out with it then.”

“I got a weird voicemail from some Australian that Boyce used to do the same thing as you. Care to confirm or deny that for me?”

If it was a trap, I didn't see how I could spill too many beans. “Ten years ago or so. What's your point?”

“Ask Elena about her role with Camp Purity. If it's as crazy as I think it might be, let me know.”

“Hold up, what the hell are you getting at?”

Brooke sounded like she was playing a game I wasn't aware of. “Nothing at all. Just ask her and put it together on your own.”

“I don't under—”

Click.

“That little bitch.” I tapped back to the home screen on my phone. The questions for Elena piled up in my mind, though. I started right back toward my seat.

Elena was busy staring at a page somewhere in the middle of the copy of Fear and Loathing in Las Vegas I'd bought for her before we left Chicago. If anyone could lay out the opposite of her past life on paper, good old Hunter S. Thompson was sure to expand Elena's world by orders of magnitude. And she was staring at the words like a tragic car wreck you just can't look away from.

“Hey,” I eased into my seat, “liking it so far?”

The serious look on her face never left as she turned her head toward me. “So,” she shook her head a little, “is Hunter the bad influence, or is it the lawyer?”

“What do you mean by 'bad influence,' exactly?”

“Neither one of them is stopping the other from doing bad things.”

Wait until you get toward the end. “It's a book about a journey, not a morality lesson.”

“But all the drugs, and in a house of gambling...” She cocked her head just enough for me to notice. “People really do these things?”

If she only knew some of the crazy shit I'd done in college. “It sounds like you don't approve of what they're doing.”

She finally came around to what I was hinting at. “So you mean,” another rip in the fabric of Evangelical morality showed in her eyes, “these aren't bad people?”

“I wouldn't call them bad, exactly.” Then I remembered more about Dr. Gonzo and Thompson's actions later. “But I wouldn't call them good, either.”

“I don't get it.”

I started to think I was teaching Elena to swim by throwing her into the deep end without water wings. “You know how Jesus wandered the desert and had visions?”

“Yeah.”

I nodded my head as I said, “It's kinda like that.” I kept nodding. “Yeah.”

It was like you could watch her try making connections in her head. The problem was, she was failing miserably at it.

Vegas is just a day away from where we're stopping. I guess I know where we're going after this place. “You don't have to understand everything right now.” I felt like I was explaining color to someone who could only see in total black and pure white, even after all the shades of gray I had exposed Elena to already.

“I was always taught those kinds of things were so wrong though.” It felt like a shame to rob that innocence from her, but that was what made her so much fun.

“Keep reading. Hunter kind of explains things at the end.” I patted her arm and tried to act like nothing was up. “So what's this Camp Purity I've heard about?”

“Who told you about that?”

“Nobody,” I hated lying to her, but I wasn't getting Elena mixed up in all of this. As far as she knew, the reverend was a non-factor in our lives. “I was just reading the church's website and found something about it.”

“Oh,” she closed the book and looked at me, “Travis wanted me to look over the counselor training.”

“What did that involve?”

“He was really picky about who we'd go with, but Travis said I was like a role model for the girls at the camp.” She finally smiled fondly about something in her past with him. “He wanted all the campers to end up just like me.”

Naive, beautiful, and scared shitless to disobey. “Do you still think it's a good thing he's setting up?”

She was excited, like I had brought up video games with a ten year old boy. “It's a wonderful place. We'd been spending a lot of time there training the staff this summer.”

“And I saw something about a girls' home. What's it like?”

“Well,” pity was all I saw in her face, “teenage pregnancy is looked down on in the church, but Travis wanted to help these girls anyway. It's opening up next year too.”

I'm being too paranoid, but I'll see where Brooke goes with it. “Sounds like you just wanted to help people.”

Hell, there probably wasn't a homeless person in Chicago she hadn't made me give money to. “Of course. Even if I'm an Apostate now, I still know that it's right to do what you can for others.”

Elena really was that kind in an honest, selfless way that I couldn't help admiring. Whether it was wrong to make her believe I helped women with my work, she was damn good at keeping the money and Prime Recipients rolling in. Hell, she had more than earned the small fortune I'd spent on her so far.


Chicago was great to me with twelve Prime Recipients and all, but I wanted a change of pace. Denver was my first instinct, but I had changed my mind the night before we left. Winter Park, Colorado was only forty miles west at the next stop, and a damn sight more quiet.

Plus, it turns out you can get a hell of a deal on a nice cabin during the off-season. The rental car was already lined up too. All that was left was getting there and checking out the scenery for more Prime Recipients.

A rented cabin and a cool day for June made the arrival seem pleasant enough, but all they had at the rental car place was a silver Kia. Their loss, I guess. In case you haven't noticed, I've got a thing for cars that rivals my eye for women.

The only thing that worried me was the slim pickings compared to a massive city, but we weren't hurting for money at that point. I wanted to slow down for a couple of weeks and keep an eye on the situation back home. I figured I might even sneak in a fly fishing trip, since I hadn't felt a tug at the end of a pole in a couple of years. It's the simple things you miss when you're living in luxury and bedding any woman you set your mind on.

I drove the econobox through the main drag. The place would have been a ceramic Christmas village brought to life in wintertime, but that was months away. The low mountains were a deep, conifer green with lime stripes cut out for ski slopes. Winter Park had its own charm in summer, I guess.

Pulling into a parking spot in front of a beer hall I wanted to check out, Elena stared at the landscape like it was another planet. Back home it wasn't exactly flat, but the hills amounted to glorified dirt piles. Even a pine tree was a rare thing.

“You gonna make it over there?” I had started opening my door. “We'll see plenty of the place while we're here.”

“I know, but it's so different.” She finally opened her own door and started getting out. Elena's ass displayed right in front of me as she stood up, those tiny, khaki shorts robbing the imagination of details to fill in under that blue tank top.

I'm fucking her so damn hard tonight, after a long-ass nap. I finished getting out and leaned over the roof of the car. “We've got fifteen days in the cabin, so I'm glad you like it.”

“It even smells fresh.” I knew Elena had goosebumps rising as she wiggled her shoulders and closed her eyes.

Neither of us had anything resembling hiking boots, but that was a problem for the next day. “Let's head in and see if the waiter can tell us what's—” Holy shit!

Elena caught me staring. “Grant, what's wrong?”

I nodded in the direction of a blue Jeep a few spaces over. More specifically, at the flannel and dirty blonde goddess heading where we were going. “You ready to get to work?”

“I thought we were here to relax.” Elena already knew it was time to reel one in. She turned away and played dumb tourist, “Excuse me.”

The deity of the mountains herself stopped in place. Elena stepped over, acting like a lost puppy. They started talking, words blurring together until I got closer.

“The rafting's always nice this time of year with the snowmelt going down, especially if it's your first time.”

“You hear that Grant?”

“Yeah, sounds like fun.”

I got my first hint at what was hiding under the red flannel and short, cut-off jeans as she crossed her legs and gripped a rough, leather purse. “If you go to Tabernash Rafting tomorrow, I might be your guide.”

“Sounds like you know the place like it's home.” I nodded toward the entrance of the beer hall, “You tell us more, and I'll pay.”

“Deal.” She grinned as both her and Elena started walking with me. “I'd only eat the appetizers here, though. It's a drinking place more than a restaurant.”


The St. Feuillien blonde ale called my name more than anything else. Of course, after that long of a train ride, the 7.5% alcohol volume did most of the work. Elena was stuck with water since the waiter asked for my ID first thing. She'd figured that drill out already.

Our new friend hadn't bothered looking at the menu. “New Belgium Abbey.” She flashed her ID and I caught her name. Jada Wolfe.

It was time to close in. “So how long have you been here?”

“My whole life, and I like it that way. There's always work so long as you don't mind skiing in winter and the water in summer.”

I knew it was too much exertion for me to pull off year-round. Elena had already taken over the conversation, leaving me in relative peace as soon as the beer arrived. Even riding that damn train again after a week in a hotel had me ready to laze around for a day.


I'd have never assumed it, but any girl that's a ski instructor in winter and a whitewater guide in summer, will have a body you'd fight over. Jada bent over to pick up her purse. Elena was staring exactly as hard as I was.

“Hold up,” I gently grabbed her arm as she walked past us. “We've got the layout around here now, but what about later?”

“If you're buying later, sure.” I liked the way she made it sound playful, but laid it out clearly. Honesty with grace, I suppose.

“We've got a place about three miles north.” Ego sum alpha. “C'mon, ride with us and we'll drop you off here later. Might even eat at the place next door.” Et genua parere.

“Normally, I'd say no to that much, but I like you two.”

She was as good as mine already. I threw down enough money to cover our bill plus a decent tip. “Let's get rolling then.”


“Fuck me,” the giant log columns on the front of the cabin caught my eye, “I hope the inside's just as nice.”

Jada already knew the place. “I didn't know the Lannisters were renting it out now.”

“I'm glad someone's got the money to piss away building a second home like this. Even nice hotels wear on you after a while.” Trust me, my back had been drawn up into one big knot for days.

“How much did you pay, if you don't mind me asking?”

I parked the Kia in front. “About two-and-a-half grand for both weeks. I'd hate to see how much it costs during ski season.”

Jada got out first, barely getting in, “They're always here in winter.”

I looked at Elena and whispered, “Move on her quick, I'm wore out.”

She smiled at me and then gave me a peck on the cheek. “Good, that means I get you even sooner.”

Not until I've crashed for about fifteen hours in a real bed. She was already standing outside the car before I could muster the will to get myself out. The scenery was even better once I got to watch them from behind, heading right for the front door.

I pulled the key out of the ignition, my regular set already attached to it. Joints popped and muscles fought back as I got out. And here I was, about to get to work already.

“If you've been here before, care to show us where everything is?” I slid the key in the lock and pushed the massive slab of cedar. It smelt even more like a pine forest than outside, but in a good way.

“I've only been to a few parties up here, but they layout's simple enough. Main bed and bath upstairs, guest rooms downstairs.”

I looked around, glad that the foyers and living room matched the pictures on the rental site. They were even nice enough to leave kitchenware. We just had to get basic groceries at some point.

“The hot tub's probably out of commission, but that's not a summer thing around here.”

Speak for yourself. “If I turn the heater on now, it might be ready when we get back later.”

Elena looked up the stairway and said, “We've been traveling for the past week, so I get what he's saying.” She finally pointed up the flight. “Ever been in the master?”

Jada took it in stride. “They weren't that kind of party, but I've always wanted to see for myself. These people are capital-L loaded.”

Even a flight of stairs felt like too much effort, but I knew where the work was likely to start. It was time to pay for better seats on the train, for sure. I was in too good of shape by that point to feel so broken down, but that's Amtrak for you.

Elena entered first. “Grant, you won't believe this.”

I was a good six or seven steps behind. “What is it?”

“Just get in here.”

Jada had her own say. “No joke, I'll stay in here if you two won't.”

With five bedrooms, I guess I could make a temporary harem. I finally got through the doorway. “Fuck, you weren't joking.”

It was about as spacious as the living space downstairs, the open rafters and floor to ceiling windows going all the way to the peak of the roof. The bed looked even bigger than a California king, and I'm sure the wood-burning fireplace had to cost more than most people make in a year. Even the French doors leading to the second-story deck was too luxurious to handle. It made that fancy hotel room look like a hovel.

“I can't believe that's all they asked for two weeks here.” Jada was as awestruck as Elena. “I'm not kidding, I'll shack up while you're here if you two don't want this room.”

“Fat chance,” it was nice enough to make the stairs seem like a non-factor, “but we can work something out.”

“It was kind of a joke,” Jada looked at Elena, who was already putting a hand on her shoulder, “sorry if I gave the wrong idea.”

Shit, she's coming on too strong. “It's alright.” I was at the point of letting her go. “We can go back anytime you want.”

Elena wasn't having any of it. “But we just got here. Why aren't you helping her like everyone else?”

I pinched the bridge of my nose and closed my eyes. “Christ.”

“It's not like there's many people here. I know you want to.”

Jada looked at her and then over at me. “What's she going on about?”

Ego sum alpha. Et genua parere. “You're her toy for the afternoon, I guess.”

Elena squealed and pulled at Jada's hand. “C'mon, I bet the bathroom's just as nice.”

I watched them disappear through the doorway. She needs a little reigning in. The problem with that was I didn't have many more boundaries to push with Elena. She had become so numb to body shame by then, I had to blush for her sometimes.

Giggles from both of them met me at the door. I hung back and listened, hearing whispers like they were back in high school. Finally, Elena spilled the beans by getting too loud. “I know what gets him excited.”

You know you're tired when you don't want to rush in and join two hotties going at each other. Fuck, a thirty minute nap is all I want. I stepped in, at least willing to give them the courtesy of a spectator.

Jada had Elena's shorts on the floor before I could figure out what was going on. I wasn't a fan of the tacky marble on that Whirlpool, but it looked far better to me once Jada had her on it, moving Elena's panties to the side and getting right to work. It was almost enough to make me want to reverse course and take on a second helper.

Almost. Elena hadn't been cheap to keep spoiled. Besides, the jealousy would probably kill her.

Elena pulled Jada's face tighter against her cunt. Her new toy's ass slapped the sleep right out of me. Her tight thighs disappeared under cut-off denim so tight that it had to have been painted on.

My jeans got tighter up front as I watched. A part of me wanted to peel those shorts off Jada and dive right in. I leaned against the doorway, forcing myself to look but not touch.

The tile on every surface made Elena's whimpers reverberate a few times. Her cheeks went pink as her legs stiffened. I knew she'd be asking for Jada to come back the whole time we were here.

Jada wasn't slowing down. I knew by the way she pushed the right buttons that it wasn't her first time, but she didn't strike me as they type to go after women only. I thought Jada just really liked both sides.

Elena rocked forward, ripping the tank top off until she was just in panties and heels. Honestly, she barely wore more than that most of the time we stayed there. This was just the first glimpse of all the crazy hijinks we'd get up to in Colorado.

The first jerks of climax came over her. She looked at me, eyes heavy and mouth open. I knew Elena was begging me to join in.

Fuck it. If anything, I'd sleep that much harder. I got ready to pull at my zipper when I remembered there was a lot more to this place.

Jada finished her off and gave Elena a few teasing rubs against her slit. Turning around, Jada sat with Elena's legs draping over her shoulders. She let her fingers drift down those milky legs, her head leaned against a thigh.

A threesome in a bathroom felt like a crying shame, especially with the view and privacy we had. I focused on both of them as they looked at me like two kids caught sneaking cookies. “Let's get some fresh air.”

They both got up and followed me. I unlocked the double doors and stepped out. It was nothing but pines and mountains for miles.

“Where did you learn that?” Elena was fawning over Jada by this point. My platinum blonde pulled the dirty blonde against her as she leaned against the railing.

“Life's a lot more fun when you like women and men.”

“Grant only likes women, so maybe he should try—”

“Nope!” I was proud Elena had lost all grudge against gay people so quickly, but the only cock I cared about was my own.

“He's really good, though.” There she went bragging about me again. I swear, according to Elena, I had hung the moon and painted the stars. She whispered something else in Jada's ear.

“I'd love that,” Jada smirked with one side of her mouth and took a few steps toward me. She lifted my t-shirt and felt had been underneath. “Yeah, he'll do.”

Her fingers got up to my chest as I asked, “What the hell did she just tell you?”

“I don't think you should question her on it.” Jada's other hand fought with my button and zipper. “I know you'll like it.”

What used to be envy in Elena's face in this situation had turned to happiness. She hugged against Jada from behind. “I think you two will get along fine.”

That was all Elena. Maybe Janus will start paying her instead. I felt Jada reach into my pants, fishing my dick out and giving it a backhanded stroke. I was harder than acing advanced calculus already.

“Well,” Jada leaned into my shoulder as soon as I lifted my shirt off, “get to it.”

I stepped away and pulled Jada by the arm. We stopped at the edge of the deck. Her shorts popped open like they were under pressure, hugging her thighs all the way down.

She turned and kicked off her flats. Elena had already lied back in one of the lounge chairs, twiddling her clit and watching. Jada had already turned around, sliding the black lace panties down and presenting that dangerously tight ass at me like she expected applause.

I felt the tone in Jada's thighs as I guided myself to her entrance. Her fingers clenched on the cedar railing as I pushed inside. You can't tell me fucking a girl in a flannel shirt on the back porch of a cabin wasn't the real Rocky Mountain high John Denver was singing about.

Her cunt pulled me in greedily. I balled up the tail of her shirt and rammed away, wanting the town below to hear us. She had the kind of wetness and slick walls that begged me to keep going.

Elena was already working herself into a frenzy. I looked over to see her rubbing at herself like it was race, a fingertip at the corner of her mouth as she stared on. At the very least, she was getting what she wanted.

I reared back and crammed Jada full again, breaking her grip on the wood railing. She jerked forward until I pulled her back, forcing myself deep until I bottomed out inside her.

Her voice suddenly erupted, “Shit!”

I didn't ease off as I pulled her to the side, still jackhammering away from behind. We fuck-walked to Elena, bristling with too much stimulation already. I pulled out and shoved Jada onto her side, landing at the foot of the chair.

She lifted one leg as I crouched down, the shaved valley glistening in the mountain sun. It didn't even get a moment of neglect, my tip parting the lips and slamming right back in. It was fucking glorious from that angle.

Jada was already louder than Elena. She drew into herself as I took hold of her thigh, giving myself everything I needed to wipe her out with each thrust. She was the best welcome Colorado could have given me.

“Fuck,” Jada's dark eyes shot open, “that's it!” Her voice echoed against the slopes.

I took a handful of hair and forced her head back with one hand, the other reaching inside that shirt. Her breasts were about the only part of her body not sculpted and toned like a workout freak.

Her walls slammed shut around me. I fought to keep going, feeling the rumbling in her leg. I pushed against the resistance, planting myself to the hilt as her entire body tried to flex at once.

I let go of her hair and pulled out, leaving Jada an exhausted, trembling wreck as I stood up. Suddenly it felt like they were the ones who needed a break. My fuse was lit already, making me want to finish in dramatic fashion.

They both crawled out of the lounger, dropping onto the deck and catching their breath in a pile of sex appeal. Jada her head against Elena's breasts, gasping like a fish out of water. Elena didn't seem capable of minding, still reeling from coming so hard, both times so close together.

Lying down, I pushed my boxer briefs the rest of the way down. I watched Jada rise up first, legs shaky like a newborn foal. Grinning like a fool, I jerked my head to the side, letting her know I was ready for whatever was next.

Jada crept up my body on all fours. She kept coming at me as I worked on some of her buttons, exposing her bra and the ample bounty underneath. I made my way down until I got the last one, her pussy hovering over my chest and threatening to burn my skin with all that heat.

Another set of hands grasped at my leg. The entire world went the color of Jada's hips as she closed in on my face. The silky feeling of both of them climbing on top of me prepped me for a double-teaming, all while I sat back and relaxed.

Jada's thighs had my head like a vise. Elena had already gotten to work on keeping my dick warm and wet, taking over with her cunt like I'd shrivel and die without being inside one of them. I couldn't tell which one was having the better time, but I knew I was winning either way.

Their voices mixed together again, just out of tune with the other enough to give it that weird, staccato vibration. My arms wrapped around Jana's thighs, letting my fingers get between my mouth and her cunt. Just that little spread of her lips gave me enough open access to set her to wailing.

I knew it was driving Elena mad. Even with the cock she worshiped inside her, the frustration in the way she moved her hips letting her perform miracles with each bounce. Had I planned on knocking her up so early, I'd have been fine with all three of us coming at once, right then and there.

The fresh, sweet taste on my tongue got stronger as Jada tensed around my face. She dropped forward, giving me one last chance to whip her pussy into a frenzy. Every desperate lash sent her further into unknown territory, her voice seething with too much of a good thing.

I finally let her go. My cheeks smooshed between her clamping thighs as I felt Elena slow down to brace our target. The exhaustion in every pant was wonderful beyond describing.

Jada finally got her senses back, crawling off of me and collapsing next to the lounger. She had her back against the rails, asking, “How did you two even get me up here?”

Elena rocked herself, taking my shaft for a ride. Even with that, I watched her look at Jada. “What do you mean?”

I almost didn't give a damn if I got into Jada again. “I mean, it's like he changed my mind with a look.”

“Go ahead, tell her.” I barely managed to get the words out. My personal blonde had shifted her hips, making me wince in the best way possible. I barely kept myself contained and opened my eyes again.

“Grant gives women babies.” Elena had this way of looking innocent and excited every time she laid it out. The fact that I was balls deep in her at the time almost set me off like a diet soda packed with Mentos.

I couldn't help looking at Jada. Confusion and alarm mixed in her face, like she had learned up is down and couldn't dispute it.

“He picked you.” One more jolt of her body rocked my world. “You should be thankful.” Elena crashed into my chest and giggled.

If you don't get the hell off of me... Mercifully, she did, sliding herself forward until I felt the sun and breeze on my cock.

“It's her turn.” Elena slid back down, sitting upright and grabbing Jada by the hand. “Come on,” she smiled stood up, “you know you can't turn it down.”

I couldn't help scooting back. Watching the fear dissolve in Jada's face told me everything I needed to know. She's almost as powerful as I am now. What the fuck, Janus?

Jada didn't resist as Elena guided her up and then down in front of me. The flannel slipped from her arms as Elena tugged away. “But I'm not ready for a baby.”

“No, you are.” Elena guided her shoulders back, Jada's head resting at the foot of the patio furniture.

The full glory of her slit was right in front of me, as ready as her mind was about to be. “But I can't work like that.”

“That gift is so precious though,” Elena snuck her hand between Jada's thighs, “you can't turn it down.”

Jada turned her head to the side and gasped. Her pussy was ready, glistening as Elena slid her middle and index fingers along its lips.

“See?” Elena looked at me, “Even I haven't gotten it yet,” then back at Jada, “so you should feel honored.”

The relaxation in her body came on all at once. Jada spread her legs, resting her thighs against the arms of the deck chair. Her resistance was wiped out, both mentally and physically.

“But why don't you show him how much you want it?”

With that, Jada eased herself up. She looked at me and asked, “Is she telling the truth?”

It's not like she's exaggerating. I leaned back as Jada crawled over me. Looking her in the eyes, I put a little of my own focus on her to drive the point home. “Yeah, she begs for it every day.”

“It's okay,” Elena brushed Jada's hair out of her face. “Just think of how happy having Grant's baby will make you.”

Jada had Elena's wish projected right into the animal part of her brain. The tiny shred of nervousness and tension melted away as I felt the heat of her pussy on my shaft. The lips parted as she slid up and down the length, wet enough outside to disqualify it as a dry hump in my mind.

I couldn't help barging in, dropping my hips before Jada could slide back again. My hands planted on her waist. Fucking heavenly.

This wasn't just a pleasure trip for her anymore. Jada swirled her torso like she meant it. Even the look in her eyes begged for me to deliver.

Maybe I am fucking lives up. It was almost enough to make me roll Jada off of me. Almost.

She moaned and leaned closer to me. “I swore I wouldn't have kids until my thirties,” her pussy flushed with another rush of wetness, “but having one is all I can think about now.”

I closed my eyes. But if it makes them this happy, is it wrong?

Her voice had already picked up. Jada leaned back and put her hands on my knees. The way her slit danced in my lap stole the breath from my lungs.

The hell with it. I knew I wouldn't just knock her up, I'd be knocking her out of a year's work. I've got what I need to make it up to her.

Yeah, I knew I'd be losing my ass on this one. Something about Jada drove all the fucks I could give right out of me. Scoring this one and making sure she wasn't left in the cold was something I was willing to throw serious money at. If you think seasonal jobs in this country have paid maternity leave, especially tourism work, you probably wore a helmet to homeroom.

“Do you really want to?” I could see the expected answer in her dark eyes as she asked.

One swish of her body forced it out of me, “More than anything.” She did another, almost setting off the hair-trigger on my seed. “Just keep going.”

Jada smirked and moved her hands from behind her, resting them squarely on my chest. “Is it that good?”

The way her hips moved, grooving her tiny, toned waist had me mesmerized. It wasn't just seeing it, but feeling it with myself planted inside her that made it so damn bad.

“She wants you to come inside me,” Jada bent down further and put her mouth against my ear. “So why don't you?”

Her breasts frolicked on top of my pecs. Even the dance of her skin against mine threw a log or seven on the fire.

I was ready to blow like a prank beer, but something nagged at the corners of my mind. The pleading look in Jada's face brought it into the open. Hold up, I wasn't ready to give in like this a minute ago.

“All three of us know you want to.”

No way, she's under my control. But Jada's words were as true as the laws of physics.

The heat pulsing from inside her had me primed, the last of my ability to hold out spent. She let out a whimper that sounded like a plea.

The need to come fell over me like an order from above. Jada's pussy wasn't helping matters, hitting me like a truck in all the right places.

I felt Elena's breath on my other ear. “Go on,” her hand ran down my upper arm, “come for me.”

My hips shot upward, driving me to the core of Jada's being. I couldn't help it, shooting her full of my gift as she kept squirming on top of me.

“That's it,” Jada drew up like she was coming again, her voice going ragged. “Come in my pussy.”

I couldn't stop myself. My grip on her body tightened as I pushed her down on me, bottoming out as I let the second burst go.

Her body tensed and lapped it up with greed, the walls of her passage tightening to milk me of every last drop. Jada rocked back and moaned, her hands still on my chest. Even her fingers caressed against my skin, pleading for me to fulfill her biological purpose.

My shaft pulsed and kept going, finally giving out with one last, desperate spurt. My own fluids mixed with Jada's inside her as she spasmed around me. Without a doubt, it would take hold on that first try.

My lungs burned with every breath. I felt myself shrinking inside that loaded cunt and Elena lean close again. “That makes us so happy.”


“If it ain't my favorite employee.” Janus was calmly cocky as always. “What did you find out?”

I had left Elena and Jada to their own fun upstairs. It seemed like they couldn't keep their hands off each other later that afternoon. “I think you owe me an explanation.”

“About what?”

I'd had enough. “Why the fuck is Elena controlling me now?”

Nothing.

“Well?”

“Say that again, Grant.”

I felt like throwing my phone against the far wall. “She gave me a command a few hours ago, and my mind caved in.”

“That's new to me too,” he paused for a second, “at least to that extent.”

“I had a Prime Recipient that I didn't want to donate to right now,” one of them screamed in the best way possible upstairs, “but she did something I couldn't fight against.”

“Son, when you have a threesome and your girl wants you to toss your boys up in there like—”

“Cram it!” It was probably Elena making all that noise. “She's not just gathering them for me, she's getting something out of watching me do my job.”

He sighed on the other end. “Christ, I thought the Queen-type was just a fluke.”

“Queen-what?”

I heard a file drawer open and then papers rustling over the speaker. “Hold up, I'll scan an old thesis I wrote up years ago and send it your way. Hope you've got good signal out there.”

“Care to give me a hint about what to expect?”

“I don't know if I can. You're in uncharted territory, mate.” Click.


It took an hour that felt like an eternity, but I finally downloaded the attachment. As much as I wanted to punch Janus's chin to the back of his head, he was sharing what he knew. I tapped my phone and waited for my reader app to cooperate.

I scanned through, finally reaching the meat of his essay: “The interaction of male hormones with female subjects' promotes excess production of the female's own. In our limited trials, this led our female subjects to become dominant through submission, to the point of forcing the male into action on the trail's goal. Willingness to do so on the male's part, at the time of the trial, did not factor into the female's urging.”

A few paragraphs down, I hit another section that confirmed my suspicion about Elena: “The author dubs these hyper-submissive females 'Queen-type.' While the experiment was an extreme case unlikely to be replicated in the future, the implications for female subjects may be an area for future study after the Patrem formula is further refined.”


BIMBO COUNTRY 5

QUEEN OF MUSIC ROW




Six weeks. That's how long I'd been waiting since Emmy had given birth to Natalie. These last two weeks would have been torture, assuming she hadn't started doing early publicity work for the new album.

The last month leading up to the birth was a flurry of getting ready, and dealing with Emmy wanting to go ahead and start doing prep-work on the album. Not even a week out of the maternity ward for her and Layla both, and the recording had started.

At this point, only having to worry about Natalie felt like a vacation. Layla had her own babysitter for Logan. It's just weird thinking he's my kid too. But GeneFactor's birth payments had started trickling in. Each smaller deposit in my account reminded me of exactly what my work was.

Luckily, Natalie was out cold, napping long enough to give me a little break. My stomach almost roared as I listened again to the baby monitor clipped to a bunched up bit of t-shirt. It looked goofy, but it gets the job done. Nothing but silence.

Even with all this money, sometimes a man just wants a ham sandwich. I checked my phone real quick before I sat it down and opened up the bread box. No sooner than I'd gotten the loaf out, my phone rattled against the marble countertop.

I picked it up off the counter and turned it screen-up. What the fuck does Grant want? I slid the green cursor over to answer. “What's up?”

“We're at the airport, come pick us up.”

“Like, right now?” I hadn't even put pants on that morning.

“Yes. How long will it take to get here?”

“Thirty minutes or so, depending on traffic.” And the very last leg was on my least favorite stretch of road. Anyone in Nashville would gladly agree: Fuck I-40.

He huffed into the phone. “Make it fast, we've got shit to do.”

“What shit?”

“You'll find out when you get here. How's that for motivation?”

I hung up and threw the bread back in the box. Motherfucker. At the very least, their asses were waiting until I got something at a drive-thru.


I crumpled up the wrapper for what was my burger and chucked it on the floorboard in front of my seat. Luckily Kendra was at least capable of taking care of Natalie. Tray was off doing his bodyguard thing with Emmy, so I couldn't shove it off on him.

Pulling into the line for pick-ups, Grant and Elena made their way to my car, Ada in her mother's arms. The last time Elena had ridden in this Subaru, she damn near made me wreck from getting herself off so hard. It felt like years had passed since then, but it was still just under a year ago.

I popped my trunk from inside so Grant could stow the luggage as Elena worked on adjusting my car seat for Ada. As soon as they were in though, I stared at Grant in the front passenger's seat. “What's this all about? I didn't even know you three were coming.”

“Her show tomorrow night. How many people will be there?”

“Emmy's? I don't know, it's not a huge venue, so maybe a thousand or so.”

“We got tickets, but we were surprised that it's an adults-only kind of thing.”

“It is?” I didn't like where this was going. “I know she wanted to change her image entirely, but that's a shocker.”

Grant raised his voice a bit to speak over Ada's toddler babble. “Well, it makes for an interesting opportunity. When she gets back tonight, I want to run a test.”

A test? Every bit of this weirdness just seemed like daily business for Grant. “What kind of test?”

“I want to know if she's like Elena. If she is, it'll have some bearing on the show.”

Enough cars cleared out so that I could pull out of the parking lane. As I hit the gas, I had to ask, “Is this about the point GeneFactor wanted to make in Nashville?”

Grant's expression didn't change. “If she's a Queen-Type, absolutely.”


It wasn't until about sundown that Emmy had returned, minus Tray. Not expecting company, I figured she'd be overjoyed to see her old friend. Only seconds after she got in the door, she noticed Elena. It all started going to hell from there.

Emmy stared her down, but Elena wasn't giving in one bit. It was like watching two cats meet, minus the hissing and growling. They'd known each other for several years, but you wouldn't know it by watching them.

“The fuck are they doing?”

Grant leaned back in his chair. “Measuring each other up. She's pretty far along if she can detect other Queen-Types already.”

I knew Emmy was one, but past that, I never paid the concept any mind. “I don't have clue what that means.”

“For starters, if you ever get her pissed at you, you're fucked.” He looked at me and nodded his head a little. “If Elena wanted to turn on me, there probably wouldn't be a damn thing I could do about it. So make sure you get along well with your wife.”

“She's a lot to handle, so I guess this explains why.”

“Has she ever controlled you?” Grant cocked his head. “That you know of, at least?”

“No, but I've never really taken control of her either. How she acts is all Elena's doing.”

He looked back at Kendra holding Natalie in one arm, as Ada squirmed in the other. “I want to know more about her too. How she got the way she is is something I've never seen for myself.”

“For the first few days, you could have drowned her by telling her to look up at the rain.”

Elena's arms twitched about the same time Emmy's started to. Neither one of them backed down, but you could see the sweat on their foreheads from across the room. After what felt like hours, they finally dropped the killing look and hugged each other.

“After all that, they're fucking friends again.” It was like they were a different breed of human, as different from normal as Grant and myself.

“Our powers come from the medicine, but it's permanent in them. Elena's the first out of six we've found, seven if you count Emmy now.”

I couldn't just let it sit in the air like that. “So what about the others? Did they all turn the same way?”

“Yeah, one even took control of me for a while. Elena saved my ass on that one.”

I lowered my voice because she was standing not too far behind us. “So could Kendra become one?”

“I dunno. Does she have enough free will?”

She was little more than a blonde, bimbo blockhead who wanted sex all the time, and at least kept the house in order. I really hadn't planned on turning her into a maid, aside from Emmy's future singing partner. “I don't think she's capable of telling you what free will is anymore.” In a way, I couldn't help feeling bad for her, even if she was always blissfully happy.

“Yeah, don't go doing that to someone again. You're basically her caretaker until you get her close to normal.” He said it like I was acting as her foster parent.

“She can do anything anyone else can, she just doesn't realize that she can until Emmy or I tell her to.” Once all of this album mess was sorted out, I knew I'd be working overtime to get Kendra able to survive on her own again. Not that she was doing that great a job of it before I changed her.

Grant stood up, saying, “I've got an idea.” He stayed there until he had Elena's attention. “Can you come over here for a minute?”

“Sure.” She left Emmy behind, stepping right in front of her husband. “What's up?”

“See what you can figure out about Kendra's condition.”

I stared back at her, standing there with our kids, looking blank and dimly happy as ever. She was so still Natalie had dozed off. “Yeah, this isn't what I wanted for her, fun as she's been.”

Elena stepped over and took Ada from her, who was more than happy to get back in her mother's arms. Staring deep, Elena's lips frowned, cherry red as ever. “It's like there's something in there, but I can't figure out what it is.”

Emmy joined her friend and took Natalie. “You think I can help?” If both of them couldn't figure something out, I didn't see any hope for Kendra.

“You can try, because I can't get anywhere in her head.”

Emmy stared into the left eye as Elena got the right. “It's like there's a fog in her mind. If I knew what she was like before Jason fucked her up like this, I might know what to do with her.”

I stood up. “Layla's gonna be at the concert tomorrow night, right?”

“Easy Trigger,” Emmy was already staring me down. “I get to have fun with you before she can.”

“Not that.” She might be have been the last chance we had. “Layla's the only person we know who knows anything about her.”

“Kendra doesn't even remember any of her old songs or who she was, so it's what we've got.” Emmy walked over and handed Natalie to me. “I'll call her and see if she can show up early or stick around after.”

Two Queen-Types and the last trace we have of her personality was the best shot Kendra could have wished for, if she were capable of even doing that. She smiled a little more, like she always did when either one of us were around her. Emmy handed Natalie off to me before telling Kendra, “Alright, let's go work out, come on.”

Yeah, you couldn't tell she'd just had a kid, even with a bare stomach. A personal trainer once a week, daily workouts on top of that, and that doctor she'd forked thousands to had made a miracle happen. She was ready for the stage way sooner than I'd anticipated. How Emmy kept herself sane with that and everything else going on, at nineteen, I'll never understand.


Unitas Auditorium was far from the biggest venue in Nashville, but Emmy was easing back into performing because I had raised hell about her taking on too much. Even with the eighteen-plus rule for tickets, it was within ten tickets of selling out. Walk-ups would take care of the rest in no time. Really, nobody knew the damn thing was happening until a week prior.

I stood just off to the side of the stage behind the curtain. I hadn't even heard her new stuff, but she'd worked Kendra into a few songs. She couldn't exactly resist the order to sing her parts. That shit made My Humps and Anaconda seem subtle. I wouldn't have been shocked if we'd have a thousand country fans rioting.

Most of the seats were already filled, so something was starting soon, but it wouldn't be what they expected. As Emmy stepped beside me, she had on as little as she could without edging into pornographic. Cutoff denim shorts that barely counted as panties, heels that added a good four inches to her, and a bikini top that she was filling out nicely after having Natalie. She was looking every bit the fertility goddess part that Layla usually did, minus the headset microphone.

“You think they'll go for it?” I couldn't help wanting to put a jacket or something on her. News had gotten out about the wedding and Natalie, but her fans still thought she was the goodie-goodie symbol of innocence she was this time last year.

She leaned against my arm, warm against the cold air of the auditorium. “Whether they are or not, it's time.” I couldn't see it, but I knew Emmy had to be grinning ear to ear.

Kendra stepped out, just behind the curtain on the other side of the stage. What she had on wasn't much different, replacing the denim with khaki and blue stripes instead of pink. I poked my head around the curtain and saw Grant and Elena dead-center in the front row. Thankfully, Emmy talked Tray into babysitting for all of us, despite how much he bitched, pissed, and moaned about it all afternoon.

The seats filled until there were only a trickle of new people coming in. Layla stepped behind Kendra and made a circle in the air with one finger. Emmy and Kendra trotted out, and you could hear the gasp as soon as they did.

“Surprised?” Emmy didn't waste any more time. “I know I'm not what you expected me to be, but that hometown girl from Alabama couldn't be here. She's dead.”

A few members of the audience whistled and cheered, with a definite masculine hint. For a moment, I was glad it was a headset she'd be singing through. She'd probably try to fellate a handheld mic at some point.

The backup musicians walked onto the stage, and a quick series of guitar chords rang out. Everyone out there broke into a cover of Johnny Are You Gay? I couldn't help wondering if the hints of rockabilly were just to fuck with people, or some crazy shit Layla had dreamed up during labor. She stared across the backstage at me and pointed at Emmy, shrugging like it wasn't Layla's idea at all.

I'd heard the song before, and it hit all the marks. They're actually really fucking good together. Obscure as what they were covering was, a bit more of a pop influence didn't hurt the rendition. Hell, I was grinning at the hilarity of what Emmy Lynn Stetson had turned into within a year.

Poking my head out one more time, they were starting to win the crowd over. Even if it wasn't what everyone expected, most looked like they were having a damn fine time. The few walking out were exactly the types you expected to, denim skirts to their ankles and hair down to their asses.

The carried on through the first few songs until their duet numbers were through. As Kendra walked off stage, she stopped right beside me. Emmy opened into one of her songs I hadn't heard, and that's when the audience really started taking notice of her.

Every pair of eyes stared, transfixed. But the women in the crowd had a different look than the men. All of them besides Elena looked like they were blushing.

I looked over at Kendra and then at Layla. The same look was on their faces as well. Even Grant had a bit of what had taken over the men, like they were all eye-fucking my wife in unison.

Audience members started getting out of their seats, but they weren't going anywhere. Men and women both started pulling at their clothes. Elena practically dragged Grant up on the stage, towing him right past Emmy and straight to me.

She asked, “Why aren't you affected by it? It's even got him.”

“Hell, I don't even know what's going on.”

Layla started across the back of the stage to get to us as well. Elena led the way as I followed her, with Kendra and Layla in front of me. As we got through the first set of doors she came across, I realized we were in the main dressing room.

Elena shut the door behind us. “I can't believe she's controlling the entire concert hall like that.” She bogarted Grant's phone out of his pocket and punched in a number. “Janus, it's Elena.”

I recognized the name from a few letters I'd gotten, but I'd never even spoken to the man who led the group I worked for. As much money as he'd sent me for doing what I love most, I felt like I needed to thank him at some point. But this was hardly the time.

“Our new Queen-Type just took control of about a thousand people.”

Over the sound of the music, moans and whimpers started leaking through.

“It's probably gonna set the record for the world's largest orgy.”

I looked up that exact record on my phone. Sure enough, it'd just about double the world record set in Japan at five-hundred. What I wondered was, how long had Emmy had this planned?

“Well, do I stop her? I know GeneFactor wanted to prove a point to investors, but I don't know if this is the way to do it.” She listened to the response before handing the phone to me. “He wants to speak with you.”

“This is Jason.”

I wasn't expecting an Australian accent. “Congratulations, your wife's about to become a legend.”

A chill ran down my spine when I remembered Emmy was still on stage in a room of probably three or four hundred men who had to fuck anything they could get hold of. “I don't know how she's doing it, and I don't know if I should let it happen, either.”

“Oh, it's already happening. I wouldn't even risk stopping her if she's that powerful.”

“If she does this with every concert, I don't even know what would happen.” I imagined her doing larger and larger venues, all the way up to halftime at the Super Bowl. I wouldn't even want to know what an orgy spanning every living room in America would result in, not to mention in the stands. “This is fucked.”

My real boss laughed hysterically on the other end. “If it makes you feel better, Queen-Types have a strong imprint with their Donors, so she won't even think of joining in.”

It eased my mind enough about Emmy, but it was the crowd I was worried about. Their screams told me people were actively fucking now. “It'll be fine. We'll take care of the damage.”

He hung up. I was about to hand the phone back to Elena when I noticed she was fighting to keep Grant from lifting the hem of her dress up and going town on her over the back of a chair. I grabbed him by the collar and said, “Sorry feller, she's gotta help me do something.” I pointed at Layla and grabbed Kendra by the wrist. “You can have the blonde with the giant tits over there.”

Grant and Layla almost crashed together in the middle of the room. I pulled Elena and Kendra out and ran with them back to the edge of the stage. Emmy was still performing, and the aroma of sex was overpowering. Even security and the people manning the concession stands had joined in with the crowd.

About that time, the backup musicians dropped their instruments and stepped down from the stage, picking whoever was closest to them in the front row. Emmy kept singing without music behind her, barely coming through the sea of whimpers, cries, and gasps.

I didn't know what to do. When I turned to Elena for her ideas, her cheeks were starting to blush as well. “Don't tell me you're giving in to it.”

“My husband's occupied. Come on, you can fuck me for real this time.”

That alone did more to me than whatever Emmy was pulling off. I wanted to, badly, but Grant and I still had an understanding as Donors: We don't fuck each others' wife. I pulled Kendra in front of her. “Kendra, sex her up.”

They went at it like high school dates in the backseat of a Camaro, right there in the floor. I had a boner hard enough to drop my blood pressure to dangerous levels already, but I was the only one left in the building with any shred of sanity left. The only thing I knew to do was get Emmy offstage, by any means necessary.

I walked out under the lime lights, still going on a set program. As I wrapped my arms around Emmy's waist, she kept singing like nothing was going on. Even after I tossed the headset mic, the song kept flowing out of her.

Covering her mouth with one hand and carrying her off with the other, her voice kept trying to break through my fingers. She fucking got herself somehow. Her Suburban would fit all of us, and it was just in the alley behind the venue. The trick would be getting all six of us that far.

I lifted Emmy up to one shoulder and kept hold of her thighs. Her skin was burning hot. I bent down and hefted Elena across my other shoulder. Kendra followed, blindly following the focus of her last order.

Packing both of them out, with Kendra right behind me, I pushed against the door to the alley. It gave way, with Emmy's SUV just steps away. I placed her in the front passenger's seat, letting Elena and Kendra got at each other in the middle row. Emmy kept singing away as the two blondes finger-fucked each other into oblivion.

Now I just needed Grant, Layla, and keys. I knew they'd all three be in the dressing room. As I got back into the hall, the orgy had only gotten louder and more intense. I wondered when it would stop, but that wasn't my main problem.

Layla was riding Grant like a rodeo bull, both bare-assed naked already and sweating up a pond. I snatched Emmy's keychain and pulled Layla off of him. I had to take both of them by the arm and march them as best I could. When we got to the Suburban, all I could do was open up the rear hatch and push them in. They'd have plenty of room to carry on back there.

The pure chaos of four people fucking and one person singing had given me a headache by the time I had even pulled to the end of the alley.


Even with tinted windows, I couldn't risk having a rolling orgy on a major road. My old place was about a mile away, and the back streets hardly ever had traffic. It seemed like the safest bet, even if it didn't have a garage to pull into.

Once there, I hopped the curb and pulled the Suburban into the yard, the right side of the SUV just feet from the front door. I hopped out and dragged Emmy inside first, singing like the concert was still going on. Elena and Kendra had to be carried in at the same time, going at it as I dropped them onto the couch. Coaxing Grant in was simply a matter of hauling Layla inside.

My wife singing in the corner, my supervisor slamming Boobs McKenzie on the coffee table, and Kendra getting eaten out by a god-tier MILF on the sofa. Just a normal day in the Kincaid household. Hey, it's not that much of a stretch when you have my job.

I didn't know what to do, so I pulled Emmy into the kitchen and opened the junk drawer. A big hank of duct tape would shut her up. Finally, I could hear the wail of sirens heading in the direction we'd just come from.

Did that orgy spill out into the streets? Because if it did, holy shit was this gonna get ugly. Little did I know, that was the plan all along, on someone's part.

Emmy tried pulling the tape away until I grabbed her by the arms. “I'm sorry, but you've gotta shut up for a bit.” I forced her against the counter with her ass facing me and wrapped probably a little too much tape around her wrists.

I didn't know how much longer this would go on. The only people who were capable of telling me anything didn't even acknowledge I was there. What was worse, is that I couldn't get hold of Janus because I didn't have his number, and Grant's phone was back with his pants at the auditorium.

The only option left was going back for it. “Sorry Emmy.” I marched her back to the middle of the living room and bound her ankles as well. At least she cooperated, almost acting like Kendra.

Looking back as I was about to go out the front door, it was a fucked up scene if I'd ever seen one. A husband and wife each having a blonde to themselves, and my wife bound like a kidnapping victim in the middle of the floor. Hopefully this orgy wouldn't spill into the streets too.


The police barricade in front of the auditorium stopped just short of the alley. They were just now setting up the perimeter, which meant they probably hadn't even gotten inside. And sure enough, about a dozen couples were banging right there in the middle of the street and on cars.

I parked and burst through the rear entrance. People were fucking in the halls backstage, and I even had to push a couple of guys spit-roasting some chunky brunette chick out from in front of the dressing room's door. All told though, everyone looked like they were having the time of their lives.

As soon as I was in, I grabbed Grant's trousers. Knowing the cops would have the place on lock-down later, I grabbed Emmy's bag, as well as Elena and Layla's purses. Catching myself in the mirror, I felt like a guy running into a burning building to loot the place before everything burned.

I didn't have the guts to go to the stage and see how bad things had gotten in the concert hall itself. The sound of a thousand people screaming, grunting, and moaning was worse than having cicadas sitting on both of your shoulders in August. Pure chaos if I've ever heard it. And the poor janitors, if they weren't in the tangle of people themselves, would probably torch the place or quit.

What still nagged at my mind, though, was why I was the only one unaffected. Elena had given in, even though she was able to hold out longer than anyone else. Someone had to know what was going on, and that was one Janus Rickard, Chief Executive of GeneFactor.


“You gotta be shitting me!” I couldn't believe what he'd just explained, to the point I almost ass-ended the car in front of me at the stop light.

“That's right, the men just have to come. The women won't snap out of it until they climax too, but only if they're penetrated by someone not under the trance at the time.”

What I wanted to know was how he found this information. “What fucked up shit did you do to learn that?”

“One of our Queen-Types sang in a church chorus about a year and a half ago. You can guess what happened after about twenty minutes of exposure.”

I didn't even want to. Even the old biddies nobody's fucked in decades would have been in on it. “Well at least I know why you really picked Nashville. That's fucked up, man.”

“Is it? The wholesome image of that place is fake, and even you know that by now.”

I'd known it since I'd first set foot there. “Nashville needed to be knocked off it's moral pedestal, I agree, but like this? Why?”

Janus laughed a little and said, “When it comes right down to it, everything but interior decorating and hairdressing comes down to vaginas. Even country music. One of our investors was holding back until we proved what Queen-Types are capable of.”

I felt used, but even worse, I knew Emmy had been used as well. “I fucking hate you right now.”

“Don't worry, mate. We'll take care of the fallout. The benefactor in question already promised to compensate your wife handsomely, even for herself.”

That wasn't the point. “Singing is her life, not just a job, you dingo fucking prick.”

“She wants to be a slut icon who happens to sing. Trust me, certain circles will still want to hear her voice, and they're exactly her kind of people now. Since she's a Queen-Type, she won't stray from her Donor.”

I had the information I needed. Right as I was turning into Sylvan Heights, I hung up on his ass. Every justification just pissed me off even more, even though I knew he was right. But if Janus had been right in front of me at the time, I'd have slugged his jaw to the back of his head.


When I got back, somehow the horny fuckheads had made the situation even worse. Judging by how ragged her voice was, Elena and Kendra had gotten hold of Emmy the minute I left. Bikini top removed, and her shorts and panties around her ankles. Elena was knuckle deep in my wife, screaming as hard as Emmy while Kendra fingerblasted her from behind. Grant and Layla were still fucking like rabbits too, now with Layla threatening to break my table slamming on his dick that hard, reverse cowgirl style.

“Jesus fucking Christ.” I knew what I had to do, per Janus's instructions. Rather than dwelling on it, I unzipped my jeans and wondered who I should snap out of it first.

Grant couldn't help until he came, and given our understanding, I couldn't fuck it out of Elena. He was busy with Layla, so it was down to Kendra and Emmy. Fun and compliant as Kendra was, Emmy was just too fucking fun, and I'll be damned if I'll ever get her that submissive again. My first choice was clear.

The only complication was, if I made Elena stop twisting and curling her fingers inside my wife, I'd have to start from square one. Emmy was the type to hold off from coming, just to spite your ass into finishing what you started right after you finish. That little trick meant bedtime after we first met meant two new sets of stains on the sheets. And now that she was back in her prime, I'd probably end up coming before she did.

It was one hell of a conundrum, until I realized she couldn't come until the stimulation ended. An uninterested ten couldn't compare to even a five mid-climax, if you're talking about which one is hotter to fuck, but a ten mid-orgasm is a goddamned dream to be inside... and Shangri-La to come inside of. To the bedroom I went, for the ace up my sleeve.

I pulled the egg vibe out and tested if the batteries were still live enough to do the job. Hell yeah they were. A quick stop back to the junk drawer for the duct tape was all I needed.

Fighting against Elena's hand, I forced the vibe against Emmy's clit and dropped a slice of tape between her legs. Emmy's body tensed so hard, she could have whipped my ass at arm wrestling with ease. Luckily, all I had to do was carry her far enough away. It's not like she had control of her body, between the buildup to a forced orgasm and the tape, anyway.

Emmy was a quaking wreck as I picked her up. Her skin felt even hotter than before, heating my body beyond comfort as I slung her over my shoulder and carried her over to the recliner. It had built up to the point, I had to take off my shirt and fling it against the wall as I dug my cock out of my pants.

My wife screamed against the sticky side of the tape, her eyes rolled back far enough for only the whites to stare back at me. Even after getting some for the first time in a few months the night before, I knew she was in for the climax of a lifetime.

I pulled her up on the arm, her ass barely on it. Pushing her knees against her breasts, I plunged right in. Emmy was wet as a watermelon and hot as the best days for eating them. I knew I'd have to wrangle her into this kind of situation more often, because I couldn't bear to let her off easy by just letting her come.

The button on my jeans flew open as I let my jeans slide down and stepped out of them mid-thrust. Emmy shivered like she was hypothermic, but she felt far from it. And as tense as her body was, she'd react like a rubber band drawn just a hair too far.

I kept pushing her further, wondering how much more her petite body could take. Reaching down, I took hold of both breasts and squeezed the nipples between my knuckles. Ever since Natalie had come along, Emmy's tits were fucking perfection.

The feeble attempt at a squeal told me it was time to let her off the hook. Dragging it on any further would have wreaked havoc on her body. Sometimes you just reach a line where you can't suppress mercy.

Holding her thighs tight with one arm, I ripped the tape from between her legs. Her cunt squeezed like it was trying to choke the life out of my dick. Fighting to keep inside, I knew she had to finish before she could get back to normal.

Every part of her body writhed in what had to be the best damn misery you could imagine. I pulled the tape from her mouth, immediately opening for a hard gasp. Her voice shuddered as she tried screaming, trailing off into nothingness as she kept coming.

When her breasts heaved in what looked like agonal breathing, I knew she was rounding the last bend. Her pussy relented, letting me get a few good strokes in for my own pleasure.

I finally pulled out, even though I wanted to keep fucking her as she was. We had four women out of their minds, and only one cock in any condition to do anything about it. If only Grant would have gotten around to finishing, the job would have been so much easier.

The thought of pulling him off Layla entered my mind, but she was the last one I wanted to put up with as her normal self. Kendra was my only option left, and she was already on all fours in the floor, slit presented in perfect position as she ate the hell out of Elena's cunt.

I looked back at Emmy, coming back to her normal senses, still bound on the recliner. Sorry, you'll just have to fucking watch.

As I got on my knees right behind Kendra, another problem came to my head. If I come inside her, it's not the end of the world. But Grant's not in any hurry it looks like. What if I have to fuck his wife?

I shook my head and plowed right into Kendra. He had to finish soon, otherwise we were gonna have a problem. But Kendra's tight, freshly waxed cunt made the issue seem miles away and years in the future.

She took to it like it was a gift from above, backing into me like it was her life's mission to fuck me. For all she was capable of, it actually had been for the past several months. Holding back from coming inside her hurt like a motherfucker, every goddamned time.

It was like sex was the only time she ever showed much agency of her own. Suffice it to say, my wife had trained her well. And a few things like that hip wiggle when she was on all fours? That was my addition. Kendra basically existed for this now.

Grant's voice started to get louder over on the table. When I looked over, he had Layla on her back, spreading her legs as far as they'd go. The way he was tearing at it, he had to be close to finishing, finally.

I reached around Kendra's waist and started working her clit. She was on the verge when Emmy's voice rang out in my head. Untie me, now.

My hands left Kendra's body as I pulled out and stood up. I knew I wasn't in control any longer. Emmy had a fire in her eyes that scared me more with each step.

As I started working on her ankles, she said, “Thank you,” in a way that could flash-freeze a boiling pot. She kicked the panties and denim shorts to the floor as I got to her wrists. Finally free, she crossed her legs and sat there like an actual queen on her throne.

“You just controlled me. Why?”

She kept looking at the scene in front of her. “When you made me come, I snapped out of it. Why didn't I when Elena and Kendra made me climax so many times?”

“I was never affected by it to begin with, but I don't know why. Even Elena's out of her mind.”

Emmy grinned at the two blondes moving into a sixty-nine position. “They'll go at each other until they drop, and they'll still keep trying even then. That was the order I pushed out as I sang.”

“Why the fuck would you even do that?” For the first time, I felt the urge to slap her across the face. “Do you have any idea how much chaos you've started?”

She leaned over and rested her jaw on a fist. “Could you imagine them being any happier, though? I mean, just look at them.”

It was too much to handle. “Order Grant to come already so he can recover and take care of Elena. I can't fuck her, just like he can't fuck you.”

“But you want to.” The smile on her face when she looked up at me nearly stopped my heart. “She told me about how close you got to doing it before she shot you down.”

“I figured as much.”

“Then have your revenge. You know she won't turn you down now.”

Emmy had gotten out of control before any of this even started. I knew that now. And the fucked up part is, the only person who could stand a chance of overpowering Emmy was already under her control.

“You know I can't.”

“Grant, sweetie, go ahead and knock up my manager.”

Seconds later, Grant came inside Layla, but Layla wasn't having it. She wouldn't be free of the trance until she came on his dick again. Layla held him tight with arms and legs around his back.

“See? He's still trapped, because Layla's totally under my control right now.”

He looked back at me for help as Layla pushed him into the couch and kept riding as he went flaccid. When he tried to get to her clit, she held both hands down, her grip turning his hands an ashy color.

I returned his helpless stare and gestured my head toward Elena. I shook my head side to side. It brought a little relief to his face to know I'd stand by my word in the end, but I had zero real control.

Emmy gave me a hard slap on the ass. “Yeah, I want to see his face as he watches you fuck his wife.”

“I won't do it.”

It felt like my head was about to implode into itself. “You don't really have any say in the matter, do you?”

Ever since she handed Dixie to me on a platter, I knew something was brewing in her head. Now at the boundary of breaking the one moral we had to keep as Donors, I had to try. Ego sum alpha. Et genua parere.

Emmy's neck bent until her left ear was against her shoulder. Her eyes almost caught fire. “How?”

It might have had something to do with why I wasn't affected. Don't ever control me again! “Stand up.”

She did. “Jason, whatever you're thinking, it's not like I was really gonna make you fuck her.”

“Bullshit. You don't know how to back down.”

Emmy built up tears, and trick she'd mastered before I even met her. “You know I wouldn't!”

“You said you're not that into women.” I couldn't help smirking at my wife. “Let's change that. Go be Layla's personal bitch so Grant can fuck whatever you did out of his wife.”

“Jason, please!” Emmy bowed her head, playing the victim. “I'm sorry.”

“Too damn bad, you should have thought about what this would do to people.” It was time to give Grant a little mercy. “Layla,” I pulled Emmy's face up with one finger under her chin, “stop fucking him and come take care of your client.”

As Layla let go of Grant, he slumped down in his seat. Emmy tried making a break for it, stopping as I took hold of her arm. I marched Emmy back into the kitchen, binding her wrists with the tape again, this time in front of her torso.

Layla already had her hands on Emmy when I finished the last wrap. “Go make her an all-you-can-eat buffet on the coffee table, and don't even think of going easy on her.”

I could tell by the look on her face, Emmy was trying to override my command. I expected Layla to turn on me at any second. To put it lightly, I was relieved when she carted Emmy back into the living room and did exactly as I had told her to.

As soon as I was back in there, Grant looked at me and asked, “I can't believe you just took control of a Queen-Type. That's not possible.”

I was suddenly aware that I was standing nude over another naked guy. It started to bother me, until I realized there wasn't a scrap of clothing left on all six of us. “I guess our boss has some explaining to do.”

“That he does.” I knew he was exhausted. “Wanna take a breather and let em' carry on?”

Grant looked at his wife, still in the throes of tongue-fucking Kendra, and getting the same treatment back. “She's having the time of her life, so why the hell not?”

“Good. Emmy's got a lesson to learn.” She was already twisting her body as Layla dove right in. But she knew she liked it.


Dressed enough to go outside without being arrested, we sat down on the plastic chairs I'd always kept out back. I could barely make out the ruckus coming from inside over the sirens and general traffic of the city. “Go ahead and call that Janus prick. He owes both of us an explanation.”

Grant set right to it, putting the phone on speaker. At this time of the evening, you actually had some privacy outside there. It rang twice before he picked up.

“So which of you is it this time?”

I held back the need to give him a dog-cussing. “Both. My wife's finally under control.”

“Good. I wondered if a month of Patrem Zeta would get you there.”

Grant looked like he'd just shat a cinderblock. “Zeta? Since when was it approved?”

“It's not. Consider this a field trial, and a successful one at that. I was worried it would just make Mrs. Kincaid even stronger, but the new formula worked as intended.”

I had a suspicion about something that might have helped the matter. “I've barely been around my wife for the past month. How do you know she won't just be able to overcome Zeta over time?”

“You ordered her to never control you again, I'm guessing. You're beyond safe if you did.”

I nodded at Grant as he said, “It looks like he did, and he pulled my ass out of the fire at the same time.”

A hard shriek leaked through the walls, probably from Emmy. It was loud enough for Janus to hear it. “My my, they're still rooting at each other proper?”

“Three of us are out of the trance,” I still wanted to punch him, “but Elena's still nuts.”

Janus sounded like he couldn't believe it. “If your wife took over our strongest Queen-Type yet, and you were able to overpower her, Zeta's more powerful than we thought.”

Grant was busy downing enough water to fill a small bucket. He went in for yet another glass. Now it was time for me to ask a hard question. “Janus, why did you send them down here?”

“Is he gone?”

“Yeah.”

“I had to know how powerful your wife had become. We test all of the Queen-Types' abilities annually, and Mrs. Kincaid is a girl I would love to meet and study personally.”

Pissed as I was at her, I still didn't want her being used as some lab rat. “It'll be on my grounds. You come to us.”

“Fair enough.”

Grant returned. “Jesus, they sound like a pack of coyotes in there.”

“Is there anything else you two need to know?” Janus was the first Australian I'd ever heard who sounded smarter than a sack of hammers. “The situation has already made the local news in Nashville.”

I was sure it had, and national probably wasn't far behind. “That's all I can think of.”

Grant sat his glass down, already half-empty. “Same. I'll update you in the morning.”

I knew what I wanted to do. “You ready to get back in there, or do you still need a minute?”

He still looked tired, but as a Donor, Grant was used to a fast turnaround. “Nah, I think I'll fix Layla while you fix Kendra.”

I grinned, knowing what he had in mind. “I hear ya. I bet you have the time of your life fucking Elena.”

“In a way, she's not that different from her normal self right now, but thanks for not taking advantage of her.”

If only you knew how much I've thought about it, you lucky bastard. I mean, Emmy was right on par with Elena, but there's something about the one you can never have that just does something to a guy. I wondered if Grant thought the same about my wife.

Stepping back in, he wasn't joking about the racket. I slammed the door shut as fast as I could. Kendra and Elena looked like they were ready to collapse, and Emmy wasn't faring much better. Not that I cared about that right now.

It was time to end this. “Kendra, Layla!” Shouting was the only way I could be sure they'd hear me through thighs. “Stand up.”

They did, wobbly as they were. I could tell just by looking at them that not fucking someone was as stressful as an IRS audit. Plus, it felt weird seeing Kendra's blank expression in Layla's eyes as well. She only smiled again when she saw Grant taking his clothes back off.

“Elena, you take over with Emmy. Kendra, you're with me. Layla, Grant's nailing you again.”

Kendra practically fell into my arms, but Layla tackled Grant in the floor. I eased Kendra back onto the couch and watched Elena sit atop my wife's face in reverse, bending down to keep the torture up on Emmy's clit.

Shaking already, Kendra bent over the arm of the couch and presented herself like she was proud of it. I wrapped both hands around her shoulders and dove right in as soon as my pants were off again. I was still far enough along that I'd end up coming well before Grant, who had to be recovering from the last time still.

The walls of her pussy begged for me to wear her out and stay inside this time. Fuck it, it's her time. Besides, now that I knew I'd have to keep Emmy on a short leash, she could fill in for Kendra for a while. The little bitch needed to be humiliated and put in her new place.

Grant already had Layla screaming his name and the names of some deities. He had taken enough control to get on top, trying to pound her through the floor. From the pitch of her voice, he wouldn't have to work long to finish Layla off.

I kept jarring myself against Kendra's ass, taking hold of her arms for that extra bit of action. I kept it up until she was screaming into the couch. Moving in for the kill, one of my hands went around to her clit again.

Kendra and Layla came at the same time, harder than doctors would probably recommend. I pulled out of Kendra as soon as I knew she was done. When I turned around, Grant was still fucking Layla.

She didn't care at first, but the slow realization finally dawned on her. Grant slowed to a gradual halt as she asked, “You already came inside me, didn't you?”

He nodded. I was barely holding back from busting a gut. It was like she couldn't believe what she'd gone and done again.

“God, I've turned into that girl, pregnant right out of the delivery room.”

Grant pulled out of her and pulled his wife off of mine. “You remember everything though, right?”

Layla nodded as she sat in the floor, leaning back on her hands. “Yeah, plain as day, but I don't know what came over me.”

I pulled Emmy up. “She's the one who ordered him to come inside you, but I'm the one who started it. Sorry.”

“That's right, you were in the dressing room when I decided he had to fuck me. Asshole.”

Grant pulled Elena down on top of him as he sat on the couch. “That asshole got us out of what's probably a police raid by now.”

Emmy had built up the nerve and breath to speak. “She knows she wanted it, just like the last time.”

“Quiet, you.” I sat down on the far end from Grant and Elena, who were already fucking cowgirl style. I pulled Emmy down with me, making her start humping away in the same manner. That aggressive spark in her seemed to have died right on the spot.

The relative calm of only two women moaning filled the room. I wondered what I should do with my load, since it'd work on Emmy just like it had the first time. At this point, I'd barely even gotten the hang of taking care of one baby. A second one in the works so soon after wasn't even an option for me.

I let Emmy work herself into damn near coming and taking me with her. Elena was off-limits, and letting my boys compete with Grant's inside Layla felt tempting. But no, I knew a better way to humiliate Emmy even further.

“Call for Bunny.” It was like Emmy didn't even want to look me in the eyes. Whether it was regret or just defeat, I didn't care. I forced her to stop jerking her hips. “Don't make me command it.”

With as little enthusiasm as she could muster, Emmy called, “Bunny.” Layla stared at me, confused. And so did Kendra.

“Again.”

“Bunny! Get over here.”

Still no response from Kendra. She just kept looking at me for her next order, smiling a little more as I stared back. “Come on, show Emmy what good girls get.”

She did exactly as commanded, sliding between my legs as I pushed Emmy between myself and our friends fucking away at the end of the couch. Kendra took my shaft in hand and danced her fingers along its skin.

Emmy watched, broken and curled into a ball. What should have been the ultimate victory for her had only ended with her powers over even Kendra stripped away. Whatever was in Patrem Zeta, it was the only thing that saved me from falling to her like everyone else. I couldn't have imagined her becoming more powerful than Elena, either.

Hell, I had become more powerful than any Donors or Queen-Types. The weight of responsibility and pride in standing on top of the hill mixed with that heavenly blowjob Kendra had just started. It felt fucking great to be king. And to think I was nothing more than a common hood and a crook a year before.

I wrapped my hands around the back of her head as I simply wished for Layla to join in. She started my way and got down to her knees. But I didn't even order it. Hell, I wasn't even looking at her.

Emmy looked up at Elena, who stopped bouncing on Grant's cock long enough to pant out, “Don't worry, I don't think he'll leave you, even after what you did.” She picked up where she'd left off, screaming out the next breath she took.

Layla and Kendra's tongues wrestled over who was getting their lips over the head again. I granted Layla a turn by forcing her head down. Even if it wasn't her cunt, it felt great to be inside her again.

I wished for Emmy to join in, but it had no effect on her. Apparently, she only responded to direct commands from me. The same thing happened when I wished for Elena to start shouting Grant's name.

Your regular Recipients would give in to just a hint of an order, but Queen-Types were as easy to order as anyone else had been before the change. Maybe breaking Emmy's control had unleashed something in me as well. It was new territory for all of us.

Giving Kendra another turn, I made sure to pet her on the back of the head. I hope you finish me off, and soon. Her mouth turned into a vacuum chamber as her hand wrapped around the base of my shaft.

I gripped whatever I could. The arm of the couch on the right, Emmy's hair on the left. My joints felt like pudding as she worked for every damn compliment I could think about her. Independent action was barely in her grasp still, but the girl had figured out how to suck the dick right off a guy in a few short months.

The last time I could open my eyes, Layla stared in astonishment at what Kendra was pulling off. I'd gone from having a few minutes at least still in me, to feeling that swell in my loins. I was about to come, and Kendra wasn't even worrying about taking a breath until she had every last drop.

As my chest arched out and my head shot back, I had time for one last thought before the world turned to fuzz. I hope I can fucking fix you. As great as she was to have on call whenever I wanted to do unspeakable things, she really deserved to have a mind of her own again.

Kendra's saliva went silky as I filled her mouth. She let it build until everything was out, coaxing what she could with her tongue. In a quick surge of her whole tongue and the back of her throat, she swallowed it all without even taking her mouth off my shaft.

When I opened my eyes, I knew why Elena had shut up at some point during all that. Still on top of her husband, her blue eyes were twice their normal size. “I thought you said you didn't want another baby for a while.”

He grinned like a possum that had just finished an apple pie. “I said I'd think about it when you told me you were ready for another one.” Through the crush of Elena's breasts as she hugged them into his face, he barely got out, “I'm done thinking about it.”

Kendra sat back up and looked around at everyone. She tapped on my bare thigh. “Jason, you motherfucker!”

That was her old self coming back in a blaze of glory. I thought about fucking with her, telling her this was the same day I'd accidentally lobotomized her. But nah, the poor girl had been through enough. Calm the fuck down and I'll tell you. It's alright.

“I know how I got here, but what's this guy to you, again?”

“They're my manager and his wife.” I fought for the breath to get up, just to keep the original Kendra calm enough to talk to. “You kinda went blank on us for a while, but we've taken care of you.”

She leaned forward as she stood first, falling forward until both hands were planted on my shoulders. “I remember all of it, but like it was playing on a screen. Whatever happened on this couch, you just fixed it.”

Could it have been my cum? She'd taken dozens upon dozens of loads down the throat already. “Something just changed, I guess.” But it was the first load since I'd turned into something more powerful than a Queen-Type. Whatever had changed, it was exactly what I needed. Not just to fix Emmy's unholy mixture of megalomania and nymphomania, but Kendra's mental block as well.

“You wanted me to get better. I felt it.” She had been somewhat of a surrogate wife while Emmy was turning into something foul. “Not like that little bitch.”

Oh shit! Emmy's treatment of 'Bunny' had come back to roost. “Don't do anything rash, I've got her under control again.”

“Yeah, I know. You saved everyone today, except maybe her.” Kendra locked her stare on Emmy, just like the rest of us. “She'd brag to me about the whole plan, but all I could do was watch as my body just went along with it. I really did try to warn you.”

“But you couldn't. That's my bad.”

She looked back at me. “Yeah, I remember you getting pale as a ghost. I didn't know what it was, and it sounded crazy as I heard everyone talking about this stuff.”

“So when you stopped taking Emmy's orders just now, did you know it?”

Kendra nodded. “And I knew that if you could stand up against her, you'd fix me as soon as you could.”

Elena and Grant started getting up together. Grant already had the answer she wanted. “He's grown a lot in the past year.” He nodded his head toward the kitchen and gave me a hint of stink-eye before winking. He knew what had almost happened in there with Elena. “Stuff he was tempted to pull back then, he wouldn't dream of trying now.”

I wondered where everyone would end up taking all this, when Layla broke in. “So, do you two still have a deal?”

I looked to Kendra and titled my head to show her I was leaving it up to her. I could contain Emmy, she was still the mother of my first child, and she was still my wife. Rather than fixing Kendra's issues, it was time to work on hers.

Kendra offered me a hand up. “Yeah, we've still got a deal.”


Two years later.

I sat back in the recliner of my old place. It was more to my liking anyway. Emmy's damn mansion was just too fucking big for my tastes when she was on the road. Natalie was already working on covering every inch of the floor with her toys, and we hadn't even been there for five minutes.

“You'll have to come visit while they're touring. I get lonely as hell in that place all by myself.” Tray flipped back to the Titans game, the first one of the main season. “Kendra's told me not to fuck up the place already.”

Emmy and I had split the cost of the place next door to her own. Kendra stuck around and kept up the duet with Emmy. They'd already dominated with their first album together, minus the concert's Queen-Type mental fuckery, and the second was releasing tomorrow.

And Tray? He'd moved next door with Kendra, who he had just gotten engaged to. In the end, I just couldn't bring myself to use her as a Prime Recipient. She deserved a chance to make her own happiness after all she'd been through.

“Hey, that's a truck, not a hammer.” Natalie, or should I say Emmy Jr., was up to raising too much hell for how tiny she was. She kept beating the plastic toy against the coffee table anyway, sucking away what little life the finish had left. This little clone of Emmy during that Terrible-Twos stage, is exactly what you'd expect.

“Man, you think our boys'll make the Super Bowl this year?” Tray eased back. This was the first time I'd seen him relax in a while. Even for his size, he had been scared shitless Kendra might have turned down his proposal. He'd agonized over it for months until I told him to just fucking go for it.

Football was never my thing, but I could tolerate it enough to hang around for a game. “Who knows. If we can end up being best buds, anything can happen.”

“You know, when I first heard about what you do for a living, I wanted to choke you until your head popped off.” The seven-foot-something hulk of a man leaned forward and opened the pizza box in front of him. “'The professional deadbeat dad,' I called you. Then I saw how much you take care of Lil' Nat, about the same time as all that other stuff happened. I knew you were alright after that.”

Tray knew everything, including how it all got fixed. I was still doing my job, but I planned on taking the duration of Emmy's tour off. A few hundred kids at fifteen grand a pop had left me a comfortable man, and it was just time to slow down.

Before too much longer, Natalie would be old enough to pick up on things and start asking questions. Hell, I was sure she'd end up going to school with half-siblings she'd never know she had. And deep down, I had a fear that her being around me too much if I kept taking Patrem Epsilon, would eventually turn her into a twisted Queen-Type like her mother used to be.

Emmy had turned out to be a variant Janus dubbed 'Hazard-Type.' I went with her to the headquarters for testing, rather than making them come to us, and she gladly went after seeing what she had become. At first we thought that it was the Patrem Zeta that had turned her into one, so they stuck with Patrem Epsilon.

But then another Hazard-Type showed up on a college cheerleading squad. Her stunt made Emmy's orgy look like a puddle next to a lake. A packed stadium for the university's homecoming game meant you could hear the moaning and screaming for miles. Even GeneFactor couldn't keep the national press silent about that one like they had with Emmy's. Hell, the entire thing wound up on the internet from dozens of angles, thanks to the age of cell phone camcorders and social media streaming. 'Mass Orgiastic Hysteria,' the press ended up calling it.

Since getting her powers ripped away, Emmy had gone back to how she was just weeks after we'd met. Before her Queen-Type powers emerged, she was the dream-girl among a nation of dream-girls. And honestly, I loved the fact that millions of guys the world over masturbated to the image of the woman only I could have. It boosts your ego more than my job ever could.

Finally, Grant retired just a few months ago. Even though Elena's powers still lingered, GeneFactor kept tabs on her to see if Queen-Types could fade in prowess over time. So far, she was still as powerful as ever. When they tested her and I a year after I switched back to Patrem Epsilon, she had me singing Jailhouse Rock five times before she stopped laughing at my expense.

And yeah, Gabe Jensen was born exactly nine and a half months after the preceding events happened. Last I heard, he's Grant made over. The only problem is, this first male child of a Queen-Type, has something like his mother's abilities already.

What would come of it would change not just the destiny of GeneFactor, but the entire world later.

“Yo,” Tray shot out, “what's this?” He flicked the remote with a giant finger to pause the game on a shot of the stands. “You see that, in the crowd?”

As he started the action again, spreading out from one girl right out of the catalog of supermodels, standing and shouting, was an expanding circle of fleshtones. Looking closer, it was that same cheerleader, no fucking doubt about it.

“But Janus fucking told me she'd been stripped of her powers just like Emmy!”

Tray sat his slice of pizza down on the coffee table. “Man, you work with some fucked up people. Good thing it's an away game, right?”

Fucking hell. I'd better call Janus.


BIM-BOAT 2




Holly was driving me mad, but in the best way possible. She'd remained just as insatiable for the past week. I was the one turning down sex now. 

She grabbed my arm before I could get out the door. “But I need it!” 

I was still exhausted from doing her twice that afternoon, already. “Play with your toys or something.” You really did have to handle her like a kid throwing a tantrum after her changes. 

Holly let go, crossing her arms and pouting. “Well, Tara's coming over to talk about her lesson plan for the school year. Maybe she'll wanna mess around.” 

Fuck. “You're her teacher's aide, so that kinda makes her your boss. Don't go fucking your job up.” 

“Well,” she stepped back, “when you get home after work, your ass is mine.” 

Son of a bitch, I couldn't catch a break with her. “Fine, but no funny business while I'm working.” 

“You know, it's your fault I'm like this.” I'd already explained what I'd done to her with the Feminol, which only made her hornier than ever. “You break me, you buy me.” 

“Trust me, I'm making payments several times a day, already.” I slid the door shut and got off the front deck as fast as I could. I was on the verge of running late anyway. 


Joe wasn't working that evening, and the bar was as dead as the restaurant. Everyone knew why, but we all tried to pretend nothing was happening. Something about banning concealed weapons on the premises sets loons right off. 

Harvey walked in, bald and plump as ever. “So, Holly still giving you trouble?” He started with small talk, which always meant he was about to ask a favor. 

“A different kind, but yeah.” 

“Such as?” 

I'd worked for him long enough to share details. “She's turned into a nymphomaniac, which was great at first.” I leaned a little closer to him against the bar. “No joke, I thought I was gonna get raped a couple of times in the past week.” 

“I don't know if it's possible for a little, blonde thing like her to get turned down. Better keep her satisfied so she won't go hounding someone else.” 

“Maybe.” Holly craved dick like an addict, but lucky for me, mine was the only one she wanted. “So what's up?” 

“That guy out front.” 

“The one whose head looks like a toe with a beard? What about him?” I knew the issue already, but it was fun to watch Harvey squirm. 

“He's scaring customers away, and the cops won't move him along since the sidewalk's public property.” His forehead wrinkled. “You're the veteran here. He might listen to you.” 

I hated bringing up my service like it had earned me some form of super-citizenship, but the dipshit out front was one of those hyper-patriot types. “If I go out and get shot, it's your ass that'll pay for the hospital bill or the funeral.” 

Harvey nodded and tried slinking away before I could say anything else. Since all this probably meant I'd head out early, I didn't try to stop him. 


I'd struck up about five minutes of meaningless conversation with the guy. Being used to men toting assault rifles, I didn't let the gun strapped to his back get under my skin. Finally, I had to ask, “So why are you out here?” 

“This restaurant wants to trample on the Second Amendment right to bear arms. What makes them think they have a right to force concealed carry ban on their customers?” 

My eyeballs were already itching to roll in their sockets. “So toting that AR-15 you've got slung over your shoulder while you eat, is a guaranteed right?” 

“Yeah, it's my right to bear arms.” 

“For the purpose of maintaining a well-regulated militia, as the Second states, I assume.” 

He turned his head a little. “It's for my own protection.” 

“Dude, I served in Iraq and Afghanistan, and I didn't carry a rifle on my person the vast majority of the time, in either place. All you're doing is making an ass of yourself by practicing your Second Amendment rights like a guy with a bullhorn screaming in a bystander's face practices his First Amendment rights.” 

I swear, you could see the rusty cogs turning inside his bald head for the first time in many years. “So you don't want me here either.” 

“You served?” 

“Air Force, eighty-four til' eighty-nine.” 

He at least had that going for him. “Ever been shot at or deployed to a war zone?” 

“Can't say I have.” 

And like that, the trap was sprung. “So why do you think you need to tote an assault rifle, just to eat at a restaurant for stuffy, wannabe-rich people, or in the check-out line in the grocery store? This isn't Kabul, Falujah, or even the bad part of our insulated, little town.” 

His eyes got that dangerous glare, like a fundamentalist you almost tricked into thinking for the first time since his last revival. “Because it's my right.” He slung the gun around, pointing it directly at his foot as he took hold. 

“You're standing in front of a parking lot where people call the cops if a muffler's sprung a leak on a Lexus. I'm pretty sure you're at less risk of bodily harm from whatever you're afraid of, than some blind, old bat in a Jag backing over you. Where you stand, right now.” 

“The fuck are you trying to say?” 

When I noticed his hand tense up around the pistol-grip, I knew he'd about had his limit. “You're trying to silence peoples' First Amendment rights with your pride in the Second. No Amendment is more important than the other.” 

“These people need to be afraid, because...” 

Knowing I had the security cameras backing me up if it went to court, I had his face on the pavement and his shoulder damn near out of the socket before he could grunt in protest. “Leave. Now!” 

He tried pushing the muzzle toward my face. It wasn't anything a foot on top of the shitty Bushmaster's muzzle couldn't stop. Plus, the damn thing wouldn't fire with a kink in the barrel. 

“And you just tried drawing on me with your safety on, dumbass. Go home before you get hurt or embarrassed even more.” I stood up and then reared my foot back for a proper kick to his ass. “Go!” 

He stood up and inspected the damage. “You're gonna fuckin' pay for my rifle!” 

“Talk to my boss later, assuming he'll even let you through the door.” I turned around, ignoring the string of obscenities as he dropped the ruined gun in the bed of his truck. About the time I walked back in, he was pulling onto the road. 

Harvey was already waiting for me, trying to hold back his laughter just inside the lobby. “It sucks everyone still thinks the guy's here for the rest of the night, but take your reward. Go home. I'll put tonight's hours on your card.” 

I knew I was losing what little tip money I'd get, but I didn't care at that point. Whatever Holly had planned with Tara, I had to try stopping in its tracks. 


I heard the giggling before I even slid the door open. Holly and Tara were having a grand time, whatever the hell they were up to. I'd just put my fingers around the handle when I heard the first whimper. 

Rushing through as fast as I could, I knew exactly what Holly had done. “Don't tell me you found that other dose and gave it to her...” But Tara had just gone from a chubby, but still highly-fuckable redhead, to downright unbelievable. 

Holly looked up from her friend, both of them wearing panties and nothing else. “What did I do wrong? You told me I'd have to find another way to entertain myself while you were out.” 

Fucking hell. She really did look confused. “Don't just turn someone without having a good reason.” 

“I wanted to know what she tastes like and have some fun of my own. What's a better reason than that?” 

Some middle school English class's boys were in for a nice surprise when summer break ended, in any case. “Well, she's changed, so you might as well have your fun. I got sent home early, so I'm taking a shower and a nap.” I just had to get away from them, being shaking-mad and all. 

Before I could get to the back of the boat, I heard Holly shout, “I saw her tits grow in front of my eyes. It was neat!” 

I shook my head and slammed the bathroom door behind me. I'd already forgotten about dropping a moron in front of the parking lot. Honestly, gun nuts are easier to reason with than sex-nuts. 


As I turned the shower off, I couldn't ignore what I was hearing any longer. My dick swelled up before I could dry off and get the towel around me. It being her voice I heard, it sounded like Holly was getting the fun she wanted after all. 

A younger me would have burst through the door expecting to get in on the action. But I'm not joking when I tell you how much she'd worn me down over the past week. I needed that damn nap. 

I snuck into the bedroom and put fresh boxers and a shirt on without making a sound. Climbing into bed, I let out a sigh of gratitude as Holly came. I thought it'd shut her up long enough to let me pass out. 

Seconds passed before I heard two sets of footsteps coming down the corridor. Goddammit. 

Tara already sounded like someone had docked her by about forty IQ points, and then clobbered her over the head with a brick for good measure. “You think he's up for it?” 

“He acts like he's not, but I know Bryce. I knew he wanted to fuck you after the first he met you.” 

Holly wasn't wrong, but I knew I'd have to sleep for days if I tried anything right then. “It's not happening. Don't you two have a lesson plan or something to work on?” 

My girlfriend poked her head around the corner and grinned. “We took care of that while it kicked in.” 

Telling her what I'd done and how was a grave mistake. At least she didn't know where I'd gotten it from, even if she'd found the second dose I'd hidden in my tackle box. “I'm not joking, for such a short day, it's been too damn long already.” 

“You're right, it has been too long. You've had a few hours to recharge.” 

I rolled over, hoping she'd get the hint. “I told you, no.” 

The weight of their bodies settled onto the other side of the bed. When I felt hair brush against my ear, I thought it'd be Holly. But Tara's voice was right there, even sexier than before. “I don't know what happened to me, but I like it. You will too.” 

I flopped over on my back and stared up at her, our faces inches apart. “I'm sure Holly was a shock when you first saw her today.” 

Tara's thick lips curled into a smile. “Yeah, I didn't think it was really her at first.” I caught a good whiff of cunt on her breath. 

“And the boys in your classes will jerk themselves raw everyday after school.” I closed my eyes again. “You two can do whatever you want with each other. Just not in here.” 

Tara hoisted her bare muff over my chest and sat on me, legs straddling my sides. “We'll do all the work. We promise.” 

Three times in one day would have been fucking great when I was in my twenties, but my early thirties weren't being kind to me. As it turns out, busting your ass when you're young busts the rest of your body up pretty well too. “I know what you're trying, but I'm getting too old for this shit.” 

“Holly told me to ask you about moving in.” Tara's shoulders bunched up as she titled her head a little. “I want the small bedroom, because it's got the most window space.” 

I knew why she'd want it, being a plant-talking weirdo and all. “Kinda presumptuous of you two, isn't it? You're welcome here, but it's crowded enough with only us.” 

“Holly knew you'd say that.” Tara ducked down, those amazing tits within suckling distance of my mouth. “But I could keep her occupied for you.” 

Everything was an excuse to have sex, or a means to that end, for any girl who'd been exposed to Feminol. The fun part was, they didn't care if it was their chosen man, or another chick who'd been exposed. “If you two do whatever you want and don't wake me up until morning, I'll think about it.” 

The pressure lifted off my chest. Holly bent over and gave me a peck on the cheek as Tara got off the bed. “You'll like having her around, trust me.” 


“Oh fuck!” Tara's voice echoed through the hull of the boat. “God, that feel's too good!” 

My eyes shot open as I wondered if I'd been out for minutes or hours. Judging by the slits of light coming from the east-facing window, they'd done what I'd asked. Even if it was still a bit until seven AM, it was technically morning before they woke me up. 

It was one of my weekdays off, so I'd have to deal with the two of them, somehow. I got up and started the coffeepot while they kept going at each other in the room Tara had claimed. You know the girl loves her plants like pets or children when she picks the bedroom with the twin bed over the queen-sized, all because of the extra light. 

Another outburst erupted from the half-stairwell leading to the smaller room. “Right there, keep fucking doing that!” 

All I could do was shake my head and wonder how many knuckles of how many fingers Holly had inside her 'boss.' Whatever the numbers were, she was in there, deep. What did me in was thinking about how hard I could fuck both of them, right then and there. 

I couldn't help walking over and sliding the pocket door open. Like I expected, my girlfriend had her face buried between Tara's thighs, with Holly's right hand working away at what her tongue couldn't reach. It was pretty damn nice to watch. 

Clearing my throat a little to announce my presence, I had to ask one thing. “So if I'm getting in on this, what are the rules?” 

Tara looked up, confused as all Hell. “What do you mean?” 

“Like, do I split the time between you two, or is it winner-takes-all?” 

Tara braced her elbows against the mattress and looked back at me. “She's bragged so much about how big you are, so you know...” It didn't tell me a damn thing. 

I pinched the bridge of my nose and tried to keep a straight face. “Does Holly want me to nut in her every time, or are both of you fair game now?” 

As if I'd asked the dumbest question possible, Holly shrugged and cocked her head. “Wherever it feels best, just do it there.” 

The mental image of Tara's alabaster legs wrapping around my waist, her heels pressing against my ass... That'd make a man come, just fantasizing about it. Especially after she'd gotten even hotter than before. 

Holly looked into my eyes and grinned, like she'd seen the wish in my soul. “If you come inside her, that just means I need to try harder next time.” 

No fucking way. There wasn't a hint of teasing or mockery in her voice or her face. Holly was as serious as a pissed-off judge. 

Tara's face lit up as I took another step toward them. Holly was already between her friend's thighs again. 

I already knew the Feminol didn't force a temporary change. They were both like this, for good. If one was hell to keep up with, I knew both of them together would run me ragged. 

As I stood over both of them, Holly gave Tara's cunt everything she had. One whimpered as the other gave her tongue a hard workout. It wasn't until Tara's white cheeks blushed pink when I figured out how damn ready she was, for me. 

Holly backed off and wiped her mouth with a forearm. “She's like, really, really wet right now.” 

What luck. Holly looked a little too excited about it all. “You sure you're okay with this?” 

My girlfriend looked at me like I'd just claimed water is dry. “Why wouldn't I want to watch you two go at it?” 

I looked down at Tara, who was ready and pink as a carnation all over. Something about the way she crooked her lips to one side announced the open invitation. If she was fair game, fuck it, why not? 

Totally nude and ready to go, Tara's new look did more for me than Holly's bangin' body. Between her cherry lips, copper hair, and curves that'd make the Pacific Coast Highway look straight, I was almost licking my chops. Working my shirt over my head, I felt the heat of her body from over a foot away. 

Tara reached forward between her legs and jerked the front of my boxers toward the floor. Letting them slide down my thighs, I stepped out of them the instant they were around my ankles. With quick shot of spit in my palm, I was ready to go. 

Holly couldn't hold herself back. “I wanna see how hard you've dreamed about fucking her.” 

Rougher than the edge of a saw blade was in the right neighborhood. I didn't bother sharing that part with her. It was time to show it. 

The lips of Tara's pussy almost burned against the head of my dick. I couldn't believe how smooth everything was, like those two had taken the razors out not even an hour before. Just guiding my shaft over top of those folds could have made me nut with only a few minutes of it. 

A hand fell over my cock. Holly had leaned over, stopping me from delving right in. “Turn her around. That juicy ass is the best part of her now.” 

Tara was one of those rare redheads you thought would come bursting out of her jeans, in a good way. And that was before the changes. I looked at my next Feminol-fueled conquest and shrugged as I motioned for her to whip herself around. 

Her cheeks had the perfect amount of jiggle. Still tight and smooth, but you knew that rear could hurt a man, terribly. I couldn't help resting a hand on each side, squeezing and playing like Tara already belonged to me. 

With a quick spread, I had the real goal back in sight again. That bit of flesh just before the entrance pulsed a couple of times. I knew Tara was far beyond ready to have me in her. 

Holly's voice lilted out, “Go on, tear that pussy up.” It sounded more like she was begging me to do it than just urging me on. 

I scooted Tara's ass closer to the edge until I knew I could force myself all the way in. Whatever doubt or shame had been holding me back, it was as good as gone. I had to know what she felt like inside. 

Unable to keep myself well-behaved any longer, I held my dick in hand. As I pressed the tip between those lips, I felt more heat than I was ready for. With a quick push, our bodies fused as the heels of Tara's feet crashed against my ribs. 

With those first thrusts, I got those cold fever sweats. It felt wrong and right at the same time. But looking over at Holly, I knew it was what all three of us wanted more than anything. 

I tightened my grip around Tara's waist. Pulling her back as I chucked myself forward, it pulled her voice out of hiding. 

“Right there!” Her whimpers shifted into a higher pitch before she added, “Fucking harder!” 

The insane amount of friction welling up inside her was doing the job. Despite what their male students might fantasize about, teachers aren't know for having loads of wild sex. Which was fine with me. I hadn't been in a girl that tight since I'd been in high school, well over a decade ago. 

Every muscle in her legs tried coiling up. Taking a slower, more forceful pace, every scream grew louder as I crashed deep into Tara. I started feeling a light tack of sweat between our skin. 

Holly pulled herself up on the bed, guiding Tara's head into her bare lap. She looked directly at me, knowing how much pleasure she'd facilitated. “I told you this'd be fun.” 

I wiggled my cock around inside by stepping each foot against the edge of the bed. Tara let out a surprised gasp as I hit a new spot. 

Rearing back, I plunged back in. Driving right home to this new spot, my tip pounded against it with blunt force. I couldn't help moaning over how great it felt on my end. 

When Tara's face buried itself in Holly's thighs, I knew she was on the verge of being overwhelmed. Her joints locked and her limbs tensed. Through the seething moans, you could almost hear her teeth gritting together. 

Like the outright, redheaded goddess she was, Tara let me know how much she appreciated the worship. With one hard push, I sent her from whimpering, into outright hysteria. It only made me try even harder. 

Something snapped in my head. The fact that she was right on the edge clicked in my mind as I started ravishing the hell out of Tara's cunt. 

I let myself go in a hard frenzy, throwing that myself at the obvious spot of heaven Tara had inside her. Before I knew what was going on, her voice shuddered along with her entire body. The cheeks of her ass ripened as her body heated up. 

Outta fucking nowhere. I stopped ramming myself into her, feeling the smoldering grip of her walls along my shaft. With a few violent twitches, Tara rode it out as suddenly as the climax had hit her like a runaway truck. 

I let Tara pant out the aftershocks. Still resting inside of her, I wondered if I should pick up where I'd left off and just finish myself. I knew I had enough left to get her going like that again. 

Holly was already back on her feet, leaving Tara to deal with the madness I'd put into her, alone. Some sense of mercy forced me to pull out. No woman could handle that much punishment, or pleasure, all at once. 

As Holly knelt down beside me, I got the message loud and clear. Her fingers wrapped around my cock, forcing me to turn ninety degrees to face her. Without hesitation, Holly took in every inch of me that she could. 

Fuck! My girlfriend knew how to service me, but I don't think that was her real goal. I felt the way her tongue savored Tara's leftover wetness, passed along second-hand from my dick. 

When Holly backed off, I felt a brief draft. Then her hand closed around my girth again. It shifted into a hard tug as she looked up at me. 

With her fingers squeezing at the edge of discomfort, Holly grinned and asked, “So, does she feel better than me?” 

I knew I wouldn't sate her appetite with anything other than a bit of teasing. “She's got her merits.” 

Holly's eyes flashed with a hint of jealousy. She shook her head and then looked back up at me. “So I'll just have to work that much harder, won't I?” 

My hand patted against her cheek. “You asked, and I answered.” 

Tara had already rolled over, presenting herself with her cunt as the centerpiece between spread legs. Holly noticed about the same time I did. “Go ahead, I wanna see you bust a nut in her.” 

One step forward had me ready to plunge right in. I wrapped my hands around the curve of Tara's waist and felt the just-right amount of meat on her bones, somewhere between fit and thick. One jolt of my hips had me soaking in her wetness again. 

I saw her cheeks and breasts flush red beneath me. Tara's fingers raked against my side as she pulled me deep. Even that little stud at the top of her belly-button told me she was a prime specimen in the prime of her life. 

She had everything in that slight amount of excess that put her over the top. Those full lips parting as I slammed into her again, ample breasts jiggling up a split-second after every thrust, and plush thighs gripping hard around my torso. The rarity of her red hair and porcelain skin gave her a second bonus that made male anatomy beg the rational mind to let it take over thinking duties for a while. 

My brain ceded the argument. It was probably that sharp scream Tara let out as I forced myself as deep and hard as I could. I didn't even know if Tara was on any kind of birth control, but that was little more than a quiet whisper in the back rows of my mind. 

Holly pulled herself onto the tiny bed and started working Tara's clit as I swung my hips back and forth. “Whatever we do to her, you two have gotta do to me later.” 

It worked for me, so long as I had several hours to recuperate. But something forced my mind to overcome my libido's greed. “Is it safe for me to come in her?” 

Tara dug her nails into my forearms. “Yeah,” she whimpered a bit more as I crashed inside of her, “don't worry about it.” 

It was close enough to an answer I'd accept. I pushed forward, wanting to get as many charges in and out of Tara's flesh as I could manage. Every damn one of them felt like a gift from the universe. 

Tara's hands shot up, her palms braced against my chest as her legs gripped me as tightly as her cunt. Far from pushing me away, her effort gave me enough leverage to drive the point home even harder. 

Ramming inside her with every rush of my hips, I had her mouth sitting wide open. Screams shot out like I was warping her mind like a cheap rim hitting a curb. One of us had to give, and soon. 

Like she was trying to provoke that instinct to fuck her through the hull of the boat, Tara's nails dug into my skin again. I let go of her waist and took hold of her wrists, pinning them against the cheap mattress inches above her head. The restraint just made her shout even louder. 

Holly leaned into my ear, not even trying to be subtle. “God, her toes are so fucking curled right now.” 

Moving one of Tara's wrists on top of the other, I put all of my weight on their union with my right hand. My left drifted down to her cheek. 

As I dipped the thumb between Tara's lips, she closed her mouth around it, humming into it every time I forced my way back deep into her. 

Intoxicated on how her entire body was into it, I ignored those first rumbles of what was about to happen. It felt too fucking good to stop or even slow down. 

A tense wail filled the small room as I sunk myself deep. It was followed right up with another one, a little bit louder. 

Tara squeezed her legs tight, immersing me all the way inside her. I didn't want it to end. Tara, though, was more than happy to force me right into a climax. 

My lungs burned and my neck tensed. She was thrusting on her own, slipping me around in her cunt like I was still pounding away. Even with her hands held against the wall and the bed by my own, she was in total control. 

The skin around my shaft tightened a little. I knew. It was the peak of feeling before you totally lose your mind. 

My fingers tensed around her wrists as I bent forward. With one quick pop of her hips, Tara had me to the point of no return. If it was my goal, it would have been the last chance to pull out before I filled her up. 

With my mind blank and my eyes barely staying open, I remember seeing the pure ecstasy in her face as she started coming. My first shot exploded out of my body as her thighs clamped hard around my waist. I couldn't help moaning as I exhaled a breath I didn't know I'd been holding. 

The sound coming out of my core shuddered as I felt my second burst. Slick as it was in there, especially now that I'd already started coming, Tara's walls gripped hard enough to make my chest feel hollow. My mind couldn't process enough to tell who was getting off the hardest. 

My jaw quivered so hard it ached. I forced my eyes open before my head rolled back. Still blowing my thumb and whimpering into it, Tara was deep in her own orgasm. 

I felt the last spurts fire out of me. When I knew I was spent, I felt that deep yet tired relief I'd gotten far too familiar with. 

Tara kept shaking and moaning as I pulled my thumb from between her lips. Her mouth opened with a gasp. When her eyes finally opened, I felt brave enough to start easing myself out of her. 

The overload on my shrinking cock almost buckled my knees. Tara's walls were still greedy, like she could stand to take care of ten more men. 

At the verge of collapse, I'd finally backed all the way out. Her pussy closed immediately, not having that gape you usually see after a hard fuck. One hint of pearl was the only clue it'd just been used at all. 

I looked over at Holly. She had the look of a scoundrel on her face as she took my place between Tara's thighs. As she bent over to taste the aftermath, I couldn't help giving her ass a hard slap. 

The overwhelming smell of sex finally registered in my nose. Seeing as how the room was all of forty square feet with a six foot ceiling, it shouldn't have surprised me. As I picked up my boxers and climbed the couple of stairs into the living space, Tara was already moaning again. 

I had to appreciate how much I'd enjoy having her around as I looked back. So long as I could get them to settle for finishing with each of them just once a day, they could take care of each others surplus needs. 


I'd spent the following afternoon listening to a couple of podcasts on the front deck. My second beer for the day was just about gone, and my weekly dose of marginally believable stories was wrapping up. Whatever Holly and Tara had been doing, they were at least quiet about it. 

Joe's unmistakable frame shambled toward me on the dock when I looked that direction. As he got close enough for me to make out the look on his face, I knew undertaking that kind of walk meant he was desperate. 

“Bryce!” He sounded winded as you'd expect. “I need a favor!” 

I hit pause on my phone and stood up. “I might be able to help, depending on what you need.” 

A patch of sweat was already spreading across the center of his Hawaiian shirt. “I've got two more doses for you, and I need cash, fast.” 

“I don't know, man. I don't mind loaning you a bit, but I think I'm good on that stuff.” I waved for him to step onto the deck. It was sounding too much like I was buying dope from him. 

He collapsed into the chair I'd been sitting in. “Listen, the guy I get this from has one last batch, but I'm a couple-hundred short.” 

I had the money, but it was always fun turning thumb-screws on people. “You might have to figure out how to get girls the old-fashioned way.” 

He looked like his heart was ready to explode. “Hey, I need this stuff to get laid. Just look at me.” 

“You could always settle down with one of the girls you turned.” 

Joe finally calmed his breathing and cracked a grin. “Why?” 

It was a fair enough point. “I'll tell you what, I'll front you the money, but I don't need anymore of that stuff. The two I've already got on my boat have just about killed me.” 

He watched as I dug for my wallet. “Two-hundred is all I need. I'll get it back to you next payday.” 

I counted out ten twenties and held them out for him. “You'd better. I've got slip fees to pay in a couple of weeks. Gotta have somewhere to park this boat.” 

Joe took the money and dug two vials out of his breast pocket. “Thanks, man, and I want you to have these anyway. I'll still get you all the money back.” 

“What the hell do I need them for?” 

With a nod of his head up the dock, Joe forced me to look toward the bank. “Milfalicious over there is a good candidate.” 

Sure enough, my neighbor Marina was heading right for us in the distance. I turned back to Joe and snatched the vials from his hand. “I like the way you think, but what about the second?” 

“I don't know. Get creative.” He stood up, clearly sucking in his gut as Marina got closer. “I'd better run. Can't show up to buy my stock later than I already am.” 

As soon as he was past Marina, who obviously wasn't willing to make so much as eye contact with him, Joe shot a dual thumbs-up at me. For all Marina knew, my grin was just the neighborly type. 

But did I even want one or two more bimbos around? I didn't even know the answer to that one. 


HAREM GAME 2

SECOND SEED




I had spent the past week torn between panic and getting more sex than I could handle. Abby was insatiable, demanding I wear her out every few hours. Normally I wouldn't have dreamed of complaining, but whatever was taking control of my body wasn't making it the fantasy I wished for.

My work wasn't suffering, though. The same power that had turned Abby into an absolute sex addict had landed my boss several new contracts. In just one week's time, I had reined in more commissions than I had in the past two months. All by focusing my intent on closing the deal.

Now that I had the weekend to unwind, at least from work, the early bonus check I had been cut was burning a hole in my pocket. And given that Abby was willing to do whatever I suggested, I knew I could get away with doing something I had wanted to do ever since we met.

Right before leaving my office, something forced me to remember the next chapter I had to read in the book. The Game of Sevens had waited patiently in my briefcase all week, but now it was demanding my attention. The rational part of my brain didn't even want to touch it.

Control wasn't entirely mine, though. I stopped and got back into my seat, setting my briefcase on my desk and opening it. My hands went right for The Game of Sevens.

Flipping to the second chapter, it was another story about the same young man as before. Exactly one week after the end of the last chapter, his perfect life had developed cracks. Even though he had gained his greatest desires, he still wanted more. Of course, the story went off the rails, ending with him wanting exactly what he had already gained, but in even greater quantities. This time, he had set himself up with a maid-turned-mistress alongside his wife, and had begun the process of turning his business into a small empire.

The last page had another set of instructions. I couldn't help feeling a lump the size of a car in my throat as I read them. Focus your will on doubling your current rewards, and it shall come to pass. Return again in one more week, and you will learn the true nature of these lessons.

My ideal had already turned out to be more than I had bargained for. I slammed the cover shut and backed away from the book. Something like a spark of electricity jolted my brain.

Carry on with your evening. The voice was back again, it's words clear and forceful. I tried to shun it to the back of my mind, but that was the one thing my “force of will” couldn't overcome.


It was well into the evening when I came through the front door. Abby was waiting, dressed in some new lingerie getup. My cock throbbed and my heart sank, knowing the romp that would have us with a kid in tow could happen at any time, if it hadn't already. But still, I had to try getting myself out of it.

Abby started my way, flipping the glasses off her face and beaming like my return had made her day. “Stop,” I ordered, “we're doing something else tonight.”

The way she twirled her hair with her fingers just made me want to give in. “Oh?”

“I think you'll like it.”

She closed the distance between us at the same pace, doing her best to tempt me into something I knew better than to do. I knew it was only a matter of time before my body responded on its own. “Get some clothes on, we're leaving in a few minutes.”

Abby leaned against my shoulder and nibbled at my earlobe. She whispered, “It can wait, can't it?”

“Maybe a few minutes.” My mind knew better, but my body didn't. I felt her fingers take hold of my zipper as she slid down my body. The second her tongue danced along my cock, I stopped trying to resist.


Abby was perfectly okay with my idea. In fact, she almost looked excited, like she might learn something that had eluded her for years. As we flashed the bouncer our IDs, he motioned his head toward the door.

“What gave you the idea to bring me to a strip club?” She was latched onto my arm like a burr on a sock, her breasts squeezing against me enough to throw me into gear again.

“It's something a little different. I didn't think you'd be so excited.”

The stage was empty, so I started toward the bar with her. “It's what you wanted, Kevin. You know I can't turn you down.”

I did know it better than anyone. “They close in just a few hours, but I'm driving. Go ahead and get a drink.”

“Hmm,” Abby let go of me, “that's no fun.”

“What do you mean?”

“Just have one. It's not like anything's going on right now.” The little smile lifted the corners of her mouth just enough to reveal her intent.

I had to act before Abby tried going to town on me again. “I gotta piss. My eyeballs are floating.”

She edged her glasses down and said, “Wimp.”

I beelined it to the men's room. Almost ramming myself against the swinging door, I knew this night would end the same as any other for the past week. And I wanted out.

As I drained myself into the urinal, the voice came back. She has already met your second.

Shaking loose the last few drops, I stared at the graffiti on the wall. Something about how love is a double-edged sword, but lust is a knife between the ribs. It wasn't exactly the encouragement I wanted.

A moment later I was drying my hands on my pants since the paper towels were empty. As I emerged, slapping my palms against my lap, I saw Abby had already made a friend. Shit, I thought to myself, I know where this is going.

I considered running, or at least taking a seat at the stage, but it wasn't a choice. As my legs pushed me forward, the blonde Abby was chatting up glanced at me. Even though she was dolled up like the entertainment, the fact she was pouring a drink told me she was the real moneymaker for the club.

Putting myself up on the stool next to Abby, I couldn't help admiring the combination of ruby red lipstick and the black corset on our bartender. “What's it gonna be?” she asked, putting the finishing hit of rum on Abby's usual Mai Tai.

“Black Russian.”

“Careful, I make a strong one.” She grinned and took the neck of a bottle. “Your girl here was just telling me how this is her first time. Mighty ballsy suggesting this place.”

The coffee liqueur splashed on the ice cubes. “I think she'll like it.” I looked over to see Abby slamming her drink back already. “She's come a long way recently.”

“Oh?” I watched her pour a heavy dose of vodka in my glass. “How so?”

My body went on autopilot again as I felt the heaviness in my forehead. “Come with us after you close, and you might find out.”

I expected a fist to the jaw and a drink in my face. Before I could cringe, our barely-dressed bartender said, “The bar closes in one hour. Come get me then.”

Taking it back was all I wanted to do, knowing by now that the stories from the book were to play out in real life. I wrapped my arm around Abby's waist and said, “Come on, I think the show's starting back up.”

The bartender handed my drink over. “My name's Teagan, if that's even relevant to you.”

I did my best to smile. “Kevin, and I'm sure we'll know each other very well by the end of the night.” Abby seemed fine with it, nursing her drink like nothing was out of the ordinary.

As we got up for the stage, Teagan made sure I knew her terms, “One hour, and somewhere public.”

Fuck me. Abby still didn't show any reaction.


The last stripper of the hour had just left the stage. Abby was all over me the entire time, touching me just enough to avoid getting a bouncer on our case, and taking what had to be some thorough mental notes through the whole show. As soon as I looked back and saw the lights above the bar flicker off, my body kicked into motion.

At least Teagan looked happy to see us. “So where to?”

I wanted to cancel more than anything, but even Abby was forcing me forward. My mouth opened and the words, “Griffith Park,” slipped out.

Teagan leaned forward, her hands planted on the bar and her breasts threatening to pop out. “Good choice. I can't go home with two strangers, but,” she looked at Abby, “with her along, I feel safe being in a public place with you.”

“Looking forward to it.” Stop body, please.

I watched as Teagan pulled a leather jacket out from under the bar and emptied the contents of the tip jar into a pocket. “Ready when you are.”

Abby, half-drunk but still not slurring, whispered, “Why didn't you tell me you wanted someone else to join us?”

At least I had a moment of honesty, even if it wasn't the whole truth. “I didn't know it either.”

“You've just been full of surprises since you got back.” I felt her tongue lap at my ear. “I like it.”

Had I been able to control how every romp ended, I would have too. I looked at Teagan and tried to fight as I said, “Come on, my car's out front.”

As we left, the same bouncer who let us in grumbled, “Lucky asshole.”

Without breaking stride, I looked back and said, “I can't turn it down, you know.”

He laughed to himself and had to shout a bit because of how far we had already gotten from him. “You don't treat her right, then we've got problems.”


I pulled the car into the lot next to Griffith Park. It had to be pushing 2:30AM, so the place was totally empty. The lit path going further into the main courtyard almost called our names.

Teagan leaned between the front seats and said, “I never do stuff like this, just so you know.”

Somehow, I figured it wasn't a stroke of luck I'd have without my powers. Abby put unfastened her seat belt and added, “Neither do we.”

I opened my door and looked back at them. “I guess we all do now.”

Teagan grinned and said, “Guess so.” She tapped Abby on the shoulder and added, “We don't want to keep him waiting, do we?”

She got out on my side. I watched those long, luxurious legs as she stood. From her tall heels to where those work-mandated garters met the top of her thighs, Teagan looked like the work of Greek sculptors. As Abby came around and stood beside her, I couldn't help notice the total contrast between my fiance's nervous innocence and our new friend's open libido.

As we got out of sight of the car, the voice came back. You will only have one tonight. It felt like a warning about something I'd do well to prepare myself for. As I got up to the last bench on the path, I heard it again. This is the place.

I stopped and turned to both of them. “Well, I guess this is as good a place as any.” A momentary twinge of fear hit my head, not knowing if the park had any cameras or not. As soon as the thought registered, I was taken over again. “Abby, I'm sorry, but you'll just have to watch for now.”

If I wasn't screaming at myself from the inside, I'd have thought the look on her face was priceless. “What do you mean? I can't just let you fuck a stranger and stand there while you do it.”

“Then sit down and watch.” Abby's face grew even more shocked as Teagan's grin got all the way to both ears.

Abby, of course, followed my orders. I took a seat right next to her as Teagan stepped in front of me. She leaned down, running her fingers through my hair. “You've trained her well.”

My arm moved on its own, brushing my hand against the hot mound between Teagan's legs. Every fold was as clear and plain under that nylon as if the fabric wasn't even there. My fingers pushed it aside, giving me the first waft of her pleasant scent.

I felt Abby shift. I knew she was crossing her arms, trying to look mad, but only pouting. It had been her default expression when she didn't get her way for the past week. And something about it made me want her even more.

Still, I had a more pressing issue at hand. I felt Teagan's clit, already swelling and ready for attention. She put her hands on my shoulders as I started the early work, her breathing going from silent to full-on gasps within seconds.

“Teagan,” I said, trying to stop myself the whole time, “I've got a favor to ask.” She looked down at me, her head cocked and mouth open with each pant. The wave of pressure built in the front of my brain as I let out, “I want you to serve me.”

Her voice strained as she answered, “Yes, sir.”

“Now and always.”

“How do you want me to please you?” The cockiness in her voice had been stripped, replaced completely by the same helpless servitude that had filled Abby's mind.

Make the wench know her place.

I slipped a finger deep inside her pussy, exploring every bit before pulling it out and letting her take a hard suck on her own juices. “You'll come so easily, you'll think it might kill you.”

She giggled around my index finger. I pulled it away from her and she answered, “I like the cut of your jib.”

I forced my hand back between her thighs as Teagan whimpered, already feeling the effect of my orders. “Then prove it.” She started to quiver with the slightest movement of my fingers.

With only a few strokes, I already had her trying to collapse in on herself. She gripped my shoulders hard enough to turn her knuckles white. When I put two inside her, it was all over.

I stood and forced Teagan onto the bench. She rested her head in Abby's lap, shaking and mewling like I had just fucked her straight into low-orbit. And this was only the start.

Abby looked like she was on the verge of breaking my command. As she tried forcing herself to respond, the desperation behind those glasses almost made me laugh. “I might feel generous later. Don't worry.”

I missed those handcuffs right about then. If Teagan really was mine to control, I knew I'd have to make Abby struggle to get free next time. Watching her grow more envious by the second, just stuck there by some invisible bonds, didn't seem nearly as fun.

Catching myself mid-thought, I couldn't help feeling bad for her. But with each second, that feeling drifted away. I stood over Teagan, working my zipper open and feeling how ready I was to make Abby's problem even worse.

Giving Teagan another tease with my fingers, it was hard not to laugh as both of them reacted. I could tell Abby was ready to crack and beg, while our new friend jumped like I had just dosed her with freebase orgasm, straight to the brain.

The only thing that kept me from just plunging right into Teagan was that nagging doubt. I didn't know if my control would keep hold of Abby if I pushed her much further. The thought of getting caught had faded into a non-issue, but even then, I still had my qualms about treating my fiance so badly.

But that's when Teagan spread her legs wide, one propped over the back of the bench, the other nudging me closer. Never one to turn down such luck, I gave in. Bending down to give her pussy one more tease, her voice was already shaky.

The sheer wetness inside her invited me like a warm embrace. The deeper I slid my finger through her passage, the more heat and readiness I felt. I had to get my dick in her.

It was just too bad for Abby. She watched as I readied my cock, getting it only inches from Teagan's burning folds. I wanted to give in and plunge deep, but I was having too much fun to just go for it like that.

Sliding my tip between those pussy lips, I imagined what my shaft was about to encounter. It was a masterpiece of femininity, even under the dim path lighting. My newest pet whimpered and moaned with every push toward her entrance, begging for it.

Abby looked so jealous of Teagan. Having to watch me give out pleasure that should have been hers was driving my fiance mad. But the feel of my first strange pussy in years drove me to the point I couldn't stop.

“You want attention too,” I cupped Abby's chin with my free hand and made her look at me, “don't you?”

She wouldn't speak. Teagan whimpered as I slid inside her. Abby pouted right in front of me, watching exactly as I had ordered her to.

Teagan's cunt held me in as she came again, the subdued, helpless orgasms already taking their toll on her body. I pulled back out and pinned her clit between my fingers, giving her a final world-shaker that couldn't have happened without my powers.

“She'll get what you want tonight,” I gave my fiance the wolf's grin, “and every night from now on if you don't behave.”

I almost felt guilty after seeing the way her expression deepened. Still, I knew what I was doing, even if it wasn't my will. My body was doing the deed, even as my head looked around one last time to make sure nobody was watching us.

If you had asked me just a few hours before, I would have never told you that we'd have gone to a strip club together. Much less picked up the bartender. And even further, I would have never taken her to the nearby park to reverse-cuck Abby.

It was happening anyway. I knew how the night would end. All I could do was wish it was just Abby my puppet master wanted me to fill up.

As I sat down, Teagan crawled on top of me, ready for more of what she had coming. Her pussy took me in, forcing her to quake again. One thing was for sure, the girl loved to come. And what's more, I think she enjoyed the fact that Abby couldn't do anything but watch, most of all.

I let Teagan have her way with my cock, every crash of our bodies getting her closer to squealing out. Her hands wrapped around my neck and shoulders, giving her even more leverage. She could only go a dozen or so rounds before each climax sent her pussy into pulsing fits.

Barely holding on myself, I rolled my head back and smiled at my good fortune, if only for the moment. I knew how this would end. But not all bad luck feels that way during the lead-up.

The clamp of Teagan's thighs got tighter. I knew she was on the border of getting too much of what she wanted. As her cunt took hold, I watched in awe as her face went almost catatonic. Her eyes flew open as her mouth went agape.

Quivering and spasming in my lap, I let her ride out the blissful overload. I still had more in me, but I knew Teagan was spent. As I thought about just laying waste to her until I came, the voice cut in.

You have another.

I looked at Abby, who looked like a nervous, jealous wreck. With my cock still buried to the trunk inside Teagan, I asked, “What would you do to take her place?”

She didn't answer, but the extra pout in her lips said it all. I let Teagan finish before shifting to my left, away from Abby. My fiance didn't look as broken as I would have thought.

Take what is yours.

I stood up and jerked Abby onto her feet. Just as quickly, I forced her shoulders against the back of the bench. Forcing her jeans down, I let her knees rest on the seat, her legs trapped in halfway-stripped denim.

Did she even want it? I didn't know whether she was still herself inside that head of hers, just as confused and helpless as I was to defy orders. But when I said, “Be thankful,” and felt how wet the whole experience had made her, I knew Abby wasn't in any position to complain. And I don't just say that because I had her pinned to the bench, bare ass and pussy ready for invasion.

I didn't show her any mercy, even if I was giving her exactly what she wanted. The silky wetness from Teagan's pussy slid me right inside Abby's. I parted her deep, slamming my hips against her ass and forcing her to whimper like she had just been scolded.

Letting myself settle in her farthest recesses, I waited for Abby to do something. As she tilted her head back, I took a handful of her hair and pulled it even further. Her moan as I slowly pulled back and sank back in drove me insane.

As her voice shifted to relief, I started to let her have it. The collision of our bodies made an unmistakable sound that had to be resonating for some distance. I cracked my hand against her ass, causing an echo not that far from a gunshot.

Keeping Abby at just the right spot, I felt her try to come. She tried sneaking her fingers onto her clit, which I allowed. I thought the little act of defiance was cute.

But I wasn't willing to reward her for it. I had a better idea. Teagan was already back on her feet, running her hands along my chest from behind.

As I pulled out of Abby, I knew it had to be the worst punishment for her. Making my fiance lie down on the bench, I stepped back and pulled Teagan in front of me with one fluid move of my arm. Staring down at Abby's begging face, I said, “Whether you come or not is up to her.”

Teagan giggled to herself and bent over in front of me. Abby already knew her role, pushing her jeans down even further. As she propped her legs on Teagan's shoulders, I went ahead and reentered our new friend.

Judging by the panting and gasping in front of me, I knew Teagan was already working Abby's clit with her tongue. I pushed the fabric on her ass even further aside, using it like a handle. If she was willing to let Abby come after all, I wanted to make her work for the act of kindness.

It only took seconds to get Teagan worked up again, screaming into Abby's pussy instead of licking. The satisfied moaning and begging cries merged into a chorus. I went with it, timing every thrust based on how hard and deep I could push myself in.

As I heard Abby get even closer, the silky, wet walls around my cock seized. Teagan held me in deep as her legs shook. She broke her face away from between Abby's thighs, belting out a moan that had to be more animal than human.

Show her mercy. It will only make your hold over them that much stronger.

I couldn't deny what the voice wanted. Pulling the jeans completely off Abby, I pulled her hips up to meet me, only her shoulders resting against the wooden slats. I was already back in without aiming, her hole willing to be filled and used.

Teagan stepped beside me, still panting like she had run a mile in those heels. I felt the tip of her fingernails brush against my cock as she worked Abby closer. Backing off a little, she made sure I didn't end up with a hard scratch along my shaft.

We worked together, my pounding and her rubbing forcing Abby to hug under her breasts and shake her head in fits. As Abby's thighs tightened around me, I let her enjoy what little she had earned. As her glasses came off her face, I watched in awe as she cried out a long and lingering, “Gawwwwd!”

Abby's cunt squeezed tight, almost daring me to come inside her. I wanted to, knowing that what a load in Abby could mean, and knowing even more what one in Teagan could result in. I wasn't willing to worry about both.

Not yet.

The sudden rise in my sac fell as if it had an on/off switch. What it probably meant wasn't a mystery, but I tried pushing the thought to the back of my head.

The other one. Now.

My new order was clear and impossible to defy. My mind's weak attempt at regaining control of myself failed completely. I pulled out of Abby again, knowing full-well what I was about to do. She scooted herself back up on the bench, sitting sideways with her bare legs crossed.

Guiding Teagan's shoulders into Abby's lap, I made sure my fiance had direct eye contact with me as I slid back into my bartender-slave. I propped one knee on the bench and planted a foot on the pavement. Teagan's foot dangled behind my head, bobbing hard with every rush back into her body.

Gripping hard on those nylon stockings, I have Teagan the full force of my momentum. Her pussy was already leaking onto the bench, sliding me against the shellacked wood with every thrust. I had her mewling against Abby's thigh, trying her best not to crack under the pressure.

Precum announced itself with a cold shiver up my body, followed by a warm rush. I knew it would happen, but for the moment, I didn't care at all. The feeling of Abby's eyes on us, watching as a stranger got her greatest desire instead, had my nuts threatening to burst.

I didn't want to waste any of it. Feeling the heat and wetness against my skin, the hard tingle of my tip slipping against Teagan's flesh. Even the burning in my lungs felt amazing.

But nothing so perfect can last forever. I barely stopped myself before popping off. Whether it was a gift from whatever had control over me or not, I didn't know yet.

As I stopped, I felt my body shift forward. I pressed my lips against Abby's. Her tongue entered my mouth, revisiting very familiar territory. I didn't know what to make of it.

Her desires are the same as yours. Give them to her.

I think 'desire' was the voice being a little generous with what my body was forced to do. As good as Teagan felt, my rational brain knew better. But I couldn't resist, knowing my body would take over and fulfill its wishes, whether I wanted it to or not.

And that's when I realized Abby was going through the exact same thing. The only difference between us was how we heard the orders. The source was the same for both of us, but I knew the voice of the narrator would only speak to her through me.

Teagan's sudden jolt pulled me out of my own head. She wasn't done, on the verge of her climax breaking out into another fit. My hands gripped around her waist, rushing our bodies together in a constant fight. I gritted my teeth and felt the sweat running down my neck.

With a blonde screaming and shivering on the end of my cock, my brunette and incredibly turned-on fiance watching, the first rush of cum almost made me collapse. Teagan gripped onto my forearms, holding me deep inside her as I felt her fill with the last thing I wanted to give her. But I can't lie, coming inside a stranger's pussy has its physical perks.

Every shot brought me closer to giving out. The smiles on both of their faces as I let the last of it out had me wondering about my own grin. I wanted to ask if this is what either of them truly wanted, but I was just as powerless. The only salvation was how close this was to a late-night fantasy, even if the implications might end up straight out of a nightmare.

Abby was one issue, but the addition of Teagan to the whole mix pushed me into instant panic. What the fuck have I done? But the two of them still looked happy as could be as I pulled out.

The drip onto the bench taunted me. If Teagan was going to be my side-girl just like had happened in the second chapter, I knew this wasn't just a one-night-stand with a bartender. They almost looked like a team, Abby looking down at her new friend in congratulations. But even then, I knew there had to be jealousy bouncing around in her head somewhere.


My alarm struck me right out of sleep the following Monday morning. What the week had in store at work couldn't have been better, but I would have traded it all to have my freedom back. The huge commission I was all but guaranteed wasn't worth what it had cost me to get it.

I tried smacking the clock, suddenly realizing why it was so much harder than before. Teagan was curled up against my arm, bare and soft as Abby on my other side. She turned and hit the snooze button for me.

Abby's fingers danced along the waist of my boxers. I felt Teagan run her thigh up mine. Although I set my alarm an hour early just to give myself the time to get woken up, I knew that wasn't where the morning was going. 
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I tried keeping my attention on Grandad's attorney. When a room's that quiet and boring, even the generic mall art painting of a vaguely French villa can distract you. It's not like I could stare down my cousin's personal trainer girlfriend, Rose.

“And so to my two remaining grandsons, I split my estate.” As Judd spoke, I looked over at Alan. He was almost salivating as Judd read the will, being the eldest by a month. “After years of deliberation and consideration of their characters, my wishes are as such...”

Judd Cavenaugh paused to clear his throat as he looked both of us in the eyes. I didn't expect half of the family fortune, being the youngest and all. Plus, all I'd done was end up a laid-off sheet metal worker. Judging by any metric of success between us, Alan would get almost everything.

“Barring the ten thousand dollars that is to go to the secondary beneficiary, I will all of my possessions to my grandson Ryan Nash, the only surviving descendent of my younger son, Jeffrey Nash.”

Alan turned red in an instant and then shot out of his chair. “What!?”

Judd didn't budge an inch, sticking to his seat like he was sewn to it. “Your grandfather's will continues.” He flipped to the next page and carried on. “With observation of Alan Nash's behavior and character over many years, I cannot trust my legacy to him. Despite my many attempts to change his ways, the boy would not listen, and is therefore unfit to carry on the family legacy. That honor goes to the hardworking, kinder descendent, Ryan Nash.”

Alan slung his chair by an arm, knocking holes in several sheets of drywall in the process. “Who fucking got to him? I have a right to fucking know!”

“Attorney-client privilege would stop that,” Judd smirked at my cousin still in his police uniform, “but you're proving why he changed his will by what you just did to my wall.”

“But this sorry motherfucker?” Alan pointed at me with one finger. Personally, I was thankful it wasn't the gun resting in his holster. “What's he ever done right?”

“Ryan's not about to get hit with a civil suit to pay for repairing my office, for one thing. I'd advise you to leave, now.”

Rose clamped her fingers over his shoulders. “Easy. You almost got fired for this kind of thing last month.” She was his moderating force, but only enough to keep his ass from getting shit-canned. “Talk to another attorney. You know Walter wasn't in his right mind in that last decade.”

You scheming-fucking cunt. What a future trophy wife like her saw in Alan was obvious. She assumed Alan would get Grandad's money, which meant she'd get her share. I wasn't devastated anymore, or even elated at getting the family estate. I wanted that cunt to crawl in a hole and die somewhere.

My fuming psychopath of a cousin stormed out of the room, the gear on his belt clattering together like he was making it do so on purpose. He wanted us to know what he had on him. The door slammed behind Rose and then I heard him shout at the secretary, “Fuck you!”

Judd sighed and leaned over. He opened up a drawer to his left and pulled out an envelope with a fancy wax seal. “I can see why Walter chose you over Alan, even if he is the son of his eldest.”

“What's this?” I leaned over, seeing my name scrawled across the front in Grandad's signature green ink.

Judd sat back and shook his head at the new holes in his office's wall. “Walter wouldn't even tell me, his closest friend and personal attorney.” A quick grin shot across his face. “But I wouldn't trust what I think the gift is to that powder keg.”

I held the letter to my stomach. “I'll read it at the desk he probably wrote it at. It sounds like what he'd want.”

“I can tell you thought the world of him. He always spoke of you as the family's last hope, and he was really keen on that girlfriend of yours.”

“I knew he loved having Cari tag along when I came to visit, but why would he think so much of me?” I'd been laid off for a month now from a job that paid decent enough. Sure, hanging sheet metal wasn't the most glorious work, but it kept me comfortable. For a while, anyway.

“Walter told me that he feared what Alan was capable of. His time in the military didn't help with the stability and rage problems one bit. If he had his way, Walter would have had him committed.”

I agreed. I'd known for years that Alan would end up being some dickhole of a cop, or a felon. Personally, I thought calling him both would be a safe bet. “Yeah, I'll have to watch out for a while. There's no telling what he'll try and pull.”

Judd stood up and walked around his desk. Even for a man of his heft, a well-tailored suit can do a lot for a guy. He put a hand out for a shake and said, “If you need anything regarding the estate, I've already been paid enough. I know your situation, so I won't charge a dime.”

I gripped the hand of the only honest attorney I'd ever met. “Sure thing, and sorry about your wall.”

“It's not your fault. What's to apologize for?” He held my palm hard enough to crack joints. “See Neve on the way out. She'll give you my after-hours number.”

I stood up and felt his hand release mine. “Sure thing.” Before I turned to leave, I had to get it out of my system. “So what was my Grandad like, back when he was my age?” Judd and Grandad had been best friends since childhood, so he had to know him better than anyone still alive.

“He was completely unlike either of you, at least once he inherited his father's fortune in his thirties. Before that, I'd say he was exactly like yourself: Hardworking, kind, and with a decent head on his shoulders.”

“So why did he go all Hugh Hefner?”

Judd patted me on the back and put that same grin from earlier on. “When you read the letter, I know you'll find out.” He guided me to the door, opening it and then calling out to his secretary, “Neve, give this boy my personal number. He might need it.”

I walked up to her counter. Let me tell you, if I wasn't on the verge of proposing to Cari, I'd have gone to war for this woman. With brown almond eyes, lips that could pillow the Crown Jewels, and more leg than a flamingo... There's no way this brunette goddess hadn't done modeling in the past.

She held out two perfectly manicured fingers with a card pinched between them. She smiled and motioned her head toward Alan's roaring voice just outside on the street. “Good luck.”

“Sorry about him, he's always been an ass.”

“I work the front desk at a law office. Do you know how many times I've been cussed out, on the phone or in person?”

“Fair enough.” I laughed a little, which made her smile a little more. “Well, either way, I'd better run while he's making an ass of himself. I don't think he's got the balls to shoot me across the street from the courthouse.”

Just before I pushed the front door open, she said, “Be seeing you.”


Grandad's house had been left exactly as I'd always remembered it. Even in my twenty-eight years of life, not a single piece of furniture had changed. Really, it was more of a historic landmark in town. And it'd probably be illegal to so much as update the plumbing.

I pulled the teak chair out from the desk, feeling the luxurious give of the leather cushions as I took my seat. The letter hadn't left my hand, even while driving over. I couldn't lose it.

The gold letter opener to my right let off a purple haze in the daylight. I'd seen that effect before, but only in his most prized possession. For all I knew, he had that damn pocket watch buried with him.

Slipping the opener under the fold, it cut through the seal like butter, a faint current like electricity running through my hand. I knew I was supposed to cut the top of the envelope from below, but something about cutting the seal made it feel more official.

I opened the flap and pulled the folded piece of linen paper out. It almost had the texture of money, but with far more weight. I held my breath as I opened it and started reading.

My dearest grandson, Ryan,

My days have come and gone. I know that Judd has carried out my will faithfully. As the one man who never tried to betray, steal from, or lie to me, I trust him with something more important than my life. Our family's bloodline has been entrusted with an artifact since the eighteenth century, gifted to our ancestor Elijah Nash, from an unnamed benefactor not of our family tree.

I am sure you remember the pocket watch I would never let anyone touch. Swatting your hand away from it was the only time I ever had to strike you, but you were a child. You could not comprehend why I had to protect it so.

Should it ever be touched by anyone but its owner, the watch will lose its power. To prove this, I have left a letter opener on my desk that you hopefully used. Make someone else touch it to see what I mean. It will lose its power, as it should. There are ftifteen more to be used as examples for your descendents, hidden within this house.

The nature of our family's responsibility has been lost to the generations, but I trust it's keeping in you. Your cousin, Alan, should not have so much as a butter knife. Much less a police-issued pistol. Be wary of his actions, as I am sure you already know to be.

I want you to know that I granted you my legacy on the basis of your own merit, and not simply because of your cousin's foul character. I know you to be a hard worker and an honest man. The Nash family line should pass through you.

If you are reading this at my desk, there is a false bottom in the lower drawer to the right. You will discover the watch's abilities to influence people on your own. Use it wisely and with kindness, as I already know you will.

Forever thankful,

Walter F. Nash

“Abilities to influence people...” The letter shook along with my hands. “What does that even mean?”

I let the paper fall to the desk as I reached down for the drawer. After pulling out a bunch of old magazines, I saw a pin hole in the bottom of the drawer. It didn't have any obvious handle to grip.

Scrounging around the other drawers, I found a paperclip. After a quick straightening and a bend on one side, I snaked it through the hole. Sure enough, it lifted without a problem.

The gold watch shone as brilliantly as the letter opener, the same lavender sheen making it seem unreal. But why hadn't I noticed the odd color before? Every time Grandad had taken it out of its pocket, it didn't look remarkable at all.

My finger went numb as I touched it, like bumping a live wire without the pain. The feeling spread through my entire palm as I lifted it out of the secret compartment. I opened the hing on the front and noticed something odd. It was ticking, but it was older than this country, Even stranger, I didn't see any way to wind it up or adjust the hands.

But at least I wasn't getting my hand swatted away from it now. Grandad wouldn't let anyone touch it, no exceptions. The numbing sensation went away as I held it up by the chain, the only part I'd ever been able to get my fingers on.

“I know where Cari's probably at. Might as well tell her the good news in-person and see what this thing does.”


The cold air inside Split Beans was a shock after walking through that roasting parking lot. Cari and her two closest friends, Inez and Alyssa, were in their usual spot in the far corner. They spotted me well before I got to them.

“You know this is girls' time,” Cari looked insulted that I'd barge in on the tradition they'd had since I started dating her, “what's so important that you couldn't text me about it?”

I put my hands on the edge of the table, directly across from her. “My inheritance.”

“Yeah, you said it'd be enough to get us by until you found another job.”

I couldn't help grinning ear to ear. “No, I got the whole estate.”

Her mouth opened as wide as her eyes. She looked at Inez, and then over to Alyssa. After a few seconds of processing it, she asked, “How? Alan's the oldest grandson.”

“He decided to will everything but the ten grand I was supposed to get over to me.” I thought back to Alan's hissy-fit. “It shocked him as much as it did me, and not in a good way.”

“I can imagine.” Cari set her coffee down and crossed her arms. “So, how much are you worth now?”

“There's no way to tell until I get Grandad's place appraised, but the trust he's set up means I'll never have to work again.” I knew I'd find something to do anyway, but my days of doing working to live were over.

Alyssa, the tall, leggy redhead I couldn't admit having a thing for noticed the bulge in my pocket. “What's that chain hanging off your pants?”

I put my hand over my pocket for reasons I couldn't understand. Maybe it was his plea not to let anyone else touch it. I pulled it out by the chain and held up the watch. “He really wanted me to have this, more than anything else.”

Inez cracked first. “A pocket watch? Is this the roaring twenties?”

I rolled my eyes at her, like I usually had to. Being a graphic designer, Inez was the cattiest person around, as part of her job description. “It was important to him, so it's important to me.” If we ever wound up screwing around behind Cari's back, what a grand hate-fucking it'd be.

“We told you he was too old for you to start dating.” Inez winked at me in her own smart-ass way as she berated my age to Cari yet again. “You're twenty, and he's twenty-eight, going on eighty.”

I couldn't help returning the snark. “Shouldn't you be at work, designing some two-year-old's birthday party invitation, or whatever you do?”

“I'm a freelancer now.”

“So you're an unemployed graphic designer. Gotcha.”

“And you're one to talk.”

“I don't have to work anymore. There's a difference.”

As pure-blooded Latina as she was, Inez was even whiter than myself on the inside, and just as capable of slinging shit. “I thought white trash like you would pawn that thing off as soon as you got your hands on it.”

We always got into spats like this when we were around each other, but no matter how awful we were to each other, we kept a knowing smile on our faces the whole time. It's always been weird between us.

I opened up the hinge covering the face. “This thing's been in my family since this country was a damn colony. I want my grandkids' grandkids to pass it down to their grandkids.”

Her expression changed, which I chalked up to her running out of verbal ammo. “I can understand that.”

I flashed it to Cari and Alyssa. “I don't know how it's running since you can't wind it up and there's no battery, but who knows what's inside this thing.”

Cari nodded her head like she was ready to talk about anything else. “Uh huh.”

Alyssa looked just as blank as I closed the watch and put it back in my pocket. “Well, I can tell I'm boring you all to tears.” I looked at Cari and asked, “I guess we need to start packing things up tonight. We're moving into Grandad's place.”

By the look in her eyes, I thought she wasn't terribly excited about the idea. “Sure, I guess so.”

But whatever. There was no way I was staying in that cramped hovel someone had the nerve to call an apartment. “I'll head back to Grandad's for a bit and then I'll head that way myself.”

I turned around to leave, thinking they just wanted me to go anywhere else. I knew not to feel pissed about it, because those three had always defended their little gossip sessions like holy land. The only part I dreaded was the fifty feet or so of baking asphalt to my car.

As the heat started burning through the soles of my 'good' shoes, I hit the remote to unlock my car. That's when I heard Cari say, “He'll drop us off here later.”

I turned around as I got to the driver's-side door. “Where the hell are you all going?”

They all looked at me like I'd asked the dumbest question in history. The three of them kept coming closer to my car as Inez stated what she thought should be obvious. “With you.”

What the hell? “Really, what's going on?”

Cari opened the front door on the passenger's-side. “We're going wherever you're going and doing whatever you ask. Isn't it obvious?”

“Why?”

“Because it's what we want to do.”

Nothing added up. “This is like, the last thing you all would do.”

Alyssa opened the door behind Cari and stared at me over the red roof of my Malibu. “But we're supposed to serve you.”

“You're all ribbing me.” I pointed at Inez, who had already gotten into the seat behind mine. “Especially you. I don't know how you're keeping a straight face right now.”

She closed the door and looked at me through the window, confused as a dog trying to do calculus. The other two ducked into their seats and waited for me to hop in with them.

I can't believe this. Shaking my head, I got in and put my key in the ignition. It seemed more humane than letting them bake inside my car.


Parking on the curb in front of Grandad's place, Cari answered the question I'd held back until seconds earlier. “But we'd never think of turning you down. I don't know why we were so rude to you at the coffee shop. We're sorry.”

Not a damn one of them would ever say that. As if to drive the point home, Inez reached her arms around my seat and hugged me. “Yeah, I don't know why we tried to brush you off like that.”

I threw the car in park and broke free of Inez's grip as I got out of the car. “Well, you're all here, so you might as well come inside.”

About halfway through the front yard of this early-colonial that had fallen into my lap, I heard giggling. Looking back, my brain felt like it was stroking out for a moment. “What the fuck are you doing?”

Inez had a nice racing stripe leading to her cunt and all, now that it was plain as day, but I didn't expect Cari and Alyssa to pull her skirt up and her panties down so I could see it. At least not during broad daylight, in the middle of the oldest neighborhood in town.

Without a hint of shame on her face, Inez cocked her head and asked, “Do you like it like this, or should I shave it off?”

“How about you put your clothes back on and get the fuck inside?” My face heated up. “Seriously, right fucking now!”

All three of them looked at me like scolded children and started making Inez decent again. Cari looked up at me as she hiked the skirt back down. “We're not supposed to do that?”

“You're acting like perverted toddlers. Get in the house, now!”

Sure enough, they rushed past me and tried opening the door. I pulled out the key and then opened the place up. They filed inside, doing exactly as I told them to.

What the hell are they trying to pull? Rich as I was now, no amount of money in the world would make them act like that. Inez, especially.

Alyssa had her hands on Inez's skirt the second I had the door closed. “So now?”

“No!” I pinched the bridge of my nose. “You're gonna tell me exactly what in the hell is going on.”

Cari stepped toward me. “But we're supposed to serve you. Don't you know that?”

Serve... Me? “What do you mean, exactly?”

“You're the man of this house. Aren't the women under your roof supposed to do whatever you please?”

The rumors of wild parties at Grandad's suddenly made a lot more sense, along with why his two sons had different mothers who he never married. Still, I couldn't admit it to myself. “Give me a minute.”

I staggered over to the couch in the parlor and collapsed as much as I sat in it. Why wouldn't he tell me about this in the letter? I knew why, but Grandad's sense of humor amounted to him keeping his mouth shut as you learned things the hard way. Then he'd laugh, after you figured out how much jumping from the top of his staircase could hurt.

Inez of all people snuggled up next to me. “Are you alright?”

So much of my history with Grandad made sense now. “I'll make it, but I'd punch him if he were alive and in front of me right now.” Really, I wouldn't, but why the hell would any sane person let the family secret reveal itself like this?

Cari nestled close on the other side and draped her legs across my lap. “Maybe he was protecting you.”

“From what?”

As practical and straightforward as Cari was, she was no genius. But sometimes her answers can take you by surprise. “You give a teenage boy three girls who want to make him happy, in any way he wants. What would you have done?”

What would Alan do if he had this watch? That was the truly scary question. “He picked a weird way to go about things, and now that Grandad's dead, it's not like I can ask him why.”

Alyssa bent down to look me in the eyes. “I'd even heard Cari talk about how much you respected him.”

The dirt over his coffin hadn't even settled yet. Fresh pain from his passing erupted out of nowhere. I was on the verge of losing it and breaking down.

Inez wiped away a tear I didn't realize had leaked out. “This is what he wanted for you.”

“How would you know?” I stared back, the water in my eyes blurring everything.

“Because of your watch. It told us that.”

“The watch,” I felt a growl rising in my throat, “it told you?” I wasn't in the mood for her shit.

Alyssa turned her attention to Inez as well. “You too?”

Cari piped in, “Yeah, same here. It told me to do exactly as you wished, and who was I to argue with it?”

I still couldn't tell if they were pulling some cruel prank or not. “So why agree to it? Nobody wants to be a slave.”

Inez pulling this line out sealed the deal. “We're not slaves. I couldn't turn down what it offered me.”

“And that was?”

Her eyebrows almost crashed together as her mouth hung open. “I don't remember, now that you mention it.”

I shot my eyes between Cari and Alyssa as they shrugged their shoulders at each other. The whole trick had to end, now. “Alright, that's enough of the bullshit.” But I knew how to push the joke beyond their limits. “I'm putting this watch away, and if you three aren't lezzing it up on this couch when I get back, I'll know you're all pulling my leg.”


With the watch stowed away in its hiding place, I started down the grand staircase. The sounds coming from the parlor made me stop about halfway. Huh. Someone's showing Alyssa a good fucking time.

I rushed down the last half of the steps and poked my head around the corner. Sure enough, Cari was eating her out as Inez had a hand about two knuckles deep in Alyssa.

The nature of my family's legacy was plain as day in front of me, but that decent part of my brain couldn't come to terms with it yet. “You're taking this shit way too far. Cut it out.”

Cari broke her mouth away from Alyssa's clit and looked back at me, stripped down to the blue, floral bra and panties I'd bought her a few months back. “But it's what you told us to do.”

If they were fucking with me, I was up for pushing it further. “Alright then.” I pointed at Inez. “Suck my dick.”

She pulled her digits out of her friend and stood up. “Gladly.”

With every step she took, the panic deepened. “I was joking.”

When she dropped to her knees in front of me and pulled down my zipper, I knew she didn't think I was throwing out a test. “But we're not.”

I was about halfway to fully erect when her fingers wrapped around my cock for the first time. Expecting Cari to march over and pull her friend off of me, I only saw my girlfriend smiling like this was what she wanted.

“But you're not even hard yet. We'll have to do better next time.” Inez flashed her teeth before taking me in.

Fuck me. I'd been dreaming about violating her mouth for a couple of years, and here she was, blowing me in the middle of the floor as her two closest friends looked on. I couldn't help resting my hand on the back of her head and closing my eyes.

I heard Cari and Alyssa's footsteps close in. Their knees knocked against the floor a second before I felt their hands on my hips.

Looking down, you could only call the look on their faces 'jealous as hell.' Inez finished the job, plumping me up to full hardness with a quick dance of her tongue. She broke her mouth away and kept the action going with her hand. “So do I keep going, or do you need something else?”

I couldn't help it. “Keep going.”

Alyssa and Cari stared up, mad as hell that I didn't include them in the fun.

I pointed just behind Inez. “You two can take care of each other.” Watching my girlfriend yodel in Alyssa's valley was another fantasy I'd pulled my pud to several times. Why not run it into the ground?

Cari slid her panties down as Alyssa did the same. They tried doing the whole sixty-nine thing, but with a good eight inches over Cari, that wasn't working out at all.

My dick felt like it was about to explode already. “You can always scissor each other.”

They looked up at me and smiled as they pushed their cunts together. Both of them took a deep breath at the same time, steeling their faces just like that first second of penetration. As the corners of their mouths lifted, I knew this wasn't the first time they'd thought about going at each other.

Inez stole my attention, dragging her tongue against the bottom of my tip. Her hand took over as she asked, “So, how many times have you thought about trying to fuck me?”

Several times, daily. But like I said, I liked Inez as a person, while hating her guts at the same time. I'd always thought the only way to make her hotter was a strip of duct tape over her mouth.

“Well?” It was rare to see her smile, but the white of her teeth contrasted with her mocha skin and burgundy lipstick.

“Constantly.” I shot a glance at Cari, hoping she couldn't kill with a look. Alyssa had her plenty distracted already.

“I knew it. That's why you've always been such a smart-ass to me.”

“And you?”

Inez giggled and then answered by taking half of my shaft into her mouth. I couldn't resist pressing my fingertips against her scalp and guiding her lips closer to the base.

Cari started whimpering first, getting the full brunt of the force Alyssa could pull off with those endless legs. Their bald, slick muffs clashed together like two sorority sisters during a drunken, experimental makeout session. But somehow even lovelier.

It was one of those fantasy scenarios you daydream about all the time, but wouldn't dare ask for. Whatever reason for my family's gift, I wasn't questioning it any longer. I mean, my girlfriend was getting scissored by one of her best friends right in the middle of this mansion I'd inherited, and her other one was trying to suck me hollow. And hey, at least Inez couldn't fucking talk, for once.

With Cari far closer than Alyssa, my new redhead broke the pelvic smooch and crawled between my girlfriend's legs. With her feet in the air and her face buried in Cari's slit, you knew this wasn't her first time. I'd always had my suspicions about her.

Screams filled the air as Inez dragged her tongue along my cock. Slow and steady worked for me. It's not like I was in a rush to end a good thing so early.

My breathing slowed as I tried to hold back from giving her the face-fucking I'd been dreaming about since meeting her. One of her hands cupped my balls and coursed them between her fingers. The slight discomfort gave way to outright pleasure as the instinctive panic subsided.

Cari leaned onto one elbow, staring up at me like she was eternally grateful. With a squeal that'd break glass, her eyes slammed shut. Cari gripped a handful of Alyssa's hair and pressed her head even tighter against her cunt.

I tapped Inez on the cheek and said, “Hold on, you've gotta watch this.”

Her head shook, my dick still trapped in her mouth. The real reason why she didn't want to watch shouldn't have surprised me too much. As it turns out, girls'-time had always been about more than just coffee. I couldn't even get mad about it when I found out.

Cari's chin pushed against her collar as she tried holding on for a few more seconds. The dam finally ruptured. Her entire body fought like her life was on the line, trying to get her clit away from Alyssa's tongue.

As my girlfriend scrambled with feet, ass, and elbows to get away, the orgasm took over. Her back arched and her toes curled under. It's no wonder she was all about the dick when we were alone. I'd never eaten her into a climax that fast.

Now Inez was ready to move on. With a final, teasing swirl of her tongue around the head, she left my cock wagging in midair. “I don't think I've sucked a dick since high school.”

It was another warning sign, but how was I supposed to know Inez was a fucking lipstick lesbian? Hell, I was banging one of them, so what clue did I have about the whole arrangement? Either way, they were all bi as Cari now.

Inez pointed at the traditional, green velvet slipper chair Grandad said 'had been in our family since his grandfather was a boy.' “Come on, wanna give me my first dick since then, too?”

“Freshman year lesbian awakening at college?”

“Not that its any of your business,” she stood up and shot me the same look as always, “but yeah.”

I couldn't resist following as she pulled me to the chair, which I'm positive had this exact sort of thing happen on it before, for more than a century. “What about those two?”

“They can take care of each other.” Inez had me halfway there. “Good God, you're dense.”

“What?” At the time, I thought she had gone back to being a bitch for the sake itself.

She didn't speak until my ass was in the chair. Working on the button and zipper to the only pair of khakis I had then, she bobbed her head from side-to-side. “Cari's the one who messed everything up and decided she wanted to see a guy.”

“You mean...” At that point I knew. “You all were more than just 'friends' when I started dating her.”

Inez scrunched her lips to one side as she jerked my pants down with my boxers. Getting my shoes out of the way, she looked up at me and nodded.

Huh. It's not like I'd been ignoring obvious warning signs. “I mean, I like the idea, so there's that.”

The red strip of panties across her waist dropped, showing that racing stripe again. She pointed down to it. “So, now you have to tell me. Yay or nay?”

I felt like I'd truly inherited Grandad's place now, sitting in his favorite chair and judging pubic hair options. “Nay, but leave it for now.” Might as well have a matching trio, but why wouldn't I mix it up for a night?

“You might change your mind.” Inez jerked her head back toward Alyssa and Cari. “Those two like it.”

Because of course they would. I was still trying to figure out why Cari went kinda-semi-straight for a while. It's not like it happened that often when a girl goes lesbian. “So what's the real story?”

Inez pressed her cunt against my dick, grinding it all hard enough to make her tongue feel like child's play. “She wanted to get married and have kids, and you were the first guy dumb enough to not figure it all out within a month.”

Hey, I liked my guy-time, but it's not like we were butt-fucking in the bathroom of the usual sports bar. I thought the scent on Cari's breath was just her fingering herself on the way home and enjoying the flavor. That was her story, anyway.

With black locks blanketing my face, Inez pressed her cheek against mine. “But I've been curious about what she's been bragging about.” The precipice of her entry surrounded the very tip of my cock. “I don't think she'll get too mad if I try you out.”

I wasn't arguing. With a quick press of my hands against the top her thighs, I'd plunged myself deep. Holy fuck!

“Fuck! Yes!” Her hips shot forward like my dick was mana from heaven.

I don't know if you've ever hooked up with someone you have a mutual hatred for, but let me tell you: Do it! Our bodies clashed like we were trying to kill each other. And I'm not just saying this because we were letting off steam. We still wanted to hurt one another, with genitals instead of fists.

The weird thing about a good hate-fucking, though, is that the more rage you throw into it, the better if goddamned feels. Judging by the way Inez dug her manicured nails into my skin, it was a mutual thing. As much as Cari essentially raped me on some nights when I was tired as hell after a shift, Inez couldn't get me deep enough.

Her lips pressed against my ear. “You'd better knock me up before that little blonde bitch.”

My rational mind wanted to throw Inez out of my lap, but my brain had migrated pretty far south by then. I still knew it wasn't what I wanted. But on a physical level, every cell in my body screamed, 'Do it!'

Every nook, ridge, and fold of her cunt begged for it. Inez wasn't just out to get herself off, or even to make me come. This had a fucking purpose. The orgasms were just a means to an end.

“Come on, you know how fertile girls like me are.” She ground against my hips with her own. “I even talked to Cari about the idea a few times.”

“You're joking.”

“Wouldn't you like to know the truth.” Another hard drive of herself almost ground my hips to dust. “Even if I'm bullshitting, you know you can't pull out.”

“Wanna try me?”

The bluff didn't do a damn thing. “If I scream a little harder, you'll nut like a tree. Don't lie to yourself.”

Inez had me. If she was ready to come, so was I. And knocking her up on the side? I can't lie, I'd fantasized about this exact scenario more than once. Maybe this was how Dad and Uncle Terry came about.

Her slit washed with a fresh wave of wetness, like it knew what was going on. The slick, tight walls tried gripping hard as her hips popped to some unknown rhythm.

Inez leaned in close and then stopped. “You didn't think I'd really let you, did you?”

God damnit! I couldn't hold myself back. “And somehow, you're still a bitch.”

She gave a teasing swish of her cunt and then got up. “Maybe you'll get to, someday. It's not like I want a kid right now.”

Caught up in the moment, I hadn't noticed Cari staring on, lazily fingering each Alyssa on the couch. “I can't believe you really teased him with it. He'll hate you even more now.”

I wanted to pin Inez down and fuck her until she got her false request anyway. But I wasn't Alan. Pushing myself up, I asked, “But is she serious about it?”

Cari smirked. “We always knew you had the hots for her.”

Alyssa had a finger in her mouth, enjoying the easy in and out motion of Cari's fingers. I motioned my head toward her Alyssa as I stood over them.

“Yeah, she'd let you fuck her. She's been waiting so patiently.” Cari pulled her fingers out of Alyssa's cunt and then savored the flavor on them inside her mouth. “Your Grandad liked me so much because he knew I was bi.”

“You fucking told him, but not me?”

“Oh, he knew the second we met. He always asked when I'd let you have fun with my lady friends.” Cari stood up in front of me. “He even asked if he could have a round with those two.”

Really, Grandad was that kind of fucking stud? You wouldn't have known it by looking at him, but him never pushing himself on Cari didn't surprise me.

“Go ahead, fuck her until you're about ready to come. Then it's my turn.”

I knew it wasn't luck. Almost everything Grandad had done in his life revolved around those damn 'adults-only parties,' at least until his age caught up to him. And now I'd inherited the same life he'd led.

“Well,” Cari pushed me from behind, “you gonna fuck her or what?”

The legs that shot Alyssa into tall-chick territory were spread in front of me like she was an open book. Smooth and creamy as a glass of milk, her thighs led to the tidiest slit of a pussy I'd ever seen.

“I know what you're thinking.” Cari tried pushing against my ass. “She's never been with a guy, so you're her first.”

It explained a lot about Alyssa's behavior. Cari was insatiable from the start, and Inez would fight-flirt with me all the time. But Alyssa had never showed much interest in even being around me.

Whatever the watch had done to her, it wasn't like Alyssa was cock-averse now. She reached out and grabbed me by the shaft, pulling me close until I felt the heat radiating from her pussy. As she gripped the back of the couch with her other hand, Alyssa begged, “Please?”

I couldn't have stopped myself, even if I wanted to. Pressing down with each hand on a thigh, I teased like I was about to guide myself in. “You're positive?”

The middle of her upper lip disappeared into her mouth. With a slow nod of her head, her hazel-green eyes said it all.

Playing just-the-tip for a second, her opening didn't press back like the first girl I'd deflowered back in high school. But then again, it's not like she hadn't had anything shoved up there in the past. Just never a cock.

Readying myself for the classic yelp, I tensed my thighs for that fateful drive. Alyssa's eyes slammed shut as I glided into her. Her two friends I'd already fucked had gotten her in perfect condition for her first dick.

“That,” Alyssa's eyes crept open, “didn't hurt at all.” A smile spread across her face as I eased back. “It actually feels great.”

It couldn't have been too different from a dildo, but what did I know? I'd never had a cock inside me. “If you want me to stop, just tell me.”

Alyssa propped herself up with her elbows and watched as I plunged in again. “No, I can handle more.”

I didn't give her the option because I thought she was in physical pain. Instead of giving an awkward explanation, I struck harder against her insides. Her pussy was the dainty looking sort you wanted to violate, so I wasn't ruining the moment.

A pair of hands grabbed my shoulders. The soft drape of hair against my back meant it had to be Cari. “She'd been talking about trying a man out for a while, but I wasn't about to hand you over. Now that I know you're taking care as her first, I'm glad.”

Her breasts pressed against my back, and then her hips. Like she was thrusting for me, Cari had gotten on her knees and wrapped her hands around me to feel Alyssa's thighs.

“She didn't believe us, but a strap-on's not the same as having a real man inside you.”

Inez took a seat next to her leggy friend. “And see? He's not gonnna slap your tits or your face.” She looked up at me, her face full of ill intent, “But that's the kind of thing I like from a guy.”

As I rolled my eyes, Cari bumped hard from behind. Alyssa squirmed in place as her hands gripped onto Cari's wrists.

Everyone was involved, and you could tell Alyssa knew she was at the center of attention. Her cheeks blushed as she took it all in. Both the situation, and my shaft.

Cari pulled hard against Alyssa's grip, forcing me deep. Alyssa's head shot forward, the total impact on her full depths shocking her out of the relaxation.

Pumping like this, I knew I'd come within a minute. Since she'd never been with men, I had to assume her pussy was risky. Not that it isn't smart to assume that from the start, but come on. You know what I'm talking about.

Inez started playing the Alyssa's clit as she looked me in the eyes. With a smile, wink and nod, she mouthed without making a sound, “Go ahead, do it.”

I had to hope like hell I hadn't fallen into a trap. I could probably break free, but between Cari and Alyssa keeping me penned in with their arms, and Cari having me on autopilot with her thrusting in my place... Inez driving Alyssa fucking wild was the snapper to make it all a dangerous punchline at my expense.

I enjoyed what of it I could, stomping the reasonable fear to the back of my mind. If Cari's cunt was like silk, and Inez's like lubed up rose petals, Alyssa's had to be plush velvet. Even the contours and general shape of them all felt totally different. Call it a flavor for whatever mood I was in.

Alyssa moaned like she was getting ready to come. I knew I wouldn't survive if she did.

“Alright,” I pushed back against Cari, “you're up.”

“You mean,” her pull against Alyssa's hands got tighter, “you don't want to come inside her?”

Alyssa whimpered and tensed up, drawing me even further in as her pull grew harder.

“Come on damn it!” I tried breaking free. No dice. “This isn't a fucking joke!”

“Oh my God!” Alyssa's thighs pushed against my hands. If her legs got around Cari's back, I wouldn't have stood a chance.

“This isn't a drill. I'm fucking serious!”

Cari giggled against my back as she thrust in my stead again. “You know you want to.”

“No, I don't.” Or maybe this is how my dad or my uncle came into being.

Inez rubbed harder against Alyssa's clit. “Her, tall and redheaded. You, kinda handsome and with those blue eyes. You'd make the cutest baby, and it'd have three moms.”

Nonononono. “Hell no!” The family legacy was starting to look like a curse meant to produce a pool of heirs for the next generation.

When I looked down at Alyssa, she didn't have the panic on her face that I'd hoped for. She stared up, immensely satisfied with the situation as it was.

I can't have a damn kid right now. Even with the family fortune guaranteeing I'd never want for anything, it wasn't my time to be a dad yet. I at least wanted to get married first.

The girl who I planned on proposing to finally showed mercy. Her hips backed off of mine. “Alright, I won't fuck up your life right on the same day it got so much better.”

I pulled out of Alyssa and stood up as fast as I could. A few more thrusts and I'd be rushing to the pharmacy for a dose of Plan B. Now that this was my life, it might have been a good idea to buy a crate of it.

“Now,” Cari grabbed my arm and pulled me to the other end of the couch, “it's my turn.”

I watched in awe as she dropped her knees onto the cushions, her hands gripping the back. I gave her ass a hard slap. “That wasn't funny.”

Cari giggled anyway. “Then punish me for it.”

The quick break pulled me away from the ledge. I readied my dick, aiming it toward its usual playground. Plunging it in, I wasn't in the mood for doing a gentle entry.

“Shit!” Cari tensed up as I pressed her head and shoulders against the couch. As I rested at balls deep, she couldn't help herself. “That's what I've been bragging on you for.”

I pulled one foot up and started trying to break her. For being all full foot shorter than myself, Cari always wanted it hard. If I was gonna make her regret that stunt, I'd have to pull out all the stops.

The heels of her feet struck against my ass as I did my best to outright demolish her cunt. So far, all I was doing was giving her the rough kind of fucking she needed.

I grabbed her by the waist and pulled her down. Never breaking the penetration, I pressed hard again as I pulled a foot up. Her hair wrapped around my toes as I planted the ball against the side of her head.

She wasn't going anywhere, but I hadn't humiliated her yet. I wrapped one of my arms around both of hers and pulled until I thought it could hurt. I buried myself deep with a hard bump. “Tell us why you like it so rough.”

Cari didn't answer, moaning and whimpering as I kept her pinned.

I gave her another rough thrust. “Tell us.”

Still no answer.

I used my free hand to slap her ass harder than I intended. It worked, though.

“Because I think it's what you want!”

It never had been what I expected of her. I'd just went along with it when Cari would run shit into the ground. “What I want?”

She tried to nod under the pressure of my foot. “I like being used.”

All the insecurity she'd always kept just under her skin wasn't a secret to any of us. I backed my foot off and let go of her arms. At least I knew she didn't actually like it as rough as she'd always begged me to get.

Cari backed into me as I tried pulling out. She tried looking back at me. “Why'd you stop?”

We were stepping into therapy territory. “I didn't know you didn't like it that way.”

“But I do,” she jutted forward and then lunged herself back, “I like making everyone happy.”

It was more like she needed everyone's approval. Pulling out all the way, I gave her a light pat where I'd left a clear handprint. Crashing down next to her, my body was willing to keep going, but my mind knew it'd be too messed up to take advantage of her like that.

Cari's kinda fucked in the head, and I legit loved her enough to back off instead of playing off those insecurities. As she climbed into my lap and tried settling herself back on my dick, I held her up by the waist. “You know why I'm stopping you.”

“But I want it.”

I let go of her, knowing what she was about to do. The first time Cari was on top, I swore off paying for lap dances. The girl could ride you slow, steady, and smoother than a good cigar.

She eased down, taking her sweet time sliding down my shaft. “So you don't like it that rough either?”

I inflated my cheeks, trying to keep from moaning as she worked her magic. I blew the air out of the sides of my mouth. “I didn't hate it, but I don't require it, either.”

She smiled and leaned against me until her breasts pillowed out against me. “Hmm, sounds like you're trying to make people happy just as much as I am.”

I didn't have the addiction to approval she did, though. I was just trying to avoid being a prick. “Show me what you really want.”

Cari weaved her hips to each side, taking a good couple of seconds for each motion. By the look on her face, she knew I was a fan. “Go on, I want you to come in me.”

The one pussy I knew was safe did what it was made for. I'd have been more than happy if it were the only one I could get inside, but these three went and ruined that contented expectation of monogamy.

She switched to a slow grind, rubbing her walls against my skin until I couldn't keep my eyes open. My tip had engorged to the point it almost hurt.

Reminding me that we had an audience, Inez cooed, “She never gets that sentimental with us.”

When I looked over, she was cuddled up with Alyssa only a foot or so away. Their hands were between each others thighs as they watched like it was the most relaxing show possible. It wasn't quite jealousy in their eyes, but something was there.

Cari stole my attention back for herself. “You close?”

I nodded, feeling the smooth precum work its way through her cunt and around my dick. She picked up the pace a little, driving me straight to my destination. I knew the three days since we'd last made the beast with two backs would make it explosive.

“Go on, fucking come inside me. I want to feel it.”

I rested my hands on her ass, feeling the extra heat from the slap. Her body undulated like a shaken rope, keeping me deep as I got the full use of every surface in her. It wasn't entirely out of charity, though. Nothing made Cari come faster.

She put her mouth next to my ear. “God, I'm so fucking close.”

My fingers squeezed a little, letting her know how I felt about it. The hollow feeling in my chest spread until I knew I had crossed the point of no return.

“Yeah, I want you to come with me!”

A hard swish or her hips did me in. Cari's arms locked around my neck, squeezing our faces together as her thighs trembled against mine. The pulse of her cunt made the first shot a jaw-dropper.

My arms started shaking when the second blast hit. I felt like I'd had the wind knocked out of me, trying to keep hold of my sanity as best I could. But when you're emptying yourself inside a world-class looker like Cari, you're just along for the ride.

Her voice was uneven, like she was scared out of her wits. “Oh, there's so fucking much.”

I grunted as I tried forcing another burst. The electric sensation pulsed all over my body. Fully spent, the deep relaxation merged with total fatigue.

Cari wasn't moving yet. When she finally eased up, the overload on my dick almost blacked me out. A shiny streak ran down her thigh, showing me exactly how much I'd stockpiled.

Alyssa breathed heavily with her back against Inez's tits. Working her way to a fresh climax of her own, she panted out, “Yeah, you'd have knocked me up for sure.” Her back arched as her head rocked back.

Watching her and Inez go at it, I wanted to chug a glass of water and jump right back in. But I was spent. “Damn glad I didn't.”

Cari smiled and tilted my chin up. “You'll fuck up one of these days.”


The impromptu party at Grandad's carried on until about midnight. Finally, everyone decided to tap out around the same. I'd just finished a shower and changed back into my boxers. They were still kinda fresh, having been off of me all evening.

Cari had already stripped down, flipping the channels on the TV in the master bedroom. Laid flat with her head propped up on some pillows, she said, “So I guess this is our new place. I think we'll like it here.”

It was more a fountain of memories than a new address to me. “It's gonna feel weird having just the two of us in a big place like this.”

“Just the two of us?”

“Nuh-uh! They're not shacking up with us.”

Cari rose up and tossed the remote into the middle of the California king, then crossed her arms and legs. “Think of how fun tonight was! You know you want it to happen.”

“I'm not some damn sultan with a harem of concubines. I'm an unemployed construction worker who had a fortune dumped in his lap.” And obviously, three girls who couldn't keep their thighs together, along with it.

“You got more sex tonight than I give you by myself in two weeks. Why wouldn't you want to live like that?”

“Because, what would Grandad think?”

“He wouldn't think anything of it.” Cari smacked the comforter with an open palm. “I'll tell you what he'd do though. He'd give you a hi-five and wink at me while he does it.”

I couldn't imagine Grandad hi-fiving anyone, but I knew what she meant. “I mean, the rumors about the parties here make a lot more sense now.” I couldn't put it past the guy to use the watch's power to get himself off.

“And they've already picked out rooms. Come on...” She pouted like she always had when she had to get her way.

And it works every goddamned time. “We'll talk about it in the morning.” It's not like any of us had to be anywhere the next day, it being the weekend and all. Even Cari didn't have to go into that dead-end garden center job all weekend. Maybe she wouldn't have to work there at all now.

As I pulled the covers up on what I guess was gonna be my side of the bed, Cari sprawled on her stomach all of a sudden. She tried grabbing my hand, but fell a bit short. A petite girl like her looks comically small on a bed that large. “There's one more thing, though.”

“What's that?”

“I'm still horny as hell.”

I was starting to think the watch did more than make them follow me. I know this'll sound weird, but figuring out exactly what the watch does gets really complicated later. 
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Election night swung through like a hammer. Everyone felt the weight in the air. We knew the results would doom or save the house, and our living arrangement. But no matter what happened, Grandad's legacy would still live on, even if it had to be somewhere else. 

With Cari to my right and Neve to my left, I couldn't help playing with the ring I'd recently put on Cari's finger. It made her drop her head onto my shoulder every time. I couldn't help asking everyone in the room, “So, what's the plan if Wood wins?” 

Neve already had the answer. “We fight like hell to save this place.” After the application to make the house a historic landmark got rejected, it lit an even hotter fire under her ass. 

But beyond myself, I had to worry about the town itself if Alan started running the police department. It sucks to realize you might become a political refugee because of local politics. Even Judd promised he'd defer his retirement if my uncle won. Someone would have to represent us in court. 

The reporter announced the results of the House race, which none of us gave a damn about. We only cared about the prospect of our mayor leaving us the hell alone. 

Inez broke the silence from the row behind me. “Jesus, how long does it take them to count this stuff?” 

I rubbed my eyes from paying way more attention to the local news than I ever had in my life. “However long it takes. It's not like they can skip every other one.” 

It felt less like an election night, and more like waiting to hear from your doctor about lab results. The what-ifs were fucking maddening. I mean, how often do you hear whether you'll lose your home on television? 

A little more excited than a news reporter should ever look, the brunette took a piece of paper from a staffer. “This just in, our station is calling the race for mayor after all local districts have reported in. By a margin of seventy votes and less than one percent of the total vote,” all the oxygen left the room in an instant, “Melissa Stepp has won the election.” 

Thank fucking fuck! As everyone else cheered, I simply let out a breath. I hadn't had a worry-free night since this whole inheritance mess dropped in my lap. 

Cari leaned even harder against my shoulder. “You think it's really over?” 

I wanted to believe it, but something pulsed in the back of my head. Not yet. The voice I'd never heard in my life still sounded familiar to me. 

“I won't feel like it's done until both Alan and my uncle are either in jail or in their graves.” Alan still had his friends in the police department, and David could win back his seat on the city council he'd given up to run for mayor. It's not like Neve left as soon as the result got called, either. 

I looked back and saw Alyssa and Inez having their own victory celebration in the form of a deep makeout session. Stella and Gwen were on either side of them, probably feeling left out. 

I stood up and decided everyone needed an excuse to let loose for the night. “Alright, we're gonna bust out the wine and liquor. Let's all hit the kitchen.” Neve would have to settle for something non-alcoholic, given her 'condition,' but we all knew it was a cause for celebration. 


I woke up feeling dry, tired, and hungover. It was less from the alcohol than from having too much celebratory sex. 

The first bit of light crept across the wall. I was snuggled between Stella and Gwen in one of the bedrooms. Sliding down the mattress, I snuck out of the middle of the sandwich without waking either of them. 

I was about to head down the stairs when I saw movement through the stained glass of the front door. The glimpse of a battering ram told me exactly what was about to go down. 

Fuck! I turned back and beat on every door. Neve poked her head out first. 

“Don't tell me,” her eyes shifted toward the stairs, “Alan's pulling a last-ditch effort.” 

“Yeah, you know where to take everyone. You take your side of the hallway, and I'll get the other.” 

“So what about you?” 

I cocked my head toward the office. “Whatever they're supposedly after us for, I'll be the one to find out.” I turned and raised my hand to beat on Alyssa's door. “Let's hope like hell the watch'll work on these cops.” 

“Right.” Neve took off down the hallway. Within a minute, everyone was filing toward the office in various states of mostly-undressed. 

I waited until they were in the comfort rooms and the bookcase had shut flush against the wall. The sound of the front door getting hammered to splinters made me pull the watch from its hiding place in record time. I opened the latch and waited behind the door in my t-shirt and boxers. 

“Police! Everyone, against a wall, hands behind your head!” They were shouting orders that only I could hear as they cleared the downstairs. As boots marched up the steps, I made sure the face of the watch aimed at the open doorway. 

The first cop stepped in and held one fist up, his other arm cradling an MP5 pointed straight at my chest. “Hands behind your head!” 

Three more stepped in around him, barrels trained in the center of my mass. They all tried barking an order, stopping mid-sentence. 

Alan stepped in, dressed like he was on a run to the grocery store. “Before you ask, I've got a warrant right here. Prostitution busts are always popular with judges.” 

“Good luck finding any.” The one cop who didn't have his face covered stared at the watch like he was gazing upon the face of God. “Your friends aren't as loyal as you think.” 

“Fuck off and do what they told you, dear cousin.” The smirk on his face was sharp enough to cut a penny. 

“Officers,” I held the watch a little higher, “arrest that ass.” 

I wasn't staring down any of the barrels now. Cuffs jangled as one of them forced Alan against the wall, face-first. 

Alan interrupted the one reading him his rights. “What the hell are you doing? Johnson!” 

The cop didn't say a thing as Alan threw out cuss words I'd never even heard. It was damn fun seeing him end up on the wrong side of the law, though. I mean, he'd always been crooked as a country road. 

I couldn't help tipping my hand a bit. “There's a reason Grandad didn't want you to get everything. You ever wonder why he'd never let either of us touch his watch?” 

“You motherfucker!” 

I let the insult slide right off of me. “It offered your friends more than you can.” And I was damn happy the long-shot worked. “Maybe turning you in for whipping up fake raids, in a department you're already fired from, has its own rewards for them.” 

Rose stepped in, the smug look on her face changing the instant she saw Alan in cuffs. “What the hell are you guys doing?” She whipped one finger out in my direction. “You're supposed to arrest him!” 

Then Rose caught sight of the open watch as she looked my way. She took a step closer as Alan's shouting became incomprehensible. Without saying a word, she turned around and stared at her psychopath of a boyfriend. 

She walked back to him, making Alan calm down as she got closer. I watched on, noticing how her entire posture had become more relaxed. I also saw the bruises on the backs of her thighs. 

“It's better if I stay here.” 

Alan's neck clenched until you could see every vein and tendon. 

“You know, since you'll be in jail for a long time, and all. Ryan can take care of me.” 

How his scalp stayed attached to his head, I'll never know. “What the fuck are you talking about? You're gonna leave me, just like that? You cheap, piece-of-shit, fucking whore!” 

The watch had spoken, and I guess Rose liked what it had to say. “Goodbye, Alan.” She waved in the most mocking way she could as his former colleagues forced him out of the room. 

I cleared my throat and placed the watch on the desk. “So, just like that, it's over.” I stepped behind Rose and put my hands on her shoulders, exposed from her workout clothes. 

She flinched at the touch of a man in a way that made me feel awful for her. “I've always hated him, deep down. Your watch made me understand how I was only lying to myself by thinking he'd change.” 

“It's got a way of showing people what they really want out of life.” If only it'd do the same for me. “I guess those cops had something they wanted more than getting away with corruption.” 

Rose turned around. The tears were already flowing. “I'm sorry about my part in this.” 

That fantasy of hate-fucking her didn't feel so satisfying any longer. “It all turned out as well as it could. You ended up having a place here in the end, right?” 

“So you're fine with it?” 

It's not like I was shitty enough to turn her away. Even though I'd always lumped her in with Alan, just by association, she wasn't an extension of him. Rose was her own person. 

“Yeah. I'll help you get your stuff later. Your landlord can chuck Alan's shit to the curb, though.” 


I had let Rose adjust for a couple of weeks. It was plain as day that Alan had been abusive with her, and it had only ramped up after he lost what he thought would be his inheritance. I couldn't help feeling like I was partially to blame for that, even though I knew better. 

As the bruises and marks healed, it was like her eyes looked more alive with each passing day. She carried on with her work as a personal trainer like nothing had happened. She even talked me into turning a spare room into a gym for everyone in the house. 

Running out of fixes, I was already prepping the area. The dingy, ancient carpet had been ripped out. As I waited on the new covering to show up, I worked on mounting floor-to-ceiling mirrors on two of the walls. 

With the bottom brackets for the mirrors installed, I wiped my brow and stood up. All that crouching made me feel thirty years older than I was. 

Cari's voice shocked me right out of the fatigue. “So Rose and I have been talking,” I turned around to face her, “and I think she deserves a chance to give you an heir.” 

“You care to let me have a say in all this?” Cari had begged for permission her birth control, even though I'd only popped the question on her. We hadn't even decided on a wedding date. 

There was tension brewing around the whole 'who gets to have my kids' issue, mostly stemming from me being a little creeped out by it. Neve would have my first, but we still hadn't had the ultrasound to determine if it'd be a boy or a girl. This was all moving too fast for my blood. 

Cari curled up on side of her mouth. “You know it'd absolutely destroy Alan. And Neve even told me that Walter would have approved of her, assuming Alan hadn't turned out to be a monster like he did.” 

I wasn't one to produce a kid out of spite. I'm sure people do, for their own fucked up reasons, but that'd be a total Alan move. “I'm not knocking her up just out of revenge. Forget about it.” 

“You know every one of us is available for it, and I know how much you've wanted to fuck her.” Cari leaned her forehead against my shoulder. “I mean, you're gutting an entire room for a gym.” 

“So what you're saying is,” I patted the top of her head, “that I'm playing favorites.” 

“What the watch offered all of us is different, but there's no way it didn't offer her some kind of security. She's an obvious choice.” 

I'd have been willing to let all seven of them carry the next Nash heir, but I knew it could only be one, in the end. And even then, only three could carry a contender. “Well, I know I want you to be one of them.” 

“I'd better be.” She backed away and grinned. “I mean, I didn't neuter you for knocking Neve up.” 

“It's what Grandad would have wanted me to do.” It was fucked up that I even had to admit that. 

Cari sighed and crossed her arms, putting almost all of what little weight she had on one foot. “Walter's not calling the shots anymore. You are.” 

I knew it was her way of telling me to grow a pair. “I hear what you're saying, but are you sure Rose wants that?” 

“I'll be right back.” 

My fingers wrapped around her upper arm. “It can wait.” 

“Why should it?” 

I knew what her bargain with the watch had to be, right then and then there. “Why not Alyssa instead?” 

“Really? I thought you'd pick Gwen before her.” 

Letting go of her arm, I realized how I should have handled the situation. “As soon as Alyssa and Rose are back from work, come find me. We'll figure all of this out.” 


With the mirrors secured, I knew it was about time for Alyssa to get back. Rose was already in the room with me, trying to figure out if we had enough room for everyone to workout at once. Honestly, I had a little interest in joining them in there. Just working on this place and keeping all the girls satisfied was enough exercise. 

As if on cue, Cari and Alyssa tried sneaking in. That's hard to do in a room covered in mirrors, but you have to give them credit for trying. 

I turned around and nodded at Cari. She set right to work with Alyssa, both of them approaching Rose and putting their hands all over her. Cari remained true to her usual self. “You know what this is about, don't you?” 

Rose shot a look my way. I shrugged and said, “I guess you'd better go with them.” 

I was fine with letting Cari and Alyssa have some fun with her first. Besides, I had all the plastic film that had been protecting the mirrors to clean up. I could catch up when everyone else was already hot and bothered. 


I gave them a good twenty minute head-start. The comfort rooms were a popular place when anyone got frisky, now that we all knew about them. They were just as swanky as the rest of the house, residing in a basement nobody else knew about. I was amazed the builders made it seem like there was no missing room at all from the stairs. You wouldn't know the space was there unless you measured everything. 

The secret door always stayed open now. I guess it'd get closed if we received company, but there was almost always at least two of us in there. I walked through the opening and then down the spiral staircase. 

After a good fifty steps, I'd wound my way down two stories. The main room was the most popular, the warm light from the wall sconces and red decor making everyone look even better, somehow. Sure enough, those three were chatting it up and rubbing all over each other on the antique mahogany and silk couch. 

Alyssa looked the most excited to see me, being left out of Rose and Cari's makeout session. “You really think I could give you an heir?” 

I felt my cheeks flush with heat. “Cari doesn't know subtlety, does she?” 

Alyssa was already stripped down to her underwear. She got up and strutted my way. “The three of us talked it over, and we all think we should get turns.” 

“For what?” 

“Well, you can fuck all of us,” she poked a finger at my cock, “but one of us should get every load for a few days at a time.” 

“I only need three heirs to pick from.” 

She smirked like I didn't know what I was talking about. “The chance you'll only end up having three boys is kinda small.” 

It was a fair point. There was a higher chance I'd end up having a kid with each of them. For some reason, it was making me hard already. 

Alyssa poked again, feeling the growing woodie. “You like what that means, don't you?” 

I acted like she wasn't groping my dick and nuzzling her face against my shoulder. As much as I secretly liked the idea of breeding Alyssa, I knew I had to give Rose a chance to show what she could do with that gym-built body. “I'll tell you what, you get first dibs after Cari gives me a son.” 

“We all know she's your favorite out of us. I don't know why you took so long to propose to her.” 

“Well, now she thinks Rose is my favorite.” 

“She couldn't have turned you down, and you know it. You don't see the way she admires you when you're not looking.” 

Let me tell you, it's weird getting your dick rubbed on by your fiance's bestie, telling you how wild your main squeeze is about you. As said fiance is making out with your cousin's ex right in front of you. But my life had been wonderful and weird for a while by then, stressful as it might have been. 

I was about to respond when I noticed Cari twitching that 'come join our fun' finger at us. Tapping Alyssa on the shoulder, I got her looking toward the couch. It was time for whatever was about to happen, to happen. 

Alyssa joined in before I could, ready to take care of that built-up tension in her body. They merged together, each hand rubbing on thighs and lips locked together with Rose in the middle. I knew I was in for one hell of a time. 

Keeping myself on the sidelines was out of the question. I walked over and stood above them, loving the view of three pairs of tits, each with their own special merits. The only problem was, Alyssa was the only one even partially undressed. But you couldn't keep clothes on the girl. 

As I reached down and lifted the hem of Rose's top, she took over and pulled it off for me. The brilliant violet of her bra almost matched Alyssa's. Meanwhile, Cari broke her lips away and started tugging on Rose's yoga pants. 

I started unbuttoning my shirt, letting two of my original three take care of our newest addition. Alyssa and Cari had Rose stripped down and ready. I just had to do my part and discover what Alan used to enjoy, shitty as he was to her. 

Cari started working on her own clothes. The khaki shorts fell down her legs like they weren't even touching her body. I joined in and pulled the tank top over her head. It would have been perfect if she was wearing purple too, the pink of her bra and panties wasn't exactly out of place here. 

They were all over each other again. I hated to do it to Alyssa, but I had to make sure Rose felt welcomed. “Let's give Rose all the attention tonight. I don't want her thinking I held the past against her.” 

Alyssa and Cari got up, leaving Rose alone to stare back at me. Rose went ahead and started working on the button and zipper of my jeans. She knew what she wanted, and how to get it. 

I guided those two back down. They were willing to let me have my way with Alan's ex, but it'd have been a crime to leave them out in the cold. Their lips were on Rose's neck within seconds. 

Cari eased Rose to the side, guiding her down until she was on her back. Alyssa got right to it, shifting those panties aside and putting her mouth back on Rose's body. The way Rose's lips parted as her eyes shut had me ready to go. 

I watched Cari crawl up, bending over to make out with Rose from above, their heads upside down to each other. That tight ass sticking in the air was an open invitation. 

Finished with my socks and boxers, I chucked them aside as I mounted myself on the end of the couch. Cari was already soaking the pink floral pattern between her legs. I gave her slit a hard tap through the nylon, forcing a moan into Rose's mouth. 

Cari started working on the straps of Rose's bra as Alyssa did the same to herself. I made sure Cari was keeping up this time, popping the hooks in the center of her back. I only needed one hand to get the panties around her knees. 

She was fucking ready. I held my dick, pointing the tip directly toward home base. As I saw Rose's tits in their fully glory for the first time, Cari was already handling my cock, guiding it exactly where she wanted it. 

My throat tensed and my jaw dropped. The hot, soaked texture of Cari's pussy took me in like it'd die without getting filled. When her petite, tight ass bumped against my hips, I had to give it a hard slap. 

The second Cari broke her lips and tongue away from Rose's, those two broke into whimpers and moans that'd get a man off by themselves. I already felt Cari's fingers swishing away between her thighs. Even Alyssa wasn't silent, despite having a mouth full of cunt. 

The whole room filled with the orgasmic chorus. Even I had joined in, savoring the feeling coursing over my dick. 

Cari backed into me harder, every fucking time. A girl that small shouldn't be able to make that much noise. Her head shot down as she groaned through clenched teeth. 

With a hard lunge of my own body, she was at her limit. I knew she'd opened her mouth wide, just by the sounds. All it did was drive Alyssa and Rose even further into their own bit of fun. 

My fiance had one last bit of control left. She exhausted it, shouting, “Fuck, gonna come!” 

Her fingers twerked harder against her clit as I gripped the small of her waist and plundered away. If it weren't a special occasion, I'd have given in and came in a heartbeat. I gritted my teeth to hang on, pressing my eyes shut just as hard. 

Cari tried speaking one last time as her walls squeezed around my shaft. “That's... Fucking gawd!” Her head shot back up as her hand left her slit. 

Rose and Alyssa erupted right along with her. If you didn't know it was a foursome, you'd have thought it was a recording of a torture chamber running at full-swing. 

I struggled to pull out in time, knowing I'd blast off if I didn't. I wasn't joking when I mentioned the sound alone getting a guy to come. By clearing my mind and shutting my eyelids, I barely held off from blasting my load over all three of them. 

As the noise settled down, I opened my eyes. Seeing Rose having the hardest aftershocks blew my mind a little. Cari could come like a pro, but she had already regained her composure as Rose kept squirming in place. 

I've gotta get my dick in her. To hell with Alan. 

Crashing myself down, I stopped myself just before I collided with Rose. Alyssa was already on her knees, whispering something in Rose's ear. It brought a warm smile to her face, the first I'd ever seen from her that wasn't a smirk. 

I gave myself the old spit-polish and knocked for entry. Her cunt was still too sensitive, making her jerk. Which was fine. I wanted her to get loud. 

Cari joined Alyssa on the floor. She ran her fingers along Rose's jaw and said, “It's okay. I'll let you borrow him... for a little while.” You wouldn't have known that they'd hated each other. 

My hand couldn't help resting on top of her right breast. “So they're real. I've wondered about that since the first time I saw you.” 

Rose finally had enough of her faculties back. “Alan wanted them bigger.” Because of fucking course he would. 

At more than a generous handful already, adding more would have thrown off her utter perfection. “No fucking way do you need implants.” She didn't have Gwen's excess in the boob department, but I had zero complaints. 

With a quick swish of her hips, Rose had me inside her before I was ready. She winced a little, confirming the tightness I was feeling on my shaft. Either Alan was too much of an asshole for her to mess around with, or he was just a fucking tool who left her neglected. 

I reached for her wrists and clenched them tight. Forcing them over her head, I started out strong, fucking Rose like I was still pissed at her. Then I remembered my real motivation: I was raw-dogging Alan's girl. 

Cari leaned into my ear. “There you go. Fuck all that hate out.” 

My lungs filled as I shot back and then plunged deep. Rose was already whimpering. Another crash into her body shot her mouth wide-the-hell-open. 

It's almost too good. I wasn't sure if pulling out was gonna be an option for me. And having Rose give me a possible heir wouldn't be a slap in Alan's face. It'd be an ax to the back of his soul. 

Alyssa and Cari weren't all over each other like I thought they'd be. I caught them staring on from the floor out of the corner of my eye. For whatever reason, they were enthralled. 

I gave Rose another hard jab of my dick and rested all the way inside her. “What the hell are you two staring at?” 

Alyssa, no-nonsense as always, beat Cari to it. “The watch wants us to, um... watch.” 

I wished the damn thing would talk to me more than ever. If it was having me cuck my bride-to-be with my defeated enemy's ex, it had to have a wicked sense of humor. At the very least, it had a filthy mind. 

I started giving Rose the kind of hell I'd always saved for Inez. Her walls strained at the constant assault. She wasn't there yet, but I was making damn nice progress as her legs clamped around my sides. 

I kept going at it until her entire body tightened. One more rough push had Rose squealing like Cari. I pulled out and then backed away as soon as her entire body quaked. 

Cari and Alyssa had already moved in, taking my place massaging Rose's body all over until she was aware of her surroundings again. Alyssa turned her head back to me and said, “You're supposed to come inside her.” 

As much as I wanted to, the idea of the watch making that call for me dug a pit in my guts. “Why?” 

“I don't know. It's just what the watch is telling us.” 

It was less a matter of the watch choosing its master, as it was the watch manipulating its tools, including me by indirect means. “And if I pick you instead?” 

“That's not part of my deal with it.” 

So at least I knew Alyssa wasn't meant to have my second kid. “What about Cari?” 

Cari looked back at me and just winked as she got Rose to sit up. She probably couldn't say anything. Having kids with Neve, Rose, and Cari wouldn't be a bad genetic track record, assuming all three would end up having boys. If Rose or Neve gave me a girl, it was a tossup between the rest of them for my next choice. But for sure, I was having kids with Cari until she gave me a son, when that time came. 

Rose finally had the breath built up to speak. “Alan didn't want kids, but I do.” It was hint enough at what her deal entailed, without spilling the whole contract. And her basically saying, 'he didn't, but I do,' spoke volumes. 

Fuck it. Even if I had to end up with twenty ankle-biters, the family trust pulled enough money to set up everyone for life. I'd always wondered why dad had said he never wanted for anything as a child, even though he grew up only having a single mother who didn't work unless he was in school. 

It wasn't until I had more money than I could think up ways to spend hitting my bank account each week that I understood how that happened. I'd take care of my children, and their mothers. But I'm digressing too much from working on my eventual second. 

Plopping myself down on the free end of the couch, I wanted Rose to take the initiative. She got right to it, putting her hands on my shoulders and settling into my lap. The smile on her face as she did so could warm the heart of a jaded executioner. 

Rose flooded those breasts against my chest as she lowered herself down. With just the tip poking inside her, she asked, “How much do you think it'll piss him off?” 

Fuck Alan. And not in the fun way. “Enough.” 

“That's what I wanted to hear.” Rose's cunt gushed as she stuffed myself back into her. 

“Damn it.” I couldn't help myself. She was that wet and ready. 

Rose jutted her hips forward as Cari and Alyssa pressed down on her shoulders. “They're not gonna let us back out.” She popped her body again, setting herself up to carry on with a motion that put my sack on high alert. 

I gripped the gym-sculpted curves of her waist with both hands. It only made her grind harder against my cock. Exactly what I was hoping for. 

You could tell all three of them were working toward one goal. They wanted me deep in Rose, knowing what only I could give her there. What was more obvious though, was the way her cunt got in on the action, pulsing from the entrance back like it was trying to draw me in further than I already was. 

Something about the way she was moving scrambled my mind to the core. As Rose hit all the right places on my dick, I kept getting treated to one unbelievable feeling after another. She was gonna have to teach everyone else how do that shit. 

One hard jerk of her torso stole my attention. My conscious self melted as the world shrank, my cock dead center in the map. For that brief moment, the only part of the world that mattered was where my shaft and Rose's pussy merged. 

Rose shoved her face in the crook of my neck. Her motions were doing as much for her as they were for me. The heat of her breath as she gasped against my collarbone felt as great as what what she was sporting between her legs. 

Cari broke up the isolated nirvana. “That's it. Come for us.” I couldn't tell if she was talking to me, Rose, or to both of us. 

Rose took it as an order directed right at her. Her hips gyrated even harder as her voice picked up in pitch and volume. The walls of her cunt followed right along, slipping against the skin of my dick like she was trying to grind it right off. 

The wetness picked up. It had gone from being too much motion, to feeling like I'd stuck my cock in something engineered to make it feel great. It was all I could do to hold on just a bit longer. 

Alyssa and Cari pushed Rose down even harder. As she jerked and twitched on top of me, I felt her thighs tense up again. Her arms squeezed around my ribs as she started twisting in place. 

That familiar, but always amazing feeling washed over me. I slipped a hand down between myself and Rose, trying to find my moving target. Once I had her the top of her hood and clit between two fingers, though, it was all but over. 

Rose's breath hissed between her teeth. It washed over my neck until I felt her body seize. Cari and Alyssa stepped in, forcing her up and down as I kept the finger action going. 

An electric tickle started around mid-shaft. It spread up and down my cock, engorging my tip. As my sack pumped, I knew our first romp wasn't much longer for this world. 

I groaned, and she whimpered. Our bodies seized together as the other two pushed her down, hard. We all wanted every one of those millions of potential heirs to get their chance. 

My eyes slammed shut hard enough that I was seeing flashes of colored shapes in the darkness. The pulses of her flesh against my dick timed with her moans into my own body. That first jarring, copious shot was likely what gave me my second child. 

As my climax carried on, she started rousing out of her own. By the time of what should have been my last burst, I barely made out Rose begging, “That's it, give me all of it.” 

It drew out not one, but two more. Exhausted to the point of collapsing if I weren't seated, I savored the feeling of it all. The extra warmth and texture I'd added inside her body, as well as all that silk and heat resting against my own skin. 

When I could finally gather the will to open my eyes and look up, you couldn't have pictured a happier trio of girls. Rose had the most satisfied, adoring look on her face. But it was Cari and Alyssa beaming with pride that silenced the shred of lingering doubt in the back of my head. 

Something that wasn't my own mental voice boomed in my head. It sounded foreign, native English speaker, but out of no country I'd ever heard of. Your first heir... 

I started breathing like I was coming again. There was no doubt all the color had vanished from my face. 

Rose didn't back away, but her expression changed completely. “Ryan, what's wrong?” 

I stammered for a moment as Cari and Alyssa caught on too. Finally getting the words out, I asked, “Does the watch have an accent you can't really place?” 

Alyssa and Cari looked at each other as Rose cocked her head. Within a split-second, they all uttered some version of, 'Yup.' 

Wiping the sweat off my forehead, I couldn't help feeling like I'd fallen under the watch's spell too. “I guess I just had a lot explained to me in a few seconds.” All those boundaries I didn't want to push, but did anyway, as well as taking everything like it wouldn't be a big deal... It all made sense now. 

But you know what? I fucking went with it again. 


It was a modest ceremony, but the 'entertaining room' was downright packed. Without any family members I cared to speak to, a few of my close friends were scattered among Cari's giant family. The strangest part was, Rose, Neve, and Stella were acting as 'grooms-women.' 

I looked across the rolled out carpet at Alyssa, Inez, and Gwen. All six of them were in matching yellow dresses. When the grand piano in the corner of the room started playing, I knew my one girl dressed in white was about to step in. 

The son I'd had with Rose, Jefferson, tottered down with rings on a pillow. My oldest child, Tori, eyed her mother as she spread rose petals behind her. Both of my kids having what amounted to seven mothers was working out well, despite all the talk around town. 

They all shared me equally, aside from the heir issue. To guarantee Cari's slot in having one of my three male heirs, all six of the girls standing in front of the crowd with me had gone on birth control. It worked for all of us, because it didn't rule out anyone giving me the third heir. 

Inez, the maid-of-honor for Cari, winked at me as I caught a flash of white in the doorway. With the way she described what my about-to-be-wife wanted to do to me later that night, I had to clasp my hands in front of me to hide the growing chub. 

Cari's mother sobbed in the front row. Not out of grief, but not out of knowing the arrangement fully, either. Something about using a chunk of your trust to help everyone in the room shifts opinions, mighty well. 

I razzed the hair of both of my kids as they stood in front of me. It was weird, but we all made the situation work. I knew a few people in the room still judged all of us over it, but hitting them with gifts they'd have to pay taxes on had shut them up well enough. 

And as Cari stepped down the aisle, nobody could say a thing. We were all here, of our own free-will. 


HAREM RING 4

ELLIE'S SURPRISE




Angela's tongue danced up my shaft as I watched the fun across the room. Jenna still had a dominant streak in her, Kelsey being the usual target. Every time it happened Kelsey would come running to me, whimpering about the abuse and how it turned her on even more. The orgasms I could pull out of her afterward were insane.

Jenna was giving Kelsey the muff dive of her life, making her struggle against the cotton rope restraining her hands above her head. Spending a few bucks and putting those steel screw eyes on some of the open rafters had already given me hours of entertainment like this.

I realized Angela was missing it. I whispered, “You gotta watch this shit. Kelsey's gonna blow her lid in a second. Hard.”

The skin on my cock felt like ice as soon as it was free of her mouth. We weren't always making one another have orgasm after orgasm, but somewhere in the teens was an average count for a day. I usually had three good ones in me after work, but Sundays were my day to go all-out with everyone home.

Angela cuddled up along side me and ran her hand over my chest. She giggled and ducked her head onto my shoulder. “What are we gonna do with those two?”

“Get ourselves off in a few minutes. What else?”

I looked at Angela and saw the warm smile on her face. Her bare foot ran up my shin as her hand drifted back down between my legs. “We should go do something later.” She fished my dick out of my boxers. “All of us. It'll be fun.”

“Like what?” I wasn't against it.

“There's a new restaurant in town. That's a good start.”

“And we figure out what everyone wants to do after that?”

“Whatever works.”

I tucked her closer as Kelsey shook in Jenna's mouth. I never felt any need to control the three of them in any way now that we were all here. Hell, Jenna had even dropped her antidepressants and seemed happier than all of us.

Everything felt perfect, including the handjob Angela was so gently giving. I didn't see us changing a thing. At least, not until that night.


It felt like a war over seating every time we all ate somewhere. Kelsey had won this round, beating Jenna and Angela to the other half of the booth I sat in. I wasn't complaining. She usually didn't win out much between the other two, being the least aggressive. We had room for three on each side, but as close as she had tucked herself to me, we could have fit in a single chair.

I was more than happy to feel her up through her miniskirt. It was about that time of day for her third orgasm anyway. Trying to finish her off without causing a scene in public was always a fun game.

Kelsey was barely holding her voice back when Angela noticed something across the aisle. I saw her look over and point for Jenna. She looked at me and asked, “Adam, you think that girl is crying?”

It stopped me in my tracks. I'd been dead to the world, focused on the wet pussy I was knuckle deep inside with three fingers. “Say that again?”

“The girl at the table over there, she looked at her phone and dropped her head. I want to talk to her and see what's wrong.” Angela had really changed since she took Kelsey under her emotional wing.

I was proud of how much nicer of a girl she'd become, but I wasn't at the point of helping random strangers out without my own motives yet. “Are you sure? She might just be tired.” I was determined to finish off Kelsey before the food got there. It's hard to finger a pussy and cut a steak at the same time, you see.

Angela got up and disappeared behind me. Jenna watched on as Kelsey and I resumed our course of impromptu fingerbanging. She was so wet and so close.

That's when Jenna's face changed. I saw her eyebrow shoot up and the corner of her mouth drop as she looked to my right. She didn't bother looking my way before saying, “Oh no,” and darting out from the table.

Kelsey was ready to pop at any second, but I couldn't ignore what had to be a scene going on behind me. “God dammit.” I pulled my wet fingers back to myself and looked back. I saw Kelsey's look of utter disappointment as looked past her to check everything out.

Angela was already seated next to another blonde who was sobbing into her shoulder. Jenna sat across the table from them and took the girl's hand between her own. Kelsey finally stopped her pouting to see what I was staring at.

I was about to tell Kelsey to get up so we could head over there ourselves. Jenna pointed at our booth and stood. That's when Angela got up with her new friend in tow.

Kelsey looked back toward me. “Are they doing what I think they're doing?”

“Maybe. Is that a problem?”

She turned and watched them coming our way. “No,” she whipped her head back to me, “but you owe me later.” I had no complaints. There were worse problems than a bald-pussied, pout-lipped brunette hounding you because she's owed a good fuck.

Angela and Jenna tucked their new friend between them in the booth. She was still in tears and staring at that phone. Angela asked, “And when was the wedding date?”

I knew that word 'was' had some meaning. The new girl didn't bother looking up. “Two months from now.” She absolutely broke down, with Jenna and Angela practically squeezing her to death in consolation.

Kelsey looked at me with understanding written all over her. It wasn't that different from her own situation before we met. She looked at the blonde and asked, “Why don't you eat here with us? Our treat.”

I figured I was paying for everyone, but under the circumstances, I couldn't bring myself to object. I was already feeling sorry for the girl myself. There was only one other way I could help. “What's your name?”

That damn ring heated up. What are you doing? Think about this.

She looked up at me, an emotional disaster in the flesh. Cute as can be and pulling on everyone's heartstrings. “Ellie.” She barely finished before breaking into a fresh round of tears.

“Ellie, look at me.” No response other than a sobbing fit. I ignored the ring's complaints in my head and gave my voice some force. “Hey, up here.”

Angela and Jenna looked at me like I had just stood up and shat on the table. Kelsey stuck an elbow in my ribs as I caught her giving me the most what-the-hell-is-wrong-with-you possible out of the corner of my eye. But I couldn't just leave Ellie bawling.

She looked up through bloodshot, watery eyes. I had to fake a smile with the ring roasting my finger. “Forget about everything and have a good time with us. Let it go.”

Ellie's face changed instantly. I unfolded the napkin around my silverware and passed it to her. Wiping the river of mascara off her cheeks, she bucked up and said, “Thank you.”

Angela cocked her head and stared at me. I panicked at the thought of her figuring out how I got her in the first place. Playing it cool, I stared back and asked, “What?”

She shook her head. I couldn't tell if it was relief or disbelief. She turned her attention to Ellie and said, “I'll tell the waitress you're with us when she comes by.”

Ellie was almost back to normal. Kelsey put her hand on my thigh and looked across the table at everyone else. Her hand ran higher up my leg as she said, “So tell us about yourself. We're all friends here.”

I felt the ring pulse with new energy. Somehow I felt worry coming from it. There's no lesson she can teach you. If you're too generous, you'll give away everything in time.

But did it really matter? I never knew my uncle as a selfish man. Sometimes, you just have to take your own path. I knew he'd have done the same.


We were all back at the house, including Ellie. She'd had enough drinks with us that I couldn't have let her drive herself home. I honestly had no intention of bringing her into our little family, but the idea had crossed my mind.

Angela, however, had her own ideas. As I was drying off from my shower that night she stopped me on my way to the dresser. “Ellie's had a rough time with that shitty fiance of hers. How did you put her in such a good mood that fast?”

Tread carefully. The only answer in my head was the honest one. Letting that slip would bring the whole life I'd built for all of us crashing down.

“Well?”

I opened the drawer for my boxers, not willing to look Angela in the face. “I think having people to listen was all she needed. She said it was rocky for a while, so Ellie might have seen this coming.”

“But she was hysterical.”

The towel fell from around my waist and I put my underwear on. “Did leaving Stuart like you did bother you? Sometimes a change is exactly what a person wants, even if they don't realize it.”

I looked at Angela and saw her smile a bit. “Do you think she'd be happy here with us?”

“How many people do you think we can fit in this house? We already don't have a bedroom for everyone.”

“What's your point?” Angela stood behind me as I pulled a shirt out. Her fingers rested on my back, her cheek resting against the nape of my neck. “One of us sleeps with you every night, and the other two share one bed. You know that.”

“You really think it's a good idea, don't you?” I was starting to feel like a cat hoarder. Except, you know, it was that other kind of pussy.

Angela pulled away and said, “Let's all meet in the living room and talk about it. Kelsey and Jenna were the ones who came up with the idea.”

That was the problem with being able to control people and having a sense of ethics at the same time. Democracy overrules what you want. I pulled the shirt on and gave in. “Fine. Round everyone up. We'll leave it up to Ellie.”


I'd pulled the loveseat from across the room. I sat next to Ellie, the other three facing us on the couch across the coffee table. I felt like the two of us were on the spot, not exactly on board with what Angela, Kelsey, and Jenna all wanted. I was just glad I'd bothered putting on pants for the meeting.

Kelsey opened up first. “Ellie, do you live with Todd right now?”

I knew she was nervous. Hell, I was uneasy. It felt like a damn board meeting. “We were supposed to move in together in a few weeks. My landlord already found someone else to rent my apartment, so I don't really have a place to go after that.”

Jenna's eyes got that dominant sparkle. “Then it's settled. You'll move in with us. There's a free bedroom.” I really should have ordered her not to use that influence anymore.

I watched Ellie's posture lift up. You're not in control right now. This is dangerous. She grinned at Jenna and tucked her hands between her thighs.

Our bossy redhead wasn't finished yet. “Sleep here tonight, and we'll all help you move your stuff tomorrow. Adam can do most of the work for us.” I'd figured out how to avoid getting under her control with concentration, but I couldn't back out when I was pigeonholed like that.

Ellie looked at me and said, “If it's alright with everyone. I don't want to intrude.”

Angela clapped her hands together and said, “Intrude hell. There's room enough and all of us get along with you.”

While I liked the idea of another hottie prancing about the place, I wasn't sold on having five of us under the same roof. But even when you're in control, sometimes diplomacy can't be avoided. I cleared my throat and got all eyes on me. “We'll let her decide on her own. It's not up to us.”

Jenna pouted. I knew exactly what she was about to do. “Ellie, we do things a bit differently here.” She got up and walked around the table. It was that same sexy walk she made when she was about to make a demand. “Relax. We're gonna make you the center of attention tonight.”

Stop her. I didn't want to. Hell, it wouldn't have felt right to step in. And I had my own reason for being okay with Ellie joining us.

Jenna straddled Ellie's thighs as she took a seat in her lap. Her ass hung out in those tight jeans, the whale-tail of her thong sticking out from under that tank top. I wanted to grab at it, but I kept to myself. I wanted to see her in action.

“Just relax, and welcome to the family.” Jenna eased her lips into Ellie's. I felt my dick swell against my pants immediately.

Ellie closed her eyes as Jenna darted hers toward me. She gave me that come-hither finger and closed her lids. I glanced at Angela and Kelsey, already rubbing on each others' thighs and leaning closer together.

I wasn't staying out of the action. I got up and walked to the other side of the loveseat. Reaching down for the hem of Ellie's shirt, I lifted it up as Jenna broke away for the removal. She tore away her own top and leaned back in, the black bra and red smashing together into a four leaf clover of cleavage. Lucky me.

Jenna got to work on Ellie's jeans, popping the button and working the zipper down like it was an emergency. She undid her own panty restraints and stood up. The denim slid down her legs in a fluid motion before she grabbed Ellie's feet.

The flats went in opposite directions as Jenna grabbed the cuff of her pants. One hard tug had them around Ellie's knees. The next sent them flying onto the coffee table. I pulled the straps of her bra off of her shoulders as Ellie looked up at me.

“You'd be the first guy I've been with other than Todd.” I wondered if that meant she lacked much experience. Either way, we'd teach her well.

Kelsey and Angela were all over each other. I was more than happy to leave them be for the time, focusing instead of getting our new friend acquainted with the way things worked in this house. Jenna took her seat on top of Ellie's thighs again.

“Adam, should I pull out all the stops for her?”

Claim her as yours before Jenna can. I weighed my options. Inspiration has a funny way of popping up when you give yourself a second to think.

“Let's all focus our attention on her tonight. Give her a welcoming party.”

Angela and Kelsey got up. Jenna necked Ellie a bit and then joined them on her feet. She pulled our new friend up with her. It was like a damn Victoria's Secret catalog come to life in my living room.

I went back around the loveseat. Jenna grabbed Ellie's hands and pulled her up to join us. She had curves meant for a black diamond ski slope, just like Angela. That bit of shyness made her that much more of a prize.

Jenna coaxed Ellie onto the table and forced her shoulders back. The bra straps hanging around her upper arms tempted Kelsey as she pulled them down further and reached around our guest's back. Angela freed her breast by lifting the cups and pulling the whole thing away. They were nothing short of breathtaking nipples atop hills of porcelain.

Kelsey moved in first, crouching and rubbing her hands all over those wonderful tits. I wondered who'd end up having the largest pair. No matter who won, I loved all four pairs. Even Jenna's perks went beyond just perkiness.

Angela joined me in getting down between Ellie's legs. Jenna put her head above Ellie's from behind, getting back to that sexy mouth massage. Angela and I both grabbed one side of her waistband and pulled. The skin just above Ellie's pussy was flawless, as if hair didn't even grow there.

Just a little farther and the grand prize was in view. One perfect fold of pink between her thighs greeted us like a message from on high. We chucked the panties away and I stood mesmerized. Ellie was an absolute looker in her own right, just like the other three.

When a man has a blonde, a brunette, and a redhead all at his beck and call, he can't complain. When two blondes are in the mix, who the fuck is he to argue against good fortune? The ring had no problems doing that, however.

Don't get in over your head. You've been warned.

I wasn't about to let Buzzkill the Fashion Accessory get in my way. I grabbed hold of Ellie's ankles and looked at Angela. “You should get first dibs, Angel.” Ellie was her pet more than Jenna's. Kelsey had already let herself get on the redhead's leash. And I really wanted to see two blondes go at each other outside of the internet.

Angela eased her head between Ellie's thighs. It was like watching Barbie have her way with a China doll. Not to mention Barbie's friends joining in for the fun.

I snuck away and made a run for the camera I had bought. If this arrangement wasn't going to last forever, I at least wanted proof that all of this had happened. I had every intention of showing everything to and son or grandson I might have in the future, especially whichever one would inherit this ring. You know, to give the kid something to shoot for in life.

Hitting record and setting it on the end table, I turned the foursome back into a five-way. Ellie was already moaning as I made a round undoing Kelsey and Angela's bras. I made another pass, dropping all three remaining pairs of panties and dropped my own clothing. Making a thumbs up at the camera, I turned my attention back on Ellie.

I took a seat on the couch behind Kelsey. Her pussy was already shining with expectation. I drove in a middle finger and took a cheek in hand. She groaned into Ellie's breasts as I added another finger and pushed them in to the knuckles.

She lowered herself closer. I knew exactly what she wanted, and I was in no position to refuse. I pulled my hand away and guided her down. My shaft slipped right between her walls.

Jenna stood up and crouched her pussy right over Ellie's face. I could tell she was new to the oral game with another woman. Jenna didn't care, grinding herself harder against Ellie's mouth and pushing her head harder into it from behind.

Angela was taking care of her own pleasure with one hand going down between her legs. Within seconds, not a single one of us was silent. The pure chaos of five voices expressing their satisfaction at once had a certain magic to it. Like a letter to Penthouse come to life.

Ellie's whimperings soon turned to all-out gasps against Jenna's slit. I was more than a little jealous, loving the taste of that pussy like I loved a good beer. Angela was giving her the best kind of hell.

The pitch of everyone else's moans kicked up a notch. Kelsey was close to her habitually easy climax when I felt her fingertips against my shaft. I knew she had that hood pinched between them and it was only a matter of seconds rather than minutes.

Everyone seemed to feed off one another's blissful reaction. Kelsey would moan harder, driving Angela harder against herself and Ellie. Jenna picked up on it as well, grooving herself over her new friend's lips as she split her hands between Ellie and Kelsey's tits.

It all erupted into a chorus of groans and giggles. Kelsey rode my cock even harder, steadying her free hand on my leg for more force. I planted my hands on each side of her ass to give her that extra little bit of motion.

That's when it all went to wonderful hell. Jenna broke first, screaming, “God!” and jerking her head forward. Her entire body shuddered at once as Ellie kept going. Jenna was holding on for dear life, our guest not understanding the concept of easing up when your partner starts to come.

Kelsey's interior squeezed around me as her tension let go as well. She crashed back, my face buried in her hair as she arched herself. I moved my hips the best I could, feeling myself slide up and down inside her as she rode out her usual set of mighty tremors.

Next came Angela, screaming into Ellie's snatch. Ellie herself lit off like a string of firecrackers. Jenna continued to whimper and shake against' Ellie's face. Angela's knees trembled beneath her as she kept forcing both Ellie's climax and her own even higher.

Kelsey twitched on top of me. I pulled out and slid from beneath her. She crashed into the couch, still rubbing her clit and doing her best to look like she was having a seizure.

I stepped behind Angela and ran a finger along her throbbing pussy. She pulled her mouth away from Ellie and screamed as my finger dipped inside. I smacked her fine ass and said, “I haven't got to play with her yet.”

My dick was still dripping wet when Angela moved aside. I bent my knees and pulled the back of Ellie's onto my shoulders. Her calves slid down my chest as I lowered her to the right position. Jenna had collapsed sideways into the couch alongside Kelsey.

It was my turn. Ellie looked at me, her blue eyes nervous like she was a virgin prom date in the backseat of a Ford. She took her breath as I passed my cock along her folds.

Angela got down on her knees beside Ellie. “It's alright. Paul makes us all happy.”

I took it as a point of pride, and I was willing to share a bit of myself with one more by that point. In fact, I wanted to give her my all, if only for the night. I teased her entrance with my tip, parting those pink petals and feeling that wetness coming from inside.

Ellie gripped the sides of the table. Angela started kissing her. Gradually, her fingers loosened and drifted up around Angela's neck. I took my time, watching Kelsey and Jenna snuggling with with each other's hand between their legs.

I gave myself a quick spit polish and wrapped my arms around Ellie's thighs. Her entrance didn't want to give way. I pushed with a little more pressure and burst through. I could tell Todd had been neglecting her. His loss.

Ellie gasped as I pushed further inside. I hadn't felt a pussy like that since high school ten years earlier. Every fraction of an inch felt tighter and tighter until I was halfway in.

I pulled out a bit and gave her a moment. Angela kept her distracted from anything that might resemble pain. Moving myself back in, I felt her walls relax, inviting me all the way until I had planted myself to the hilt.

Her legs dropped around me as I let go of them. I propped myself with my hands to her sides. That's when Jenna and Kelsey got up, grabbing Ellie's legs and holding them up for me.

Angela broke her mouth away and pulled Ellie's arms back. If she had wanted me to stop, it would have been far too late for her to do anything about it. I sank in harder than before. Ellie moaned with acceptance, loving the attention of four people seeing to her pleasure again.

When I felt like she was ready, I gave Ellie the kind of hell saved for makeup sex. Her flesh strained at the constant stretch, her voice filling the gigantic room like a wall of speakers. My only regret was not having her call Todd like when Angela and I tortured Stuart. But I knew I could always send him the video I was recording.

Her hands grasped around the back of my ribcage. As her nails sank in, I knew she was arriving to Kingdom Come once more. Jenna and Kelsey spread her legs wide. When she had mentioned gymnastics practice from earlier in life, I knew Ellie had potential.

Pushing myself to the limits of endurance, I kept going at it until her entire body tightened up. When my lungs weren't able to keep up anymore, I pulled out and half collapsed and half lowered my face between her thighs.

The dance of my tongue was enough to have Ellie squealing like Kelsey always did. I backed away as soon as her entire body shivered. The other three let go of her limbs at once, leaving Ellie a rumbling knot of a woman.

I regathered my strength as Ellie finished her shaking fit. Asking Jenna to throw a little domination into the mix crossed my mind, but it seemed a little much. Ellie turned out to be such an innocent little thing, and it wasn't the time to completely strip it away.

It was time to put Jenna in her place anyway. I watched her run to the bedroom where she kept all of those fun toys she had. “Kelsey, Angel, when she comes back, I want you two to give Jenna a taste of her own kind of fun.”

Kelsey looked at me funny. “We don't know how to knot someone up like that.”

“There's two of you and one of her.” They both had several inches on Jenna, who barely reached five feet in heels.

Angela grinned and nodded her head. She never said a word as she turned and walked toward the room Jenna had disappeared into. Kelsey was right behind her.

Ellie had regained her senses. “Adam, what's that all about?”

“Jenna likes to get too big for her tiny britches. It's good to keep her in check every now and then.”

She was sorely confused as she sat up. “What do you mean by that?”

“Just come over her with me and watch.” I lied down on the couch and pulled Ellie on top of me. To my surprise, she grabbed my shaft and stuffed it back inside as she came down.

I heard the commotion not long after. Ellie's eyes grew as I heard Jenna scream. She kept riding me like a champ as she asked, “Is she gonna be alright?”

Jenna cussed and yelled as the sound of the struggle drew closer. “She was about to do the same thing to you.”

Ellie took a slow draw down my length and put a finger on my lip. “You didn't let that happen.” She smiled and cradled my head, her face inches from my own. “Todd never looked after me like that.”

“He's a damn idiot.” I groaned as Ellie showed me what she was hiding. The swish of her hips was the perfect marriage of grace and force.

“There's something I was going to let him do for the first time tonight.”

“What's that?”

Ellie smiled and pecked me on the lips. She drew back and gave me another amazing drop. “It's something he begged for.”

I was thinking anal. Not my thing, but I was up for it if that's what she wanted. “I'm listening.”

God the way she moved herself as she giggled. Ellie bit her lower lip and said, “I was going to let him come inside me.”

I said be careful. The upcoming marriage set alarm bells off in my head. Ellie didn't seem crazy enough to pull something like that out of revenge, but I didn't want to take chances. Dumbfounded, I couldn't say a word.

“And you know what's worse than that?”

I still couldn't respond. Ellie bent down even more, putting those poem-worthy breasts against my chest. I struggled to keep from busting my nut then and there, wanting to, but scared shitless of what the consequences might be. I looked to see if Angela and Kelsey had done with Jenna. Apparently, they had squirreled her off to some other room.

Ellie stared down at me and asked, “Aren't you glad you get to be first?” She planted her lips against mine and slipped her tongue past my teeth. I reciprocated and pulled her tight.

Find out, you fool. For the first time that night, I felt like the ring might have had a point. As close as Ellie was to my ideal woman to have a child with, I wasn't anywhere near ready for that kind of commitment.

Her pussy had its own say, lulling me out of worry with a feeling that would make the dead come. I struggled against my body's desire to just let go. I gathered my senses enough to ask, “Is it safe?”

Ellie turned out to be not quite as naive and pure as I thought. “So what if it's not? You know you want to anyway.”

She rocked herself back and forth, leaning back and planting her hands against my chest. Even with all that control I had over people, it felt like Ellie had a way of making my will melt like ice in a fire. She moved her hands back to my stomach and wiggled herself, tossing her hair back as that fine little pussy showed my cock the wonders of pink, ready womanhood.

I felt my eyes start rolling back in my head. I knew better, but I wasn't able to fight my own body. It wanted it more than common sense could argue against. The smooth wetness inside Ellie coaxed every breath out of me like electric silk on my skin.

My better sense gave in to what I truly wanted. I put my hands on Ellie's waist, encouraging to go even harder. I felt her one hand drop on my chest, the other on my thigh as she twerked herself harder than Miley Cyrus against me.

Ellie started screaming as I felt the home stretch drawing close. I felt her toes curl against my leg as I opened my eyes. Those cherry lips were wide open, the sound of her voice bouncing from the open ceiling and piercing the air like a set of bad brakes.

Sanity was slipping away and I knew it. But god it was too good to let go. Every tiny detail of her pussy's interior stroked against my cock. Ellie was just what I wanted in that moment, and I knew that fear in the back of my head was her exact desire.

She squealed and dropped forward. The little beast of a woman was riding me hard, knocking the breath out of me with every flush of her hips. The rhythmic dance she was pulling off on top of me would have put belly dancers to shame, writhing and undulating like she was more fluid than solid.

It was impossible. I struggled to hold on, but Ellie's orgasm ripped her entire body into a twitching mess. Her pussy latched onto my shaft, almost feeling like it was pulling me deeper. I lost all control and shot my load, wrenching the couch cushions between my fingers until I heard threads pop

Ellie roared out her built up frustration, climaxing against my spewing cock like she had just found herself in unbelievable ecstasy. I felt her hair slide against my skin, her hot breath on my neck, those little whimpering noises against my ear.

The sticky mess inside her pussy grew as her hips kept me locked deep. I let my voice out, unable to hold it in any longer. My sack felt empty, like it had just done something it was always meant to do.

I gasped for breath under Ellie's spent body. Her breasts heaved against me as she tried to recover her own sense of the world. I opened my eyes and saw nothing but a wall of blonde hair.

Idiot.

The thought of this chick being batshit insane returned. As did the idea of life changing dramatically because of what we had done. I needed an answer. Now.

“Please tell me I didn't just knock you up.” Jenna, Kelsey, and Angela were all safe for the creaming, but Ellie toying with the big question put the fear of a higher power into me.

She had an evil little grin. “Do you think I'm an idiot? No, I'm on birth control.”

Compared to the metric tons of pressure on me before that moment, Ellie's tight body felt like a feather. “Fucking hell, don't scare the shit out of me like that.”

“You're the one who went ahead and came inside me without knowing.”

Please learn something from this.

I tilted my head back as much as I could and sighed. “That's about the hottest way to scare someone I've ever seen.” I was damn glad the camera wasn't recording a conception. If I wanted a video to show the ring's benefits, using that one would be sadistic.

We heard a scream that sounded more animal than human. Ellie looked at me and asked, “What was that?”

I knew just from the direction from where it came. “Jenna's being taught a lesson.” I could already imagine Kelsey smiling ear-to-ear. Jenna had a cruel habit of denying her those orgasms she needed all the time.

“Is this an every night kind of thing here?”

I wondered if it should be. “Not really, but everyone gets along well enough.”

Ellie rested her head on my shoulder. “You know what?”

“Shoot.”

“You people are insane. I like that.”

I heard Jenna yelp one more time. “You get your own bedroom if you stay here.”

Ellie slipped her hand around my jaw and nibbled at my neck. I felt the copious amounts of cum flow around my dick. She took a hard, playful bite and whispered, “If I have a room all to myself, you're can come in anytime.” 
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