
        
            
                
            
        

    
DUELING DEMONS
A SPICY PARANORMAL URBAN FANTASY HAREM ADVENTURE
OUR ETHEREAL LEGACY
BOOK 3


MACK LANDRY


[image: JACKL Publishing]



Copyright © 2021, 2026 Mack Landry / JACKL Publishing

All rights reserved.

No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including information storage and retrieval systems, except as permitted by U.S. copyright law. For permissions, contact the publisher.

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are products of the author's imagination or used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual events, locales, or persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental.

This book contains adult themes, including explicit sexual content, harem relationships, and power dynamics. Intended for mature readers 18+. Reader discretion advised.

No portion of this work may be used to train artificial intelligence models without express written permission from the author.

Cover art created with OpenArt AI (openart.ai) under a commercial-use license. OpenArt retains no ownership of the resulting image.

Originally Published 2021 by Hank Dolworth and Mack Landry

Published 2026 by JACKL Publishing

https://jacklpublishing.com | https://books.macklandry.com

ASIN: B08SL7XVTW


CONTENTS

HaremLit Facebook Groups
About Dueling Demons
Dueling Demons
I. Road Shadows
1. Chasing Daylight

2. Bronze Revelations

3. Beast and Brands

II. Cursed Echoes
4. Cursed Ink

5. Forged Lineages

6. Shattered Myths

7. Aura Unleashed

III. Preisthood Purge
8. Family Reckoning

9. Rippled Fractures

10. Tangled Ropes

11. Ethereal Collars

Epilogue

Thank You For Reading
Subscribe and Follow JACKL Publishing
About Mack Landry
Our Ethereal Legacy
Our Ethereal Legacy - California
Cascade Mountain Harem
Mack Landry Collection
JACKL Publishing Authors



HAREMLIT FACEBOOK GROUPS


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

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

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





ABOUT DUELING DEMONS


Dark shadows thwart their first rescue. Jenn's captors whisk her deeper into the cult of corruption. Unswayed, Jeremiah, Alyssa, Carmen, Kelly, and Lexi storm the compound—unleashing a monster. They slaughter leaders, free Jenn, and unshackle innocents from darkness.

Festering cursed ink nags Jenn's cravings, slowing recovery. At a mountain lake, the tight circle frays—Jenn needs her own path. Jeremiah and Alyssa mold her for a mate to slip the knot. Fated family seals their bonds in sacred collars-and-rings ceremonies.

Summer happy ending secured. But second-generation awakenings loom. Will they thrive chasing the light—or fall to clinging darkness?

Dive into Dueling Demons—Book 3 Our Ethereal Legacy, spicy paranormal urban fantasy harem by Mack Landry. One-click now!


To those who walk in the shadows, yet guide toward the light.


If you don’t deal with your demons, they will deal with you, and it’s gonna hurt.

— NIKKY SIXX


DUELING DEMONS


PART ONE
ROAD SHADOWS



CHAPTER 1
CHASING DAYLIGHT


PAST - JEREMIAH

The coach’s snug rear cabin had dimmed from the supernatural reddish glow into natural lighting, thanks to Alyssa’s use of the stone. Still trembling from fright, I drew back against the rear corner of the RV. The cruiser was parked at a standstill on the shoulder of the highway. It was late at night, but the bright headlights of passing traffic illuminated the room as they sped past. The stark bands of light passed over Lexi’s nude body as Alyssa tended to the bite wound along her shoulder.

Kelly curled against the bulkhead on the opposite side of the window, as shaken as me. We both understood we’d been out of our minds and not in control of our actions. As the stone made the dark spirits beat a hasty retreat, those facts slowly knit into our conscious thoughts. The influence of the evil craven sprites that had possessed us, taken over our flesh, drifted away, pushed away from the brownstone’s glow. Kelly was concerned for Lexi but remained calm. Scared but not beset with remorse over what the evil possession had done with our unwilling bodies.

Lexi was calming down. Once she had regained control over her body, she started crying into Alyssa’s neck. I knew that I never wanted to hear her cry like that again. She had been frightened, and I was glad Alyssa had acted so quickly once she realized what had happened.

Carmen looked at us like we’d all lost our minds. She was also worried about Lexi, but the small bite was quickly cleaned and bandaged. As Lexi calmed down, Carmen relaxed. She sat beside Alyssa, rubbed Lexi’s shoulders, and kissed her neck.

Alyssa was frustrated with herself. “I should have been listening, I should have been back here.”

“If you had been back here, then you too could have been influenced,” I reasoned.

Standing from the edge of the bed, I started putting my clothes back on. I knew the drivers passing by couldn’t see past the one-way glass and see three naked bodies, but the stark lights were a periodic reminder of where we were.

“Not if I had the stone with me,” Alyssa said, still beating herself up.

“If you had the stone with you back here, then Carmen could have been influenced and driven off the road,” Kelly said.

We looked back through the windshield at the front of the coach, the headlights of traffic illuminating the winding road we’d been traveling. The four-lane road wound along a narrow corridor, with rock walls on one side and the Columbia River on the other. We all understood that we were lucky to be alive, breathing, and a bit beat up.

“Paralysis sucks,” Lexi said, her voice and reaction making the room a bit lighter, “I might get a kinky thrill from being restrained, but at least I can fight against the ropes. I felt completely helpless and unable to move. Not. For. Me.”

“I’m so sorry, Lex,” Kelly said, “Had I known how you felt, I would have stopped immediately!” She paused as she remembered the dark whispers and shadows we’d been possessed by. “Well, if I could have…”

Kelly shivered again at the memory and leaned to hug Lexi. They hugged for long moments, bare flesh pressed together. When they kissed, it instantly deepened into an erotic display that was out of sync with what we’d just experienced. I felt my arousal rise, watching my two supernaturally enhanced lovers embrace. My cock thickened along the leg of my shorts as Kelly’s flesh took on a golden hue and began to glow. Alyssa looked down at my erection and licked her lips, then blinked, shook her head, and grabbed the stone she’d dropped on the bed beside her, pressing the stone into Kelly’s back.

“You’d better wear this,” she whispered, biting back a moan.

Kelly parted from the deepened kiss she shared with Lexi as her glow faded and nodded. “I need to do better. When I’m tired, my control evaporates.”

Carmen sighed with impatience. “Okay, look, we need to be going down this road if we’re going to help Jenn. Y’all need to rest, and I’ll need a break in a couple of hours. So stop fucking around with ‘special angel powers’ and sleep. If you need me, I’ll be in the front.”

She left, and soon the cruiser rumbled to a start and slid smoothly back onto the road.

“Kelly, can you join me with Carmen in the front?” Alyssa asked, rising as Kelly finished dressing. “I want to read. You should be touching me while I do.”

“Can I sleep while you read?” Kelly asked, following her out of the cabin, “Who knew demon possession was so tiring!”

I slid onto the bed next to Lexi and pulled her back into my chest, “You rest with me, little one.”

She purred a bit as she relaxed. I held her naked body close. With Kelly’s aura restrained, I felt some arousal as I comforted Lexi, but I could also control myself.

“I’m sorry, Lex,” I whispered. “I never want you to feel so scared again.”

She leaned her head down and kissed my arm. “I know, Master. I trust you, and I love you.”

I watched Kelly lean and rest her head against Alyssa’s thigh. Alyssa read intently on the sofa opposite the driver’s side. I could tell she spoke with Carmen from time to time. With the road noise from the tires underneath us, I couldn’t hear the words. I blinked and drifted asleep with Lexi’s warm body in my arms.

DISTANT PAST - ISAIAH

As Isaiah pulled into his driveway, he was met by the three members of his family. Jeremiah was happy to see his father and eager to show him his new toy truck. Katie hugged her husband, then looked at him with concern. Sammie clung to him, hugging him tightly.

“We missed you so much,” Katie said, hugging him again. “We both felt empty without you.”

“I felt the same way,” Isaiah said once they untangled, grabbing his father’s suitcase and his bag from the trunk. “I got what I needed to and came right back; I’ve been driving since 4 AM.

“Did you see your father?” Katie asked as she shivered, remembering the few times she’d met the man when she was first pregnant.

“We won’t have to worry about him,” Isaiah said, and then got lost in his thoughts as he walked into their house. “I hope not to think of him ever again.”

Katie didn’t quite know how to respond to that. Was that a good thing?

Unlike Isaiah, she loved her father deeply and respected him for his love and care. She hurt deeply knowing that her affair with Isaiah had bruised her father’s soul. She was happy that her relationship with her father had been reconciled in the last few years. She needed his counsel, and she often looked to him for guidance.

Isaiah was alone. She, Sammie, and Jeremiah were the only family he had.

Sammie was just glad to feel whole again. Isaiah’s absence left a palpable ache in her soul. She found some consolation in little Jeremiah, who even at his young age had so many of his father’s mannerisms. Late at night, while Isaiah was gone, she and Katie found fleeting solace in each other’s arms.

The next day, Isaiah opened the briefcase and sorted through its contents. He still had time away from work, so he began the chore of investigating his father through the records and notebooks in the briefcase. He kept the breastplate in his pocket. He felt like it was a good talisman and that he was safe with it nearby.

His father’s papers were sorted into three piles:

	Financial matters—receipts, accounting books, bank statements. 

	Private journals—a set of leather-bound diaries that he kept in the lid. 

	Status reports—black and white photographs of young women, profiles, and records of their locations. 




The sorting took a couple of hours, and he came to two conclusions. First, his father was wealthy, more affluent than he’d ever imagined. Second, he was involved in the trafficking of young women into prostitution. The third conclusion he made wasn’t from the evidence in the briefcase but a realization—his father manipulated and corrupted the young women he met with his powers, forcing them into sexual slavery.

He left the stack of books and papers on the living room coffee table and went for a walk. He thought about what he knew of his powers. He’d stumbled upon them when intoxicated, altering Sammie, then Katie, to sate his lust. He knew he continued to use powers in smaller doses since then, weaving his wishes to cover his shortcomings. He evaluated his use, and he realized that, while selfish, his intentions were different from his father’s intentional corruption of young women.

When their opinions differed, he’d manipulate Katie and Sammie to agree with his side—influencing their three-way sexual relationship. Assuring them this was normal, even if they knew of no other similar arrangements. Convincing parents, friends, and others that nothing was amiss.

Then he thought about his father, who had used his powers to seduce, lure, manipulate, and corrupt young women. His father had no regard for what the young women might have wanted; he’d molded their minds and bodies into what he needed. So he could profit from trafficking them into prostitution. His despicable actions enriched this United Priesthood organization that he communicated with and skimmed off a large share for himself.

Isaiah came to the firm conclusion that he needed to reverse his father’s actions. He knew he needed to find these women. Help them escape sexual slavery and reunite them with their families and friends.

As Isaiah returned to his house, Katie was at the door watching him approach. Her brow creased with shock and concern. She held a stack of photos—the girls his father enslaved. They were in all sorts of poses, some even nude. She was confused more than angry and waited for Isaiah to climb the stairs.

“I know these are your father’s, not yours,” she said, trying not to nag. “But we shouldn’t leave them within reach of Jeremiah. He was playing with them, Isaiah.”

Isaiah looked down and saw that the photos were now creased and wrinkled. He took the stack from Katie and nodded, “You’re right, honey.”

He lifted his eyes to search hers, and his emotions overwhelmed him. The shame he felt at his manipulation of his wife and lover, combined with the knowledge of his father’s corruption, flooded him. Isaiah bowed his head into Katie’s shoulder and started crying with deep, body-rending shakes.

Katie was taken by surprise. She’d expected something completely different from her husband. Expected him to say a few words to show her how he was right and she was wrong. He was always right, and that soothed her once he explained. The last thing she’d expected was that he would be sobbing. She hugged him tightly, kissing the back of his head as he cried on her shoulder.

“Honey. Dear, it’s okay. Everything will be okay.” She tried to comfort him.

Isaiah doubted that would ever be true, but lifted his head to look at Katie, “I need to talk with you and Sammie,” he said as he wiped his bloodshot eyes. “Can your mother watch Jeremiah? It’s important.”

DISTANT PAST - DEBORAH - DIARY ENTRY

My mind was clouded when I woke up in the forest. My clothes were a mess of blood and gore. I got out of the car and stripped. I found a rag in the trunk and used it to clean the driver’s seat. I tossed everything into some thick bushes and drove naked back home.

It was still dark, an hour or two before the sun would rise. My thoughts were dark as I tried to recall the details of what I’d done. I reassured myself over and over that the girl wasn’t my Elizabeth. I wasn’t sure until I pulled up to the tiny house we shared. I could feel her presence as I slipped inside, closing the door quietly. I didn’t need a neighbor seeing me enter my house utterly naked at so early an hour. They already had enough evil thoughts about me. Why add another?

I was still buzzing from what I’d done. The powers I used had energized me, but I gagged in the back of my throat as I remembered the young girl’s hollowed appearance. I slipped into Betsy’s room and slowly pushed the door open. I needed to see for myself that she was still breathing.

Damn me. I should never have left. I knew it!

She was sleeping—not deeply. Her body glowed with our power as she rested. I could feel the passion seep into me from their latent lust. She rested her head on the boy’s chest, her blonde mane tousled but framing her angelic face. She was alive. For that, I was overjoyed. I only cursed myself because she had quickened. Her power was like mine.

I saw the brownstone pendant I forced her to wear. She’d left it on the dresser. “She wanted this. She loved the boy.” I realized watching them sleep.

I cursed myself, and the dark sprites that had had their way with me that night cackled in my head. They tormented me, reminding me I should have killed her in the womb. They danced around me, “She’ll be ours soon, you wretched cunt,” they sang as they rejoiced at my failure. My selfish folly had doomed my beloved daughter.

“No!” I said quietly and snatched the pendant from her dresser. “You can’t have her,” I swore darkly to the night. The spirits shrieked in my mind and fled from the golden light pulsing from the stone as the sun rose from the horizon behind me.

My daughter stirred, her eyes blinking as the morning sunlight started to illuminate our house. She looked at me briefly as the first rays struck her blue eyes. I remembered the joy I felt at her birth. The golden light of her aura was beautiful as she turned and kissed the boy’s chest. She was content. I slid back and closed the door. I’d let her awaken and make love to the boy. I would guide her from here to seek light rather than the dark voices that had infected my thinking.

“She will never be me,” I swore. “She will be different. I need to break this chain of darkness.”

“Please, God,” I prayed, for the first time in my life. “Help me help her, damn me if you must, but don’t let her fall to the darkness.”

The stone pulsed in my hand to the sounds of my daughter and that boy. The one who named her Betsy. I shook my head to banish my irritation. My daughter clearly enjoyed the familiar nickname.

Instead of cycling into a rage, I recognized the pattern and chastised myself. I examined the stone in my fingers. The stone’s glow differed from when it helped me contain my power. The golden lines were thinner, and the inner light of the brownstone flared in my hand. It wasn’t warding off evil; the evil had fled. It wasn’t limiting the use of her power; it was absorbing her energy, and its fluorescence was beautiful as she worked her magic to please her first love.

“Her only love,” I swore as I understood more of the stone’s singing to me. “Thank you….” I said and slipped into my room quietly. I’d not disturb the two lovebirds. Today was a new day.

PAST - JEREMIAH

“Jeremiah,” Alyssa said audibly as my eyes blinked open.

“Wake up, love,” she said, her fingers running along my scalp. “Carmen needs a break.”

I stretched, and Lexi’s warm body shifted to her belly. Alyssa pulled covers over her naked flesh as I rolled out of bed and blinked blearily.

“I made a pot of coffee,” Alyssa whispered, “I’ll bring you a cup; try not to wake Kelly.”

Kelly was sleeping on the passenger side couch, her hand clutching the pendant. She was peaceful, and I slipped into the passenger seat beside Carmen.

“Okay, what do I need to know?” I asked Carmen.

She stretched in the driver’s seat and then blinked at me, “It’s like a car. Except the wind will push it around, but it’s lessened now that we’re past the Gorge. Follow the road directions here.” Carmen pointed to a list of turns and roads in Alyssa’s hand.

I looked along the list and the small-scale map showing the southeastern corner of Washington, where the roads were marked in yellow highlighter.

“How long was I out?” I asked.

“About two hours,” Carmen said, looking at the glowing digital clock on the dashboard, “I started back up a bit after two, and it’s close to five now. The sun will be up in an hour. If we keep on pace, we should be there by seven.”

“You look beat, pull over, and let’s change places.”

“Climb behind me, Papi,” she said and scooted to the front of her seat, “I don’t want to stop. This is a straight stretch.”

Hesitantly, I slipped behind her, sinking into the tight spot she’d left between the back of the seat and her round ass. She leaned back into me and paused. She relaxed as she sank into my chest with my legs spread wide around her body.

“I just wanted to feel you, for a moment, Papi,” she said, then reached for the cruise control, locking in our speed. “Okay, take the wheel.”

I reached around her and grabbed the wheel, feeling how it handled as she steered with me for a few seconds. The cruiser managed well for its bulk, but I could feel it tended to be blown by the wind and had to steer to counter that force.

“You got it, Papi,” Carmen said, letting go of the wheel and rolling under my arm towards the center of the cab. “I’ll be in the back.”

I glanced in the rearview, watching her move back as the coach shifted, and Alyssa passed her carrying a cup of coffee. I adjusted in my seat, getting comfortable while focusing on the road. I felt for the controls and tapped the brake pedal to disengage the cruise control. I pushed on the gas, and the engine responded. After a few moments, I felt more at home.

“Here’s your coffee,” Alyssa said from the passenger seat.

“You need to sleep too,” I said, stifling a yawn and lifting the cup to inhale the steam of the brew.

“I’ve cat-napped,” she said.

She pulled her knees up and tugged her oversized sweater over her folded legs. She pulled the seatbelt around her curled form and pushed her head against a pillow she’d placed between the window and her seat. I nodded and pulled my seatbelt tight across my hips, stretching the shoulder belt to rest across my chest.

“I’ll sleep here,” she said, closing her eyes. “I want to be close to you.”

“Okay, my love,” I said, focusing on the road as the radiance of the sun’s approach lit up the dark sky to our right, the hills and mountains dark silhouettes in the morning dawn.

I drank my coffee and drove the route as directed by Aly’s helpful notes. They made it easy to be in the correct lane and merge with the proper highways. We’d crossed the Columbia into Washington shortly before Alyssa had woken me up. I drove the interstate and thought of Kelly asleep on the couch behind my chair. I felt Carmen and Lexi slumbering in the back. The road signs had me heading towards their old school, and they had probably driven this stretch after I’d fixed them at that hotel.

Alyssa stirred, and I looked over at her. “You napped for about an hour. How are you feeling?”

She stretched, and her legs slipped from beneath her sweater. The sun was just up, and she smiled over at me and unclipped her belt, slipping over to hug me and kiss my cheek.

“That’s enough for me,” she said. “Do you need more coffee?”

I nodded. She grabbed my cup and slipped past a slumbering Kelly to fill mine and pour herself a cup. She returned, put my cup in its holder, and then sat in her chair. Her knees lifted again, her feet on the seat cushion as she held the warm cup in both hands.

“Were you awake when Carmen drove past the hotel?” I asked.

She looked at me quizzically, then smiled as she realized what I meant.

“Yes, she pointed it out.”

I nodded, letting my memories of that weekend pass through my thoughts.

“That was an interesting weekend, our birth as a family.”

“Yeah,” Alyssa smiled as she thought. “Carmen had good memories about that, too. She said it was the first time she felt whole. We had a nice conversation that helped her stay awake. I keep thinking how odd it is, now that we know more about ourselves… How Kelly, you, and I share a history, even if we never knew it before. Isn’t it strange that we’d meet in such a random way?”

“I never really thought about it,” I answered, thinking about it. “There has been so much that has happened since we met. It feels like an accident that we got entangled, but it also feels… well, like fate, as Lexi would say.”

We turned east towards their old school, heading directly into the morning sun, squinting. Kelly stirred in the sudden brightness, and I heard a Spanish curse. Then, the rear door slammed as Carmen blocked the glaring sunlight from invading the back compartment.

“Well, good morning,” Kelly laughed, slipped onto her knees, and moved forward to hug me and kiss my cheek.

She knelt on the floor between our two chairs and leaned against Aly. Aly smiled and combed through the golden locks of our mutual love. We stayed silent as we absorbed the sun’s morning rays, feeling some energy return after the night.

“Are you rested?” I asked Kelly. “We’re not far away.”

“I am,” she said, smiling. “The sun is beautiful this morning. It makes me feel happy.”

“Soak it in,” I said. “I have a feeling we’ll need as much power as we can get for the next few days.”

We talked about various mundane things. Kelly got to gush about her mother’s wedding plans. Alyssa smiled and said she thought Kelly looked terrific in her mother’s old dress. Kelly laughed and told the story about how Alyssa had first modeled it for her when she learned to shape-shift. Alyssa smiled at the memory, and then the topics shifted. We all avoided the elephant in the room. We never mentioned Jenn or what we might find when we found the hotel in Pullman.

Lexi woke up next, her naked body looking lovely in the rearview mirror exiting the rear cabin. She slipped on a new set of clothes, which helped me from getting too distracted or focusing on the rearview mirror. She came up and knelt beside Kelly as the road passed underneath us.

“Good morning, Master,” she said and leaned her head contentedly on my thigh.

Kelly leaned and hugged her sister, kissing her cheek and stroking her hair.

“Did you sleep well, Lex?” she asked, some concern in her eyes.

Lexi nodded, “Yes, I did,” she looked at Kelly, then smiled. “I’m fine, Kel, really. No damage.”

I heard Alyssa sigh quietly in relief. I wondered if she’d tortured herself for not being more careful. I didn’t think there was anything she could have done. We didn’t know much about the dark shadows or their influence. I figured we’d be learning more. They were not happy with our quest. I could feel their unrest in my core.

Carmen joined us, cupping a mug of coffee in her hands.

“I made another pot if anyone needs some,” she offered.

She sat on the couch behind me, then leaned over and kissed Kelly softly, “Good morning, sleepyhead,” she said. “You dropped out like a stone. How are you feeling?”

“Wonderful,” grinned Kelly, then her radiant smile turned grim as we read the sign announcing the city limits of the quiet college town.

PRESENT - JEREMIAH

Betsy looked at me, annoyed, “Jeremiah!” she huffed. “Do not worry about that boy, I am fine. He did not do anything to me.”

“But, Mom.” I tried, “We talked last night….”

“Yes,” she said. “I remember it well, and I thought about it when I went to bed. I have changed my mind.”

“Well, a little context before might help,” I complained, taking another bite of breakfast.

“What’s the fuss?” Kelly asked, breezing into the room. “What did Zac do now?”

“Nothing,” Betsy said, looking darkly at me, “Your husband must have a very low opinion of my only grandson.”

I held up my hands in surrender as Alyssa stood at the doorway.

“Don’t be unfair, Mom,” Alyssa said. “I heard you talking down the hall. What you said out of context could have indicated a problem.”

“Don’t you start on me, Alyssa,” Betsy said, working her way to complete annoyance.

We all throttled back as we’d learned that Betsy could have a fiery temper. Lexi and Carmen traded looks as if to say, “Here they go again.”

“What’s up, Dad?” Isaac said, coming into the room. “It’s not even a school day.”

I chuckled to myself as I realized he was right. I was never a good morning person, and I often lost track of weekdays and weekends. Alyssa and Kelly had taken their plates from Carmen and sat at the dinner table. Carmen brought out Zac’s plate, and he settled in next to his mother. Betsy and I moved to the table and tucked into breakfast.

“I’m sorry I was so heated,” Betsy said. The break in the action to come together around the breakfast table as a family had calmed her nerves, “But I have something to say, and all of you need to listen.”

We settled back, and Zac looked at his grandmother with respect, expecting one of her stories. He figured he’d later have to sort through fable and fact, but he always enjoyed how she told her tales.

“First of all, Zac, did you enjoy your father’s party?” she asked.

“It was great, Grams,” he smiled. “I guess I’m still processing what Dad had told me after what happened with Stacy. It is a little hard to accept.”

“Accept it, you must,” she smiled, not realizing she sounded like a white-haired Yoda. “We need to be plain about the powers your parents possess. I told your father, it’s time we trusted you to be the man we have all raised you to be.”

“What do you mean, Grams?” he said, putting food in his mouth so he could listen.

He was never one to fill the silence with an excess of words.

“Well, I was thinking last night about when I was young, and my powers quickened,” Betsy started.

“Mom, I’m not quite sure that Zac is old enough to hear this story,” Kelly said with a blush.

Betsy cocked her head, “Oh? And how old were you when I had to explain things to you?”

Kelly blushed as she remembered the first use of her powers. I also blanched. I was older than Zac when I first clumsily used my abilities and inadvertently activated Kelly’s dormant power. I shook my head.

“Point made, Mom,” I said. “You’re right. It is time we talked about this openly.”

Betsy smiled and leaned back to tell her tale.

“Well, my mother’s stories of her powers were always present when I was young. But she always made it seem so unreal and ugly that I never thought they were real. But they are, Isaac. They are.”

“She’d gone out for the night, and I knew she’d be gone at least until morning,” Betsy recalled, smiling as she remembered. “I had planned a nice dinner for Bob, your grandfather. Rest his soul.”

Bob had passed away from a heart attack when Zac was thirteen. It was unexpected. He was driving down a country road in Oregon’s wine country. His heart gave out, and his car slowed, bumping against the tree. When the police found him, it looked like he was sleeping. There was nothing we could do but grieve and honor the man we all loved and who had loved us, even if he never fully believed who we were.

She looked at Kelly, who was wearing the stone pendant again. She didn’t always. Her control was strong enough. The party had tired her; when she was tired, she welcomed the extra control the pendant afforded her.

“Do you see that brownstone necklace your mother is wearing?” Betsy asked.

Zac turned and looked. He blushed slightly as he noticed the innocuous stone nestled between the swell of his mother’s breasts. He turned back to his grandmother and nodded.

“Sure, Grams,” he said. “She’s worn it before.”

“It’s a protective stone, Zac,” she said. “It prevents the wearer from projecting their powers, and it protects the bearer from evil spirits and other powers.”

“My mother made me wear the pendant, especially around my friends,” Betsy continued. “I had dinner all laid out, and I saw I was wearing my mother’s stone pendant. I had no idea it was a protective amulet. I just knew it was ugly. I took it off and replaced it with a necklace. When Bob arrived, he hugged me, and I felt the first bloom of my power. We kissed passionately.”

“Okay, gross, Grams,” Zac said. “I don’t want to hear about you and grandpa making out.”

Betsy simpered, “Well, … it was wonderful. Is that better, Zac?”

“I can put together the pieces,” Zac said with a shiver.

“I am a halfling, Isaac, same as your father, mother, and dear Alyssa. We come from different and very powerful lines. You have the blood of two lines, and you need to know that.”

“Halfling?” Zac asked, looking confused.

“Half watcher—fallen angel, really, and half human.” Betsy explained, “Your mother and I are of the line of Baraqiel, our powers are often compared with a succubus, but we are not demons. Your father is a Yeqon. He can mold people’s thoughts and wills. Though, sometimes… he shows admirable restraint.”

“Huh?” Zac said, thoughtfully, incredibly accepting of Betsy’s explanation, “Is that why Stacy couldn’t stop kissing me, because I’m a sex demon, or because I changed her will?”

“Might be a bit of both, son,” I said.

“Definitely, both,” Alyssa said with a blush, then found her plate of eggs more interesting.

“Let me finish my story!” Betsy gripped Isaac’s hand. “You need to listen.”

“The next morning, I woke up,” Betsy continued. “My mother had returned, and I saw her at the door holding the pendant. I expected her to throw a fit and toss Bob from the bed, and I’d never see him again. But she didn’t. She closed the door and left us alone. and then… “ She blushed and continued. “Well, I’ll skip ahead. When Bob left, my mother called me to her room.”

“‘You love him, don’t you, my Elizabeth,’ she said,” Betsy recalled. “‘I can tell how you think of him.’ She put the pendant on the bed between us, ‘The question you need to ask yourself, my love: Do you want him to love you, or love what you can do?’ Then she got up and left me there with the pendant.”

Zac looked at his grandmother and nodded. “I get it, thank you.”

Zac pushed his plate away, stood up, and looked around the table. “I know you all love me for who I am. That is very important to me. You’ve raised me well. This house has always been full of love and light.” He paused, his eyes became a bit bright, and his voice choked, “I want you all to know that I will use whatever gift I have the way you have taught me to live. To help others, not myself.”

He sat back down, emotions running through his brain. I could feel him shape his curve as he processed his feelings. I had come to understand that all humans could do that to themselves. It was best if I left them to their wills. I helped with conflicts, but Zac had none of that.

When he looked up, he smiled at all of us, then back at Alyssa. “Will you help me understand how it works?”

Alyssa smiled at the boy she loved as if he were her son. “We all will. You will never be alone in this… unless you are ready to be.”

With that came another voice, rushing into the kitchen and running to squeeze Alyssa’s calves.

“Momma, I’m hungry. Can I eat?” said Naomi, our surprise addition to our family. The precocious five-year-old climbed into her mother’s lap and grabbed a fistful of eggs.

“I’m sorry, ma’am,” I lost hold of her, and she was here before I knew,” said Leah, Naomi’s nanny.

“It’s okay, Leah,” said Alyssa. “I’ve got her now, thank you.”

Alyssa smiled into the cherubic face of the chewing child, her eyes blue like her mother’s, her brown hair in disarray. Alyssa pressed her forehead to the child’s head and closed her eyes.

Alyssa lifted her head quickly and looked at me, “Um, how soon can our powers start?”

I shrugged, then did a double-take, and she nodded.

“I guess we’ll figure it out,” I sighed.

PAST - JEDIAH

Jediah cruised through the small towns and headed to the compound. The Priesthood wasn’t always welcome these days. Most of the residents in surrounding towns belonged to different sects, even other religions. The Priesthood used to be extremely well-funded and earned enough goodwill from their neighbors to be tolerated in their compound. Driving through the valley reminded Jediah of one of the meetings Deacon had taken him to with the locals.

“We just don’t want no trouble,” the local mayor of the neighboring town had said, “I seen that stuff on the news, raiding religious doomsday cults.”

Deacon had given him his customary smile. “We’re not like them. We plan to be around for a long time. We’re not waiting for an imminent armageddon.”

The area was rife with people who understood the biblical jargon. The high valley between two mountain ranges made the small towns feel more disconnected from the larger world. Missoula to the North was modern and everything an everyday person would want. It also hosted a University, one that the Priesthood had stayed clear of.

“Not good to shit in your bed,” Deacon had drawled when some of the younger elders worried that the brothel talent the Priesthood was known for was drying up.

Often, Deacon complained. “I wish we’d found Zedekiah’s boy, maybe he had a son, or maybe I could have turned Isaiah into our way of thinking.”

Deacon never did, and the priesthood had to make do with human ways of manipulation and corruption of young female mores to keep their brothels in business. They had a lot fewer now than they did thirty years ago. The loss of Zedekiah had dried up their supply, and they had to consolidate. They owned three profitable cathouses now, when they used to run thirty. The congregation of the Priesthood had dropped when the money started drying up. It seemed people couldn’t commit to religion anymore unless it came with material wealth.

They were not completely devoid of halfling power. The remaining lines had much less energy than the four power lines. Baraqiel, Samyaza, Penemue, and Yeqon were dead now, except for the whisper of hope Jenn represented. If they could find a Baraqiel succubus, that would change the equation drastically. Jediah thought about those needs as he let Jenn rest her head in his lap on the final drive to the compound.

Gadriel was Jediah’s line. He and his cousin Samuel carried the same blood. The line manifested powers in two ways. Jediah’s influence was more aligned with the warfare side of Gadriel’s legacy. He fed on aggression and pain. Without a wise teacher to guide him, Jediah had become sadistic in his pursuit of ways to feed his power. When he used his power, it was in violence, and he had learned to use tight controls. Since he often molded the young girls to accept pain, none would survive if he completely unleashed his sadistic nature. He had taught himself self-control, feeding regularly, but only in small doses. Jediah was a very deadly halfling, despite being small in stature.

Samuel manifested the other part of Gadriel, which was more delicate and contrary to his bulky size. He could manifest intricate body molding, shaping the corrupted females into lovely creatures that fired men’s desires. He could also bind dark spells to their flesh with tattoos and other carvings. Jediah found that using his cousin’s abilities could cover the times when Jediah lets his control slip, and the young girl would be scarred beyond what medical care could repair.

Since the loss of Zedekiah and when Isaiah had been killed in the car crash, Deacon began to think about how they could specialize their cathouses to cater to darker needs, while not mainstream, creating masochists that could often draw affluent sadists. Deacon reasoned that it might fetch a higher price. The market for pain-seeking masochistic girls who could take punishment was rising. Jediah and Samuel began to mold the new whores into exotic pain sluts, shaping their young nubile flesh into solid bodies that could withstand beatings and training them to seek the rush of endorphins. The results showed a slight rise in profits, but with only Samuel and Jediah available to mold and train the profitable whores who could survive such harsh use, a tax was put on their time.

Rolling up to the compound, Jediah woke Jenn.

“Come meet my cousin, slut,” and yanked her hair, tugging her from the cage in the cool morning air, “It’s time you had a feeding.”

Jenn’s head swam, and a dizzy grin passed across her lips as she was tugged down the path. She watched herself be steered roughly towards a small shack. Her disconnected thoughts wanted to run away from that dark place. She was also curious about what she’d feed on, her mind flashing between the aches of pain and the pull of addicted sexual desires.

DISTANT PAST - ISAIAH

Katie’s mother came to collect Jeremiah, her expression of concern mirroring her daughter’s worry.

“It’s okay, mother,” Katie said, faking a happy smile. “Everything is fine, we just need to talk about some things.”

Katie put on a brave face and waved to Jeremiah as he drove away in her mother’s backseat.

Katie returned to the living room next to Isaiah, with Sammie on the other side of their man. The table was full of small stacks of paper and disturbing nude photos of other women. Isaiah took a deep breath and tried to start at the beginning. He had to confess and come clean. He needed their trust, not blind obedience.

“I will be straight,” Isaiah said. “I am not like you, I’m different, I’m like a psychic. I think. My father is too. I think we can make people think different thoughts.”

“Like hypnotism?” Sammie had said, having watched variety shows where a charismatic performer controlled people.

“No, not exactly,” he said, struggling to find a way to explain, “I can change what people believe is right or wrong. I can fix how well they can exercise self-control.”

Katie looked at him, then blanched. “You’ve done that with us? Is that what you’re saying?”

Katie was happy living with Isaiah and Sammie, but she knew their way of life had drawn curious stares. Classmates often questioned her about her living arrangements. She knew that how the three of them lived and loved wasn’t normal. But she didn’t understand precisely how it had come to be. It felt as if it was usual to love two people.

Her eyes widened as she recalled the night she had caught Isaiah and Sammie.

“You did!” and Isaiah nodded and bowed his head. Katie’s anger grew, and Isaiah just looked at her, letting it grow.

Katie’s thoughts teemed as she thought more about it. What else had he changed? His look of guilt and shame soon cooled her thoughts. But she realized she was controlling her emotions. He wasn’t affecting her.

“You could change me now,” she said quietly. “If you wanted, you could make me accept this news with a grin instead of a broken heart.”

Sammie listened, confused, as she also put the pieces together, then shrank away from Isaiah. Sammie looked at Katie with tears in her eyes. Isaiah listened and clung to the breastplate. He knew this was painful for his loves, but he was tired of hiding. They needed to process this unbelievable information.

“Why?” Katie asked, “Why aren’t you fixing me now? Oh, Isaiah, I’m hurting.”

Isaiah showed her the plate that limited his powers. He explained how he’d gotten it from some man in the mountains. How he’d been tempted at the hotel and how he was able to run away from his weakness. He told them he never meant to hurt them. His selfish actions just trapped him.

“I love you, Katie. I never meant to hurt you,” he said, then turned to Sammie, “I love you too, in much the same way. I never realized what I had done until I read what my father did.”

Slowly, the trio came to grips with what Isaiah had done. They accepted it. Their love had grown too much to try to undo the changes Isaiah had made. They focused on his father’s actions and reviewed his financial records and journals. They read sections to each other and connected the larger puzzle pieces. They understood the magnitude of the web of corruption that Zedekiah masterminded, and they blanched.

“Those poor women are slaves and don’t even know it,” Katie said.

That was a punch in the gut to Isaiah, but he nodded, “I feel horrible, I wish I could undo what he did to them.”

Sammie looked at Katie and then Isaiah, “Can’t you?” she asked. “You have the same powers.”

Isaiah considered it, then looked at the stack of financial papers totaling millions of dollars. “If I did, they’d come after me,” he said, pointing to the pile of papers. “The criminals of that Priesthood make a lot of money from that trade.”

“What about Jeremiah?” Katie said, connecting their greed with her family. “He could be like you, right? Same powers as you and your father? Would they want him? This Priesthood?”

Isaiah paled as he thought, “They probably would. Since my father is dead, they might look for me. To force me to continue his corruption… and if they knew about Jeremiah….”

Isaiah knew his father had left town before Jeremiah was born and had never known his grandson. He recalled his father’s words, “She is not like us, Jeremiah. She’s not of pure blood.”

“I don’t think my father thought my son would have any powers,” he said. “But the Priesthood, they might be desperate. We’ve got to hide him from them.”

“Hide him? How? He’s four, Isaiah.” Katie said.

“I need to leave, draw them away,” Isaiah said, hating the words from his mouth but also knowing it was the only course.

“Alone, what would you do?” Katie said, looking at Sammie, who listened speechlessly. “And I love you, Sammie, but two women can’t live together, not in this town.”

“What are you saying?” Sammie asked, face ashen.

“You two go. You run, and you never come back,” Katie said. “I’ll stay here. My family will help me with Jeremiah. I’ll protect him.”

“No!” Sammie said, crying and falling into Katie’s arms. “No, I can’t do that.”

Katie comforted Sammie as Isaiah realized that what she had proposed was the best way to keep Jeremiah safe. The three held each other for long moments, not wanting to part.

“What will we tell your parents?” Isaiah asked. “They can’t know of my power. That has to be kept secret.”

“I’ll tell them we fought, that I was jealous of Sammie. That you doted on her and shunned me.” Katie said, forming the germ of a story.

“They’ll hate me,” Isaiah said. “They’ll hate me for hurting you.”

“I know,” Katie hugged him tightly and kissed him tenderly. “For Jeremiah’s sake, we need to split up. Break it so it can’t be repaired.”

Isaiah knew that was the only way, and he convinced Sammie of that, too. It only took a few touches here and there, and then Sammie realized it was the only way. He avoided the anger in Katie’s eyes as he wove the cover story into her moral curves. Isaiah’s power sealed his fate in her mind, and she hated him. Only Isaiah knew the whole truth.

Tears welled in his eyes as he drove away with Sammie, his father’s cursed briefcase in the car’s boot, with all of his and Sammie’s clothes.

“It was for the best, my love,” Sammie said. “She never accepted that you loved me more. We can be free of her jealousy now.”

That only made Isaiah sob, and the tears fell from his eyes. Sammie comforted him, curling closer across the front seat of his car, trying to comfort him, “I’ll miss Jeremiah too.”

Given the emotions Isaiah was feeling, it was a miracle they made it to their hotel in Portland. In the morning, they would head east as the sun rose over the Columbia Gorge. They’d drive the road that passed through the shadows of the towering ridge and through bright stretches where the sun warmed the asphalt highway. The pain of leaving his first love steeled Isaiah to hate the Priesthood with every fiber of his being.

PAST - JEREMIAH

Alyssa studied the map during her vigil with Carmen, then with me. She found the hotel in the road atlas and directed me through the town. We turned away from the campus. It seemed that Jenn’s mysterious M didn’t want her to be near where she could have been recognized. As we pulled into the parking lot, I think we all had knots in our stomachs.

Kelly was the first one out, followed quickly by Carmen and Lexi. Alyssa and I trailed, ensuring the cruiser was shut down and locked. She took my hand as I pocketed the key.

“The best way we can help is to watch and listen to their thoughts,” Alyssa said. “I have no idea what she looks like.”

I pushed the faint image of the backlit face I saw that first night through the door, her features indistinct from the shadows. It might help if Alyssa had an idea of her shape. Who knows what the M might have done to her appearance? She nodded and accepted my help as we stood behind Kelly, speaking with the desk clerk.

“Her name is Jenn. She’s in trouble. She called from this hotel,” she said. “Has anyone checked in as Jennifer Miller?”

The desk clerk wanted to help, and I scanned his thoughts as he worked the terminal. He had just started his shift, his first shift this week. I doubted he might have seen her or would even recognize her by Kelly’s description. I nudged Alyssa, and she gripped my hand, prompting me to look through a door in the back room behind the desk. An older man was wearing a jacket and heading back to the desk.

Kelly was frustrated as the active clerk looked at her blankly, “I’m sorry, Miss, no one by that name has checked in.”

As the older man walked past, Kelly accepted Alyssa’s suggestion, “Excuse me, Mister,” she asked with a smile, though her thoughts were filled with worry and apprehension. “Did you work the night shift?”

“I did,” the man paused and smiled at Kelly, getting his eyeful, “Do you have a question?”

I wanted to punch the man in the gut when his curve lit up watching Kelly, but I restrained myself. He might be a pervert, but he might help if he had an eye for young girls. I felt a bit dirty as I pushed a thought at Kelly.

I could feel her conflict and disgust at first, but outwardly she blushed demurely, “I’m looking for my friend. I was told she was staying here.”

She described Jenn’s features and continued to flirt. “I was hoping we could meet up. She said this was a fun hotel, with handsome older men who knew how to treat a girl well.”

She played the part well, though her thoughts were dark and twisted. She used a bit of her power, and Alyssa helped by telepathically suggesting that Carmen and Lexi preen behind Kelly.

“I even brought some friends,” Kelly said as Alyssa’s web of thoughts entwined with all of our thoughts.

When you think about it, the older man didn’t stand a chance. That he understood so quickly, though, betrayed that he knew what went on in this outwardly pleasant hotel.

“Ah, yes, I do remember her. She checked in on my shift two days ago.”

Alyssa fed me the highlights of his thoughts as she filed through them; Jenn showed up with a man her age. They checked into a double room. She came down to the bar shortly after. She left shortly after with a different man. Jenn returned a while later and left again with a much older man.

The man had slid behind the desk, dismissing the clerk who had just started. He flipped through the registrations looking for a name. Then found it.

“Michael Riggins, room 408.”

“Thank you so much,” Kelly had said, leaning against the counter and letting the man look down her top. “You’ve been such a help.”

I had heard too much and reached out to shake his hand. “Thank you for your help.”

As I touched him, he realized that young girls weren’t as attractive as he used to think—probably too high maintenance. He suddenly recalled how well his wife took care of him. He smiled politely at Kelly, then excused himself to go home.

The five of us headed to the elevator. “What did you do to him?” Alyssa asked curiously.

“He has come to appreciate the benefits of being married to a wife who loves him,” I said, and she nodded and smiled.

“Hmm, He deserved much worse,” she said. “I only shared a small portion of that pervert’s activities.”

The other three ignored us, hurrying to the elevator. When they got to the fourth floor, they rushed down the hallway. Carmen knocked on the door, then Kelly and Lexi added their fists to the commotion.

“Jenn!!” Kelly called out. “Jenn. We’re here. Come open the door.”

They were on the brink of panic when they heard the handle jiggle and the door turn.

“What do you want?” Michael said. “There is no Jenn here. You have the wrong room.”

“Carl?” Kelly gasped, then growled after doing a double take, “Carl??! What hell are you doing here?”

The look on the young man’s face as he recognized Kelly betrayed who he was. I scanned him and read the mix of conflict coursing through his mind. Kelly’s old boyfriend, the one who broke up with her the night I met her in the stairwell. Alyssa’s eyes narrowed as she read his thoughts and felt him try to come up with a story, speechless in the face of Kelly.

Kelly’s chest pulsed as she tried to push her paralysis power at him, but it bounced off the pendant she wore. Carmen rushed forward and shoved him into the room, with Lexi right behind. We followed as Michael/Carl pinwheeled backward into the room. The door clicked shut behind us. Lexi whipped around and knocked him flat with a roundhouse kick to his head.

Then things got a little out of control. Alyssa held Kelly’s hand, pulling her backward as Kelly wanted to scratch his eyes out. I grabbed Carmen, who was ready to start kicking him in the gut. That left Lexi alone, and we saw in close quarters what her martial arts training could do. With an economy of vicious kicks and punches, Carl/Michael was subdued, lying prone on the pile of sheets on the floor. Carmen found the phone; its line was already pulled from the wall. She removed the cord from the receiver and bound his hands behind him.

We sat him in a chair and waited for him to wake up. We hadn’t ever had a captive before, and as he sat unconscious, we looked at each other, wondering what we should do. In the surprise of Carl/Michael’s presence, we’d forgotten we were here for Jenn. Carmen and Lexi looked around the room. It was a shambles, but Carmen dug through the mess of bloody sheets and messy covers and found a little black dress. It looked like it had been torn off Jenn’s body. Jenn may have been here, but she wasn’t anymore.

Alyssa and I talked to one another, sometimes aloud, about how to interrogate him. Kelly looked ashen. She was filing through her memories of Carl. She realized he tried to manipulate her and make her feel comfortable with him. Why he always wanted to have sex with her clicked into place.

“He was trying to recruit me….” Kelly whispered. “He wanted to make me a….”

She reached out and slapped him across the face, and he started to awaken at the sting. She spat at him.

“You BASTARD!” Kelly screamed and started to pound her fists into him.

Carmen had to use all her strength to haul her away. Lexi had to help her restrain Kelly, as I sat down in front of the man who looked at me with a tired, resigned look in his eyes.

“What is your real name?” I asked, “and don’t say, Michael, or Carl, I’m not a fool.”

“It’s Benjamin,” he said, and though his curve was alight with fear, the section that would betray any deception was clear.

“I’m Jeremiah, Benjamin,” I said, smiling confidently. “I guess you already know Kelly. That’s Lexi—her roommate, Carmen—her neighbor, and my best friend, Alyssa.”

As I introduced him, I realized he’d only recognized Kelly. He never met her roommate. He was trying to isolate Kelly, not woo her. He preyed on Kelly’s naivety. Her only defense had been the strength of the moral structure her parents had instilled in her. I silently thanked Betsy for that. I pushed the thoughts of what could have been out of my mind. We had to think of the present.

“Where is Jenn?” I asked again and felt Alyssa’s influence drift along with mine inside his brain.

“I don’t know?” Benjamin said, and his eyes looked frantically. “You’ve got to believe me.”

I already did when I saw that her disappearance surprised him.

“What was supposed to happen this morning?”

I was surprised how little I had to mold him to get the whole story. We were too late; this Jediah person had taken Jenn. I tried to focus only on things that would help us find her, but the rest of his story disturbed me as well. I wanted to destroy him, and Alyssa had to put her hand on my shoulder to distract me. I stood up and looked at her.

With a blink from Alyssa, Benjamin’s head fell forward.

“He’s exhausted, poor thing,” she simpered.

The five of us huddled. Kelly wanted to go to the compound right away. Carmen wanted to hold Benjamin and let Lexi practice her taekwondo on him. I wanted him to be punished for what he had tried to do to Kelly and had done to Jenn. Alyssa was the only one to put some distance between us and the emotions and look at all our options. We finally let her talk.

“Unfortunately, we need him,” she said. “He knows where the compound is and can guide us. We can find out more about him along the way. I wouldn’t say I like it, but he needs to come with us. That will help us rescue Jenn the fastest.”

“I don’t know,” I said. “I think we’re over our heads. We don’t know what kind of beehive we’ll run into at the compound. This was easy, five of us and one of him. What if the numbers went the other way? What if there were other halflings with powers we didn’t know about?”

“That’s another reason to bring him along,” Alyssa said. “I have many questions about that. We can get a much better picture with your father’s photos and Deborah’s diaries.”

“We still need to get to the bank and the safety deposit box,” I said. “We don’t even know where the bank is. There is so much we still don’t know. Is it the best plan to barrel into the center of Priesthood territory to try and rescue Jenn? Maybe we back off, circle the wagons, call the cops.”

Alyssa shook her head, and I felt her thoughts, and even I knew my worries were empty fears. She smiled and stepped close to me, grabbing my hand and looking into my eyes.

“The simple fact is you feel responsible for Jenn, and you have a confidence problem,” Alyssa said with a glint in her eyes, continuing, “I’m not going to blow sunshine up your ass, Jeremiah. A good person is compelled to evaluate what’s happened so he can apply what he has learned,”

“Why are you quoting Top Gun to me?” I laughed as the mood lightened.

“Besides the fact that you’ve watched that movie on VHS so many times, it’s engraved in my mind; it’s something you need to hear,” Alyssa said. “You are a good person, Jeremiah. When the time comes, you’ll know what to do.”

“I don’t know,” I said with a wink. “I never liked that Maverick guy. Did you know he ran a brothel out of his parents’ house to pay for repairs to his father’s car that he dunked in a lake?”

Alyssa’s eyes sparkled, “Sometimes you have to say, ‘what the fuck,’ J, saying ‘what the fuck,’ brings freedom. Freedom brings opportunity. Opportunity makes your future.”

I laughed, “It’s no fun playing pop-culture quotes with you,” Jeremiah said and kissed her, “What the fuck? Let’s go to Pinebluff.”

“What about him?” Carmen said, kicking at Benjamin’s chair.

“Alyssa is right,” he needs to come with us.

When the six of us left the hotel, Benjamin walked alongside us. He was glad to be with his old friends. He was looking forward to taking them to his home and wanted to tell us all kinds of stories along the way.

It was a bit of a chore to make that happen. Benjamin’s moral curve was strikingly different from those I had been exposed to. The Priesthood had ingrained prejudices. He saw females as almost a lower life form. His morality thrived on lies, deception, and half-truths. He preferred secrecy to forthrightness. It was the first time I’d performed such extreme reversals, but Alyssa said it was good that I practiced in a safe place.

While she and I worked, Carmen led Lexi and Kelly in cleaning the room. They swept the room clean of anything we had touched. They piled the bedsheets on the bed, bundling the bloody sheets in a separate pile. When we left, stuffing the stained sheets into a garbage chute in the hallway, the room didn’t look any different from any other.

In the lobby, with our new friend Benjamin following along, we saw a police officer to one side interviewing a woman. She was crying and looked shaken, her body bruised and holding a bag of ice to her cheek. Alyssa glanced over and concentrated, then wandered closer.

“Alyssa will meet us on the bus,” I said, and we all headed to the cruiser.

After a time, Alyssa entered and closed the door. Carmen started the van up, and Lexi gave her directions to head out of town. Kelly sat on the sofa opposite Benjamin with a cold stare in her eyes. Alyssa sat beside her while I sat next to Benjamin.

“Tell us about Jediah,” Alyssa said, her blue eyes dark with anger.

It was difficult not to punch Benjamin in the nose when Alyssa sent me the woman’s account of rape she’d told the police officer in the lobby.

PAST - JENN

Jenn’s eyes blinked open slowly, and for the first time in days, her head didn’t ache. There were still parts that hurt, but the feelings were ebbing. She blinked her eyes and looked around. The detachment she had experienced made her memory spotty. There was that yummy older man she seduced in the hotel bar. Then there was this much larger man, muscles rippling under his tight T-shirt.

“How have I gotten so tall?” she wondered as she looked down at the pair of men walking below her.

She realized she was on a pedestal. Her hands were lifted above her head, not stretched but held in cuffs so that her whole body was exposed. She shivered as she realized she was naked before these two men. She tried to move her legs, which sent a labored moan of pain through her lips.

“That’s still sore,” her brain told her, and she tried to remember why.

Jenn realized her ankles were cuffed too, stretching her legs apart. Her cunt pulsed for a moment as she felt the big man wave his hand over her sex. It felt different, cooler. She shifted her hips and purred as she felt her labia slide against each other. It felt more sensitive, a bit delicious. She wished she could see what he was doing.

Her gaze shifted around the room, and she noticed a young girl about her age through a window. The girl was strung up like her, arms above her head, making her huge breasts lift from her trim, toned abdomen. Jenn moved slightly, and the girl mirrored her movement, her large breasts bouncing. Her brain began to realize it wasn’t a window but a mirror.

“But my breasts aren’t that big,” she thought.

She tested this new theory by rotating her torso, her hips swaying nicely. Her flat stomach showed firm abdominal muscles that she’d always admired in more fit females. Her movement was matched precisely by the girl in the mirror.

“Stay still!” growled the man and slapped her ass.

Jenn yelped as she watched the man strike her in the mirror, and a purr of arousal at the feel of the warmth his hand left behind.

“How could that shapely, sexy woman be me?” Jenn thought to herself, focusing more on the girl’s young face, her tongue moving over her teeth as she smiled.

Her eyes were the right color but appeared slightly larger. Her hair, a mishmash of highlights before, had evened into a dark auburn, not bright red like Lexi’s but reddish amber. She loved it. Her facial features had smoothed out, less cherubic, more angular. She had higher cheekbones and a nice set of dimples as she smiled—her teeth were straight and even and a brilliant white.

“Wasn’t I missing a tooth?” she thought to herself as she watched a cloud of confusion pass over her features. “I don’t remember wearing any braces.”

The changes in her appearance would have taken many delicate surgeries and months of recovery. She fought through her confusion as the man started working more delicately around the front of her abdomen. She inhaled sharply as she felt his fingers press her belly button, then purred as he slid a pretty piece of jewelry into the fresh piercing in the middle of her sexy abdomen.

Another press at the top of her mound.

“When did I shave my pubic hair?” she thought for a moment, then groaned at the pinch of pain, and another sparkle of silver at the apex of her smooth, naked cunt.

“No hair,” she realized.

None under her arms, and no shadow on her calves or forearms. She didn’t recall shaving, and her fractured memories weren’t clear, but she felt it had been a few days since she had groomed. The man blew across her bare cunt, her knees buckled, and she hung from her wrists until another sting of his palm had her back on her feet.

The soreness fled as she watched his hands move down her bruised and scratched legs, much paler than the rest of the flawless, tanned flesh of her upper body. As his hands moved down, the hue of her legs darkened to match her enhanced torso, the muscle tone more defined. She shifted her gaze, and the man circled behind her. She saw another reflection in that mirror and watched as his hands waved and her ass lifted. No more cellulite, but round, toned plumpness that didn’t shift down when she failed to flex her gluteus muscles.

As the man stepped back to check his work, she rolled her hips and wriggled her abdomen. She danced for herself in the mirror and drew some admiring whistles from the pair of men in the room.

“Good work, cousin,” said the shorter man, his name lost in the fog of her brain.

She wanted to call him ‘Daddy’ and figured that would do as she felt her desire rise.

“Pretty standard so far,” the giant man admitted, standing and looking at her and adjusting a substantial bulge in his jeans, “Now for the tats.”

Jenn wanted to call him ‘Big Boy’ if he ever let her show her appreciation when he released her from the restraints.

She watched him stand behind her, and his voice lowered, growling some strange words as his hands slid over her hips, just above her perfectly round ass. She suddenly shrieked in pain as red fire poured into her tawny flesh from the tips of his fingers. As it cooled, his lowly uttered oaths seemed to stir patterns into the darkening design, a symmetrical web of dark lines and shapes connected at the center with a five-pointed star at the base of her spine.

She screamed. The pain felt like she’d been branded. Her thoughts flooded with dark images of females experiencing delicious-looking pain inflicted on their flesh. Through her pain, she also felt their projected need. They fed off their torture. She wanted to feel that hunger and began to as the brand turned dark ebony.

The man took his time, walking around and spitting his dark curses as new marks appeared. An inviting flower at the top of her now dripping cunt made her want to feel the swelling tube of his manhood impale her there. She felt hopelessly empty, hanging from her wrists. Another star blazed on the inside cleavage of both her enormous, firm breasts. She inhaled in fevered lust as she felt her nipples harden, knowing they’d stay that way permanently.

He stopped and stepped back, turning to say something to the man.

“Just fuck me,” she cursed at them as lust filled her veins.

“In time,” said the shorter man—Daddy, unfurling a bullwhip.

The mark on her ass burned as she realized his intention and licked her full lips.

“Yes, Daddy,” He knew what she craved, and she suddenly craved the bite of his whip.

“Well done, cousin.” Jediah praised, before asking Samuel, “Do you want a turn with her?”

“I always test my work,” Samuel said and gripped his cock through his jeans. “How do you want to test her?”

Samuel listened and nodded. Jediah’s brain was twisted, but he liked it that way.


CHAPTER 2
BRONZE REVELATIONS


PAST - DEACON

Deacon slowly opened his eyes, then his mouth. He looked at Rebekah as she held the straw to his lips. Her eyes watched his throat as he swallowed a few sips. He pushed the straw out with his tongue and looked at his companion.

“Jediah is back,” she said with no emotion, “He brought that girl. He took her to Samuel. He said he would introduce you to her when she was done.”

Deacon nodded at her report. She was always precise in what she said and ready to serve his needs. She hardly ever smiled, though; the stiff way she moved her body was a bit off-putting. Not that it mattered; he was too old to enjoy her in other ways. He mostly enjoyed his own company. With a nod, she left him with his thoughts.

The news of a possible Baraqiel had him in a reflective mood. He had spent the last few days reliving the past, from when Zedekiah was murdered to the present.

Zedekiah had been the mastermind behind their vice and prostitution business. Not only finding the most amazing talent for their brothels but negotiating incredible terms with oriental drug cartels for their heroin. He also arranged the transport of the drugs from the ports in northern California via biker gangs to their brothels in Nevada. The money laundered through other Priesthood fronts had kept this small compound well-funded.

Zedekiah’s sudden death left the Priesthood scrambling. Deacon had taken leadership of the cult compound after the disastrous awakening of the last Baraqiel and had allowed the younger Zedekiah to assume great control. The organization ran so well that he’d let Zedekiah have a long leash. Zedekiah had moved with his wife and infant son away from the compound, frequently changing cities as he finalized the deals that made the Priesthood so profitable.

When Zedekiah returned to the compound with only his wife, Deacon should have taken the business back from him, delegated the different companies to other leaders, and diversified. However, Zedekiah was always very persuasive and, agreeing that Deacon was right, assured him that it would happen soon, just a few more trips. Deacon cursed at himself for allowing it. The absence of a Yeqon heir was a deadly blow to their organization.

Deacon had tried to pull together the pieces: traveling to the brothels, inviting the Chinese to taste their talents, and bribing them with their own vices. He wasn’t the same as Zedekiah. His line didn’t have the same persuasive power. His self-imposed isolation at the compound had weakened his people skills. The people he needed to cooperate with had agendas outside Deacon’s influence. The deals he did manage became less lucrative, and the Priesthood organization shrank.

The aftermath of Zedekiah’s murder had another facet, thanks to the young girl in his room. She was the granddaughter of an Idaho representative to Congress. While the murder was never solved, nor was a killer found. The crime became a federal investigation. The congressman was convinced it was a foiled kidnapping attempt, and the bureau followed their leads. Tracking the money associated with Zedekiah’s accounts soon had them at the compound’s gates. The investigation’s attention brought in new federal agencies. While the government mostly turned a blind eye to consensual plural marriages in some cult factions, the forced marriage of child brides was frowned upon.

Deacon cursed at that, too. He’d never taken a wife. The fools who preyed on the cult’s younger daughters and traded among themselves were few, but enough to draw the attention of the federal agencies. The scandal brought the blaring lights of television news, and soon there was footage of young children being taken away from their gates in State vans. Young mothers were taken to shelters, and older men were shackled and frog-marched across the screen. Amid the scandal and with reduced wealth, the cult’s population plummeted. What was left were the hardened believers. Deacon drew the cult back into secrecy and dialed back the vice outfits in Nevada.

That was when he’d taken Rebekah under his wing. She was one of the few wives who were old enough at the time of their marriage to avoid being targeted by the authorities. But her husband had five other underage wives in his household, so her children were stripped from her and taken into child protective custody. Rebekah was left behind, and Deacon brought her into his house. Since then, she had served him well, taking care of his home and schedule. She never shared his bed. With what had happened with the Baraqiel bitch, Deacon had decided celibacy was the safest path for his leadership. He would approve of each new whore that Jediah’s organization brought to his door, but he never touched them.

That thought reminded him that Jediah was back. Deacon scanned the compound through the windows in his room and then closed his eyes. Rebekah would awaken him when Jediah was finished with his fun. He’d rest until then.

PAST - JEREMIAH

The more Benjamin told us about Jediah, the more angry Kelly became. Alyssa was also repulsed and angered by Benjamin’s telling of Jediah’s dark perversions. As descriptive as Benjamin’s tale was, it soon became apparent that he was ignorant of the more supernatural side of Jediah. With a nod of Alyssa’s head, Benjamin slumped back asleep. Kelly stood stiffly and walked to the bedroom in the back of the cab.

Alyssa and Lexi followed her, and I checked in with Carmen.

“Where are we headed?” I asked, dropping into the co-pilot seat.

“Well, I figure Missoula is the best place to head,” Carmen said. “Take a look at the map and tell me what you think.”

I looked at the route, which ran nearly due north to Missoula before circling back southeast into the small valley where our destination lay. I looked for different routes, but all the roads were twisty, carving between significant mountain peaks. The rugged peaks of the Bitterroot Range prevented a direct eastward route. The elevation changes would take their toll on our heavy camper, and there were no services along that path.

“Yeah,” I finally allowed, “I think that’s the best way. We should probably stop somewhere for the night. How far until Missoula?”

“About three hours,” Carmen said, the skies darkening as the sun set to our left, “I’ve been keeping my eye out for camping grounds. We need to empty some tanks and fill some others.”

She waved her hands at the console and the maze of gauges and buttons. I took her word for it. Like with most things, if Carmen knew about something, it was best to leave her to her work.

“The less populated the park, the better,” I said, and she nodded, “I trust your intuition, Carmen.”

I focused on the conversation between three girls in the back; Alyssa’s mesh of our minds aided me as I tuned into the stream of thoughts. She was talking with Kelly and Lexi. Benjamin’s story was very troubling to them, especially Kelly. Via the mesh, I asked Alyssa privately if I should come back. She indicated she was handling it, but was hungry.

“I should make some food. We haven’t eaten all day.” I said to Carmen.

“No, Papi,” she laughed, smiling. “Swap out with me, and I’ll make us something to eat—no offense.”

“None taken,” I said. Honestly, I had no idea where anything was located in the kitchen, and the thought of Carmen’s cooking made my mouth water.

We swapped out, and she headed to the kitchen. I drove down the road. I didn’t scan the girls as they talked. I needed to concentrate on the road. I did enjoy watching Carmen make some sandwiches in the rearview mirror. Despite the foul mood, everyone was in with Benjamin’s discovery. Cooking seemed therapeutic to Carmen. Her graceful moves and soft singing voice soon soothed my spirit.

PAST - KELLY

I wanted to puke—I also wanted to scratch Carl’s eyes out. The shock of seeing him again, in that setting—in that stained room. It took me a while to put the pieces together. I was wearing the pendant, which was probably a good idea. The rage I felt was beyond what I’d ever felt before. I began to understand how my mother felt when she got wound up and angry about something. This was more than something. I wanted Carl-Michael-Benjamin to stop breathing.

Even in my rage, I was glad that Alyssa and Jeremiah were there when he opened the hotel room door. They had never seen him before. They did not know him from Adam. They had the emotional distance I lacked, which was a good thing. Lexi and Carmen had jumped to my defense. They knew about my time with him, though they had never met him. He always wanted me to be alone. I thought it was romantic. Now I realized it was a sick way of control. A wave of nausea washed over me while I focused on cleaning the room up with Lexi and Carmen, while Alyssa and Jeremiah focused on whateverhisnameis.

I had to steel my nerves as we cleaned. The evidence of Jenn’s torture was everywhere. Sheets stained with her blood. Other crusty stains made me want to shower as we gathered up all the bed linens and discarded them in the hall chute. Based on what Alyssa had leaked to us about that pervert desk clerk’s activity, the hotel was probably used to this routine.

I didn’t particularly appreciate that Carl was coming with us—Michael—I didn’t know what to call him. That Jeremiah made him think we were all friends made me sick. He smiled and laughed with us while I wanted to press my thumbs into his eye sockets. We all played the game, though. I understood why we needed to play the parts. In the van, my cheeriness evaporated, and I glared at him, my anger putting him back on his heels.

He avoided looking at me, and Alyssa sat beside me and held my hand. Carmen and Lexi had gone up front to drive us away from the hotel and leave this town. A town I used to love, but now I couldn’t wait to be clear of its borders. My emotions were frayed, but I stayed to listen to Benjamin. I’ll call him by that name, as he was nothing like the Carl who tried to seduce me.

The stories he told about Jediah, the recruiting process, the training they gave their recruits to endure, and even to crave pain. It sickened me, and even Lexi, who had come back to sit with me, growled several times in disgust. She might like the more edgy things, but she was always in control. The thought of corrupting a girl in such a way made Lexi tense and angry.

When Alyssa finally made him sleep, I was past my limit. I stood up and walked to the back, closing the door before I let myself cry. I sobbed into the sheets. Lexi came behind me, lay beside me, and stroked my back. Alyssa’s comforting presence was next, just staying silent and letting me cry. The soft touch of her fingers on my head soothed me.

Soon, I was ready to sit up and talk it out. The few times we’d done that as a family had always helped us work through intense feelings. I sat up and turned towards the front, and Lexi and Alyssa sat at the foot of the bed, and we all smiled, remembering happier family councils.

“Honestly,” I admitted, “I’m scared more than anything. What might have happened to me? It frightens me.”

“Me too,” Lexi said, “I never liked what you told me about Carl. He sounded like a douche. But I was just your roommate. I didn’t think I had a place telling you which boy to like.”

“I think they use that to their advantage,” Alyssa said, shaking her head. “In the first semester in college, many young people haven’t formed close friendships. They use that to cull the pretty ones from the herd. You must have captivated him because you don’t fit the model.”

“Oh?” I asked. “How so?”

“You have a strong connection with your family,” Alyssa said, “Carmen or Lexi would be better targeted. Jenn fits their mark also, being without family.”

“Yeah,” I said, remembering. “He tried to get between my mother and me, too. He’d blame her when I felt he was getting too handsy. Tell me she was too controlling. Tell me she was going to ruin my life.”

Alyssa nodded and let me work through my thoughts as Lexi sat thoughtfully.

“I guess that is why Jeremiah is so different,” I reasoned. “He has never tried to separate me from my family or friends. Jeremiah is the opposite. He has adopted my friends and respects my family.”

Alyssa nodded. “Jeremiah is very different, an extraordinary man. I knew that about him before he had met either of you. For all the things that have happened, that Jeremiah came into your life is a blessing.”

She looked odd as she heard that word slip from her mouth and smiled at me to cover her surprise.

“A blessing, hmmm?” I teased.

“Well…, a fortunate coincidence,” Alyssa laughed, modifying her words, then explaining, “I’ve changed too. With everything we’re discovering, I have to admit some things have me thinking more spiritual thoughts.”

“I feel frightened,” Lexi said, looking at Alyssa, “You said I fit their model, and I do—not having any family. I could have been in danger, I could be in Jenn’s place,” she hung her head as she drifted into silence.

“I think it’s important not to dwell too much on what could have been,” Alyssa said, “It didn’t happen to you, and for a good reason. We are together for some purpose. We’ve all felt that. We can make a difference. We can end the Priesthood’s influence. We can choose to make the right decisions instead of the easy, darker path.”

“You’re right,” I nodded. “What could have been didn’t happen. We need to focus on what’s next. I worry about Jenn with what we now know of this Jediah character.”

“Well, we know where he is going,” Alyssa said, “and, with sleeping beauty in our hands, we know where we’re going. We won’t have to hunt for the compound. We must get whatever is in Jeremiah’s safety deposit box and go straight to the compound.”

The door opened, and Carmen came with a plate of sandwiches and a bowl of chips.

“Are you guys hungry?” she asked, putting the plate on the bed.

Lexi’s eyes got big, and she smiled for the first time in a while. She was snapping up a sandwich and grabbing Carmen’s hand with her free hand. She tugged Carmen closer and kissed her before taking a bite of the sandwich.

“Urghhf,” she paused to chew and swallow, “You always take care of us, Carmen, thank you.”

Carmen smiled and kissed Lexi’s head. “I always will, little one,” she smiled and headed back to the front.

Carmen smacked Benjamin across the cheek as she passed his sleeping form. He didn’t even move.

My mood lightened at that sight, and I ate Carmen’s food hungrily. The three of us moved back up to the front. Carmen dragged the sleeping man to the back, then got out her bag of tricks. She hog-tied him with cuffs and ropes. She shoved a ball-gag in his mouth. Then, when she was done, she told Alyssa to wake him up.

“He needs a taste of his own medicine,” she said, a dark look in her eyes. She closed the door to the back room. With the road noise, we could hardly hear his screams when we were all in the front.

DISTANT PAST - ISAIAH AND SAMMIE

Isaiah had left his home, intending to go to Nevada and find work near the brothels in his father’s papers. He had left Katie and Jeremiah half of his savings, promising to send her more as he traveled. He knew his savings wouldn’t last long, and he’d need to find work. Small towns in Nevada were not the best places to make some money. He decided to return to the small town where his father was killed. It was large enough for him to find work. It was also one of the Priesthood’s main recruiting grounds.

When they got there, Sammie started to get depressed. She had nothing to do since she no longer cared for Jeremiah, and Isaiah worked longer hours to make money. She was lonely. She started volunteering at women’s shelters, caring for victims of abuse, rape, and unwanted pregnancy. Her caregiving tendencies made her a natural for that work. The situations the women had found themselves in saddened her. She spoke of it to Isaiah and encouraged him to do what he could to stop the abuse of the Priesthood.

A few months later, the news of polygamy at the Priesthood compound broke. The local news ran regular coverage of the scandal. At work, Sammie heard they were looking for volunteers to help triage the children and women that the cult elders had abused. She prodded Isaiah, and they moved closer to the compound. They volunteered to help with the effort to find appropriate foster homes for the misplaced children.

“Can we adopt one of the children?” Sammie had asked, missing Jeremiah’s presence in her life.

“Sweetheart,” Isaiah said, “we can’t afford it, and I don’t think we can do that and fulfill our mission.”

“I know. I miss caring for Jeremiah,” Sammie sighed.

Isaiah didn’t modify her anymore and allowed her to feel that absence. Despite his modifications, she’d also started to miss Katie, because the drastic changes he’d made so rashly when they left didn’t hold. She kept mentioning Katie more fondly, and Isaiah didn’t want to keep using his power on Sammie. They ended up having the same conversations as they worked through their feelings of absence and withdrawal. It was good for Isaiah, too. He was hurting from his guilt and shame. Talking about his feelings with Sammie was difficult, but it brought them closer. He wondered if Katie still hated him.

There were dozens of children misplaced. The federal agencies involved didn’t think it was best to go to families in the local area in Montana. As they did more background checks, the families often had similar traits to the ones they were forced to leave—too many young mothers and older fathers. Finally, after conferring with neighboring state agencies, they decided to place the children in homes in Oregon, Washington, and Idaho.

Isaiah worked in a section for sending children to Oregon families. It was primarily administrative. He had little contact with the children, seeing them only briefly before they were transported by bus. They were assigned a guide and then transferred to their new family.

Part of his job was changing the children’s names. The cult tended to name their children with names found in the bible, and the last names were often a mix of strange-sounding Aramaic or Hebrew words. Foster organizations preferred popular names, and it was essential for Isaiah to find suitable ones.

He watched the girl outside his window. She was roughly Jeremiah’s age. Brown hair, blue eyes, and a quiet demeanor. Her given name was Adaliah Penemue. He was familiar with many of the surnames from studying his father’s papers; a few notebooks were dedicated to genealogy, and Penemue was one of the cult’s prominent lines. He assumed females rarely manifested powers, as his father’s work mainly focused on the younger boys in the lines.

He looked at the child through his window and wanted to find a name that captured her essence. He first thought of Alice since she seemed curious, and her blue eyes reminded him of the girl who followed the rabbit down the hole. He dismissed it because Alice had recently been associated with a housekeeper who had a bunch of kids. He doodled on his scratch pad, trying variants of that name. Ally was too terse. Alicia didn’t fit her. He wrote Alyssa on his pad, then said it aloud. The little girl outside his window turned and looked at him as he said it. She couldn’t hear him, and the glass was one-way. To the girl, she was looking in the mirror. But the coincidence and the sound of her name meshed.

‘Alyssa Phillips,’ he wrote on her form, collected her papers, and went outside. He handed the documents to the guide and told her to head to dispersing for her funds.

“Goodbye, Alyssa,” he said with a smile and a wave of his hand.

She waved back and smiled, then tucked her head of brown curls bashfully into her guide’s neck. Isaiah thought, “Wouldn’t that be funny if she met his Jeremiah someday?”

He laughed and picked up the next packet from the following guide. He looked at the chunky two-year-old girl with blonde hair. He’d take his time finding the right name for this girl, too. They each deserved his full attention. Soon, he’d forgotten Alyssa as his day drew longer.

A few weeks later, he and Sammie left Montana and headed back toward Washington. A small college town there that Isaiah heard was attracting the attention of the Priesthood recruiters. He wanted to establish himself there, get a job, and make money. The small college town of Pullman was nearest to the Priesthood’s influence. Sammie could live there and find her career, while he could continue to help break the Priesthood’s influence.

PAST - JENN

Jenn still hung from the cuffs, her new tattoos burning her flesh and their dark influences sinking into her nerves. Her nipples were hard as rocks, and her cunt seemed to pulse with the need to be filled with anything. Her bottom rocked and gyrated, trying to attract the attention of the two men watching her.

The huge muscular man went to a shelf and tossed a flogger to the shorter, sterner guy. It had thin leather straps, not soft but stiff, like dozens of his leather belts attached to a handle. The short guy stood behind her and started flicking the flogger over her ass. She barked out a shout at the first sting, then hummed to herself as her nerves warmed to the sensation. The burn of the stroke soothed the fire from the brand, and she pushed her bottom out, seeking another strike.

Her body vibrated as she tried to lean over, stretching her arms to push her ass towards the man. The giant man climbed up on the pedestal and reached above her head. His dark eyes watched her as he unclipped her cuffs from the ropes. She smiled and leaned into him as she rocked her hips back. The small man smacked her ass harder. Jenn yelped, then purred. She licked the large man’s chest. He pulled her arms down, then rotated them back. She felt the stretch of her arms as he clipped her cuffs together. He clipped the end of a cable to her cuffs and then jumped off the pedestal.

The small man took his time as the larger man moved her into the position he wanted. The strokes of the whip sting with a flash of pain that made her mouth gasp and eyes close. She always rocked back—the last whip stroke never enough. She felt her cunt moisten as she rolled her hips, seeking another stroke.

The large man pulled on the end of the cable clipped to her wrists and guided her arms up behind her back. The further her hands rose, the more she bent over, trying to take the pressure off her shoulders. She struggled to adjust her balance, her ankles still bound and legs parted about shoulder width. She groaned as the pain from her strained arms sank into her nerves. Her hips had to rock back and expose her dripping cunt more.

“Yeohchhhh,” Jenn sang out as the short man whipped the flogger up between her thighs, slamming the leather into her mound, the tendrils sinking into the tattoo flower above her pouting cunt. She almost came right then, as the pain dropped into a deep, needful pulse of heat.

“Oh, Daddy, more,” she pleaded.

The large man stood at the edge of the pedestal and watched hungrily. She was bent over from the rope strain, lifting her wrists behind her back, and her head was right at his crotch. He enjoyed her feral smile as she focused on the prominent bulge in his dirty jeans. He gripped her chin and pulled her mouth open. Then pushed a ring into her mouth, forcing her mouth to open wide. He fastened the strap behind her scalp. She felt her glands pour saliva into her mouth as her jaw spread wide. She looked shocked for a moment, a question in her eyes as the large man stepped back.

*sssssCrack!*

She jumped as a fire of pain stung her ass. She couldn’t see the older man as she tried to look wildly to see what he had hit her with.

*sssssCrack!*

Another sting on her opposite cheek screamed, her hips rocking to anticipate and avoid the next blow. The man stepped into view, and she saw him swing the bullwhip, feeling the tip’s harp bite before hearing the crack. She howled and gurgled as the pain started to rise. Her nervous system began to work as she floated along a curve of pain.

Suddenly, the large man—Big Boy—was in front of her again with his dirty trousers pushed down his thighs. His colossal cock rubbed against her face as he stepped on the platform. He gripped her head and then, holding his shaft, slapped her cheek with the thick, hot column of flesh. He watched her wordlessly as she felt his cock, then she nuzzled into it, turning her ring-gagged maw towards his meaty head.

Another whip crack made her knees shake, and the Big Boy fed her his cock. She realized why the gag was in her mouth as she could not close her lips or teeth around the invading column. The whipping started to increase as she used her tongue to suck on the cock in her mouth as best she could.

Drool dripped from her mouth in streams as the man held her head in both hands and mouth fucked her hard. She groaned at the musky flavor of him. The whipping of her thighs and ass only made her want more. When the cock plunged into the back of her throat, she inhaled the sour, manly scent of his pubic hair. She felt the flogger return and punish her dripping cunt. She rolled her hips, seeking each strike. She wanted—needed more.

Her mouth emptied as the thick cock drew back.

“Naaauhh, I waaan moowwaah,” she pleaded as he drew back.

She inhaled and pushed her head forward. He laughed at her, gripped a handful of her red hair, and filled her mouth with his cock again. Her eyes rolled back in her head as she tasted his musk.

The flogger stung her cunt again, and her body shook. Vision blurred as she felt an orgasm rip through her nerves.

“More,” she thought, “this isn’t enough….”

Large hands gripped her breasts, sinking deep into the molded cups, squeezing hard into the base. She groaned and pressed her chest down, straining her arms more. Her permanently hard nipples pressed into the rough palms. She gurgled around the cock in her mouth and growled as the flogger hammered into her cunt and inner thighs.

Hands seared her hips as the shorter man crawled onto the platform behind her. She ground her sore ass into his crotch and tried to smile as she felt his erect cock slip between her round cheeks. Her thighs and hips worked, moving her aching cunt over the stiff shaft, trying to get it inside. Then she held still with a sharp sting from the flat of his hand.

“Aauuuhhh eyyaaaaaahhh,” she growled around the cock in her mouth as he roughly sheathed his shaft into her hot, slick cunt.

She rolled her eyes back and pressed her tongue flat along the base of the invading thick shaft. Surrendering her mouth and cunt to the use of the men who had whipped her and branded her with the black tattoos. They took her roughly. Hands slapped her ass and flanks as they pounded into her. Fingers gripped her abraded flesh, sending ripples of fire through her nerves. She danced as the orgasms started pounding together, then she floated.

She watched from above as the two men used the trim girl between them, her body shaking from lust and deep need. They pulled out and sprayed her face and bottom with their spunk. She felt the hot spray hit her as she watched, floating in the rafters. Then they left her hanging from her cuffs, body limp as tremors coursed through her nerves. Then she let herself slip into the darkness and rest.

“Clean her up,” Jediah told Samuel as he tucked his cock back into his trousers. “Let her rest and recover, then clean her up. She meets Deacon tomorrow.”

PAST - JEREMIAH

Carmen’s sandwiches took the grumble out of our stomachs, but we needed more rest. Pushing down the road would get us minimal benefit. We should be rested and energized before rolling into enemy territory. When the girls gathered back in the front cabin, and Carmen was busy with Michael in the back, I asked Alyssa to scout for a place to stop.

“There is an RV park,” she said, “according to the map outside of Missoula, we can stay the night there.”

She directed me to the correct exit, and I pulled into the park. I chatted with the attendant and paid for a remote slot with no neighbors. He showed me where to dump my tanks and refill our water tank. I showed Carmen where to park it, and she drove off. I went inside the store to look for more detailed local maps. I also bought a pen and paper and wrote down an address from the yellow pages for a place in Missoula.

I searched for the bank’s exact location, but the attendant told me, “There’s only one bank in Pinebluff,” with a scoff of laughter.

As I headed towards our camping spot, I saw Lexi and Kelly outside, trying to put up a small tent. Lexi was telling Kelly what to do, and it looked like Kelly was completely confused by the process. Seeing me, they put down their work and walked to greet me.

“I don’t want Michael to sleep in our home,” Kelly said, looking flustered.

I nodded in agreement.

“None of us do,” Lexi agreed. “But Carmen and Alyssa are making dinner, and … well, I could use your help—no offense, Kel.”

“None taken.” Kelly said, “In my universe, roughing it is that,” and pointed at our luxury RV. I don’t find living like the Flintstones appealing.”

The withering look she gave the tent made me laugh. It was probably a tiny beginning of the punishment she wished for Benjamin. I had my ideas about how to deal with him, but I wanted to tell the group before I went on with any plans.

“Sure thing, little one,” I said, and Kelly clapped and hurried back inside the RV.

Lexi smiled and hugged me, and together we set up the tent and slipped a sleeping bag inside. Lexi hammered in another stake near the opening. I looked at her with a raised eyebrow.

“You’ll understand when you see what Carmen and Alyssa did,” Lexi said with a mischievous smile.

“Okay,” I said, wondering what was planned, “I think that does it then. Should we see what’s to eat?”

We climbed into the RV and slid back against the cab as Carmen led Michael out on a leash. I had to do a double-take; she had a training collar around his neck and held a chain attached to one of the D-rings. He was panting as he tried to scramble out the door.

I looked at Alyssa with a raised brow.

“He thinks he’s a dog,” she said with a simpering grin. “The bad boy needs to pee.”

“You did that?” I asked.

“Yeah,” she nodded. “Turns out my telepathy can add some pretty extreme suggestions, stronger than the more typical hypnotic suggestions. I thought this would help control him until we figure out what to do with him.”

I scanned him, and while his moral curve showed the same changes,d I’d made, very different forms of activity lit up his emotions. His primary focus was on some very primal needs: bodily functions, eating, and sleeping.

“Seems to work well,” I said

I slid behind the table that had folded up from the floor. The driver’s side wing wall was extended, so the pathway along the middle of the cruiser was still clear to walk. Three of us squeezed behind the table on one side, and Carmen brought two folding chairs to set up in the aisle. We ate and enjoyed our meal, sharing some mundane thoughts.

As the meal ended and Lexi helped Carmen clean up, Kelly leaned against me and closed her eyes. I thought back on how quickly things had changed. Alyssa curled her knees into her chest and opened one of her books (not one of the diaries, thankfully), settling against me as well. I sat and remembered our first morning in the house. How we’d all stood in a circle, and I’d inventoried each of my girls.

Kelly rested her hand on my chest, wanting to feel my heart. She was the mother of my child, my new fiancée. She had bloomed into her powers, powers that we all felt. I had a better understanding and restraint in using my powers. She seemed more comfortable experimenting with hers. Until last night, when we’d been possessed after her power had paralyzed Lexi. Would she become hesitant to use it? She slowly turned the stone pendant in one hand, watching it while she thought. I let her have the privacy of her thoughts and shifted my attention to Alyssa.

She was reading one of her usual psychology books, but her thoughts weren’t like when she studied. She was trying to connect the supernatural experiences we had had with popular theories of how the mind worked. I loved that she was always thinking. It wasn’t easy to surprise her, and I found that strangely comforting. Her powers had also bloomed, and she had bound us closer together in many ways. I realized it was probably her telepathy that we’d felt in the hotel when we were all together. While my powers also played a role. Our powers combined made for a complex web of intertwined thoughts. She nodded her head and looked up at me.

“How can you do that?” I asked, kissing the top of her head, “Read and listen to me at the same time?”

“I’m finding it easier,” she said, “but sometimes I wish I could turn it off and let you have some privacy.”

She turned towards me and kissed my lips softly, looking into my eyes, “You deserve to have your thoughts, but it comforts me knowing how you’re always thinking about us.”

She turned back to her book, and my attention was shifted to Lexi. She stood in front of me, washing down the table. Focusing on her task made her happy. She enjoyed that her labor helped her family. She had learned from her time at her foster home that the service routine made her comfortable. When she finished and folded the table into the floor compartment, she knelt at my feet and laid her head on my thigh. I felt her relax; another comfort for her was being near her sisters and me.

Lexi had become very attuned to our thoughts and could connect things, such as our dreams. How she found the silver briefcase was incredible. Even more, it was how much it had helped us learn who we were. She was invaluable. Her takedown of Michael/Carl/Benjamin was surprisingly quick. She didn’t boast. She felt it was something she needed to do for her family, along the same lines as washing off the table where we had just eaten. Thinking of the meal drew my attention to Carmen.

Carmen had her back turned to us, which gave me a fantastic view of her round, shapely ass. The way she moved made it hard for me to stay focused, and Alyssa giggled beside me. Carmen shimmied to a tune in her head as she put the last of the dishes away. Her service was unique not only sexually but also as an unspoken leader of our family, always keeping us on task. She had her plans, but she never forced her way. She’d go through Aly or me and take our advice. But once a plan was agreed on, she ensured we all played our parts.

My family had become closer, despite our incredible discoveries of supernatural powers. We were primarily successful because we all played a part. Carmen saw us all cuddling and slipped beside Lexi, her head on my other thigh, and closed her eyes. We all relaxed and took a collective breath. I was ready to move into the bedroom, but I relented to one last piece of business before tomorrow came.

“We can’t leave him thinking he’s a dog,” I said, “what do we do with him?”

“Well, we don’t need more than a few more things from him,” Alyssa said, “the location of the bank and the compound on the map. After that, I think we can do without him.”

“I thought about what we should do about him,” I said, pulling out the page from the telephone directory for Missoula, “I think we can do something with him that will serve some justice.”

The girls passed around the sheet as I continued.

“I think I can mold him to be service-minded. To be kind towards women. To serve at women’s shelters doing menial work for room and board.”

“Do you think that is safe?” Alyssa asked, “What if your adjustments don’t hold?”

“I think you and I can make such a change of mind permanent,” I said, “if we set up his internal reward system to reinforce the adjustments.”

She nodded thoughtfully. “Okay, I see where you’re going.”

“He should be behind bars,” Carmen said. “His kind are dangerous. He won’t stop preying on women.”

“We don’t have a crime to charge him with,” I said. “We sanitized the room, and I don’t think we can convince a jury that Jenn was coerced. Even if we could, any investigation could lead back to us. Additionally, even if he were convicted of a crime, he’d likely be back on the streets in a couple of years, only angrier.”

“I still think putting him in a hole in the ground is too good for him,” Carmen spat.

“I don’t disagree, but I don’t want his blood on my hands, either,” I said. “This seems to serve a karmic balance without entangling us further, as much as I hate that he abducted Jenn. We have done the same with him, and the priesthood’s money might influence local law. I think we should change his mind and leave him to find his way with a different outlook.”

“I agree with you, Jeremiah,” Alyssa said. “We can’t become who they are. That doesn’t break the cycle. We need to do something different.”

Slowly, the girls all nodded in agreement, and we formulated a plan. I sketched out a moral curve, and Alyssa edited it with some remarks. Satisfied, we filed the plans away and began preparing the RV for sleep mode.

“Can he sleep outside as a dog for one night?” Carmen asked.

“Yeah, I think we can allow that. I certainly don’t want him in here,” I said as I pulled the curtains over the front windows.

I turned around, and Carmen was ahead of me, heading to the bedroom. Her sisters were already around the queen-sized bed in the back. I slipped in, and we all looked at each other for a second.

“It’s time to reconnect and recharge,” Alyssa said, “we do that through talking, but I’m talked out… I want to touch you, all of you, and I want you to touch me.”

We all nodded, though I worried it would be a tight fit on the smaller bed. Lexi and Carmen started undressing me, and then Kelly and Alyssa slipped out of their clothes. Kelly took off her pendant, hung it near the bed, and then looked at all of us. She started glowing, and the room brightened and warmed in the light of her aura. I slid onto the bed as they shed what was left of their clothes.

We connected, and I lost track again. I opened my mind and felt Alyssa slip into my thoughts. She opened her mind, then all of our thoughts tumbled together. Our warm bodies move into each other. My cock was gripped, licked, and sucked, perhaps by three different people. I touched a breast, then another with a different shape. My mouth kissed and gnawed on succulent flesh.

There was no urgency, as we shared our passions and fulfilled each other’s needs. Kelly slipped away, and Carmen slid under me. I barely lifted my hips as her hand reached and reinserted me inside her. I rode her harder, rougher, and she bucked up against me. I pushed her thighs back, holding her legs open, and she roared as an orgasm ripped through her. We all trembled at the sensation before she slipped aside.

I slipped to the mattress and rolled onto my back. My lovers each took a turn, and I focused on their unique needs. Lexi wanted to ride me like a jockey, as we stared into her emerald eyes. When she rolled off, and into Kelly and Carmen’s embrace, I grabbed Alyssa, and we rolled off the bed.

We were both fired up from the day, and the use of our powers as a form of justice. When I bent her over the edge of the mattress, she tossed her head and looked back at me as my hips slammed into her ass. Then she turned and focused on her three harem sisters, entwined and watching. I gripped her hips and pushed her against the bed. My hips hammered into her in a fog of lust.

She whipped her head around to watch me, her eyes ablaze. Our three lovers watched as I took Alyssa to the edge and then rode her through her orgasm. She arched and froze, her hips shaking as her insides convulsed, and I shot wad after wad into her convulsing womb.

We stayed there as my head rested on her back, panting for breath. Then I rolled her back onto the bed and climbed beside her. Our three lovers embraced us as we all quieted. The warm glow of arousal from Kelly’s power shimmered, and she fed on our passions and reflected them as soothing energy. Alyssa recycled that power through her telepathy, and my entanglements washed us all into shared consciousness. In harmony, we fell asleep and rested.

PAST - JENN

Jenn was sprayed with warm water and left naked, kneeling on the pedestal. Her hands still cuffed together behind her, though no longer raised in the harsh strappado position, her ankles were sore from the awkward position of kneeling. Her flesh blushed a burnished red over her new tan complexion. Some marks from the whip were still visible. The big man returned and toweled the water off her. Then, with some motions, the scars from the whip faded, but the aches remained. She slumped down, exhausted.

The big man wrapped a large leather collar around her neck, his hands roughly holding her chin up with his thumb as he buckled the stiff leather in place. He attached a lead to her collar, then unclipped her ankle cuffs, then her wrists. He tugged her collar, and she bucked forward awkwardly. He caught her and helped her to her feet. Otherwise, she would have tripped and fallen onto the concrete floor. Once she got her weight under her, her captor guided her by a leash towards the back of the rundown building.

“That’s what I am,” Jenn told herself. “An animal, a dog, a fuck dog.”

Her thoughts were slipping darker as her mind dropped from the high of her orgasms and the flood of endorphin-fueled pain relief. In their absence, she ached. She swayed as the man dragged her to the back, then opened a door of steel bars set into a concrete block back wall.

Jenn felt his hand grip a mass of wet hair and push her head through an opening in the wall into the cage. The room was warm, with the concrete exposed to the sun during the day. She scrambled inside, and then her head was tugged back. She had to twist her body around as the man yanked her head to the front of the cage, then disconnected her leash. The iron bars were slammed and locked into place.

She scrambled back into the far corner of the small cell. It was about half her height and long enough that she could lie down flat if she kept her knees partly bent. She curled into a fetal position on the rough wool blanket on the floor. Her only piece of luxury was the old army blanket. The concrete on the floor was cooling, and she made the blanket into a small folded slip. She felt the dark shadows; a heavy presence surrounded her—their dark whispers invading her thoughts.

“More than I deserve,” she said to herself, “I am lucky to have this scrap. I am nothing, nobody. Just three holes for men to use. They feed me so they can use me.”

She wanted to cry, but her thoughts were too dark. She tried to distance herself from the detachment she experienced when she was high on the pain they inflicted. Without the pain, she felt numb, cold, and useless.

“You are a slut” the voices said.

The taunting sprites clung to her in the bleak darkness of the rigid cage of stone and metal.

“Cum guzzling whore,” said another.

“Worthless cuntbag,” another chimed in.

The chorus grew, and she believed every word. She curled into a tighter ball and put her hands over her ears. That only made the voices laugh and sing out more curses and profanity.

“I wanted this,” Jenn told herself. “To be used. I begged for their attentions, their cocks, their fists, and whips. I earned this… punishment.”

She dropped deeper into darkness on that cold night, feeling abandoned for the first time in her ordeal. The reality of her recruitment and corruption was her fault, she believed, and no one else’s. The lies that the dark, craven spirits sang in her ears left her nothing else to consider. She huddled in the darkness and withdrew from the light.

“It would expose me. Everyone would see my shame,” she thought. “I have to hide in the dark. I’m a creature of the night now.”

PAST - JEREMIAH

I felt a tug on my arm and looked up sleepily into Alyssa’s blue eyes. “Come on, Lover,” she whispered, leaning close and kissing me softly. “Let them sleep, and you and I can take care of whatshisname.”

I slipped away and silently closed the room door, peeking to see Carmen between Lexi and Kelly, holding them at her bosom. I turned around and saw Alyssa pulling on a pair of jeans, and I opened my cupboard to find a fresh set of clothes.

“What should we name him?” I said with a whisper, “It seems he goes by so many.”

“Let’s keep that the same as he told us,” Alyssa said, pulling down a sweatshirt over her naked breasts. “One less thing to worry about.”

“So Benjamin,” I said, buttoning my jeans.

I was semi-erect and needed to go pee. Alyssa smiled and took me by the hand. Together we went outside into the morning air. The ground was cold and slightly damp, and Benjamin was sleeping with his head outside the tent. Alyssa looked at him, pulled me around to the far side of the cruiser, then pushed her jeans down and squatted. I took the hint and pushed down my trousers. She started to piss about the same time I did. She watched my stream hit the ground, then giggled.

“It’s steaming,” she said, watching the hot fluid turn to vapor.

“So is yours,” I smiled, shaking my cock and stuffing it back in my trousers.

Alyssa stood up and slipped her jeans up her thighs, “I guess we’re both going commando,” she said, noticing I wasn’t wearing underwear.

I nodded and smiled, and we went around to talk with Benjamin. Alyssa concentrated and removed the suggestion that he was a dog. I shifted his moral curve the way we’d planned. He woke up quietly, rolling over and looking at us.

“Oh,” he said softly, “thanks for letting me use your tent for the night and the ride.”

“Where are you going today?” Alyssa asked while pushing another suggestion.

“I need to get into town and look for a shelter,” He said, rising and neatly rolling the sleeping bag up.

“Oh?” Alyssa asked, “I know the address of one. It’s just a few miles away. Do you want a ride?”

“No, it’s better if I walk,” Benjamin said.

“Wait,” Alyssa said as he turned towards the exit to the camp, “I wanted to know if you knew the directions to the bank in Pinebluff. Can you look at our map?”

“Sure,” said Benjamin, then stood anxiously, like he was wasting time when he could be on his way.

Alyssa slipped back in, grabbed the road atlas, and put it on the picnic table outside. She pulled out a highlighter and gave it to Benjamin. He looked at the book, then flipped a few pages to where Pinebluff was and ran his fingers along the highway.

“It’s right off the main road running through town,” he said, marking the page, “You shouldn’t have any trouble.”

“How about the United Priesthood compound?” I asked.

He looked at me strangely.

“You’re not going to take these girls there, are you?” Benjamin asked a bit worried, “They don’t belong there. They’d be safer at this shelter I’m going to. I can take them with me.”

I looked at Alyssa with a raised brow; she smiled enigmatically, “Scan him,” she thought to me.

I scanned and perceived genuine worry in his thoughts. He was frightened for them, and that was a good sign. Alyssa and I traded some ideas and sat down next to him.

“Thank you, Benjamin, for thinking about them,” I said, “I won’t let any harm come to them. They will stay with me. I need to do something at the compound. Can you show me where it is?”

With a blink, he nodded, marking the page again with the highlights.

“It’s just west of the main road, about a mile past the bank, then ride that road a few miles; it is a dead end at the gate.”

“Is it guarded?” I asked.

He shook his head. “No, it’s not. There aren’t enough left to have good security.”

“I need to talk to the leader,” I said. “Can you draw a map of what you know of the compound?”

Benjamin thought for a moment, then drew a series of squares and a winding line that circled the squares. He explained where the leader, Deacon, lived. He also pointed out that women were usually held in one building.

“They have a set of cages,” he said, looking at Alyssa and me, “like dog kennels. They keep the women there before they send them to their brothels. Please help anyone there to escape. Send them to a place where they can get help. Like the shelter, I’m going to.”

“We will, Ben,” I said. “Thank you for helping us.”

He nodded, then looked around. “It’s getting late; I need to go.”

We nodded, and he rose and started walking to the gate. His pace grew faster until he was jogging by the time we lost sight of him. I looked at Alyssa and thought for a moment.

“Pretty strong suggestion,” I said, “Will it hold when you’re not around?”

“I don’t know,” Alyssa said, “your changes will help make his mission more permanent, but I don’t know how long my suggestions will last. Probably need to experiment with that….”

“Okay, Focus!” I chuckled, “Bank first, then the compound.”

“Right!” she said.

We slipped quietly back into the camper, but the girls were already up and moving. Carmen was making a quick breakfast, passing out store-bought muffins and cutting up some fruit. Lexi brought me a cup of coffee, and I slid next to Kelly on one of the sofas. Carmen had brought in the wing, narrowing the aisle, while talking with Benjamin.

“How did everyone sleep?” I asked, “Are you ready for today? It might be very challenging.”

The girls all nodded somberly. I let them have their thoughts and studied their faces and body language. Alyssa kept her mind to herself, and we all looked at each other as we ate.

“I slept well. I feel rested,” Lexi said. “What’s the plan?”

“Well, we got information from Benjamin about where the bank and compound are in Pinebluff,” I started, “Pinebluff is about an hour away, and the bank should open in about an hour and a half. We plan to get to my father’s safety deposit box and whatever it contains. Then head to the compound to rescue Jenn.”

“We might pause a bit,” Alyssa allowed, “based on what’s in the box, but I think we can get Jenn away from anyone if we all work together unless there is something we don’t know.”

“That’s a good question,” Carmen asked, her eyes solemn as she wanted to help her friend, “What don’t we know?”

“That’s unanswerable,” Alyssa said, “but what I do know, from reading Kelly’s grandmother’s diaries and the financial papers from Jeremiah’s father’s estate, is that the Priesthood is very much weakened. The financial papers show an organization that went from thirty brothels twenty years ago to only five when Jeremiah’s father was killed.”

“That’s a significant drop,” I said, “I guess I had my father figured wrong if he was able to reduce their influence that much.”

“That’s where Kelly’s grandmother’s journals fill the gaps,” Alyssa added. “She recalls things from before she had a child, so her stories go back almost fifty years. We know that when her power bloomed, she killed three of the most powerful lines. The only one left was your grandfather, Zedekiah, Jeremiah. He was the one who kept things going, almost single-handedly. After his death, the number of brothels plummeted.”

“So what good does that do us?” I asked, “Betsy still thinks they have a body molder, and Jediah seems like a dangerous man. We know nothing about this Deacon, who I assume is the cult’s leader.”

“Yes,” Alyssa added, “ valid concerns, but the angelic powers are mostly held in four different lines. We represent three of those, and Debora’s journal indicates that the Samyaza line has ended at least at the Priesthood.”

“What do you mean?” I asked, “You think there are others? Outside of the priesthood?”

“I can’t discount it,” Alyssa allowed, “but I also can’t say for certain that other lines exist. I can say that our powers are far superior to what’s at the compound. They have no lines that can influence minds through power like yours or my telepathy.”

“If Deborah’s notes are accurate,” I added.

“True, if what she wrote was true,” Alyssa admitted. “Given what we experienced, using her notes as a guide, I’d say she’s at least eighty percent accurate.”

“What are our weaknesses?” I asked and looked around at the other girls. Kelly looked a bit frightened but set her jaw. Lexi looked like she could chew nails, while Carmen’s impassive determination frightened me.

“We haven’t worked much as a team,” Alyssa said. “And we’ve never used our powers to combat other powers. We have one protective amulet that can protect one person from any powers they might have. Since wearing it means our power is nullified, I think we should have either Lexi or Carmen wear it.”

“Give it to Carmen,” Lexi said. “I can take care of myself.”

“Let’s get to the safety deposit box,” I said. “Then we’ll circle back to this.”

Carmen started to head to the driver’s seat, and Lexi caught her arm, “You’ve been driving a lot,” she said. “Can I give it a go?”

“You?” Carmen teased, “Can you touch the pedals?”

Lexi sprang up and swept her leg, and Carman fell laughing onto the opposite sofa,

“I surrender. Go drive!” Carmen sang, rolled onto her feet, and followed Lexi to the front.

They talked, and Carmen pointed out a few things to help her get familiar with it, while Kelly, Aly, and I cleaned up the tent equipment and stowed it in the compartments underneath. Carmen had Lexi ease the coach to the refill station, and then we dumped tanks and replenished our water tanks. I paid our bill, and Lexi headed south to the valley with Carmen in the co-pilot chair, navigating.

“You should go into the bank alone,” Alyssa said. “This tank will draw enough attention. We don’t want anyone to know that four young females are along on your ride. The more we can surprise them, the better.”

I nodded, “I’ll go in and get the contents. Do we have a bag to put it in?”

Kelly went to her storage compartment and came back with a knapsack.

“You guys gave me shit about taking six bags,” she said with a smile. “This is why I come prepared!”

We stopped talking for a bit, and the energy in the room felt slightly nervous. I put my arms around them, and they leaned into me. I silently comforted them, and Alyssa freed her mind to soothe Kelly and my nerves.

Before too long, Lexi made a left turn at a light, pulled up alongside a curb, and parked.

“The bank is back at the corner of the main street,” Carmen said. “Parking back here won’t draw as much attention.”

I nodded and stepped out of the coach. Lexi and Carmen had slipped back so that no one could see who was inside from the outside. However, innocuous would not be an adjective to describe the vast bus parked on a side road of a small rural farming town. I shook my head, slung the knapsack over my shoulder, and shoved my hand in my pocket to grab my father’s key.

The bank was small, with two teller windows and a door. I went to the teller and slid the key towards her. The older lady looked at the key and then at me with an odd smile.

“George! Someone has a safe deposit box key,” she squalled behind her.

“Which one?” a man’s voice asked, coming nearer.

I showed her the number, and she nodded, “The one—you know….”

The door opened beside the teller windows. “Oh, that one,” said the small, unassuming man, “Come on back, young fella.”

He was small and well-groomed, like you’d expect a banker. He chose suspenders and a bow tie over a belt and necktie, even though he was rail-thin. He was a bit older than middle age, and his hairline was balding at his crown. I followed him up the hall to the smaller vault door, and he opened it to let me in.

The room was small. About a dozen smaller drawers were aligned in a four-by-three grid, then a section of eight larger boxes in two rows. He put his key into one of the larger boxes. I checked the number, which matched mine, and slid my key into the customer’s side. He pulled out the box and pushed it onto the counter along the other edge of the room.

“I’ll let you be,” he said, “if you empty it, just leave the key in, and I’ll put it away after you’ve gone. There are some back payments on the box you’ll need to settle before you leave with anything.”

“That won’t be a problem,” I said and waited for him to leave.

Alone in the room, I took a moment and lifted the lid. The first thing I saw was a hat like I’d seen my uncle use for fishing. Under the cap was a bronze plate, a bit worn and dusty. I picked it up and turned it over. Eleven stones were aligned on the face, and one of them glowed slightly at my touch. I’d seen this before, the drawing in Deborah’s diary. I put the hat and the plate into the knapsack, then leafed through the rest of the papers.

About twenty Manila folders were neatly stacked, some thin, others more substantial. The labels were of town names. Some were familiar with road atlas maps of northern Nevada. I collected them and slipped them into the knapsack. I looked in the corners, and that was all the box contained. I flipped it over, ensuring there was nothing taped to the bottom. I turned to place it right side up and exited the room.

I settled the remaining fees with the banker. I had to call my uncle to get the bank draft because they couldn’t take my credit card, and I hadn’t brought my checkbook. The wire fund process took longer than I would have hoped, but I wasn’t in the bank for more than a total of 15 minutes before I was walking back to the cruiser.

“This thing yours?” a young sandy-haired teenage boy asked me, looking up at the behemoth.

“Yep,” I said as I pulled open the door. “Heading south to do some camping.”

“Bitterroots?” He asked curiously.

“Yep,” I said before disappearing inside and closing the door.

The girls were all on the driver’s side couch, and I sat on the opposite side and pulled up the side table. I pulled out the contents and set them on the tabletop. The fishing hat looked like it had been used a lot, worn and faded from the sun. The brass plate rattled on the table, and Alyssa picked it up. A stone shone brightly, and I felt her connection drop. She looked alarmed and let go of the plate.

“I guess I never realized how much I used my telepathy,” she said as she relaxed when our connection resumed.

The rest of the girls blinked at the sudden silence on the mesh. Kelly leaned forward, looking at the hole from the missing stone.

“This was my grandmother’s?” she asked, already knowing the answer.

“Yes,” Alyssa said, then, recalling the drawing, pointed at a purple stone, “this is my line, Penemue, watch.”

Again, I felt the vacuum of her thoughts cut off as she touched the stone. The other girls also blinked strangely at the sudden silence. The stone she touched pulsed a deep violet fed by her power. A golden web of lines danced under the surface as long as she touched it, then dimmed as she pulled her finger away.

“Tres weird,” I heard her thoughts echo in my brain.

“This is Jeremiah’s line, Yeqon,” she said and hesitated, touching the deep Navy blue stone. She blinked, looked at me, and then pressed her finger to the rock. Her eyes examined me as she pressed her finger against it, and I could hear her thoughts, but I couldn’t read her curve or sense her emotions. She smiled and leaned to kiss me. Whenever I tried to scan her, I noticed the golden lines would pulse brighter.

“Looks like what you changed stayed put,” she said, still touching the stone, “because I still love you and want you.”

She kissed me deeply to prove her point, then lifted her finger from the stone. In a flash, I read what she meant, and it was only because her self-control was firm that we parted the kiss with a promise for more later.

“I loved how strongly you took me last night,” she pushed at me with a smile, then turned back to the bronze plate.

I smiled, remembering how I had taken a more dominant position with her, edging more towards how Carmen enjoyed being handled. She smiled as she felt my thoughts.

“Don’t go crazy, but we can talk about this more later,” she pushed at me. I nodded and had to adjust my trousers a bit.

“Then there were these,” I said, pouring out the folders. The top few were labeled: Fernley, Lovelock, Winnemucca, and Battle Mountain.

“That’s pretty much every major town along Interstate 80,” Carmen said.

She picked up one; the folder was filled with photos of young girls, with more papers clipped to the images. The documents included notes and some sketches of curves in my father’s hands.

“This is a gold mine,” Alyssa said as she pored over them. “We can use these, Jeremiah.”

“This one dropped,” Lexi said, picking up a small folder, “Oh, it’s for you, Master.”

It had my name labeled neatly, and the few pages inside were written in my father’s hand. I took it and opened it up, reading the first page. It was dated a few days before my mother’s death.

Jeremiah,

I’m being followed again. I don’t know who they are, but they are on my tail. I’m driving to meet with your mother. If I can shake the tail, I hope to convince her to let me talk with you. There is so much I need to tell you.

I left you the second key to this safe deposit box the first time I wrote you. If you have gotten this, then you know I wasn’t able to meet with your mother. Something must have happened.

I’m proud of you, son. I know you’ll graduate soon, and I hope I can be there. Your mother boasts about you whenever I am clear enough to call her. My work angers many people, so I feel like I’ve been on the run for years. I’m tired.

You now have the record of what I’ve done. For all the things I did, I never regretted loving your mother. I only wish I were smart enough to have figured out how to keep you safe and be the father you needed. I’ve managed to reverse much of what my father started, but even now, there is still work to do.

Probably a pipe-dream to think you’d be interested in joining me. I’m sure you still think poorly of me. I hope to see you soon so we can talk about it. I don’t want you to make the same mistakes I did.

I love you, son. I hope to see you soon.

Isaiah Jackson

I handed the paper to Alyssa and looked out the window. The young boy had found some friends, and they were all gawking at our cruiser. I slid into the driver’s seat and started the engine. As much as I wanted to know more about my father, which was a change of heart for me, we needed to get to Jenn.

“Let’s get this done,” I said and engaged the gear, heading off to the compound.


CHAPTER 3
BEAST AND BRANDS


PAST - JENN

The dawn brought some rays of light into the dark shadows of the girl’s cage. She had slept fitfully. Her body was exhausted, and she was hungry. She couldn’t remember the last time she’d had a full meal. She did recall eating small snacks in the car with Daddy. She smirked as she remembered other snacks she’d coaxed from him with lips and tongue.

That hunger had been sated when she’d first entered her dark hole. Her thoughts had darkened as the sprites teased her. As she slept and her body recovered, the cursed tattoos that Big Boy had branded her with began to itch. Her hands moved to scratch, and arousal bloomed. As she drifted along the edge between dream and awareness, her hands cupped her breasts, scratching at the stars. Her nipples hardened, and her fingers pulled as her arousal grew. Rubbing the flower at the top of her mound resulted in a deep hunger in her core, and her fingers soon found their way into her folds. The brand above her ass fed her need for pain.

As the sun rose, she writhed on the floor of the cage. Her hips lifted and ground onto her hand. Her free hand gripped and pulled her nipples roughly. Her back rolled as she tried to scratch the itch that only grew. When the large man came to feed her breakfast, she needed more than the bowl of steamed oats he had slipped between the bars.

“Let me out,” she cooed, “I want to taste you, Big Boy.”

He smiled cruelly as he remembered her mouth from the night before, “Finish your food slut. If you hurry, you may have time.”

She scooped the gruel with her fingers, noisily slurping at the hot cereal. Her mouth savored the taste, her belly grumbling at how empty it was. Those were secondary to her growing carnal needs. She fantasized that the hot gruel was shooting onto her face from that large man’s cock. She wanted to suck that thick crown into her mouth and feed on his offering. She was soon licking the bowl clean and wiping the stray gruel blobs from her cheeks.

“I’m done,” she said, tossing the bowl back through the bars, “Give me my treat.”

The man unzipped and shoved his cock through the bars. She enveloped his meaty crown with her lips and purred at the hot mass in her mouth. She held herself up with one hand while the other slid deeply into her cunt. Her hips rolled as she masturbated, her face pressed to the bars as she sucked the man’s thick shaft. Her body shifted in the small cage.

“This is who I am,” she echoed the dark thoughts that had screeched at her during the night. “A cum receptacle, a dirty cock sucking whore. I live for this and revel in the feel of a cock in my mouth, cunt, or ass.”

She smiled feral as her body responded to her touch, and she craved something more intense, a smack on the ass, a hand at her throat. The cock through the bars lessened her hunger but made her need grow.

“Will you fuck me?” she begged, “Please… Big Boy, please fuck me.”

“Turn around, slut,” the man’s deep voice commanded.

She wondered why she hadn’t thought of that before as she curled into a ball and reversed her body. Her lower legs slipped through the bars as she backed her ass against them. She felt the hot tube of his manhood slip along her thighs. Her hand lifted and guided the tip to her hungry opening. She groaned in feral need as she backed her ass up, filling her cunt with his girth.

“Oh fuck, Yesss…” she cried into the darkness in the rear of her jail, “Fuck me, use me.”

His hand guided through the bars and gripped her hips, his nails digging into her flesh.

“Oh god, yes, mark me…” she begged as her hips rolled.

He started thrusting into the cell. Her smooth, round bum pressed through the bar, ballooning around the cold steel. His stiff shaft slammed deep into her cunt. His size made her groan in deep need, stretching and touching parts of her deeper than she’d felt before. Her brain fed on the arousal as it coursed through her veins. She was getting the dose she needed. She worked her body, her inner muscles clamping and gripping as his thrusts grew harder.

“Fill me, please… fill my cunt… fill my fuckhole with your hot seed,” she chanted.

The girl lost herself in moans and screams as her body tripped into orgasm. His roar was muffled through the stone walls and echoed past the bars. She pressed her hips back as she felt his cock pulse. The hot seed sent her into another quaking peak.

“Now, my ass, please.” The girl begged, rolling her hips, “Someone, anyone fuck my ass.”

A new laugh echoed behind her as she looked back and saw the big man’s shadow move and a smaller shadow take its place. Her bottom suddenly felt a shock of pain, and she heard a smack of metal against her flesh. He’d hit her with a small whippy shaft, which stung hard, made her growl in pain, and then pant for more.

“Yes, Daddy!” she cried, looking behind her, “whip my ass, and fill your whore’s ass with your cock!”

Daddy shook his head as she rolled her hips, her bottom rubbing against the bars. Her hands pulled her cheeks apart, and her tight anus beckoned. He spat through the bars, then spat in his hand. Then pushed his spit-slicked crown into the mess around her tight hole. He thrust hard, and she screamed at the sudden intrusion. She held still for a moment, then started pulling back from the bars and pushing back against them. Daddy peppered her undulating ass with the little stick as she fucked his cock through the bars. She screamed at first, but then her moans became deeper and needier. Then she couldn’t help and bucked against the bars, pleading for more. Orgasms bled together as her body crested.

“I am a dirty slut,” her thoughts echoed as she couldn’t help feed her corrupted sexual needs. “A whore, I live to be filled, fucked, and hit. I am a fuck toy, a slave for men.”

She cried out as lust overcame her body, and she froze, shaking against the bars of the cage. Her eyes rolled back, and she slumped unconscious, her body trembling as it leaned awkwardly against the bars.

Jediah grunted as his cock slid out. He gripped, stroked, shot his hot load into the cage, and decorated her gleaming flesh with his seed. Then pulled out a plug from his pocket and pressed the thick toy into her gaping ass.

“She wears that all day,” Jediah said to Samuel. “Wash her down again, and find some clothes. You know we’ll catch hell if we march her across the compound naked. I want to get her in front of Deacon by noon.”

PAST - JEREMIAH

I steered the big cruiser carefully back onto the main road, carefully watching the curious boys gawking at our large RV. When we turned south, Lexi slipped into the co-pilot chair and helped guide me along the route that Benjamin had shown us.

“Carmen and Lexi should wear the stones,” Alyssa said, “Lexi take Kelly’s necklace, and Carmen take the plate. It needs to be touching your skin to block any attacks.”

Carmen picked up the plate and looked at it.

“It has no chain,” Carmen complained.

The plate was about five inches by four inches and didn’t weigh much. She shrugged and slipped it inside one of the cups of her bra. She adjusted her breasts as the plate hung from one side and looked at Alyssa and Kelly.

“How about that?” Carmen asked.

“That will work,” Alyssa said aloud, leaning to kiss her sister.

“I can’t feel you in my head anymore,” she said softly, “I miss it already.”

“I’ll have to communicate with Kelly,” Alyssa said, “Kelly, I want you to take Lexi and Carmen and go here.”

She pointed to the map, where Benjamin said they kept girls imprisoned in the compound. Kelly looked at the map over Alyssa’s shoulder, noticing the gate and the other buildings. Carmen leaned over and made herself familiar with the compound map as well.

“Jeremiah and I will go here,” Alyssa pointed to the map, “This is where Deacon, the cult leader, lives.”

“Okay,” said Kelly, slightly frightened, “What should I do?”

“You have to use your powers, Kel,” Alyssa said, looking intensely at her eyes. “Don’t hesitate, put anyone down, paralyze them, and take them out. You have the power to do that. Will you use it?”

“I’ll try,” Kelly said, holding Carmen’s hand. “I’m glad I’ll have Carmen and Lexi with me.”

“There is no try, Kel,” Alyssa said, leaning and kissing her softly, then more deeply, feeling Kelly’s power swell under the arousal, then parting and adding breathlessly. “There is only do….”

I turned off the highway and looked down the dusty side road that terminated at the compound. The road rose slightly, then entered through open gates to a collection of buildings and houses. Lexi swiveled her legs and knelt, gaining some height for a better viewpoint.

“It’s up ahead,” I said. “Everyone ready to go?”

“Park there,” Alyssa said, pointing to a spot near an open clearing surrounded by houses and buildings, “That’s nearest to the center, and we can split up from there.”

“I can hear you, Alyssa,” Kelly said, letting Alyssa know that her telepathy was on.

I pulled the van to a halt, and Carmen swung the door open. I pocketed the keys and slid out behind Alyssa, closing the door and locking it. I turned around and saw the four beautiful faces of the women I loved. I pulled them all close and hugged them.

“I love you all,” I said, “let’s find Jenn and take care of her. Be careful, but kick some ass.”

We split up. Carmen led Kelly towards the cinderblock building, with Lexi scanning the grounds, tailing them both. Alyssa grabbed my hand, and we jogged towards a large house at the apex of the clearing. It overlooked the compound. The area was quiet; few people were around when we first parked. People started coming out of other houses, but our targets stayed quiet.

I went up the front steps first. The door opened, and a woman, slightly older than Betsy, was there.

“What do you want?” she asked, slightly dull and monotone.

“We are here to see Deacon,” Alyssa said, pushing her way past the lady.

I scanned the lady, and her curve was very different. Her emotions were repressed, and I felt another presence within her, as if she wasn’t alone with her thoughts. Her eyes got wide at Alyssa’s intrusion, and then she tried to grab Alyssa and keep her away.

Alyssa pushed at the woman and shoved her into a sofa in the sitting room. She paused and held her hand to her temple.

“Upstairs, Jeremiah.”

I turned and bounded up the stairs, uncertain what I would find. I scanned ahead and felt a mind. It felt oddly familiar. Alyssa was right behind me, but the woman had scrambled up and chased us both up the stairs. Her eyes were dark as she frantically tried to stop us. I followed my scan to a room that overlooked the common grounds. I pushed open the door and found a frail man in a hospital bed. Our bus was prominent in his view.

His eyes were barely open, and it felt like he was concentrating on something else. His moral curve was grotesque, and I hated feeling it and sensing his emotions. He was a dark soul, and physically, he was very sick. Alyssa screamed as she was yanked backward away from me. I looked around and saw the lady had grabbed Alyssa by her hair and tugged her away.

“Get away from me…him!” she said. “Get away from him.”

I looked at the frail man and the furious woman, and suddenly I understood. The man, while frail physically, was mentally controlling the woman struggling with Aly. He had her by puppet strings, and she did his bidding. In a fury at the confrontation and appalled at his control and manipulation of the woman, I struck him—hard. My punch rammed into his chin and frail neck and snapped with a grotesque crack. His body stiffened, then relaxed, and he breathed no more.

The woman arched her back when I struck him, then heaved forward, eyes widening. Then she slumped onto the floor. She released Alyssa’s hair and then started crying.

“At last…,” she said cryptically. Thank you, I’m finally free.”

Alyssa looked at me, then her eyes grew wide, “Kelly!!”

PAST - KELLY

Once we finished hugging, Carmen took the lead, and I followed right behind her to the low cinderblock building on the edge of the grassy clearing in the compound’s center. As we passed, I saw some faces in the windows of some buildings, but they quickly hid behind curtains. Carmen reached the door and pulled it open, and I entered the darkened room. I felt Carmen stop short, and Lexi pressed against me from behind.

I felt the heat of what was happening before I heard the sounds. The lust and sexual frenzy in the room were palpable and tasted bitter compared to anything I’d tasted before. The sexual energy fed me just the same, and I felt my body warm and begin to glow. I inhaled deeply and focused my eyes on the scent.

I felt Jenn’s lust and unbridled need, and then I saw her. At least I thought it was her from her, since her physical form had been molded to extremes. She was bent over on all fours, chained to a low table by an ugly black collar around her neck. A large man behind her was scrubbing her bare, naked flesh with a nylon brush. She was panting, looking back at him, and begging with sexual need.

I felt my insides begin to liquify at the unabated lust, and I must have moaned slightly. Carmen swept past me and tackled the man who was washing her. Or at least she tried to. The man’s bulk shuddered slightly before he grabbed her, twisting her around with his arm around her neck. Carmen’s eyes were on mine, and widening, her mouth moved, but I didn’t hear her. I was deafened by the intense sexual need that permeated the room.

I felt Lexi brush past me, her arm squeezing mine, and the lust evaporated for a moment.

“Do something!” Lexi shouted as she passed me. “Paralyze him.”

Then she passed me, and I was back fighting the intense hunger of sexual frenzy. A small man grabbed Lexi, and she kicked wildly at him, fighting his control.

I felt a rush of anger, then pushed out with all of my power, focusing on the dark eyes of the two male captors. They stiffened as my aura bloomed, then fell limp to the concrete floor. Carmen and Lexi were pulled back and tangled with them as they dropped motionless to the dusty floor.

I stalked towards the large man who had grabbed Carmen. My fangs drew from my jaw, and my claws lengthened. I inhaled and sucked in the sexual energy from the prone female on the pedestal. I fed deeply from the sexual energy that flowed from her.

Her energy fed my bloodlust. I lashed out with my claws and gutted the large man beneath me. Another female with darker flesh and not emitting any sexual energy scurried away from my fury. I ignored her and focused my teeth and claws on rending his flesh from neck to groin. I breathed in the girl’s lust as she arched back on her hands and knees, feeding on her lust. I licked the blood from my fangs and roared, searching for prey.

A small hand grabbed my shoulder.

The sudden vacuum of sexual energy felt like a cold splash of water. I blinked rapidly in its absence and felt Lexi’s hand on my shoulder. I wanted to rip her arm away, but she swiveled as I turned and kept her cold fingers on my shoulder. I felt my senses return, and I looked down at the bloody mass of the large man, clearly dead.

“Kelly!” Lexi shouted. “Stop, we’ve got them.”

“Did I do that?” I asked, drawing back from the gore.

I looked around wildly and saw Carmen binding the other man up with the rope she had found. He was trussed up well and still unconscious. My hate for him was palpable. I scanned, looked for Jenn, then shrank back.

When we came in, Jenn was vibrant, her flesh shimmering with arousal, and her body was supple and full of energy. I remembered how she was begging for sexual attention from her captors. She was alive.

Now, her cheeks were sunken, and her ribs showed through her flesh. Her body was visibly thinner as she gasped for breath on the pedestal, close to death.

“Oh, Jenn!” I cried, “Oh my god, what have I done?”

Lexi slipped behind me, her arm over my shoulder, her flesh touching mine. I felt the pulse of the pendant’s heat against my spine. She pulled me backward and turned me away from the two bodies, one dead and one a hollow shell. I cried into her shoulder as I felt my senses return to normal.

“Shhh,” Lexi said. “It’s over, Kel, it’s over.”

PAST - JEREMIAH

“Kelly!” Alyssa screamed at me, “Go help her, NOW!”

“Are you okay?” I asked, not willing to leave her alone in the strange house.

“J! Dammit, RUN!” she said. “I’ll bring her along. We’re right behind you.”

She spoke the last of those words to my back as I raced for the stairs and burst through the house’s front door. I sprinted across the grassy clearing, noticing that people had started to come out of their homes. I focused on the squat cinderblock building that Carmen was leading Kelly towards earlier. I burst through the doors and saw the bloody body and the hollow form of a girl on the pedestal.

I looked around frantically, looking for Kelly. I saw Carmen standing over a man, trussing him up tightly with rope. I wildly reversed direction and saw Lexi holding Kelly against the opposite wall. I rushed to Lexi and touched her.

“Is Kelly okay?” I asked, hoping she wasn’t hurt badly.

“Kelly is fine,” Lexi said, still comforting her sister.

“It’s Jenn. She’s in bad shape. Kelly was … I don’t know how to describe it….”

Kelly pushed her hair back from her eyes and looked up at me, “I was feeding on her, Jeremiah. I had no idea. I …”

I looked back at the girl, not recognizing the form. I’d only glimpsed Jenn before and had no idea what she looked like. I approached the girl on the pedestal and glanced at the large, dead man, who appeared to have been gutted with animal-like claws.

“He’s beyond hope, like that frail man upstairs.” I thought. “We’ve killed two people today.”

I reached out and scanned the girl, breathing thinly, and unable to move. Her moral graph was a shambles. It had morphed from a typical young female curve into something I didn’t recognize. I had no idea where to start. First aid rushed back into my mind.

“Physical body first,” I scolded myself and sat beside the girl.

She looked up at me, gasping like a fish trying to breathe on land. I carefully lifted her head. Her flesh was cool to the touch. Her breasts were enhanced to an almost grotesque size and hung like deflated balloons from her chest. I stroked back her hair and looked at her brown eyes. She locked her gaze on me and mouthed words.

“Ffffaahhkkh maaah…” she groaned, and I couldn’t understand what she said.

I scanned her curve again and felt her sexual need. It sickened me at first. I was unable to reconcile a sexual need with her horrendous physical conditions. I pushed at her curve and adjusted it, shaping it into a more normal shape. It was rough work, almost a triage. It would take a lot more work to return her to normal.

She breathed and relaxed against me, and I stroked her hair. Then she looked at me again, her eyes filled with a different need.

“Waaatah…” Her lips were dry and cracked, and I understood.

Carmen stepped closer and handed me a glass she had filled from a hose lying on the ground. I realized the girl’s flesh was wet. She was being cleaned, but like an animal. I swallowed the bile I felt at the thought. I carefully lifted the cup to Jenn’s lips, and she drank slowly. Her eyes closed, and she concentrated on breathing. Carmen refilled the cup, then wound up the hose and put it away. I combed through the girl’s limp hair, wondering what to do next. Carmen surveyed the front room, saw the hallways leading to the back rooms, and walked over to Lexi and Kelly.

“Give Kelly the pendant,” Carmen said to Lexi, “I need you to help me clear the back rooms and ensure we’re alone.”

The front door opened, and she whipped around, ready to fight. Lexi pulled off the pendant and handed it to Kelly. Kelly gripped it firmly in her fist, unwilling to let it go. We all faced the bright doorway and the shapes there, tense with anticipation.

“It’s me,” came Alyssa’s voice. “I brought Rebekah. That’s your name, right?”

“Yes,” said the quiet voice. “I am Rebekah. Who are you?”

“I’m Alyssa,” Aly said, looking at the woman with a glimmer of recognition. “We came to save Jenn.”

I looked at Rebekah carefully; her voice was warmer, more human, than when we’d met her at the door to the house. The house with the dead man upstairs. The dead man who had mentally enslaved her for years. The man whom I had killed.

“Is there anyone else?” I asked. I didn’t need to add anything, and she shook her head.

“No, those three were the only ones left here,” she said, pausing and hesitating to add, “with any powers. The others are in the field. The only ones left are human, not halfling.”

“Why should we trust you?” I asked.

“Well, besides me hating all three of them,” she said. “I think this is my daughter,” she said, and hugged Alyssa, then looked into her eyes. “But her name is Adaliah, not Alyssa.”

“Adaliah,” Alyssa said in a whisper. Then spoke louder, “I am Adaliah… Adaliah Penemue. I read that on my adoption papers. My name was changed to Alyssa Phillips.”

She looked at the older woman and saw in her a mirror of her own brilliant blue eyes. Her vision blurred as she hugged her mother. All of us quieted as we watched. The older mother and the younger daughter embraced tightly. Then Rebekah scanned the room and saw me with Jenn resting on my thigh. She rushed over.

“This girl is in bad shape,” she said, lifting her hair and looking in her eyes.

She looked around and evaluated us, her eyes sharp and clear. The frail man’s possession no longer deadened her thoughts. She looked at Kelly sitting in shock on the ground, horrified at what she had done to the man and Jenn.

“You there, the dear one with the blonde hair,” she said, gesturing at Kelly. “Come here. You need to help this one.”

“That’s Kelly,” I said, motioning to Kelly, who looked back at the woman wide-eyed. “This is Jenn,” I said, stroking along her back, feeling her ribs through her thin flesh.

“Kelly,” Alyssa said. “You need to let go of the stone, my love. You need to revive her.”

Kelly stood up and walked closer, turning her head to look at Alyssa.

“But I almost killed her,” Kelly said, panic in her voice. “I ripped that poor man apart.”

“That ‘poor man’ had it coming,” said Rebekah with acid in her voice that softened seeing Kelly’s fear, “Come here, child, come kneel next to her.”

All of us came closer, surrounding Jenn’s frail form. She was curled on her side, her head on my lap. Her hair hung limply across her shoulder. Her body was bare and naked. Carmen put a rough woolen blanket over her, and Lexi lightly touched her shoulder.

“Give the stone to Adaliah, dear,” Rebekah said, then caught herself, “Alyssa, I’m sorry. Let her hold it for a moment.”

Kelly hesitantly held out her hand, and Alyssa gripped the stone. Kelly pulled her hand back, holding onto the chain, then finally let it slip from her fingers. She froze, waiting for the beast to return. Then her eyes opened, and she looked warmly at me. I pushed all my love toward her. I pushed all the light I felt I could spare. She blinked and then nodded.

PAST - KELLY

“I am a beast, a monster,” those thoughts swam in my consciousness as the stone touched my flesh, “I’m a killer. I am a demon and a craven spirit. I prey on people.”

I fought these foreign thoughts that surrounded me in the dark room. I was horrified at what I had done, but I knew I was none of those things. The stone pulsed in my hand, trying to push away the voices. They were thick at first—the room felt like it swam with them. Lexi pressed her body to mine, pressing the stone into my back. I wilted and waited.

“No,” I whispered. “Go away.”

“I’m not going anywhere, Kelly,” Lexi said and hugged me tighter.

“Not you,” I said with a deep whisper. “Them… leave us….”

The stone pulsed in my hand. I felt its power bloom from its core. The spirits had to obey, but they tarried as long as possible. The darkness swam around us in a storm, trying to resist. I felt Jeremiah’s presence nearby as I clung to Lexi, her body warming me as I pushed the dark demons away from me.

The room lit suddenly, and Alyssa was at the door with another woman at her side. I didn’t hear them. I was too overwhelmed by the dark voices cackling. They still thought they won. Alyssa’s thoughts were also distant, but her presence and Jeremiah’s soon had the room feeling warmer. The cold aura of the unconscious, paralyzed man was the only island of darkness. I breathed easier and looked up.

Jenn was almost unrecognizable. Her body was changed in extreme proportions and not just desiccated from my feeding on her life force. She’d been changed. Her breasts were huge, adorned with star tattoos. Her backside was frail with another dark tattoo. She at first pleaded something to Jeremiah while he stared at her.

“He’ll fix her,” I thought. “He’ll make everything okay again.”

Jenn suddenly relaxed, her body limp. It was almost soothing, apart from how emaciated her body was. I felt horrible. I did this to her; I had come to save her and ended up destroying her. How could she ever recover from the damage I had done?

Alyssa and the older woman were talking. Then the woman went to Jenn’s side. She evaluated her, then looked around and focused on me. I hung my head.

“She knew that I did this,” I thought to myself.

“Kelly,” Alyssa said. “Give me the stone.”

“No!” The sprites’ voices echoed faintly in my mind. “I will kill you. Don’t you understand I’m a monster?”

Shaking off those toxic thoughts, I held out the stone but gripped the necklace. I was horrified that the beast inside me would return. I looked up at Alyssa, and her warm blue eyes reassured me. I let go and froze, waiting for the feral need to feed to return—Nothing.

I looked up at Jeremiah, and he smiled at me. His expression of love and care melted into me. I looked at the woman. I didn’t know her name. She beckoned me, and I came and knelt at her side. Jeremiah touched me and held my shoulder.

“Breathe into her, child,” the woman said. “Breathe back the light.” Then she looked around at our five unfamiliar faces. “Everyone, push out your light.”

I took a shallow breath and felt my power shimmy inside my core. I breathed out, focusing my love on Jenn. I redirected what Jeremiah was pushing towards me, then felt Alyssa’s thoughts return. Our connection filled me with light and love, and I breathed that out towards Jenn.

She inhaled, then her face brightened, and her flesh swelled and glowed. She looked at me as her dim eyes refocused, and I felt my power slip inside her. I smiled as I connected to this aspect of my power and pushed more. Her body blossomed and filled out. She wasn’t the same Jenn I’d left behind at college—this girl was a sex object, molded by the men lying around us.

She smiled at me. “Kelly,” she whispered. “You are a beautiful angel.”

I relaxed and pulled my energy back, letting it dwell inside me. I knew I could tap into it again as I needed to. Much like using my aura when I first understood who I was. I wasn’t a demon. I wasn’t craven. I was an angel. I dared to make the right choice—I would choose the light.

I looked up at Jeremiah, who looked down at me and kissed me. “He makes it so hard to control myself,” I thought, thrilled by his touch.

I settled back, then stood up, “Okay, now what?”

PAST - ALYSSA

I slipped the pendant into my pocket as Kelly started to bloom. I wanted to feel her power. I was overwhelmed by what had happened since we had left the cruiser. This woman at Jeremiah’s feet was my mother. Jeremiah had killed a frail man with one punch. Kelly had turned into a ravenous animal and carved up a man twice her size. Two men had died, and Jenn was…I had never seen her before, but the creature whose head was on Jeremiah’s lap hardly resembled a human.

Kelly’s aura warmed the room. The dark corners of the cinderblock tried to fight back, and I could feel their craven presence hovering out of range. I latched onto Jeremiah’s and Kelly’s thoughts when my powers returned. I pulled in the familiar warmth of Lexi and Carmen. Then I reached out and just touched my mother’s thoughts. I pushed the love of my family, letting her feel that. I could see her posture straighten.

I was amazed as I watched Jenn’s body pulse, brighten, bloom, and reanimate.

After Jenn spoke quietly, staring in awe at Kelly’s brilliance. Kelly kissed Jeremiah, then rose, asking, “Okay, now what?”

“Now we get out of this building and put a torch to it,” I said, pushing the thought to Lexi and Carmen.

Together, Carmen and Lexi pulled the bound man out of the room, and I followed. Jeremiah carried Jenn’s rejuvenated body out of the room, followed by Kelly, then Rebekah. I was still reeling from that revelation, and though it seemed unbelievable, I knew it was also true. I recognized her eyes, especially after the dark presence released her when Jeremiah killed Deacon.

We gathered around in the middle of the grassy field. Our RV loomed on edge, still there, still locked. Jenn could stand and then sit, naked under the woolen blanket Carmen had wrapped around her. We all sat and soaked in the sun’s rays. The trussed-up man was still unconscious. He could wait. We were all safe, and we’d managed not to kill Jenn in the process. It was a good day.

Other women started to file from the houses. Their children, from babies in their mother’s arms to young teenagers, followed behind. They looked around curiously, but with a look at Rebekah, they began to smile. I thought they sat in groups around us, just wanting to be near.

I looked at my mother, “Tell us what else you need,” I offered. “We came here to help; we wanted to rescue our friend, but we want to help you.”

“Dear child,” she said, “come here.” She spread her arms out, and I fell into them.

I didn’t realize I was crying until Jeremiah slid beside me and hugged me. Then Kelly was there, then Carmen and Lexi. We hugged as I felt at peace, like I was home. This place was strangely familiar, which seemed odd at first. Then I realized I lived here when I was a baby until I was taken for my protection when I was four. My name changed, and I moved from house to house growing up. Even if my foster parents loved me as best as they could, I always knew I was an orphan.

Now, I suddenly wasn’t. I felt like my world shifted, much like when Jeremiah fixed me and allowed me to love him as a man, as my lover. Something inside me clicked into place. I lifted my tear-streaked eyes and pressed a kiss to my mother’s cheek. That set everyone off, and all of my family was crying.

Eventually, we settled back, and our emotions calmed. The sun warmed us; the sky was a brilliant blue. Jeremiah sat on one side, and my mother on the other. The families of the compound sat waiting patiently. My mother rose to her feet.

“Deacon is dead,” she said flatly with no emotion. So is Samuel. Jediah is restrained. We need to decide what to do with him.”

“I’m pretty sure he’s wanted for rape in Pullman,” I offered. “We can induce him to turn himself in.”

I scanned through the unconscious man’s thoughts. It was a dark mess of anger and hatred. He’d need a strong dose of Jeremiah and my suggestions to get him to do that. But I think it was justice served, if not a bit of grace. He should have been gutted like his friend for what he’d done to countless women.

“I’m sure it’s not only in Pullman,” Rebekah said with a frown, “but that might be the start. I think he deserves a life behind bars.”

The other families nodded, and Rebekah asked, “Any opposed?”

She was met with silence.

“Where are the other men?” Jeremiah asked, “Were they the only three?”

I had counted the families. There was not a lot. Maybe six were represented, a total of twenty women and children. Jeremiah was right. There weren’t a lot of men.

Two women stood up and looked darkly at the cinderblock jail. They were attractive beyond their plain outfits. Then they looked at Jeremiah, and one began to speak.

“That one in there, he was our husband,” she said, nodding at her sister-wife and their collection of children, all girls, “We’re better off without him, I reckon. So long as we have a garden and livestock, we can put food on the table.”

Two more stood. Their appearance was different, with dark circles under their eyes. Their sleeves were pulled down to their wrists. They looked at the bound man, and their eyes showed nothing but hate.

“If he’s gone for good,” one said, linking arms with her sister-wife, “we’ll dance a jig. Just be sure he never returns. We can take care of ourselves and our daughters.”

The other two women had husbands.

“They are off at work,” one said. “They weren’t like the others. They just wanted to live here—a simple life. They never liked the stories they heard. We stayed because we were afraid to leave.”

“You said there were others?” I said, “In the field?”

“Nevada,” my mother said, “roaming and fixing. Doing the work that Deacon sent them to do. They aren’t that special, not like you three.”

“We will go after them,” Jeremiah said, “I want to finish my father’s work.”

“I’ll help as best I can,” Rebekah said. “Deacon had me doing the management of his damned work. We’ll round them up.”

“What will you do?” asked Lexi, “Do you want to stay here?”

“Nowhere else to go,” Rebekah said quietly, “I want to stay here; I don’t know anyplace else.”

“I will help you,” Jeremiah said, “we can help you with anything you need. I want to. I want to redeem my father’s legacy. I need to make sure this never happens again.”

“We’ll talk then,” Rebekah said and looked around, “We need to eat, then bury the dead. We need to purge the evil from this place.

The families all nodded, and all of us got to work.

PRESENT - ISAAC

After breakfast with his family, Isaac headed to town for lunch with Beth. He needed to apologize to her for the previous night. Stacy’s strange behavior had ticked Beth off, and by the night’s end, she wanted little to do with Isaac, even leaving earlier than he wished.

“Let’s talk tomorrow, Zac,” she had said as she left their house, “I can’t think straight right now.”

He wanted her to stay, but his brief talk with his father and Alyssa had filled him with second thoughts. It was better to give her the space she needed than to push for his way. Even if he did nothing willfully to cause Stacy’s preoccupation with kissing him, he was frustrated that the night had ended so abruptly.

His grandmother’s story helped. He wasn’t sure if he could control his powers like his dad. He was willing to try to use them responsibly. He loved Beth, at least as much as an eighteen-year-old male could love someone. It was a mix of infatuation and loyalty. First and foremost, Beth was his friend and confidant. He didn’t want to lose that relationship over something as silly as meaningless and irritating kisses.

Isaac pulled up to the local coffee shop and got out of his car. His father could have bought him any vehicle, but it was Isaac’s choice to earn money to buy his first car. He purchased a ten-year-old import economy car and loved that he could tinker around with the engine. His father said that his grandfather was a mechanic. It made Isaac feel like he was honoring his grandfather’s memory, as he had died years before Isaac was born.

As quickly as those thoughts went through his brain, they vanished when he saw Beth sitting at a booth waiting for him. He smiled and slipped into the other side of the booth, and she slid over a cup of coffee.

“Mocha Latte,” Beth said with a smile, “your regular.”

“Thanks, Beth,” Isaac said, “I like that you know what I like.”

“I’m sorry I left in a huff last night,” Beth said, smiling.

Beth felt her attraction to Isaac grow as he came into the room. He was handsome, naturally. His manners and respect for her were unmatched. All those characteristics made him an attractive young man. But something else about him struck a chord at a deeper, more primal level.

Beth wanted him, craved him. She wanted him to touch her, kiss her—her thoughts could quickly tumble out of control when he smiled at her. She adored that he had no idea of his effect on her or other young women. Even her mother, the few times she’d met Isaac, had remarked how handsome he was.

“Stacy called me last night,” Beth said, “after I had gone. She apologized. She didn’t understand why she was so forceful.”

“I’m glad she apologized,” Zac said, then continued, “I need to as well. I should have said something to her sooner. I didn’t want to be rude and interrupt my father’s party.”

“I get it, Zac,” Beth smiled and reached for his hand, “I want you to know, I was jealous. I’m sorry that my jealousy made me angry at you.”

“Beth,” Zac said, “thank you for telling me that. I want to say you are the only girl I’m interested in kissing.”

She blushed and rubbed the back of his hand with her thumb. Then they started talking about other things. Their connection was more emotional and cerebral—close friends. When they wanted something more physical in the past, they spoke about their feelings and agreed that it was better to be best friends first. They were both a bit timid about getting too physical and ruining their friendship.

That was before last night.

That was before Zac slipped and used his powers to push Stacy into kissing him. Before he understood the other facet of his powers, the one that made his physical attraction almost palpable. He had no idea that his incubus halfling side had a material effect on Alyssa the previous night. His deep interest in Beth only made that aspect of his power bloom the more they talked. Zac was largely unaware that he had fully awakened into the powers he’d inherited from both his parents.

That blooming of Zac’s power induced Beth to lean over the table. Beth kissed him tentatively at first; it was her choice. At the touch of his lips while inhaling his scent. She kissed him deeper. She knew she loved him and mistook that emotional bond with the sudden influx of his pheromones. She craved him, and as she drew back from that kiss, she looked at him.

“Can we go somewhere, just the two of us?” she asked with a blush as she felt her body pulse with arousal.

“Are you sure?” Zac asked, trying to reconcile the fact that kissing her felt so wonderful.

The kiss stoked the power he’d inherited from his mother. The deep sensual arousal made him crave more, but he didn’t want to force himself on Beth. He would go along if she chose of her own will to seek that next level of intimacy. He reached out, trying to feel her thoughts. He felt her arousal, and that fed into his arousal. Since he didn’t push Beth like he had Stacy, he reasoned it was a natural response to their mutual attraction.

“Absolutely,” Beth said and bit her bottom lip.

Zac grabbed her hand, and together they got into his car. They headed out to the rural parts of town. The old roads where couples would make out in the moonlight. It was still a deserted stretch of land, and he pulled into the old Blueberry Hill. His was the only car on that day filled with sunshine. He removed a blanket from his car’s trunk, and they walked hand in hand towards a break in the bushes.

Beth pressed into Zac as he smoothed the blanket down. They enjoyed kissing for a long time. Then their hands started touching and petting each other. Then they found the buttons, zippers, and snaps and shed their clothes. His mouth found one of her breasts; her hand dropped to his groin. They feasted on each other and fed each other. Zac had no idea that his power was blooming in the sunlight. He was enjoying Beth’s touches and cries of bliss too much to worry.

When they were finished, they lay naked on the blanket. A warm breeze cooled their overheated flesh. They hugged, enjoyed the afterglow, and kissed more as their bodies settled down. Then they dressed before Beth kissed Zac again. Then the cycle started, and they made love again, half-dressed. Then they stripped, drunk with lust, to enjoy the third go. This time naked under the sun. By the time they finally got dressed, the sun was sinking. Zac dropped Beth off at her car six hours later. He would have to come up with a story to tell his father.

As if he could lie to his father, mother, or Alyssa.

PAST - JEREMIAH

I gave Carmen the keys to the RV, and she and Lexi guided Jenn to the cruiser. Kelly told them to find Jenn some clothes in her luggage. Both Kelly and Jenn were approximately the same size. Jenn’s enlarged breasts were a cup or two larger. I could fix that later, they decided. Jenn needed some rest first.

Alyssa, Rebekah, Kelly, and I huddled. We needed to figure out how to dispense with the two dead men. We did not want to draw attention to the bound man as he began to wake up. Alyssa nodded, and his head relaxed to the grassy earth.

“He’s so tired,” she explained. “He’ll be glad to sleep until we figure that out.”

“Well,” Rebekah said. “Deacon was very sick. I can call the hospice and tell them he passed away this morning. They won’t ask any questions. They knew he was dying. They were surprised he lasted as long as he did.”

“Was it because of you?” I asked, and she nodded.

“He was feeding from me,” she said. “I felt the energy slowly ebb. I was his host for the last couple of years. He was too suspicious a man to allow anyone else near. Since he controlled me, he let his body have what he needed. He was also very disciplined for all the horrible things he’s done.”

“What about…“ Kelly stated, “That man in the cinderblock.”

“I think if we burned that down, we could explain that he was lost in the fire,” Rebekah said. “The locals put up with us; they aren’t beholden to the Priesthood like they used to be. We haven’t had the money to buy favor in a long while. I think they’ll be glad that he’s gone. But they can’t see how he looks now. That will raise eyebrows.”

Kelly looked ashen.

“I lost control; I didn’t mean to….”

Rebekah hugged Kelly close, “Dear girl, his end was much quicker than he deserved. Between him and that one,” she said, nodding towards the sleeping man, “they have tortured countless young women for hours at a time.”

“That doesn’t make it less disturbing for me,” Kelly said, “I don’t want to feel like that ever again.”

“I can relate,” I said, rubbing my knuckles sore from the single punch I had thrown. “I killed Deacon with a single punch. Fuck. I can still hear the sound of his spine snapping… His last breath… the way his….”

I trailed off as Alyssa hugged me, joined by Rebekah and Kelly. We all sat on the grass and had a moment of sadness. When we parted, the ache of our actions was less, but we’d continue to feel a bit shocked and saddened by the events of that day. It isn’t an easy thing to take another person’s life.

“So we need to get a fire started in that hut,” I said, “I’ll go get Carmen. She can help with that, probably.”

“Kelly,” Alyssa said, “come with us. You can help in the house. I’m sure Rebekah would enjoy your company.”

“I do have a call to make,” Rebekah said. “We should start the fire after dark. Let’s get Deacon’s body carted off first.”

We parted, and I headed to the camper to find Carmen. I opened the door and heard noises coming from the backroom. I headed towards the back and opened the door. I was shocked at what I found. I stood at the door and watched, captivated.

Jenn was on her back, and Lexi was kneeling between her legs. Their legs were scissored, and Lexi was grinding her pelvis into Jenn’s bare cunt. Lexi was gripping Jenn’s hip to pull herself tightly against her. Jenn was writhing, her hips grinding back. Lexi was moaning, her lithe body rolling, and I could feel her pushing towards her peak.

Carmen laid at Jenn’s side, and her hand gripped a handful of the girl’s hair. Carmen pulled Jenn’s mouth and nose into her cunt, grinding Jenn’s face, while her other hand slapped at Jenn’s overlarge breasts, reddening the flesh with her blows.

“Oh, Gawd, More,” Jenn sang at the contact. “Harder, please… Oh, fuck.”

I felt myself get aroused at the frantic and lustful scene. The sexual energy was palpable even without Kelly near. I scanned the trio as my cock bulged in the crotch of my jeans. Lexi was enthusiastic, as she usually was, about sex, and Carmen’s lust was similar. After the tense rescue, they sought a physical outlet for the intensity of what they’d gone through. Still full of adrenaline, they both craved the lustful outlet.

Jenn was different, radically so. My first adjustments to her curve had been distorted, reverting to the pattern Jediah’s abuse had trained her. Or something else was influencing her, like the dark sprites had done to me in the back of the RV with Lexi. Her lust was coming from inside her, spinning into her mind like a virus. Like she was a host to some dark force.

Lexi came with a keening moan and kept grinding her cunt into Jenn’s, but her body soon slipped to the side. Jenn looked around, wanting more, and fixed on me standing there. I felt her eyes drop to my bulge, and then she looked into my eyes.

“Please, fuck me,” she said. “My cunt, my ass, I don’t care. Just… Fuck, please! I need it.”

Carmen looked at me, her eyes ablaze with lust, “Just keep licking, slut,” she ordered Jenn and swatted her breast again, then gripping and squeezing the bulbous orb.

Jenn turned to her belly, and her ass rose, waving at me, A black plug of rubber in her anus. My emotions were still raw from the frantic events of the morning. The lustful scene before me made my cock engorge, and I felt arousal surge through my veins. The raw lust of the scene engaged some primal part of my brain.

Keyed up, much like my lovers, I needed an outlet. I shoved my trousers down and willed my cock to total hardness. Crawling behind Jenn, I pushed my cock into her cunt. She was very tight from the plug in her ass. She groaned into Carmen’s cunt as I filled her with my engorged shaft.

Carmen slipped onto her back, her hands grabbing both sides of Jenn’s head as she pulled her down into her rolling hips. Lexi rose beside me and kissed me, feeding my lust, and I kissed her back.

“Spank me,” Jenn pleaded between laps of Carmen’s pussy lips. “I need it. Spank my ass.”

I looked down and saw the black tattoo branded into her flesh. It pulsed with a dark light. Her hips pushed back, and she rolled her abdomen along with my thrusts. The black web of lines across the base of her spine seemed to boil with glowing lines as her cries increased.

“Please! Hit me… beat me….” Jenn wailed. “Fuck me, use me!”

I drew back and swatted her ass hard. Lexi reached down, spanked her other cheek, then grabbed the black plug and jiggled it in Jenn’s tight ass. Jenn grunted like an animal, her cunt clenching at my driving cock. I gripped her ass, using my nails to grind into her flesh. She crooned and pushed back into my pounding thrusts. The star in the center of the tattoo glowed a deeper black as I inflicted bites of pain into her flesh. I disassociated and lost myself in the brutal scene—spanking and pulling at Jenn’s flesh.

Lexi slipped on her back and got under Jenn’s rolling abdomen. Then she used her hand to spank Jenn’s clitoris, alternating between a smack and a lick of her tongue. Lexi’s tongue flicked at my flared head as I pulled out and finished pulling the plug from Jenn’s ass. I grabbed my shaft, aiming at her gaped anus. Lexi spat a gob of saliva on my crown, and I pushed it into Jenn and thrust savagely forward.

Jenn grunted into Carmen’s cunt, and Carmen tossed her head back. Her dark eyes watched me as I slammed deeper and deeper into Jenn’s ass. Carmen’s hips rose and ground her leaking cunt into Jenn’s lapping tongue. I felt Lexi’s fingers slide deep into Jenn’s cunt, pressing into the underside of my shaft. The three of us used Jenn’s supple body hard, which stoked her lust and need. Carmen’s eyes locked with mine as she pushed Jenn’s head down and lifted her hips. Carmen came with a loud squawk, and I felt her tremors transmit through Jenn’s flesh trapped between us.

As I savagely fucked Jenn’s ass, she froze and then trembled. I felt her cunt convulse around Lexi’s probing fingers. I felt her cum jet into Lexi’s face and splash into my thighs and balls. Her ass tightened around my cock, pushing me over the edge, and I rammed in deep. My cock pulsing as I jetted my load into her bowels. The room spun, and I slipped to the side, lying on Carmen’s thigh as I caught my breath.

“What the fuck?” I asked, “How did this happen?”

Carmen chuckled in the afterglow of bliss.

“Jenn’s an insatiable slut,” she said.

“I am,” she said quietly. “I need it; it’s all I’m good for. Please use me….”

Her words drifted off as she rolled to her side and looked at me. Her gaze shifted between my eyes, up at Carmen, and then to Lexi’s. Her face was a mass of confusion and satisfaction. I scanned her and saw that her curve had normalized, but was still different from my first adjustment.

“You are our friend, Jenn,” I said carefully, using her name, “We don’t want to use you. You are special to us.”

Her curve buzzed as she tried to place my words. She had no logical place to connect that with her own needs. Even her name didn’t register, and she looked more confused.

“I’m your slut now,” she said with a slur, frustrated that she had to explain. “You owe me. Don’t you get it? I will do whatever you command. Just fuck me again. It’s all I’m good for. I’m a fuckhole for you to use. All of my holes.” Jenn rambled on.

Her words didn’t make logical sense, and I looked at Carmen and Lexi. They also looked confused at Jenn’s words. To them, it was just a physical and passionate outpouring of emotional state in the aftermath of our confrontation. They didn’t identify their lust with their identity. They were whole; Jenn was fractured.

I tried to determine what I should do, observing her as I lay naked in bed with three women. Jenn groaned, then started scratching at the black stars on her breasts. I saw her nipples harden.

Her curve shifted as if it had a life of its own. The shape distorted to a need for more stimulation. Her other hand rubbed at the darkening flower above her cunt, and I scanned her to see what she was feeling. Her graph kept shifting. Her lust and need rose in response to her rubbing the dark tattoos.

I tried to counter, adjusting her as the tattoos influenced her, but it was like nailing jello to a wall. I’d push down in one place, and another would bloom. I looked at Carmen, feeling helpless. “I think we need to bind her, so she can’t touch her tattoos.”

Carmen nodded and slid out of bed and into her closet, looking for some restraints.

“Did she have those before?” I turned to Lexi.

“No, Master,” she said, “The tats are new. She is also different. I mean, besides the porn princess body molding. When we … well, at the dorm, she wasn’t nearly as aggressive.”

Lexi slipped out of bed and pulled up her shorts. Carmen tossed her a cuff, and together they bound Jenn spread-eagled on the bed. Her body still writhed as the tattoos glowed darker. It was an evident influence. I needed to talk to the survivor and Alyssa’s help.

“I’m here,” Alyssa said, coming in the door, “Kelly is helping in the house. She has on the stone. I could feel you three; what happened?”

I nodded towards Jenn, who was rabidly cursing.

“Fuck me, fuck this slut. Use my holes. Spank my ass. Feed me…” she rambled incoherently in a constant stream of curses.

“I can’t push her a change that is permanent,” I explained. Every time I do, it morphs. I think the tattoos influence her, eliminating her self-control and flattening her curve automatically.”

Alyssa watched thoughtfully, then concentrated. Jenn’s body slowed, then she slept. Her body finally relaxed. Though periodic tremors coursed through her flesh as the tattoos flared.

“I think I can keep her asleep,” Alyssa said. “I don’t think we want Kelly to see her like this. I need to stay here. Can you get the man, Jediah? Maybe I can get what we need from him.”

“If he wakes up—” Alyssa held up a hand, stopping me mid-sentence

“He should be waking up now,” she smiled.

After we dressed, Carmen and Lexi trailed me as I walked to where the man started to move in the field. He was strong and tested the constraining ropes, but Carmen’s knots held. I walked up, scanned him, and was disturbed by his moral graph. I grabbed his shoulders, and he looked up at me with fire.

“Who the hell are you?” he asked, trying to struggle, “and who are these bitches?”

“I’m your worst nightmare,” I said quietly, then nodded at Carmen. She untied his ankles, and I lifted him. “You’ve managed to capture one of my friends. What you’ve done to her doesn’t have me thinking pleasant thoughts.”

“Is that right?” Jediah scoffed. “I’m not crying any tears. You don’t scare me.”

I stopped, looked at him, and pushed at his curve as his eyes concentrated on me. He shrank back, fear lighting his features. He tried to pull away from me, but I tugged at the leather collar Carmen had buckled around his neck, pulling him forward towards the cruiser.

By the time I shoved him inside, he was screaming in terror. It was like music to my ears.

DISTANT PAST - ISAIAH AND SAMMIE

Isaiah rushed into his apartment. Sammie rushed out of the kitchen at the door closing and saw Isaiah hurry down the hallway. He always greeted her in the kitchen, but he ignored her. She turned off the burner and then followed Isaiah down the hall.

“What’s the matter?” she asked.

Isaiah was looking through old boxes, lifting out folders of papers, and fingering through them. He tossed one pile back down, then pulled out another, rifling through the pages. His entire posture was frantic, and he looked up and saw Sammie’s concern.

“Something has changed,” he said, “I can’t fix something. They’ve changed how they are molding them.”

“Molding who?” Sammie asked, confused without more context.

“The Priesthood, they’ve made tattoos on the newer girls; they work against my adjustments,” Isaiah explained, tossing down one bundle and picking up another.

“Slow down,” Sammie said. “We can figure this out. Rushing in like a madman won’t help those women any faster.”

Isaiah looked up at her, and she saw his frustration. She pulled him close and hugged him, and he relaxed. He put down the stack of papers and held her in his arms. Her thoughts comforted him. In the past ten years, they had become partners. He shared everything with her. She knew he visited the brothels to start the process. Changing the enslaved women to seek help, then continuing his work through a women’s shelter.

Sammie pulled him back to the living room and sat down, helping him to sit. She knew this was hard for him. Going to the cathouses was tempting for anyone, and Isaiah was worried he might be influenced and give in. His wild eyes and shifting gaze told her something had him spooked.

“Tell me what happened, Isaiah,” she said slowly. “I promise to listen. Just tell me, what has you so frantic?”

“I … it was strange … it wasn’t my fault,” Isaiah started.

“Honey, what happened?”

“I had sex with one,” he said, his shoulders slumping. “I couldn’t help myself; she was too strong, too aggressive, and I am weak.”

“Isaiah,” Sammie said, letting his infidelity slide, one of the hazards of his work. “Thank you for telling me the truth and not hiding. That wouldn’t be helpful. You are a strong man. Tell me how it was different this time.”

“Well, it was going like normal,” he began. Then, seeing her concern and love, Isaiah was secure enough to continue, “I talked with her, paid her fare, told her I just wanted company. She looked disappointed, and I felt her think she could change my mind. I adjusted her curve, and she relaxed. I talked about her memories. All the things I usually do to help them rediscover themselves.”

“Okay,” Sammie said. “I understand. Go on.”

“Well, I noticed that if I stopped adjusting her, her curve would spring back. She had a tattoo on one breast that seemed to grow darker. It was like it was affecting her. She drew closer and started kissing me.”

Sammie nodded and willed him to tell the whole story.

“I was still trying to figure out what was going on,” Isaiah continued, “and she kept kissing me. I felt whispers in my mind. Dark voices were swimming in my thoughts. I kissed her back. She pulled off her top, and I saw the tattoo darken. I had to taste it. Then one thing….”

Sammie felt his panic rise as he recalled the events and squeezed his hands.

“The tattoo is Priesthood,” he said. “It’s something new, something they’ve added. Something changed that woman in a way I’ve never seen before. Reading her curve, she seeks out the sex and even more—It’s disturbing.”

“Okay,” Sammie said, “I understand. What are you looking for? How can I help?”

“I was looking for the charts,” Isaiah said, “the photos of the genealogy lines from the temple. I need to find someone to help me. I don’t think I can work this problem alone anymore. I need to see if Jeremiah’s ready.”

Sammie nodded, then smiled at Jeremiah’s name. She soon frowned and looked at Isaiah.

“Katie won’t like that,” she said, “I know. I’m glad that we’re talking again and visiting her. Our meetings fill up the hole in my soul. But she will protect Jeremiah. He is still so young.”

“We need to meet with Katie,” Isaiah said. “It’s too important. I can convince her.”

“Isaiah,” Sammie said and drew back, shocked, “You wouldn’t….”

“No,” Isaiah said, shaking his head. “I won’t adjust her. I need to show her proof. That’s why I need those photos.”

“We left them in the box in the bank,” Sammie said.

“Right!” Isaiah said, “Okay, we’ll go get those, and I’ll update the file for when … and if … Jeremiah ever discovers his power. Then we’ll drive down to meet with Katie. She can help sort this out, too.”

“So we’re leaving?” Sammie asked and swallowed to keep herself from adding, “Again?”

“Yes,” Isaiah nodded, “I’m sorry, but we need to move to a different town. I can’t do any good here until I figure out how to counter the tattoos.”

By the following day, the pair was heading north towards Idaho. They would be in Pinebluff by the next day. If the timing worked out, they’d be back in Oregon before Jeremiah’s graduation in a few weeks. Sammie smiled. She looked forward to seeing Katie. Hopefully, she’d be able to see Jeremiah and marvel at what a handsome young man he’d become.


PART TWO

CURSED ECHOES


CHAPTER 4
CURSED INK


PAST - KELLY

I was starting to feel normal again as I walked with Alyssa and Rebekah towards the large house on the edge of the grassy commons. I watched Jeremiah as he walked back and entered the bus. I wouldn’t say I liked wearing the necklace because it made me feel separate from Jeremiah and all the rest of my family. I also understood that I had lost control of my power earlier, which cost one man his life and almost killed Jenn. I didn’t want to lose my control.

“What am I?” I asked myself. “Angel or demon?”

I wished I’d have asked Alyssa more about how she understood things. I wanted to talk to my mother and wished my grandmother were alive. I needed to know more about who or what I was.

“Is that actually Alyssa’s mother?” I wondered; the sudden revelation still shocked me.

“So, Rebekah,” I started, tired of being alone in my thoughts, “How did you become Alyssa’s mom?”

Alyssa chuckled, “I think you, especially, should know how the birds and the bees work, Kel. Though it seems the morning sickness has gotten better.”

“Ha!” I laughed at myself and realized that I was feeling better. “Yeah, I do feel better. I wonder why?”

“If you mean,” Rebekah interrupted gracefully, returning to my original question, “How did I lose Alyssa to foster care? I can answer that.”

“If you don’t mind,” I answered, “if the story isn’t too painful to recount.”

“To me sometimes, it feels like only yesterday,” Rebekah said as we reached the second floor, and she paused outside the door to a bedroom. “When my husband was arrested, the state took custody of all of our children—mine and my sister-wives. Two of my sisters were too young to have babies. The other two each had a baby girl. My Alyssa was the oldest, only four years old.”

I nodded, trying to put myself in her shoes. I knew that I loved my sisters as much as I loved Jeremiah. I wondered if she had the same attachment to her family.

“My husband was a halfling. I am mundanely human,” she went on, content with talking in the hallway. “He was a good husband. He took the younger wives more to protect them than to use them. The other men were abusive. To the state, however, every man was abusive, and ever marrage illegitimate—they were all guilty. Once they changed venue to a different county, the trials were easily won, and the abusive men all went to prison. The children were taken into protective custody.”

“It must have been horrible to lose your family,” I said. “I can’t imagine being apart from my loves.”

“Are all of you a family?” Rebekah asked. “All five? It’s strange to have all of you so close in age.”

“Well, we met a bit differently,” Alyssa said. “It is a long story. What do we need to do here? I’m sorry to interrupt, but I think we need to take care of some business.”

I was shocked at how abrupt Alyssa was, but Rebekah nodded.

“You’re right. Let me call the hospice. I don’t think I’m ready to go back inside that room.”

We went back downstairs, and she called the hospice. While she was talking, Alyssa seemed distracted, deep in thought, as if her mind were elsewhere. I was used to that, as she often appeared this way when all of us weren’t in the same room. Today, her face clouded with confusion, and she kept flicking her eyes to look at me.

“What is it?” I asked, “Is something wrong?”

“Nothing,” Alyssa smiled a fake smile. “I’m just keeping track of things. It isn’t easy to be in two places at once. I’m sorry, I should stay present here.”

“They’ll be along in about an hour,” Rebekah said, hanging up the receiver. They’ve called a hearse, and they’ll pick up the body when they come and take it to the mortuary. We can stay downstairs to talk.”

I was relieved. I didn’t want to see a dead body, not another one. She set us down on a sofa, then went to retrieve a tray from the kitchen. Alyssa again looked distant and fidgeted restlessly, tuned into the trio in the RV. I was a little irritated, being disconnected from my family because of the pendant. I reached to pull it off.

“No, Kel!” Alyssa jumped at me. “Not yet, I’m sorry. I need to go down and help with something. One of us will get you when this is sorted. Do you mind keeping my mother company?”

“Ummm,” I said, even more irritated. Why was it my job to entertain her mother? I managed to smile, “Okay, Aly. If you think it’s best.”

“I’ll be back as soon as possible,” Alyssa said and turned to her mother. “I’ll be back up in a few minutes. I want to introduce you to Jeremiah. But, I need to take care of something in our camper.”

“Okay,” Rebekah said with a cloud of concern on her face. “Is everything all right?”

“It’s fine, really,” Alyssa said, excusing herself and leaving me alone with her mother.

“So…” I said, not knowing where to start.

“You have a wonderful gift,” Rebekah said. “Your ability saved that poor girl’s life.”

“Well,” I said, feeling guilt rise in my gut. “I was the one who almost killed her, too.”

She nodded and looked towards the ceiling.

“Yes, I’ve heard stories. Deacon witnessed one of your kind. The story wasn’t pleasant. Though tragic, it served a greater good.”

“What do you mean?” I asked. “I killed a man and almost killed my friend. I don’t see much good coming from anything I’ve done.”

“I suppose it will take time to see the good that may come from this dark day,” Rebekah said thoughtfully. “In the story Deacon related, the deaths of the other halflings by the last Baraqiel crippled the corruption in our community. It didn’t end, but it was the beginning of the end.”

“I think she was my grandmother,” I said. “Alyssa read her story from my grandmother’s journals. She said she killed three men here. It seemed to be an incredible story. My mother enjoyed reciting many of my grandmother’s stories. I thought they were fairy tales. I didn’t believe that they could be true.”

I thought about my grandmother. I never knew her. She died when I was a baby. My mother would often tell me stories about her, though. She said she could be so loving in many things, but if she got angry, her temper was legendary.

My mom always used her stories to prove a point, to build my morality. I knew she meant well, but her tall tales made my grandmother feel unreal most of the time. My mother said my grandmother barely tolerated my loving father, the best man I knew—until Jeremiah. My mother said when my grandmother died, she was… tired—tired of life.

“Much of what I’ve seen and experienced here is hard to believe,” Rebekah said, growing quiet. “I spent the last 15 years being a puppet to the man up there. He never touched me physically. But his mind kept my body captive. I did his bidding, took care of his house, then took care of his physical health when he became sick.”

“That must have been horrible,” I said. “Did you have any privacy? Could you do anything for yourself?”

“He let me have my thoughts,” she said. “He had to because I hated him for his control. But physically, I couldn’t do anything to him. It became easier not to fight him. It is a bit of a vacuum now. Which is frustrating, I don’t want to miss it, but I do. I feel alone.”

I nodded quietly, thinking of the absence of my lovers’ thoughts. “I can understand that.”

I felt more isolated and alone with the pendant on. I needed to find control and become stronger. I needed the link to Alyssa and Jeremiah. I needed to feel them even though they were only a short walk away. I touched the stone on my chest, then lifted it off and tucked it into the pocket of my jeans.

PAST - JEREMIAH

Once I got Jediah into the RV, I dialed back on the terror he felt concerning my adjustment to his relationship curve. Alyssa was not amused. It is tough to interrogate someone who is being terrorized. I didn’t like the man—none of us did. Alyssa pushed a thought, and while I was not too fond of the idea, I adjusted Jediah’s mind accordingly.

Jediah looked around wildly, his emotions still on edge from my hasty adjustment. When his eyes finally found Alyssa, he didn’t recognize her. I pushed another adjustment as he was trying to place her, making it seem she was a close friend.

“What are you doing here?” Jediah said, slipping closer to Alyssa and eyeing me, “That guy is trouble, you know? You need to be careful.”

Alyssa smiled indulgently and asked.

“I need some information from you. Can you help me?”

“Anything,” Jediah said, then searched for a name. A wave of concentration from Alyssa gave him his answer, “Mary… It’s Mary. It’s been so long since I’ve seen you.”

“Yes, I’m Mary,” Alyssa said. “It has been so long, hasn’t it? I see you have been busy,” Alyssa nodded towards the back room.

Jenn was sleeping, her arms and legs bound spread-eagled. Lexi was beside her, watching over her protectively. Jenn was nude but relaxed. Carmen saw Jediah enjoying the view a bit too much and walked towards the back to cover her up. I followed as I could listen to this conversation out of sight. Jediah kept looking back at me as I left, still wary of my presence.

“She needs to eat,” Carmen told me after she tucked a blanket over Jenn. “She needs good, nutritious food and maybe some chocolate. She should also have these restraints removed if she’s asleep now. She does not need to feel captive.”

“Why do you think that?” I asked Carmen, keeping my voice low, to hear Alyssa’s interrogation in the other room.

“Unbind her, Papi,” Carmen said. “I’ll make her something to eat, then I’ll come back and tell you about it. Just hold her and hug her, you and Lexi. You know what to do, Lex?”

Lexi nodded, and Carmen went back into the kitchen. Lexi and I removed all of Jenn’s cuffs. Jenn curled onto her side, and I slipped beside her, resting my back against the rear bulkhead. I pulled her up and let her head rest on my chest. Her hands felt my chest and shoulders. Then she relaxed again. She stayed asleep, and I just held her snugly, keeping my hands in safe places. Lexi slipped against me and gently caressed Jenn with her hands outside the blanket.

“So, what did you do to her?” Alyssa asked, “She should work very well in my house, but I need to know what you’ve done.”

Alyssa was playing the part of a cathouse madam to get Jediah to talk more. I’d rather hear his words gasping between screams of pain, but Alyssa was an expert at getting people to open up. Jediah was more focused on her than on Jenn and me. Carmen’s cooking kept me out of Jediah’s line of sight, so he relaxed even more.

“Well, when we found her, she was already very sexualized,” Jediah said almost clinically. “She had a very high sex drive with very few inhibitions. So she’d work well in any cathouse. We’ve been training newer girls to be pain sluts, too. That was my work before we brought her here for the final adjustments.”

“I see,” Alyssa said, and her thoughts to me were filled with rage, but outwardly she was composed. “What were the final adjustments?”

“Samuel prettied her up like he usually does,” Jediah said. “You know how well his methods work for making sexy little whores. Then he added those tattoos. Have you seen them?”

“I have. They are well done,” Alyssa said, “but what’s so special about them?”

“They are charmed,” Jediah said casually. “They are tied into her sex and pain systems. The tit and cunt tats activate her sex drive, and the tramp stamp activates her pain response. Right now, they are raw and tender. Any stimulation will push her to seek more. That’s why we keep them here for a few days. Once they heal, they aren’t as sensitive.”

“I’m not sure they are at all necessary for my house,” Alyssa said, still playing the part of a cathouse madam, “I like all the rest you have done. Can you remove the tattoos?”

“Samuel can do that,” Jediah said, “I think. I’m not sure. Maybe we should go talk to him.”

“In a little bit,” Alyssa said, “I have some more questions about your outfit. If I like what I hear, I’m sure I will want a larger supply.”

Carmen returned to where Lexi and I comforted Jenn with a cup of milk, small squares of dark chocolate, cheese, and a small sandwich. Lexi softly spoke in Jenn’s ear, and she began to stir. Carmen combed Jenn’s hair from her face and carefully helped her wake up. I focused on Jenn and let Alyssa’s thoughts keep me updated. Her interrogations were mostly clarifying things rather than seeking immediate answers.

“Don’t let her touch the tattoos,” Carmen said quietly to Lexi, “I don’t want her to trip back into arousal. We need to treat her drop.”

“Her drop?” I asked, looking at Carmen.

“Yes, Papi,” Carmen nodded, handing Lexi a square of chocolate, “Give her a bit of this and a little milk, little one.”

“Okay, what does that mean?” I asked again.

Satisfied that Lexi knew what to do, Carmen turned to me, “It’s called sub-drop. It is somewhat like narcotic withdrawal. Listening to Señor Asshole brag about what he’s done to her. She’s got to be feeling a bit detached. He pushed her hard, and pain training can push her into sub-space. That’s got to be handled with care.”

“Okay, slow down,” I said. “You’re using many new terms and things I know nothing about.”

“Okay, Papi,” Carmen paused to think and continued. “You know sex and arousal make our minds produce chemicals, right?”

I nodded, “Yeah, I read something about that once.”

“Okay, well, playing with pain and pleasure, that’s like giving someone an overdose of those chemicals,” Carmen said. “Pain triggers the body’s natural painkillers—endorphins. While pleasure pushes more of the bliss feelings—serotonin, I think. A seasoned dominant can use those natural responses to push a submissive into sub-space. They might feel like they’re flying, detached from their physical bodies. They aren’t feeling much pain; it’s a natural high.”

“Okay,” I said, trying to process her words into Jenn’s condition, “Then what is drop?”

“Well, first, subspace can be a bit dangerous. Since the submissive enjoys the bliss and can’t feel much pain, they can get seriously injured. A good dominant sees the signs of subspace, lowers the intensity, and starts to prepare the submissive to come down from that feeling of bliss. They slow their interactions and start bringing the submissive down for a cozy landing. They comfort and soothe, ensuring that the submissive feels safe. These assholes threw her in a cage.”

“Doesn’t sound like you approve?” I questioned.

“Well, it’s a shitty thing to do and shows they don’t care for the women they enslave. They want them hooked on that feeling. It also plays into an addictive cycle. Everyone loves the highs, but the lows can be self-destructive. When the submissive drops, they must be looked after and shown love and care. It’s important.”

“So is that why she’s…insatiable?” I asked.

“I don’t know,” Carmen admitted, “but I’ve seen many subs that come down hard from subspace crave that feeling again. I’m trying to treat what I can. You and Alyssa can see deeper, maybe with your special angel powers.”

Carmen smirked at the last remark, causing me to chuckle. Lexi was making eye contact with Jenn. She smiled and offered Jenn some chocolate. I decided that Jenn was in good hands. I got up and closed the door, then went back to deal with Jediah.

PAST - ALYSSA

Interrogating this corrupt man, this Jediah, was like plunging a toilet with a stopped-up drain. Each time I’d ask for something new, a new slice of horribleness would bubble up out of his mouth. He had a distaste for women of all kinds. He had only a wife to try to produce an heir; there was no love in that relationship. He recruited first-year college students into a life of prostitution and drug addiction. He profited from the sale of females as sex objects. He sadistically raped women with regularity. He was a horrid man, and I couldn’t wait to be free from him.

Unfortunately, he had no idea how to fix Jenn. Unbeknownst to him, the only person he thought could help was dead in the cinder block building. The only good news is that the tattoos were new and raw. Once they healed, they wouldn’t be so acute in stimulating their ardent desires. Perhaps Jeremiah could condition Jenn to resist the urges the tattoos trigger.

“I think you need to sleep now,” I told Jediah.

Immediately, his head slumped to his chest, and he slid to his side on the sofa. His hands were still cuffed behind his back. I looked around, and Jeremiah was coming out of the back room. He looked concerned but peaceful. We needed to talk. Almost at the same time, I felt Kelly’s mind reattach to my mind mesh. I welcomed her back and suggested she return to the bus.

“Can you help me haul him off the bus, please?” I implored Jeremiah.

He nodded, and we took him out the door and laid him on the gravel of the drive the cruiser was parked upon. Kelly was coming down from the house. Rebekah stayed at the door, waiting for the hospice care to take care of Deacon’s remains. I waited until Kelly got to us, then the three of us went back inside the cruiser and sat on one of the sofas.

“How is Jenn?” asked Kelly.

“She’s okay….” Jeremiah allowed, “The tattoos are charmed to provoke arousal or something when touched. She can cycle into a needful state rather quickly.”

Jeremiah looked a bit guilty. He knew I knew he, Carmen, and Lexi had sex with her. So his guilt may be from an understanding he’d violated Kelly’s trust. Kelly had no idea of the threesome’s actions as she was wearing the stone, while I had felt all of their emotions and feelings. I was still feeling the after-effects of the arousal. I wanted to probe Jeremiah so there would be no secrets.

“You had sex with her,” I reminded him. “Was it something you couldn’t resist? Did it seem to have any supernatural pull to engage?”

“You had what?” Kelly said, her eyes widening in shock.

“Let me explain, Kel,” Jeremiah said quickly, giving me the stink eye.

“No secrets, Jeremiah,” I counseled, “We need to be honest with each other, always.”

Jeremiah nodded, “You’re right, Aly, sorry.”

Jeremiah then continued and explained what he’d walked in on when we separated earlier. While he was talking, Carmen and Lexi came and joined us, sitting on the opposite couch.

“I’ve cuffed Jenn to the bed again,” Carmen said. “We can’t let her touch those tattoos. Their effect is too strong.”

Jeremiah picked up the story, and Carmen nodded as Jeremiah explained that she and Lexi were only acting on the feelings of their aggression from our encounter rescuing Jenn. Lexi reported that Jenn was the initiator, kissing Carmen.

“The whole thing reminded me of when I caught you and Lexi having sex with her back in school,” Carmen said, looking at Kelly, “I have a visceral attraction to that girl, and her responses to my kissing her just sort of grew. By the time Jeremiah was there, we were all involved.”

“Yeah,” Lexi nodded. “It just happened. I didn’t feel any weird suggestions or impulses until after we stopped. Jenn just wanted to keep going, said she needed it.”

“She’s been horribly mistreated.” Carmen said, “We need to be careful, and at the same time, we need to support her. She’s in bad shape.”

“Yes,” I said, “I questioned that man, Jediah, that’s tied up outside. He said the tattoos are permanent. Samuel was the only person who could remove them, as far as he knew. Samuel is the dead guy in the workshop.”

Kelly dropped her head at that, and I pulled her close. Jeremiah joined us.

“I didn’t know what I was doing,” Kelly said. “I became this… beast. I felt fangs and claws grow like… it all felt part of me. Not like when I bit Lexi, and that scares me. This side of my powers is frightening. I felt like I became a demon.”

“You did change. You looked like some weird wildcat,” Lexi said, “but we were all there, and I used the stone to shift you back. I didn’t understand what had happened, but the stone helped control you. If we didn’t have the stone, I’m not sure I could have stopped you.”

“The stone!” Carmen said and felt her breasts, then around her waist, “Where did that plate go? I had it when we went into the workshop, but I don’t remember what happened to it.”

She disappeared into the back room and looked around the bed, where she and Lexi had stripped earlier. Then she came back in and grabbed Lexi.

“Come on, Lex,” Carmen said, “help me retrace my steps.”

“We’ll all help you,” Jeremiah said, “I think we all need to stay together now. I don’t trust this place.”

“What about Jenn?” Kelly asked, “She’ll be alone.”

“Dammit, that’s right,” Jeremiah said, “Okay, Kel, you and Alyssa stay with Jenn. I’ll go with Carmen and Lexi.”

They filed out of the cruiser, and I sat with Kelly. She was deep in thought; her friend had been rescued, and she reached into her pocket. Her thoughts evaporated when she touched the stone and pulled it from her jeans.

“Maybe this can help Jenn?” she asked aloud, looking up to me. “I feel like I need to do something to help her. She seems so desperate and different from the fun friend I knew at school.”

“We can try,” I said.

I took Kelly’s hand, and at contact, her thoughts returned even as she held the stone. It’s odd to describe the telepathic link I shared with my lovers. We didn’t communicate in words, but more in feelings and emotions. I could send a suggestion and receive a response. The absence of that connection with any of my family felt like an odd ringing in my brain. With other people, I had to push my telepathy, actively work to understand their thoughts, or push a suggestion to family, though it was effortless with family. I began to understand how Deacon had controlled Rebekah.

Kelly and I walked around the bed, on either side of Jenn. She was covered by a blanket and resting, but was still naked. Her wrists and ankles spread wide, forming an X on the bed. Kelly leaned over, placed the necklace on Jenn’s chest, and then her hand brushed lightly over her friend’s enlarged breast. The star tattoos darkened as she inadvertently touched one.

It was as if a match had sparked a short-acting fuse. Jenn’s nipple hardened instantly. She took in a deep breath and moaned in arousal. Kelly looked shocked as her friend’s eyes opened, and she tried to move her arms. The arousal from the touch sparked the other tattoo on her chest, which darkened as the nipple hardened. The small space grew warmer and soon felt like a sauna. The arousal triggered Kelly’s response, and unprotected by the stone began to glow, feeding on the ramped-up sexual energy. Kelly looked lustfully at her friend, lowered her mouth, and kissed her deeply.

“Um, Kel,” I started to say.

But her powers bloomed, and the arousal poured off Kelly like a wave. I was still feeling the arousal of Jeremiah’s encounter with Jenn. As much as I tried to fight it, I was compelled to reach out and touch Jenn’s thigh. I licked my lips at the feel of her warm flesh and moved my hand upwards.

Kelly deepened her kiss with a slight growl as she pulled her blouse off her chest, the buttons ripping and scattering in the room. She feasted on the arousal suddenly flooding the room. Jenn’s body pulsed as she struggled in her restraints. I watched the stone fall from her chest and get drawn under the wool blanket.

My focus flicked to Jenn’s flower tattoo as the blanket fell away. I ran my fingers lightly up her thigh and over her bare labia before tracing the edge of the flower above her mound. The tattoo darkened at my touch, and Jenn’s hips rolled. I watched, fascinated, as her labia engorged at the supernatural stimulation. I lost all inhibitions in the wake of Kelly’s aura, and I leaned over and kissed Jenn’s dark flower and inhaled the scent of her arousal.

Kelly pushed off her jeans and panties. At the same time, I tugged off my tee-shirt, standing to shove my jeans down. For a moment, I breathed the cool air just outside the aura of the pair on the bed. I had a moment to turn away, but the arousal in my body was too much. I slid onto the bed and unbuckled Jenn’s ankles.

Kelly was kissing, licking, and sucking on Jenn’s rock-hard nipples, her bare breasts pushing against her friend’s tawny side. I lowered my mouth, spread open Jenn’s labia, and kissed her drenched folds. Overwhelmed by her scent, I licked and sucked the succulent juices flowing from her core. The small room began to fill with her moans.

“Oh yes,” Jenn sighed. “ God, your tongue, lick deeper….Fuck! Please, Kel, I want to touch you. Release me.”

Kelly spread her arms and faced her friend, kissing her lips as her hands worked at the cuffs’ buckles. When Jenn’s arms came free, she embraced Kelly fully. They kissed as their breasts mashed together. Kelly lifted her legs and straddled Jenn’s prone body. Their full breasts pressed together as she pressed Jenn back down flat. I lifted my head and licked at Kelly’s exposed cunt. Her taste was sweeter, and the glow she was putting off only intoxicated me more.

My sexual need grew, and I shifted up and scissored one of my legs under Jenn’s thigh. I leaned forward and ground my soaked cunt against Jenn’s mound. My fingers dug into her hip to pull her closer, and I dropped my hips to crush our pussies together. Kelly ground her pelvis into Jenn’s firm abdomen, her cunt slipping over her belly, dragging the ring Jeremiah used to pierce her clit hood across Jenn’s belly piercing.

I cupped my hand over Kelly’s sex. “Lift your hips, Kel,” I moaned, grinding into Jenn’s active thrusts. “I need to taste your sweet pussy.”

Kelly rose to her knees and lifted her hips. My hand rubbed into her folds as I lowered my mouth to her sex. She moaned into Jenn’s mouth as my tongue lapped between her fragrant folds. Then our bodies shifted and moved. As I ground into Jenn, she humped against me, adding friction to our greedy tribadism and driving my arousal sky high. I lapped at Kelly’s open folds, sucking her juices, then licking up and circling her anus.

She moaned at the new sensation, and my tongue pressed into the tight ring. I spat and licked at her nether opening. I moved one hand to rub that delicate ring over her clit. With my other hand, I pressed a finger into Kelly’s ass. My mouth moved freely from her anus to her lower labia, coating her flesh with my saliva and her arousal. Her body rolled, trying to get more.

Jenn was panting and keening as our bodies folded into each other, with Kelly pressed between us. Our sapphic flesh squirmed together in that tiny bed, only fueling the heated lust we felt. Kelly’s aura bloomed brighter, and I felt my peak coming.

I felt Jenn’s thoughts invade my brain. I was overcome by how desperate her sexual need was and sought only to fill it. I came as I felt Jenn’s mind form a new connection with our hive mind while my body shook in response to my orgasm.

My bliss pushed out through the mesh, and Kelly started convulsing, flooding my mouth with her orgasmic spending. I felt Jenn freeze up, and then her spasming cunt flooded my pussy as our hips ground together to prolong the bliss we all felt. We all stiffened, then relaxed. Our bodies felt like gelatin as we sprawled entwined together on the bed.

PAST - JEREMIAH

Carmen led the way, hurrying back to the cinder block workshop. Lexi and I followed behind, knowing the jeweled plate was something we didn’t want to lose. We entered the dark room, and I searched for a light switch along the wall. Lexi slipped past me and helped Carmen look near the center pedestal where Jenn had been chained. I found a light switch and switched it on. The room brightened, and I watched as Carmen and Lexi looked around the table, avoiding the bloody mass of the dead man.

Carmen got on her hands and knees and finally, in the brighter light, saw the edge of the plate just under the shoulder of the dead man. She grabbed the corner and pulled it from under his bulk. She looked at me and waved the plate. I felt a sudden surge of lust and looked at Lexi. She must have thought it, too, because her body suddenly grew fluid as she looked at Carmen kneeling on the floor with the plate.

I didn’t place where the wave of lust came from initially. It felt familiar, more like the many times the five of us succumbed to Kelly’s aura. Then I realized it was transmitted by Alyssa’s web and supercharged by Kelly. Understanding this, I tried to shake my head to stay on task. Carmen looked confusedly at both of us, waving the plate with Alyssa’s stone. But Lexi leaped at her, knocking the plate out of her hand. I heard it clatter to the ground. Lexi kissed Carmen hungrily, pulling Carmen’s top off. I opened my mouth to warn them and walked toward the pair.

The closer I got to them, the more they deepened their kiss and the more frantic their embrace. Putting together that Alyssa had gotten entangled with Jenn, and that sparked Kelly, I reached out to break up the pair. However, when I leaned forward to touch Lexi, I gripped the back of her head and tugged a handful of her amber mane. Before I could explain what was happening, another wave of lust flowed through us, and I kissed her deeply.

That evaporated any restraint, and the three of us reveled in the passion and lust that had overwhelmed us. Fueled by Kelly’s powers and flowing into us through Alyssa’s links to our collective hive mind. We moved away from the gruesome dead body, and I tossed Lexi over the edge of the pedestal. My hands pressed her frame into the rough wood. Carmen shed the rest of her clothes and crawled onto the pedestal opposite Lexi. Lexi tossed her head, looking back at me as her thighs parted, her stance widening.

“Fuck me, Master!” she pleaded, her ass grinding back at me.

Carmen slapped Lexi across the face, making her head spin as she looked at the dark eyes of her lover. I gripped her ass, holding her still, my cock poised at her entrance.

“You slut,” Carmen said. “Use your fucking manners.”

Lexi turned her head back towards me, “Please, Master, use me, fuck this one hard, please.”

I thrust into her with her while she pleaded, which made the rest of her begging dissolve into a satisfied mumble. Carmen gripped her head and dragged her open mouth between her spread legs.

“Better,” Carmen spat. “Now eat my fucking cunt, fuck toy.”

The whole interlude had turned brutal and violent, as if our new, rougher dynamic was infected by something darker, edgier. I wasn’t gentle in my thrusts, pounding into Lexi’s small body over the wooden pedestal. I held her torso down as my hips drove my thick shaft into her cunt. Her body ground into the platform, and my weight pressed her tits into the rough wood. She growled at the hard fucking, and possessive use of her body.

Carmen had shifted, one hand gripping Lexi’s red mane, holding her down as she ground her hips into Lexi’s open mouth. Carmen’s back arched, grabbing her breast with her other hand. I watched Carmen’s face, her eyes lifting to mine, her emotional need painting her features.

“Save some of that cock for me, please, Master,” she panted. “I need to feel you slam into my cunt.”

I grunted and hammered harder. Slapping Lexi’s ass, she pushed back to meet my thrusts. My hand pressed her down, holding her body trapped against the platform. Lexi was overwhelmed and tripped off into orgasm. Her petite body seized as her nerves overloaded. I pulled my cock out and pushed Lexi to the side.

Lexi rolled to the side and faced Carmen and me. Magnetically, Carmen leaned toward me. I reached and grabbed Carmen’s ankles and pulled. She lifted her ass from the platform and crabbed with her arms. I shifted my hands to her thighs and yanked her to the edge, then, with a rotation of my hips, felt my hooded crown engage her well-lubricated lips.

Lexi had risen to her knees, kissing me as I thrust deeply into Carmen. In a haze of fevered lust, I watched Carmen’s eyes roll back into her sockets and came hard, triggering my own orgasm as I roared out, emptying my balls into her. Dazed and spent, the three of us felt the seismic waves of the orgasms from the trio in the cruiser flood our minds, as if the air were prolonging our peaks.

Crashing through into the bliss afterward, Carmen and Lexi embraced me from either side. We panted as we recovered from our frantic fucking. Checking each other, our thoughts were a cloud of confusion as we waited for our bodies to relax and our senses to return. I sensed shadows and shapes swimming around us. Even with the lights on, the room seemed darker, and the shadows filled with dark laughter.

PRESENT - BETH

I couldn’t take my mind off what happened after we’d left the coffee shop. I had gone to the coffee shop wanting an apology from Zac. However, I also intended to distance myself from him. We were getting close, and I had felt maybe too close. I’d turned 18 three months ago. I was graduating high in my class. I wanted to go to college. I didn’t need the complications of a teenage romance.

However, Zac was incredibly handsome. His smile always lit up any room he was in. His character was even more attractive. I recognized I was jealous of Stacy’s fawning over him. He and I had never shared physical intimacy. I had reasoned that this was another reason I should take a stand and remain friends.

I had the best of intentions until I saw him smile. He seemed to glow as he walked into the coffee shop, and I slid his customary Mocha Java across the table to him. He was apologetic about the previous night. I barely heard much of his words. I tried to steel myself to go forward, to stay just friends. I tried to talk about mundane things. But every time I looked at him, I remembered Stacy kissing him. The jealousy and possessiveness I felt overwhelmed me.

“His lips are mine, not Stacy’s,” I thought at the time. “I need to find out if that is true. If they are truly mine.”

I leaned over the table and kissed him there in the coffee shop. At that moment, the effect of that kiss was like nothing I’d ever felt. I knew about sex, though still a virgin. I learned how my body responded to arousal. I masturbated, not daily, but enough to know I enjoyed the feeling—the light touches, the teasing of fingers over my breasts and then lower. The weight in my core grew until I had to find release. That kiss was like a thousand nights of me slipping a finger inside my pussy. It made me crave more.

Now, I wondered after we’d enjoyed three rounds of the best sex of my life. Okay, the only sex of my life, but still. “Where are we different?”

I had driven home from the coffee shop, where Zac had dropped me off after Blueberry Hill, in a blissful daze. Even now, hours later, I still felt light on my feet, what we had now felt more deeply than the friendly love we shared before that kiss ignited my passion for him. Our friendship had shifted in the last few hours.

“Is it love?” I wondered. “Or just hormonal lust?”

Regardless, I couldn’t return to the affectionate platonic love. Now my passion had a physical component. My body responded as I recalled our first time in the field at Blueberry Hill, then the next two. We couldn’t keep our hands off each other. I closed my eyes and moaned softly in need.

“Why was I aching to feel his touch again?” I wondered. “Am I addicted to him?”

The realization frightened me and aroused me simultaneously. I looked at my phone and then away. I looked at my alarm clock—10:30 PM. I could wait until morning. Tomorrow was Sunday. I’d sleep in late, then call him.

I dialed his number automatically, almost without thinking.

“Zac,” I asked in a whisper. “Can I come over?”

“Beth?” Zac answered, “Ummm… yeah. You know how to come in the side way?”

“Uh-huh,” I answered. “Behind the garage, turn left. Your room is on the right.”

“Yeah,” Zac said, then paused. “Ummm… how long?”

“I need to wait until my parents are asleep,” I schemed aloud. “Then I’ll be over… an hour? I hope less. I want to kiss you more.”

I could feel his smile, even through the phone. “Just a kiss?”

“And other things….” I drifted off and imagined his fingers were mine as I lightly brushed over my nipples, and a soft moan escaped my lips.

“Mmm… I like how you sound when you moan,” he said, catching me off guard. “I’m already hard thinking about you.”

We talked more, teased more, quietly, into the phone. His words worked like a physical touch. He directed me and told me where to touch. What he would do. My fingers obeyed his bidding and then plunged into my pussy. My back arched as he talked me through what he would be doing to me. I came with a shudder, a quiet gasp into the phone.

“Hurry, Beth,” he said before we hung up. “I want to do all that for real.”

I disconnected, flicked on the front-facing camera, and took a selfie. My naked body, from my breasts with my nipples still achingly hard, down to where my hand covered my mound, filled the frame. I sent that to him with a text.

“Thank you, lover,” it read.

I looked at my clock—eleven-fifteen PM. I could sneak out safely in fifteen minutes. But if I were quiet, I could make my escape now. I grabbed my car keys and slipped from my room. The halls were dark as I crept along the floor. I remembered where the one squeaky floorboard was and avoided it—taking the long way to the door in the laundry room that didn’t squeal like the one in the kitchen.

When I started my car, the radio dials glowed a deep blue. The numbers read 11:25 PM. The blue hue reminded me of Isaac’s eyes. I drove off quietly. I wondered how it would feel to wake up with my body pressed against his. Could we sleep and make love at dawn?

PAST - ALYSSA

In the lull of arousal, I tried to rearrange my thoughts. The bliss of Kelly’s afterglow felt like a warm blanket as I snuggled with my two lovers. I could quickly sink back into the throes of passion. The taste of the climax from Jeremiah’s threesome was like a bite of good dark chocolate. I shook my head slowly, rising from Jenn’s breast.

“Focus,” I sent to my family and rose to get dressed.

“What?” Jenn asked, looking at me.

I hadn’t said anything aloud, and I looked back at her with confusion, shock, and finally understanding. She had joined with our minds.

“We need to focus, Jenn,” I said. “We need to get you away from this place and take care of you.”

“Who are you?” she asked softly.

“She’s Alyssa,” Kelly said, kissing Jenn’s cheek. “She’s our sister.”

Kelly slipped up and started dressing, resignedly putting on the pendant that had fallen to the side of the bed at the start of our affair.

“I guess this doesn’t work with the tattoos,” she said, grinning, “I’m glad we found you, Jenn.”

Jenn blinked as she felt the absence of Kelly’s aura get sucked out of the room. I also felt a pang of withdrawal as her mind drew away. I didn’t know how we could stay focused with Jenn’s charmed tats activating a sex-angel. I needed Jeremiah’s help.

“On our way,” I felt his echo.

Jenn struggled. Her thoughts, now linked with mine, jumbled. Her arousal was almost a constant pang of need. It practically throbbed to feel it, and I wanted to distance myself from her, while at the same time stripping and diving back into the decadent heat of her flesh. That warred with my desire to care for this new sister. I didn’t understand precisely how she had been assimilated into our web of thoughts. I didn’t understand how the five of us had at first either. I did a mental roll call, and except for Kelly, everyone reported in.

I felt Lexi and Carmen’s thoughts welcome Jenn. This seemed to have a soothing effect on her thoughts. Although her flesh was still aroused, her nipples looked achingly hard. I pushed an idea towards Kelly, then laughed at my futility.

“Let’s find her some clothes, Kelly,” I said aloud, smiling. “When you feel you’re strong enough, you need to take that pendant off. I miss you when you wear it.”

“Okay, Aly,” she nodded. “I miss you too. It’s horrible.”

Jenn sat up in the bed, almost looking normal for the first time. Jeremiah, Lexi, and Carmen entered the front and headed toward us. Kelly was searching through her clothes.

“I’m not sure I have any bras that will fit,” she said.

“Jeremiah,” I said aloud while sending a thought. “We need to adjust some things. First, we all need a lot more self-control. Then can you adjust Jenn’s body to be more—her?”

Jeremiah nodded, and then I felt his scan and adjust each of the girls, starting with Kelly. I couldn’t sense their moral curves, but I could feel how delicate his adjustments were. It felt like a surgeon doing a small suture. I felt normalcy return and was less tempted by Jenn’s naked presence.

Jenn’s posture straightened as Jeremiah reached into her mind again. In the aftermath of Kelly’s aura, her tattoos seemed less raw, as if golden energy had sped up her healing. That was a good sign. She slipped to the edge of the bed under control, seeming as normal as the rest of us, only with tits as big as my face.

“Can someone explain to me why I feel you in my brain?” she asked, holding her head. “I don’t know what any of this means.”

Jeremiah knelt and looked into her eyes. His features softened as he focused on her moral curve. She looked at him as he made more adjustments to her. He smiled as he performed his delicate adjustments. He was relieved his changes were working.

“We’re different,” he said. “I’m Jeremiah, and this is Alyssa. You know Kelly. We have powers that can do different things.”

She nodded, and I pushed more thoughts and feelings toward her to help her understand. I realized that part of my telepathy could condense my thoughts and package them in a tight bundle to stream to an individual in an instant. It was different from the background flow of thoughts and feelings.

Jeremiah pulled her to her feet. The four of us surrounded her. I took a step back, allowing Carmen and Lexi to get closer.

“Can I help you return to your real shape, Jenn?” Jeremiah asked. “I want you to be yourself, not whatever this is that they changed you into?”

Jenn looked confused, then worried. I pushed for more comfort and felt a flood of the same from the other girls. Jenn smiled shyly, finally coming to an understanding.

“Okay,” she said. “These boobs are horrible on my back, but please don’t put back the cellulite.”

Her smile lit up the room. Jeremiah was careful and tender with his touches. She accepted the changes with a few tremors of arousal. Jeremiah’s adjustments to self-control helped us all focus. Jenn grimaced as her breasts shrank to a more standard, but still generous, cup size. Carmen and Lexi helped Jeremiah to mold them based on their memories while also improving her appearance. The tattoos along the rise of her smaller breasts darkened, and her nipples engorged.

“Mmmnnfff,” Jenn complained at the uncomfortable arousal. “Too much, that’s good, please.”

Jeremiah backed off and just made minor adjustments. Her shape changed from a pure sex object to a beautiful young woman—her appearance became less of a pornstar and more of a charming ingenue. Kelly carefully pulled off her pendant and concentrated on Jenn. She projected her glow like she had when she healed her, and Jenn’s body seemed to heal, then relax. The tattoos faded from the angry black to a more subdued color.

“I can’t make the tattoos go away,” Jeremiah said. “But together, I think we can help you to control yourself. They’ll always be a bit sensitive.”

“Well,” Jenn said with a smile, accepting Kelly’s offer of a bra. “I kind of like them. They can be hidden under clothes. I like the way they look when I’m naked.”

Satisfied, Jeremiah nodded at me. We walked to the front, and the rest stayed behind to help Jenn get dressed. With Jeremiah’s adjustment to Kelly’s self-control, she could keep her influence in check. As we walked to the front, Jeremiah pulled me to a seat.

“How did we add her?” he asked.

“I don’t know,” I replied, “It just happened. I don’t fault you for earlier. I easily fell under a spell. With her inside with us, though, we can fight the influence together.”

Jeremiah nodded in deep thought.

“I can’t keep adding more women,” he said with some resignation. “I feel for Jenn now like I do any of you. Connected, entangled. I hardly know her, though.”

“You hardly knew Kelly, Lexi, and Carmen, too,” I reminded him. “We’ll figure this out.”

We were interrupted by the sound of cars coming up the drive. We looked out the side windows and saw a large Hearse drive up to the main house. The four girls joined us, and we all went out to help Rebekah however we could.

PAST - REBEKAH

Being alone in one’s mind is pretty liberating, I must admit. It is hard to describe the continual flood of manipulations I had suffered under the influence of Deacon’s evil mind for so long. Today had started so drearily typical. I gave Deacon the sustenance he needed so he could continue to dominate my mind and body. A chore I wish I could have sabotaged a million times, but he was always present, and if I tried to poison him….

His evil machinations seemed to grow more corrupt for a man who had declined so drastically in his physical form. I could never escape his presence, and if I did disobey, he treated my body like a toy. I couldn’t fight it. He would make me call one of the ordinary men and have them come over. They would rape me. Though, to be fair to them, it must have seemed consensual. I didn’t know if Deacon could feel what I felt. I did hear him laughing inside my head as my suitors had their way with me.

I was an unwilling participant, and Deacon knew that. His mental control over me made me act like a starving sexpot, something he learned how to emulate watching all the girls in the whorehouses when he was younger, no doubt. The worst was when he’d make me call Jediah. The man was a maniac, a sadist, and inherently evil.

The appearance of the two young people at my door had truly frightened me, and Deacon’s response in trying to keep them away from his physical form by taking over my body was terrorizing. The feel of release when the young man snapped Deacon’s frail neck was like a breath of fresh air.

Now I was alone with this beautiful young girl. A friend of my daughter’s. How did that ever come to be? This blonde angel was carrying the young man, Jeremiah’s child. The girl was curious, of course. Who wouldn’t be? I’d been around people with special powers all my life. So many used them to control other people—to manipulate, corrupt, and destroy. These three young people seemed so different. It made my heart swell.

When she took off that necklace and put it in her pocket, she seemed to glow, and I felt…

Pleasure?

Arousal?

Need?

Those feelings were so foreign and ancient that I thought I was going crazy.

She smiled at me, seemingly unaware of her effect on my physical response to her charms. In all my time on this earth, I’d never felt so good in my skin. I smiled back and decided not to mention the difference I felt. I was glad to have her company. She faded into deep thought, then looked up at me.

“I need to get back to our RV,” she said. “Please excuse me, Rebekah.”

“Of course, dear,” I’d said and walked her back to the door.

She left, and I waited on the porch. I was of two minds: I didn’t want to go back inside, and I didn’t want to be far away from that charming girl.

As she entered the bus, Miriam, one of the way’s members, approached me. She was the mother to two older daughters, teenagers almost old enough to marry. They would be busy with their chores. She slid beside me and looked over at the bus.

“A beautiful girl,” Mriam remarked, then turned to me. “Can I help you, Rebekah?”

“I do need to clean up for the hospice folk,” I said, and together we went upstairs.

The uproar of the morning had turned over tables, and there were still signs of struggle. Miriam helped me to put things straight. To every appearance, it looked as if Deacon had slipped to the next plane in his sleep. I felt almost guilty at the joy I felt at that. Except I felt no guilt about hoping his next plane would be a few levels down. With the task done, Miriam and I went back downstairs.

The feeling of bliss that I felt when the blonde girl removed her necklace seemed to return as we sat on the sofa. The air seemed a bit warmer, and the lights brighter. I felt the same, oddly different arousal I had felt earlier. That arousal only grew to the point where I felt a need. My nipple grew erect under my blouse, and my thighs felt moist. I felt shocked at the palpable desire I felt.

I looked at Miriam, and she had a shocked expression. Her ample bosom had always stretched her blouse to the point that the buttons strained. Now her nipples had engorged, where I could see their outlines. Breathlessly, I reached out, tracing my fingers around their curve, and she shivered at my light touch. Then she turned towards me and pressed her breast deeper into my palm. I gasped as arousal pulsed, and the room seemed to shimmer in a glowing aura.

Miriam leaned closer, and we were kissing without really knowing when it started. We’d both been indoctrinated that pleasures were meant for a marriage bed and a husband and wife. But those restraints fled at the feel of her soft lips against mine. I kissed her back and cupped her breasts. Her tongue snaked along my lips, and my mouth opened. I only wanted to prolong the feeling of bliss.

I needed to feel her flesh. I worked at the strained buttons of her blouse, getting four unbuttoned before ripping the remaining three from her blouse in impatience. She had mirrored my motions without a word. She pushed my blouse away, pulled me close, and unsnapped my bra. I tugged at hers, and we were both topless. Our shirts and bras were tossed aside, and I leaned into her, kissing. She reclined under me, and our breasts pressed as I kissed her deeply.

The thrill of the passion I felt rushed through my nerves. The room seemed thick with it as I pushed my hand down her torso and under her skirts. I wormed my hand under her undergarment and then cupped her plump mound covered with fine, silky hair. She moaned into my mouth as my fingers pressed into her flesh.

We indulged in the passions of the flesh, and when I felt a peak coming, I drove us both towards it. We both shook from the powers of our orgasms, clutching each other tightly. We relaxed after the crest, and I rose to kiss her. She smiled and kissed me, then kissed and licked at her nectar coating my cheeks, cleaning me as if she were a kitten. Giggling, I leaned into her warm body. My body felt alive. My mind felt free! I was abuzz with new sensations. It was a new day.

The glow and warmth faded, but our bliss in our new embrace faded more slowly. I knew there was more to do, and, with much resignation, rose and started dressing. As clarity returned to my mind, I remembered.

“The hospice will be here shortly,” I said, “can you stay to help?”

“Of course, Rebekah,” Miriam said with a smile, finding where she’d tossed her clothes, “I am at your beck and call. Anything you need.”

I looked at her with a broad smile, “I think I may need more of that later tonight.”

Miriam blushed and nodded, “I was hoping you’d say that.”

PRESENT - KELLY

It was after midnight when I felt it.

The five of us had just wrapped up our nightly lovemaking—a softer romantic exploration left us all blissful, content, and satisfied. It was always a wonderful way to fall asleep. I was happy to help provide that feeling for those I loved.

This glimmer I felt was different. It was raw and unformed. It was primal, and at first, it scared me.

I retraced the day. Isaac had left after breakfast and had spent the day with Beth. The rest of us had our own time over a weekend that meant different things to each of us.

Lexi had taken Jeremiah out to rock climb. Which usually meant she climbed while Jeremiah helped with the ropes and kept an eye on safety. He was an easy person to be with, and he was trustworthy on belay.

Carmen had her weekly shopping. Although we had staff to handle most things, her gift was caring for us at home. She was fiercely protective of that, though she had softened and delegated some of the shopping to Maria, our maid.

Alyssa and I took Naomi to the zoo. The five-year-old loved the animals, and though the drive to Portland was long, Naomi asked the question most of the way there but slept most of the way back. We returned home as the sun was setting. It was summer, and the time was almost 10 PM. Leah took Naomi for her nightly bath and settled her off to sleep.

Nothing out of the norm until I felt this glimmer, an echo of my power, and it was expanding. I wasn’t doing anything. I’d learned fine control of my aura long ago. I did remember how, when I was younger, I didn’t have control. I was usually lost in my world, exploring the wonders of how my effects treated the ones I was with. I didn’t realize at first how far my power could expand. It hit me about then.

“Oh, Zac…” I thought quietly, “I hope you’re careful.”

His power was intense. It even affected me. My nipples went rigid, and I felt the molten heat in my core. I rolled over to kiss Jeremiah softly, slipping over his body and straddling him. Though asleep, the powerful aura from across the house had him fully erect. I groaned selfishly as I grabbed his root and rolled my hips, sinking onto him.

“Um,” Jeremiah whispered. “Can’t get enough of me?”

His smile always warmed my soul as I rolled my hips, gently riding his cock.

“Your son,” I said. “I think he has a visitor.”

Jeremiah arched under me, his hips lifting to drive deeper inside me. I groaned as he hit that spot deep inside. I gripped his shaft with my inner muscles and rolled my hips.

“That’s not you?” he said, awake enough to feel the effect of the different aura seeping into our room.

I looked around and saw our three loves shift, but they stayed asleep, probably experiencing marvelous dreams. Then I pushed my powers out to envelop just Jeremiah and me. His cock throbbed, and I nearly moaned loudly. I had to bite my lip to avoid making too much noise.

“No, that was you,” he said, his stroke becoming longer, holding my hips as we parted, then ground back together.

“Beth?” he asked, and I nodded, then looked at him.

“Just fuck me, J,” I said and pushed any thought of what our son was doing from my mind.

Jeremiah took the hint, and we rode to ecstasy in our private bubble, then relaxed in the web of bliss. He fell asleep still deep in me, and I soon followed.


CHAPTER 5
FORGED LINEAGES


PAST - JEREMIAH

After getting dressed, the six of us filed out of the RV. That was a number I’d have to get used to; the sudden addition of Jenn into our joined psyches was a surprise. The four other girls seemed to accept her willingly, and Jenn and I were the only ones taken aback. I was pleased that my four lovers were eager to help Jenn adjust to our shared thoughts. They always encouraged her in the background, amidst the unique way our minds merged.

Jenn was moving and acting like an ordinary girl. She’d been through the wringer the last few days. Honestly, her world changed when she was first introduced to Kelly, Lexi, and Carmen, before I had fixed them up at the hotel. The rush of our life changes had left her behind. She was left with a hyper-charged libido and was trying to figure out what that meant for herself. That made her easy prey for predators like Benjamin/Michael/Carl, and Jediah. I was glad we could help her.

Like Alyssa often said, “we’d figure it out,” and it seemed we always did.

Outside of the camper, I almost tripped over Jediah. He was sound asleep on the ground. Alyssa looked at me, and with a nod and a silent command, Kelly led Lexi, Carmen, and Jenn towards Rebekah’s house.

Jediah started to wake up and looked up to see me. I was tired of seeing his face. The last time I wanted to see it was in a mug shot on the six o’clock news. He shrank back from my grim visage.

“You are a worm,” I said, and with Alyssa’s help, he repeated it.

“I am a worthless worm,” he agreed.

“You are a rapist, aren’t you?” I questioned as I adjusted his curve. As I addressed different aspects, his mind shifted, and my modifications changed his moral curve.

“I am,” he said, suddenly chastened, “I raped many women.”

His face showed he struggled with his new morals. He was filled with shame and remorse. He almost couldn’t stand to breathe. I could make that happen, I realized. It wouldn’t take much, and a person would stop taking breaths. I drew back from that edge. A quick end would be too easy for this monster. Alyssa pushed a thought to me, and I nodded.

“You need to do the right thing, turn yourself in,” I suggested.

His face brightened. “Yes, that would be the right thing to do,” he agreed.

“Walk to Pullman, go to the police station,” I commanded.

I adjusted his curve based on how his mind responded, then strengthened his willpower to carry it out. Simultaneously, Alyssa made a strong suggestion, willing him to do the same thing. His face softened, and then his jaw set.

“I need to report myself to the Pullman police,” Jediah said. “Confess to my crimes, not just the last woman, but all of them. I’ll start walking now and won’t stop until I have confessed.”

I waited, monitoring his thoughts, his curve, his willpower. The changes were locked in, and I could tell he would do precisely that. I pushed some more things around, removing any links to any memory of Jenn or us, the compound, and the Priesthood. The holes might show up in a police interrogation. I figured the ordeal of a 250-mile hike through the mountains might be a traumatic enough experience that the police wouldn’t press to find out more.

When I was done, he looked at me, his eyes dull and without recognition. Alyssa freed his hands and rubbed where the rope had chafed his skin. He wore a simple suit that was wrinkled and stained. His shoes were pretty sturdy. I thought they might make most of his hike.

“Excuse me,” he said, “can you point me in the direction of Pullman, Washington?”

I laid out the directions, taking him through the long winding highway through the Bitterroot Range. Alyssa gave him a bag of food containing granola bars and fruit. It might last him a day or two. If he hiked continuously, he might get there in a week. Or he might get eaten by a bear. I no longer cared.

He turned his back to us and walked out of the compound briskly. I was glad to have him out of our care. Alyssa pulled up beside me and hugged me. It was a hard thing to do, pushing around his craven mind. Her hug comforted and centered me. We turned and walked hand in hand to the big house.

Rebekah was at the house door with another woman from the compound. Rebekah introduced us to her as Miriam. They both looked much happier than I last saw them during our ad hoc meeting in the meadow. I was a bit on edge then, so I didn’t fully trust my recollections. While they outwardly showed the proper remorse as the hospice people wheeled out a gurney and the body bag, I could tell they both felt relief.

After the hearse left, Miriam whispered into Rebekah’s ear. Rebekah held her hand and led her to me. I could feel they were both nervous about asking me a question. Kelly and Alyssa were standing nearby, and they joined our little circle. Carmen talked to Jenn and Lexi further down the porch.

“Excuse me, Jeremiah,” Rebekah asked, “Miriam noticed you talking to Jediah a bit ago, then saw him walk off. Are you letting him go free?”

“Well,” I offered, “not exactly. He’s come to the understanding that he needs to confess to the police about a rape he committed a few days ago in Pullman, Washington.”

“He’s going to walk to Pullman?” Miriam asked suddenly, surprised at the outlandish statement.

“Yes,” I said. “ He won’t stop until he gets there. I expect it will take him a few days.”

“That’s over two hundred miles,” Rebekah said. “He won’t make it by himself.”

“That’s possible,” I said. “But the only thing that will stop him is death. He feels he must do this. He’ll refuse any ride or any assistance.”

“You did this?” Rebekah asked, her eyes showing her trying to connect a few things, “You have that kind of power?”

I nodded.

“My father, Isaiah, passed it on to me. He said he got it from my grandfather. I never knew my grandfather.”

“Isaiah…” Rebekah repeated. “Miriam, who in the lineages had a boy named Isaiah, it rings a bell.”

“We should go look,” Miriam said. “With all the men gone, we need to torch that place and burn what it contains, cleanse what it represents.” She looked back at me, “Are you sure Jediah won’t be back?”

“I’m positive,” I said.

She lowered her head and closed her eyes. I could see her lips move, then she looked up and smiled at me.

“Then I guess I’m free, finally. He was my husband, and I was worried for my daughters. He was telling me they wouldn’t be married. He said he needed them for the houses. We’re all free of him. That’s a blessing to us, young man—an answer to many prayers.”

I didn’t know what to say. “Well, I’m glad you’re happy. I don’t think being with a man like that for a husband was a happy life.”

“No, but it wasn’t horrible,” she continued. “he was often gone, and the girls and I got along fine without him. The days he came back from trips were the worst.”

Alyssa interrupted impatiently. “Did you say we could check the lineages?”

Miriam nodded. “Yes, the lines are recorded on plates in the ward’s meeting room’s cellar.”

“The ward?” Kelly asked. “The building over there is the meeting room?”

“Yes,” Miriam said. “I’ll show you where they are.”

Miriam led us across the grassy commons to the low, cinder-block building. I had no idea what a ward was, but Kelly seemed to know. The knowledge that the building where Jenn was jailed was also a ward seemed to anger her.

“What’s a ward?” I asked quietly.

“It’s a small congregation in the Mormon church,” she replied. “This compound would probably be referred to as a ward if it were part of a larger community. A stake might have several wards. It’s what they call a collection of people in the faith. If that building is where the ward meets, what they were doing there is unholy—a sacrilege.”

My stomach turned inside me. I didn’t know much about or practice religion, but I learned from attending church with my mother that a meeting house was a holy place. It should be respected and venerated. Not used to indoctrinating young females into sex slavery. I could feel the bile in the back of my throat the more I thought about it.

Miriam opened the door and saw the bloody mess that had once been Samuel. She drew back from the sight and buried her head into Rebekah’s shoulder. Rebekah hugged her friend. I went inside and looked around. The light I had turned on earlier was still lit. Kelly came in tentatively, looking away from the horrible sight. She looked closer at the rest of the room and took a deep breath.

We all looked at the room differently after the morning’s events. A sturdy wooden table near the pedestal that Jenn had been bound had religious carvings along the side. It was centered in a room with marks where rows of benches could be lined up. The benches were stacked neatly along the walls. Dark curtains lined the back wall behind the table, and pulling them open revealed a river painting—a baptism scene.

We all drew back at the revelation of what this building was. We killed people here, in this place of worship. It felt like a hard punch in the gut. Carmen, Lexi, and I looked ashen as we realized what we’d last done here. The room felt dark. I imagined the dark spirits laughing at us. I felt sick to my stomach.

“We haven’t met here for a meeting in years,” Rebekah said, noticing our concerns. “Any holiness this place ever had has long been erased. Miriam is right. We should burn this place down. The darkness here needs to leave if we are to recover as a community.”

“Do you still meet?” Kelly asked the only one of us who had any idea what that meant.

“Yes, a few of us do,” Miriam said. “Deacon wouldn’t let Rebekah join us, but the women meet at one of our houses to study and pray. We’ve long prayed for this deliverance you’ve brought us today.”

“We will have to do some more praying,” Rebekah said, “but we’ll find our way. Let me show you down to the cellar. I think you need to see what’s down there, and I need to remember which line has Isaiah.”

Rebekah led us back along the wall of cages with iron bars. Jenn shrank back, remembering the night she spent there. I felt her horror at her memories, and the four girls pushed their comforting thoughts. She straightened her posture once we’d passed the dark, shadowy cages. Rebekah turned a corner and then went down a flight of stairs.

The stairs emptied into a large room. Perhaps, at one time, it had been a place of quiet solitude—an alcove for deep religious rites. But now, it was a storeroom for lurid lingerie, dusty old boxes, and other detritus from years of neglect. Rebekah led us back single file through a wall of neatly stacked boxes to an opening.

There stood a hexagonal column—an obelisk. Each of the six sides had two stone plaques neatly aligned. At the top of each of the twelve plaques, names were printed.

The photos from my father’s silver briefcase were of this column. The tablets were filled with a line of names showing lineages that went back many generations. Rebekah scanned the list, then stopped at one. The name at the top was Yeqon, and she knelt to look at the last name - Isaiah.

She pointed and asked, “Your father?”

I nodded, and she lifted her finger to the name above my father’s - Zedekiah, “Your grandfather.”

I nodded as she spat at his name, the stone growing black as it sucked up the wetness of her saliva. I was shocked at how angry she’d become, and she looked at me with dark eyes.

“He was a very bad, evil man,” she said. “After being held mentally captive by Deacon, I don’t use those words lightly.”

I shrank back, shocked at her reaction, “I never knew him. I barely knew my father.”

Alyssa was running her hands down the tablets, and Kelly was too. Jenn looked confused and was grateful to be pulled into comforting hugs from Carmen and Lexi. I looked back up the list of names, so many more before my grandfather. All twelve lines descended from the names of fallen angels listed at the very top of each column.

“I know,” Rebekah said softly as she looked back up at me. “You should be glad you’re nothing like your grandfather. A selfish man, he was.”

Kelly looked at the bottom of her chart, which stopped a bit higher than mine. She looked at the names, and they were all male.

“There are no females listed?” she asked. “So this name, it’s my great-grandfather?”

“And this,” Alyssa added, pointing to the last name on the line of Penemue. “This was my father, your husband?”

“Yes, He was my husband.” Rebekah stood up, gripped one of the tablets, and pulled it up, then back, lifting it from the hooks that held it. “I wouldn’t trust anything more than the last few lines, though,” she said, turning the tablet around and showing us the backside.

I looked in the dim light and saw it was engraved:

THOMSON STONE FOUNDRY, MISSOULA, MT, 1928

I looked back up at her, confused, “Fakes?”

“Fabrications,” she said. “Stories of fantastic lineages told to us to keep us in line. We were told we were special. We were a remnant. A tale sold to us to control us.”

“Why didn’t you say anything before now?” Alyssa said, the anger in her face palpable. “This is outrageous.”

“I only knew because Deacon was lazy, and I searched his memories while he slept,” Rebekah confessed.

“I’m confused,” Kelly said. “If this is all made up, then how come we have powers?”

“I don’t know why you have powers, or where they come from,” Rebekah said. “It’s possible that these plates were made to tell a story. To bring together myth and reality. I don’t doubt your powers; I’ve seen and felt all of them. These plates aren’t historical records, though.”

She tossed it down on the ground, and it shattered into many pebble-sized shards. The loud noise made the silence afterward seem more deafening.

“We need to burn this place down,” Rebekah said. “End all of the lies.”

“We can do that,” Carmen said, her face determined, “I don’t know much about all of what y’all are talking about. But this room? Filled with all this junk? It should go up pretty fast.”

“I’ll help you, Carmen,” Lexi said.

“I want to help too,” Jenn echoed, almost with a stronger determination.

“Okay, everybody out, all the way out,” Carmen said, “this place will start smoking in about five minutes.”

Rebekah led us back up the stairs, along with Miriam. Soon, the five of us were standing on the edge of the field, watching the door to the low building. We waited for the three girls to come out behind us. It was a long wait.

Alyssa’s thoughts were dark and angry. She felt she’d been deceived. Kelly’s mind was confused. I was somewhere in the middle. We knew, empirically, each of us had powers, but we couldn’t explain how we’d gained them. My family line and Kelly’s had the most evidence that it was somehow genetic. Alyssa was different. Her mother had no powers. Her father was dead. Rebekah said she was an only child. She felt alone. Kelly and I hugged her closely, and she leaned into us, welcoming our embrace.

I was worried when smoke started escaping along the top of the door. I was about to rush in to find the three girls when Lexi ran out, followed closely by Jenn and Carmen. The flames started to dance behind them as we pulled them close and hugged them all.

As the building burned, we watched, standing a quiet vigil. The other families started to form around our group. Children sat at their mother’s feet. Older children stood behind them. I wondered how their lives would change. Two cars pulled in as the ceiling fell in, and the flames danced higher. The dusk had waned as two men walked over to join us.

They drew up and hugged their wives, and kissed the tops of their children’s heads. They looked at the bus, then over at us as their wives told them the story. Their faces were first dark with concern. A fire near one’s home was never a welcome thing. They both smiled as the women told them the day’s story. As the fire quieted down, one of the men approached me.

“So,” he said, extending his hand, ”I’m Caleb. You chased away Jediah?”

“Jeremiah,” I said, shaking, “yes, he needed to walk to Pullman.”

“And the others, Deacon? Samuel?” he continued.

“Dead,” I answered, not sure what else to say.

He spat at the ground, then looked at my face. “Good.”

He turned and walked back to his home with his family. Miriam returned home to fix her children’s supper, and we offered to have Rebekah join us.

“I think I’ll sup with Miriam,” she said. “You six should have some time to yourselves. Are you staying the night here?”

“Yeah,” I said. “I don’t know what’s next for us, now that Jenn’s safe.”

“I’ll see you in the morning, then,” Rebekah said. “We might talk about what’s next then.”

I parted and rejoined my family of six in the RV. Lexi and Jenn were extending the wings, while Carmen was cooking dinner. Alyssa was sorting through her box of books and diaries. Kelly sat next to her, and I sat on the other side.

“I don’t know if these are even important anymore?” Alyssa questioned. “I was hoping for some kind of revelation around those damn stone plates. I feel more confused now than ever.”

“My grandmother’s stories were always wild,” Kelly said, “a mix of truth and fiction, I’ve discovered. I guess that is what those tablets were, a mix of things. It was used to control others, and that was bad. But it doesn’t mean they were totally false, does it?”

“I tend to agree with Kelly,” I said. “It’s clear the stone plates were manufactured. But what source did they use to make them? Did they just make up the names past three generations? Or was it a way for them to record an old story more permanently? We don’t know. And if there was anything more, it’s truly ashes now.”

Alyssa nodded and pulled us close. “For now, I think we can store these under the main cabin. I’m tired of reading their dark tales. I want to spend the next few weeks having fun with you and our whole family. Jenn is safe, and we are all okay. Can we just have fun?”

I nodded. “Yes, that’s what we need to do. Let’s just make sure Rebekah is taken care of in the morning. We owe it to her to make sure they have everything they need to restart their lives.”

“Yes,” Alyssa said, “of course. I just don’t want another mystery to solve. Taking care of family is what I want. She is truly family. That is a miracle when I think about it. I have a family!”

The three of us hugged, then were joined by three more sets of arms and hands. Then we ate dinner and relaxed. It was strange not to have anything pressing to do, someplace to go. Last week seemed to be a rush of one thing after another. We had no home until the renovation was finished in four weeks, and a wedding in the landscaped backyard was planned in Oregon ten days before the renovation finished. We could just enjoy ourselves and discover more about who we all were. Jenn was happy to be included in our family. I was content.

That night, our lovemaking was slow and sensual. Kelly constrained her aura, and nothing felt frantic. Jenn’s body was a welcome addition, adding spice to our familiar movements. Our bodies flowed as we touched and explored. I lost track of who was who in the mass of warm women’s flesh. I lost track of how many times I ejaculated; my molding power apparently could turn inward and magically made my recovery time almost instantaneous. We finally slipped into a restful sleep, cozy in the tight confines of the rear cabin.

PRESENT - ISAAC

The morning light came through my window, and I blinked my eyes open. I was warmer than usual, and I slowly realized it was the warmth of Beth’s body lying beside me, her blond head pressed against my chest. I smiled, remembering her sneaking into my room last night.

Then I frowned, “Was it going to cause trouble, her having spent the night?” I thought to myself.

She stirred and looked up at me, then kissed my chest. “Good morning,” she said, as her hands traced along my side, then she pushed herself up quickly, her head darting around. “Oh my god, what time is it?”

“I think around 8 o’clock,” I guess, trying to get my eyes to focus on my clock across the room.

“Shit,” she said, “my parents will be worried.”

With that, I heard Carmen call from the kitchen.

“Zac? Is Beth with you?”

Beth blushed and pulled the blanket up to her chin to cover her bare breasts. That was a bit silly because my door was closed. Carmen would knock first. I smiled at her and tried to calm her down. She put her finger to her mouth, signaling me to be quiet.

“Yes,” I shouted, “she is with me?”

Beth punched me, then giggled.

Carmen started talking to someone on the phone. I couldn’t hear what she was saying.

I pulled Beth down to my chest, then kissed her deeply.

“I’m not going to lie to anyone,” I said, “not my family or yours. I love you, Beth. I’m not going to hide that.”

“I love you too, Zac,” she said softly, then kissed me again, “I was just frightened, but you’re right, I’m not a child anymore.”

“Tell Beth to call her parents when she wakes up,” Carmen called, “And I’ll make more breakfast too. I wish you’d tell me when you have company….”

Her voice drifted off back to the kitchen. I loved Carmen, but she could get mother-hen fast. Beth chuckled, then wrapped the blanket around herself, slipped off the bed, and looked for her clothes. That left me completely naked and with a morning hard-on.

“Wait,” Beth said, looking back, “Is that for me?”

“Actually, I need to pee,” I said, found some gym shorts, and headed to the bathroom.

“Umm,” Beth said, “hurry, I need to pee too,” then we laughed at the whole situation.

After we’d both finished our morning routines, we dressed and went to the kitchen to see what Carmen had made for breakfast. This morning, it was a waffle bar, and we started helping ourselves.

“Call your mother first, child,” Carmen said. “They sounded worried sick.”

Beth nodded and pulled her cell phone out of her pocket. “I turned it off last night,” she explained. “My folks like to see where I am by tracking my phone.”

She wandered out to the back porch to talk in privacy. I looked over the waffle buffet. I had known Beth long enough to know what she liked, and I started making plates for her and me.

My mother came down from upstairs first. She always looked beautiful, even in the morning, which was a mystery. She saw me and made a bee-line towards me. My eyes must have gotten wide because she hurried.

“Don’t run away,” she said, “I need to talk with you. I’m not angry.”

“Why would you be angry?” I asked, “Because Beth stayed the night? Mom, we’re both adults now.”

“Yes,” she said, “I understand that. I want to talk to you about something else, about how my side of your powers works.”

“Your side?” I asked. “Dad explained how I can mold people’s morals and self-control. I didn’t do anything to Beth, I promise.”

“Yes,” My mother nodded. “Your father was right about that, and I trust you when you tell me you’ve not used that power. My power is a bit more subtle. I’m like a succubus.”

“A sex demon?” I asked, confused.

“Well, I prefer sex, angel,” she said with a smile. “And I think you have the same power. I can generate sexual energy, feed from the sexual energy of other people, and regenerate it to those near me.”

“What do you mean?” I asked.

“She means she can make sex feel extraordinary,” Carmen said, then winked at me.

My mother blushed. It was an unspoken secret that my father shared his bed with the four women who lived upstairs. Everyone knew it, but we never talked about it. Outside of the house, people didn’t seem to notice. I thought it was fantastic, and I loved each woman who looked after me.

“Well, yes,” mother said, “I guess that sums it up. Carmen, do you think Zac has the same ability?”

Carmen blushed, then nodded.

“I have to watch myself when he’s around, and last night I had a nice dream. Knowing Beth stayed over explains it.”

I was struck dumb, and my mouth hung open. My mother chucked her finger under my chin. “You’ll catch flies, dear.”

“So, what can I do about this? Does that mean Beth only likes me for that power?” I asked as I watched her talking to her parents on the porch.

“No, I’m positive she genuinely loves you,” Alyssa said, sliding past me from behind and coming in from the gym, “I know these things, Zac.”

“How do you know? Don’t tell me. I suppose you have special angel powers too?” I asked a bit sarcastically.

“Yes, I do,” she thought, and her lips didn’t move as she stared at me and lifted a brow.

My mom tapped my chin again, and I closed my mouth. I didn’t want to catch flies.

I was shocked by what all this meant.

Beth was talking excitedly on the phone and rubbing her eyes. She looked part angry and sad, and I felt my mind reach out to her. I felt her emotions on edge, and her moral graph spiked as she talked with her parents. I couldn’t tell what she was saying, but she was upset. Her parents were mad, but she felt she was old enough to make her own decisions.

Finally, she hung up, and I felt her graph shift slightly like she’d made a decision. She wiped her eyes, looked inside, stood straighter, and walked back inside. I walked over to her. Whatever my mother needed to tell me could wait. I wanted to comfort her. I hugged her, and she looked up at me.

“Do you think your parents will let me stay with you?” she asked, her voice cracking.

“Why? Can I ask,” I started, “what happened?”

Alyssa had a distant look, then nodded at my mother. My mother came and wrapped us both up in a hug.

“Of course,” she said, “we have a spare room you can use as long as you need to.”

“We need to discuss how your powers work,” Alyssa’s thoughts pushed into mine. “Before we make a habit of sleepovers just because we love you, Zac.

Beth turned to my mother, “Thank you, Mrs. Jackson. I appreciate it. My parents told me that since I’m an adult, I should live like one. They want me out by the end of the day.”

“Please, call me Kelly,” Mom said. “We can help you with anything you need, sweetheart.”

I felt the room shimmer, and a wave of light seemed to flow from my mother. Beth’s mood lightened slightly. My mother squeezed Beth and me, then went to the kitchen counter to fix her waffles.

“Let’s eat first,” Beth said. “I would like to speak to your parents, but not on an empty stomach.”

My father came into the room and looked at me. He came and hugged me tightly.

“We’ve got your back, son. We’ll always love you.”

My dad always seemed to know what was happening, even when he wasn’t in the room. I looked over at Alyssa; she smiled and silently ate her waffles.

My family had more secrets than just the number of women who shared my father’s bed.

PAST - JEREMIAH

I opened my eyes to the light of the morning. The face beside me felt foreign as my dream state shifted to reality and my thoughts returned. It was Jenn, still sleeping. The rest of the bed was empty, and I felt it was a good idea to spend some time with our new member. They would check on Rebekah and come back soon.

I smiled and brushed Jenn’s amber locks from her face. She seemed to be content to sleep. I smiled, leaned over, and kissed her gently on the forehead. Her brown eyes fluttered open, focused on me, and she slowly smiled.

“So yesterday wasn’t a dream,” she said quietly. “I’m still safe.”

“You’ll always be safe, now,” I said and let her wake up.

We were both naked under the warm blanket we shared. She pressed closer, her full breasts pushing against my chest. She looked up at me and kissed my lips softly. Then pressed her lips more firmly against mine. I enjoyed her kiss, returning her gentle probe. She pulled back and looked at me.

“It was you with Kelly?” she asked. “Wasn’t it that night in the dorm?”

I nodded. “Yes, you were checking on her after her breakup with Carl.” I refrained from mentioning that she knew Carl as Michael. She didn’t need to know that now that she was safely out of danger.

She nodded, remembering, “Then you left, and Kelly was suddenly very sexual. I had a crush on her. I used to think I was a lesbian.”

“What made you change your mind?” I asked softly, caressing her shoulder.

Her near presence was having a slow effect on my cock. It wasn’t urgent. I was curious to find out more about Jenn. She had slipped into our mesh almost by accident. When I thought about it, though, Alyssa was right. Everything that had happened to us was almost by accident or coincidence. Fate, as Lexi liked to say. Why couldn’t Jenn’s presence also be fate?

“I’m not fully sure I’m not still,” she smiled. “I’m attracted to men and women, almost equally. I just never had any sex until Kelly and Lexi. Then Carmen joined in.”

“She usually does,” I grinned.

She laughed slightly, “Carmen was the first person to fuck me,” she remembered. “It was her strap-on, but the shape made me reconsider men.”

I felt her hand drift down my chest, then touch my thickening member.

“Mmmm, I like your shape,” she smiled and started tugging gently on my thickening shaft.

I leaned into her, and she rolled onto her back. I kissed her, and my hand lifted to cup a breast. As my thumb pressed into the star along the curve of her breast, her nipple hardened, and she drew a deep breath.

“Those are my turn-me-on buttons,” she groaned.

I leaned down and kissed the other star, and she arched her back as her other nipple went rigid. I sucked on the hard buds one at a time, and she lifted her hands to my head and combed through my hair.

I rolled over her, pressing between her spread legs. I didn’t want to enter her yet. I wanted to take my time and explore. I leisurely sucked and licked her breasts. Their shape felt perfect in my hands. Her pliant flesh warmed in my hands, and I nibbled lightly on her nipples, which seemed to bring her to the edge. She lifted her hips, her mound pressing into my cock. I felt her arousal coat my shaft.

“Oh god, my pussy is molten,” she said.

“Mmm, I want to taste that,” I growled and kissed my way down her firm abdomen.

I could feel her supple abdomen muscles squirm under my lips. I kissed the flower at the crest of her mound, and her hips bucked. I slid my hands up her thighs, and she lifted her legs as I spread them apart. Her pussy glistened in the morning light.

“Oh god, just fuck me, please,” she pleaded.

I shook my head, took my time, and licked each of her swollen lips in slow circles, tasting the tangy dew that seeped from between her inner lips. I stiffened my tongue, cleaved between them, and was rewarded with a sweet and savory mouthful of her musky fluid. I wasn’t sure if I had tasted it before; last night’s lovemaking wasn’t clear who was who’s. But this morning, I loved her taste.

I felt her thoughts fill with her need. Her emotions sparked. She wanted it harder, faster. She was also thrilled that I was taking my time and wasn’t in a hurry. She curled her fingers in my hair and steered my mouth to where she wanted it. I lifted my hands and cupped and squeezed her breasts. Her legs spread wider as I discovered what spots made her squeak and moan.

She was trembling and on edge when I rose and then pressed a finger into her rose tattoo.

“Come for me,” I commanded, tracing the petals with my fingers.

Her body stiffened then shook, involuntary tremors racing through her thighs as her core convulsed. She looked at me wide-eyed as her body shook. I kneed forward, pulled my foreskin, and then pressed my sensitive crown against her pulsing open lips. She lifted her hips as I slowly sank my cock into her.

She trembled as I filled her, her pussy clenching and milking my shaft as the last waves of her orgasm faded. She gripped my shoulders and pulled me down. We kissed deeply as my hips drew back slowly and then rocked down. I was in no hurry. I wanted to make love to her. I knew I could fuck her hard, and she’d love it. I wanted to take her my way. Selfishly, I wanted to be her first real lover.

“Oh, Jeremiah,” she cooed as I parted the kiss. “Keep doing that. Oh, please don’t stop.”

I had no intention of stopping. I lowered my mouth to her breasts. My back curled as I bowed over her. She arched her back, lifting her breasts for me to worship. I kissed her stars and ground my hips into her flower. Her body shivered under me as I steered her body and soul to the heights of ecstasy. She came again, then crashed into another peak.

My thrusts grew faster as I pulled my mouth from a firm nipple and rose on my knees. My hands gripped her hips as she wound her ankles behind my back. I drove into her, my cock like a piston endlessly pounding into her core. Her body was lost in wave after wave of orgasmic bliss. Her eyes rolled back as her breathing keened into a series of moans. Then I stiffened and slammed forward, locking my hips and grinding as my cock pulsed, pouring a load of my cream into her womb.

I stayed pressed into her, looking down at her. Her body twitched randomly, then slowed. Her eyes fluttered open, and her focus returned. I leaned back down and kissed her, my legs slipping from under me as I rested my body on her smaller frame. She wrapped her arms around my shoulders and started crying happily.

“Oh, this…” she said, tears running down her cheeks. “This is what I always wanted….”

We rested with my cock inside of her. She slowly clenched her muscles, feeling me slip in and out as I moved. Her hips rolled slowly, not falling back into arousal but languishing in the bliss of our coupling. Her curves shimmied as I scanned her, shifting into a more normal shape.

PRESENT - JENN

I impatiently tapped my fingers on the steering wheel of my car. The fact that the light was red irritated me. It was Sunday morning, for God’s sake! People were either in church, fucking, or asleep. I couldn’t stand waiting at a fucking stoplight. My eyes blazed in frustration as I looked at myself in the mirror and checked my makeup.

The past few days had been hell. It wasn’t that I had to stay home with my sick daughter, Sophie. The girl was a gift and a joy. I hated seeing her sick. I was disappointed that I’d missed Jeremiah’s birthday party and a chance to see Kelly, Lexi, Carmen, and Alyssa. We saw each other regularly, but it was rarely all of us were together at the same time. Jeremiah’s birthday party had been circled on the calendar for months. That I had to miss it was still a bit of a heartache.

I took out my frustrations on my husband, Jerry. Why he puts up with me, I don’t know. He said the party was fun, but Jeremiah seemed distracted, and Kelly worried about something all night. I tried to get more information from him. Without me there, I’m sure he didn’t enjoy himself. A social butterfly wasn’t in his DNA for all the man’s fantastic qualities. He knew I was best friends with them, but he didn’t realize how truly deep our connections ran. It pissed me off that he thought I wouldn’t have enjoyed myself at their party.

I was hungry. I knew it. It had been too long, I felt it. I tried to let Jerry soothe the itch after he got back from the party. I had waited up long after Sophie had gone to sleep. I dressed up in Jerry’s favorite sexy lingerie. I’d used my toys, though I didn’t need to—I was already fucking wet. I had been for days. When Jerry came into the bedroom, I practically attacked him. I was on my knees, pulling his pants down before he had closed the door to our bedroom.

He was surprised but not shocked. He had too much to drink, so getting him ready was a little more difficult than I expected. He gripped my head like I’d taught him to, and it was something he’d grown to enjoy. But his cock wasn’t getting hard, and that pissed me off. I stroked him, sucked on his balls, and even pressed into his tight anus.

Finally, he responded, and I licked my lips and looked up at him. He had managed to get undressed as I hungrily worked at his manhood. So I scampered up to the bed and got on all fours. He wobbled onto the bed, and I realized he was still drunk. I might need to take things into my own hands.

God, I needed a good fucking. Why couldn’t he see that?

I turned and tugged him down, and he rolled onto his back. His cock was stiff and raised to his belly. He smiled as I straddled, grabbed his cock, and shoved that meat stick into my needy cunt. He groaned as my hips circled, and I worked on his shaft. I twerked—that’s what the young people call it—grinding on his manhood, loving the feel of how he just fit inside me perfectly. I looked down at him. He was barely moving, his eyes were closed, and his breathing was regular.

“Nooooo,” I screamed in frustration, slapping him across the face, “Fuck me, dammit, don’t go to sleep.”

“Okay, baby,” he slurred, but it was a losing battle; the alcohol had won.

I tried to work through it; at least his cock was still hard. As it began to wilt, my ego took a direct hit, though my brain knew it was just the alcohol. My emotions had me on edge. I was nowhere near any orgasm.

“FUUUCK!” I roared in frustration and rolled off my loving husband.

I reached under the bed and went for the emergency kit. The Japanese-made, electrically powered, plugged-into-the-power-grid wand of magic. I spread my legs, pressed the ball of joy to my clit, and groaned as it sang my favorite song. I think the street lights outside dimmed as I worked it feverishly up and down my engorged lips.

Finally, I felt some arousal and used one hand to pinch my nipples hard. I rubbed at my stars, which helped. Those fucking tats could be irritating in the wrong setting, but now I was thankful for their curse. I let my thumb run up and down my flower and groaned as my cunt convulsed. I needed a cock, dammit, something deep in me. I almost cried as I realized the Hitachi wasn’t going to get me there.

It was okay. I had another trick up my sleeve. The rabbit! I turned and grabbed that thick vibrating wand of joy, dragged the tip over my leaking lips, then shoved that stick up my needy cunt. I needed four hands, and two weren’t getting me there as quickly as I wanted. It was slow and frustrating. By the time I finally came—weakly, I was crying.

It wasn’t enough.

I am woman enough to admit I was a bitch to Jerry the next morning and all day. He tried to make it up to me in the morning. But his breath still reeked of alcohol, and I was still pissed at my failure to self-please myself to sanity. Even hungover, he understood I was past the point where he could satisfy me. He also knew I’d be a vicious bitch until I was satisfied.

“Baby,” he said. “Why don’t I take Sophie to OMSI on Sunday, and you can have a spa day?”

The man loves me!

He knew exactly what I needed. I made a phone call and was relieved they had time to fit me in. Okay, that’s a bit dramatic. They always had time for me. I felt a little guilty about being so needy. I should be able to handle my own needs after all this time. At least by Saturday night and another try with Jerry (somewhat satisfying), I had something to look forward to.

But then this fucking light!

Looking both ways, I checked carefully for any cars. Satisfied, I floored it and passed through the red light. The flashing red and blue lights in my rearview window made me cry out in rage. I was close to losing my shit, barely holding it together while the mousy brunette cop wrote me a ticket.

Fucking bitch, what the hell is she doing writing me a ticket when there was no traffic?

Finally, I was on my way, and I could feel my insides clench as I drove up the long driveway to the house. I parked, put my keys in my purse, and slipped out of my car. I walked up and knocked, feeling antsy. I almost did the I-need-to-pee dance. I was in such a state. Finally, the door opened.

“Oh! “Hi, Jenn,” said Lexi with a smile. “Come in.” We’re just finishing breakfast.”

I just leaned into her and kissed her deeply. She cooed and pulled me closer. This girl got me, as she grabbed my ass and squeezed hard, then swatted my asscheek firmly with her other hand.

“It’s been too long,” she smiled as I finally broke the kiss. “I missed you Friday night.”

“I know,” I said shortly, realizing she’d forgive my rudeness in my state.

I knew she felt my frazzled mind, and I almost welled up in tears as my thoughts reconnected to the mesh of my soul lovers. She let me pass by her, and I walked to the kitchen. A young girl was with Zac. Everyone else was huddled around the kitchen table, talking.

I probably could have figured things out if I were in the right state to tune into everyone’s thoughts. They always included me in their broadcasts, but I was focused on one thing in my state. I made a beeline for Jeremiah and gripped his head.

I didn’t care that Zac’s friend stared at me like I had three breasts.

I kissed Jeremiah deeply.

God, I loved how Jeremiah could change his focus. His kiss was what the doctor ordered. Then he broke it off, and I remembered they had company.

Suddenly, Carmen was at my side. I turned and kissed her, and she hastily pecked at my lips, then steered me away from the kitchen. I was confused as she led me away. We went where I wanted to go, but she wasn’t usually so rude.

She pushed me downstairs.

“Fucking needy slut,” she swore at me. “You get so fucking impatient when you let it go too long.”

She steered me through the basement gym and fingered the electronic combo lock on the door on the opposite side. I was almost dancing with excitement. She reached up, grabbed a handful of hair at the nape of my neck, and then tossed me in the room. It was a large, spacious room filled with dark leather furniture and other equipment.

Oh God, how I loved Jeremiah’s spa-slash-dungeon.

“Strip, slut,” Carmen ordered. “Wait for us on your knees, and don’t you dare touch that needy little cunt until Master allows it.”

She got me, that girl.

“Yes, Mistress,” I said and started peeling off my clothes.

She closed the door, leaving me locked in the dungeon.

She knew I was on edge.

She knew I was a needy slut.

She knew I needed to be put in my place.

Until I was centered, she knew I would be a danger to myself.

I smiled for the first time since Friday. I knelt naked in front of the door, bowed my head, and waited. I was home. I could wait. I concentrated on slowing my breathing and finding my center.

PAST - JEREMIAH

It was a short nap. Waking up with your hard cock in a nubile female undulating under you, whining with sexual need, is something every red-blooded male should do at least once. It made me feel a bit powerful. I pressed my hands into the mattress and rose.

“Fuck,” Jenn said, with a tinge of frustration. “Took you long enough.”

I thrust into her, and she wrapped her limber legs around my waist. She let her body fall as I drew back, then humped her hips as I thrust back into her. It was delicious, but something seemed off. She seemed frantic, needing more. I pulled back from her.

She looked wildly up at me as I disengaged, almost panicking.

“Nooo fuck, I need it, Jeremiah. Fuck me,” she hissed.

“On your knees,” I commanded in a fierce growl, putting the pieces together in my mind. “Ass up, head down.”

She scrambled onto her knees, twisting. Her breasts pressed into the mattress as she laid her head down. Her hips danced enticingly as she spread her thighs. The one thing that drew my eye was the tattoo at the base of her spine, an angry shade of black. Much darker than what I’d noticed earlier, where her tats had faded to a more natural coloring, I swung my hand back and spanked her ass hard, so hard my hand stung.

“Owwwuch, FUCK,” she cried, then moaned. “Yes, that’s it… Spank me, spank me, please.”

I turned to the side, my cock bobbing as I lined up and swatted her ass again, as brutal as the first time. She took the strike wordlessly and then pressed back. She twisted her head and looked at me with a deep need in her eyes. Like I’d seen a need in Lexi when Carmen first showed me how to flog her.

I spanked her hard, again and again, until her ass turned a rose color. I turned and spanked between her thighs, my palm flattening into her wet folds, and she bucked and ground into my fingers. I moved to finger her with one hand while I spanked her ass with the other. The tattoo pulsed each time I struck her, and her body vibrated as the pain-pleasure response cycled and filled her blood with endorphins. The whole scene made my erection strain with need.

I shifted behind her and lined up my cock. I thrust into her swollen cunt with a hard thrust. She keened in lust, looking over her shoulder at me. I gripped her reddened ass cheeks and spread them apart. Her anus danced as she rolled her hips to my steady strokes. I spit on my fingers and then spread my saliva over the tight opening.

“Oh fuck,” Jenn spat, looking back at me, her eyes on fire with lust. “Yes, fuck my ass. Make me your ass slut. Own it!”

I repeatedly swatted at her ass cheek with steady, hard strokes over her round, firm bottom. Between slaps, I worked a finger into her tight anus, spitting on my fingers to lubricate the small opening. I was two knuckles deep when she cursed at me.

“Fuck it,” she spat. “Fuck my ass, make it hurt. I need it to HURT, Jeremiah. Just put that fat dick up my ass!”

I pulled my cock from her cunt and spat another wad of goo into my hand, spreading over my crown. I pressed the thick head into her anus and leaned into her. I felt her relax, and the head slid in, past the opening. I felt my hips drop and my thighs press into her bottom. She groaned at the simultaneous pain and pleasure that coursed through her nerves.

“That’s it, take my ass, Daddy,” she sang.

Fully fired up, I pulled out and then slammed back in. As I rode her hard, I used my hands to swat and spank her ass and thighs. She rolled her hips and tossed her head. I leaned forward, and she followed, her ass rising to meet my angled thrusts. I pressed my hand into her head and shoved her cheek into the mattress.

I was overwhelmed with a surge of power as my body, hands, and fingers dominated Jenn. I pushed her into the position I wanted. I grabbed her head and tugged her chin by yanking her hair. She arched her back, rolling her hips as I fucked her ass feverishly. My free hand stung her flesh with slaps and spanks. I reached under her folded body, gripped one of her breasts hard, and pinched her rock-hard nipple tight and twisted.

She screamed as she came, her body shaking with intensity. I hammered into her ass repeatedly fucking through the first wave. I pressed my chest into the small of her back. My hand crushed her head into the bed, as I reached around with my other hand pressed into her spasming folds. My lower back rolled as my cock stretched her ass. My fingers drove into her convulsing cunt, and her orgasm hit another peak, then just vibrated as I clung to her flesh.

I roared as I felt my peak rush and collect at the base of my spine. I arched my back and thrust my cock in deep, feeling my balls tighten and then pulse, squirting jets of hot cum into her bowels. My hands grabbed her ass and used the leverage to grind myself deeper, wanting to go as deep as possible. Her head flew back, and she screamed, then her head flopped into the mattress. I froze, my breathing ragged as I blinked and fought for a conscious thought.

I looked down, and where the color of her ass tattoo had been an angry black was now faded to a muted dark grey. Jenn relaxed into the mattress, and I pulled out. She curled into a ball, seeking comfort in herself. I remembered Carmen’s lesson on aftercare and pulled her close, my arms wrapping around her sides, her back against my chest. I pulled the covers over us to keep us warm. I spoke softly to her.

“You’re mine, now. My little ass slut. I’ve got you. You’re safe.”

She was speechless but turned her head to look at me. I kissed her gently, pressing my lips to hers. She responded softly, her tongue running over my lips. I just held her, making her feel my presence wrap around her. She uncurled and wrapped her arms around me.

More hands touched my back through the sheet. Carmen curled behind me and kissed my ear. Lexi slipped onto the opposite side of the bed, facing Jenn and smiling at me. She fed Jenn a small square of chocolate. Then kissed her forehead.

“Good job, Papi,” Carmen cooed into my ear. “You remembered everything I taught you.”

I smiled and sighed.

“You’re the one who taught me everything. But you said I had two submissives.” I chuckled.

“Oh, no. Now it’s three, Master.” Carmen said, purring, content to hug me as we rested.

PRESENT - JEREMIAH

It’s an old blessing, or maybe a curse, to wish that one lives in interesting times. When Jenn entered and kissed me, the look on Beth’s face only made the interesting morning more fascinating. Alyssa knew what was going on, and so did Kelly. Jenn had been away too long, and she was in bad shape.

I blamed myself. I was supposed to be her Dominant, her Master. Her husband, Jerry, knew of our dominant-submissive relationship. He couldn’t put his mind into the sadistic mind space to deliver the masochistic pain Jenn needed. I could have adjusted him to take that role. But I was a bit nervous about making wholesale changes to people’s moral curves. And selfishly, it was easier to play the role of Master for Jenn. It was an easier fix for Jerry, too. He knew and approved because he loved her. And Jenn loved him for everything good about Jerry.

The arrangement had the added benefit of keeping Jenn in our mental web from time to time. All of us enjoyed her spa visits for her and fulfilling her darker needs.

I should have had the girls check up on her and evaluate her more often. She always thought she could manage her needs on her own. I was wrapped up with my work and the memories surrounding my birthday. The birthday party had preoccupied everyone, and Jenn had slipped from our thoughts. Isaac’s awakening had further distracted us.

Beth looked a bit wild-eyed at the new sexy woman who had come in and kissed me with such familiarity. She didn’t understand the context, assuming I was married to Kelly and had no other lovers. She was also unaware that she was presently surrounded by all five of my lovers.

Beth was already emotional because of how her parents attempted to control her by kicking her out of the house. I could fix that instant, but I didn’t want to wade into another family and just push my solutions on them. If anything, this was Zac’s responsibility to manage. I wanted to mentor and guide him, but he needed to take that step alone.

Alyssa watched all this silently. Then, with a flow of thoughts through the mesh, Carmen had swept in and steered Jenn to the basement. Lexi followed behind. I knew they could help Jenn unattended for a while. Kelly took Beth’s arm, led her to the table, and sat next to Alyssa. Zac sat down beside her, while Kelly took a seat. I sat on the far side between Alyssa and Kelly. I looked at Zac and Beth.

“Zac, you know I love you and support anything you do. Beth, you are a wonderful girl, and I can tell you love Zac, and he loves you.” I began, taking the lead in the conversation.

“I’m just lost,” Beth said on the verge of tears, “I never expected my parents to kick me out. I shouldn’t have snuck out. I should have told them I was leaving. They must think I’m a horrible person.”

“It sounds like an over-reaction for sure,” I said. “These things usually blow over quickly. You both need to talk with Beth’s parents.”

“Both of us?” Zac asked quietly.

I knew he was frightened, scared of a confrontation. If there was anything, we tried, as a family, to teach him the importance of communication. It was better to talk out a problem than to hide from one. This was with other people, though, not his supernaturally patient parents.

I smiled at him. “You know you need to, son.”

I felt Alyssa push her thoughts toward him. He nodded as he took both of our meanings. Beth looked at me and then at Kelly.

“Can you come with us?” she asked. She was also scared.

“It’s something you need to do,” Kelly said. “For yourselves. Regardless, we will support both of you. You’ll always have a place to call home here.”

“What do I say?” Zac asked.

“The truth,” I said. “I don’t need to tell you what that is. Then you listen and observe.”

“Sense the conflict,” Alyssa pushed a shared thought. “There is an opportunity to fix things. Don’t adjust, just scan.”

“Is he ready?” I wondered, so I sent her a private reply. “He hasn’t been trained. Maybe we should hold off a day.”

“Talk to Beth’s parents,” Alyssa said, picking up on my worry, “Listen to their concerns and observe their fears. Then promise to come back and talk again tomorrow. You can’t put this off. We can talk more after you’ve spoken with them.”

Zac nodded and looked at Beth, “Beth, I love you. I want you to be happy and your parents to support us. Let’s go talk with them in person.”

Beth nodded, looking at Kelly, then me, “Yes, I think you’re right,” she said, then turned back to Zac. “I love you, Zac. You’re always so brave.”

I smiled and felt pride in my son’s maturity. The three of us followed the youngsters to the door and bid them farewell. Then we took a collective deep breath and looked at each other.

“Now to take care of Jenn,” we all said.

We filed downstairs and into the gym. I had spent too much money on all the equipment. However, it was used extensively. Lexi was constantly pushing us to stay in shape. I’d also designed a shower and dressing room (co-ed, of course; there was no need for separate dressing rooms). Carmen and Lexi had persuaded me to make a secure private dungeon, too. The three of us went to the dressing room to shed our clothes. The dungeon was also regularly used, especially treasured by my submissive lovers.

Each of us had a locker, and Carmen kept it supplied with our preferred outfits. I don’t have much taste for fetish wear; I just don’t want to be flopping around while doing my work. So a pair of leather shorts was my attire (Apparently, it had to be leather, according to Carmen, don’t ask me why).

Alyssa had a selection of tight leather bodices and thongs and had grown fond of thigh-high boots. Today’s color was red, a deep red that looked amazing against her lightly tanned skin. Kelly had similar tastes, and our roles had them both more dominatrix than a submissive slave. Her white leather bra and thong made her look brilliant.

Suitably attired, we entered the dungeon. I’d rather have called it something different; playroom, adult lounge…, but given this was a treat more for Carmen and Lexi, I allowed them to name it. It stuck, especially once Carmen procured all the different apparatuses she wanted. Leather and dark wood dominated the room. The walls were dark grey, with perimeter lights around the edge. The room wasn’t dim, but it wasn’t bright either.

Watching Alyssa and Kelly dress up had already made my snug shorts feel tighter. When I saw our three submissives, it got even worse. They all had on leather training collars. Carmen and Lexi’s permanent silver chokers, for which I had the only key, glimmered under the black leather. They also all wore leather cuffs on their wrists and ankles. I couldn’t see, but I knew Carmen’s protocols. All of their asses were plugged. Other than that, they were all naked and aroused.

Carmen finished trussing Jenn to an X-shaped cross. It had been custom-made and cost a pretty penny. The cross was made of carbon fiber rather than wood, so it was much thinner. The cross shape was two inverted deltas, pointing toward each other and connected by a carbon-fiber beam. The vertical axis had an adjustable joint. Once attached, the cross could be spun and even tilted horizontally.

Jenn was facing the cross, so her back was to me as Carmen secured her wrists to the clips at the tops of the upper legs. Her ankles were already affixed to the base. Lexi was laying out lengths of rope. I had found I enjoyed the intimacy that rope bondage presented, but I wasn’t sure about it this morning. It was a lengthy process to bind and unbind, and Jenn was already frazzled.

Alyssa and Kelly sat at an overstuffed loveseat facing the cross. They were both more observers, voyeurs. Besides using their powers to amplify the responses, they were also safety observers. They also loved playing together, so the ordeal wasn’t like chewing sand for them. Carmen or Lexi was always a finger snap away if they needed more stimulation.

I decided to forego the ropes and walked to find some leather straps. The cross was sturdy, but I wanted to keep Jenn’s body tight against the frame. I gave them to Lexi, and she and Carmen strapped Jenn’s waist, lower thighs, and upper arms to the edge. I walked around the other side, and Jenn’s full breasts were exposed on either side of the thin carbon beam that bisected her torso. Her neck collar was clipped to the base of the upper arms, so she had limited movement of her head but an unobstructed sight line in whatever direction the cross pointed her. She caught sight of me walking around and watched as I stalked closer.

“Took you long enough,” she sassed as she watched me with humid eyes.

I was patient, I knew what she needed, but I wasn’t going to be rushed. Part of the journey was the anticipation. Her helplessness added to her stress, but she knew this was safe. I stepped closer and looked deadpan into her eyes. I didn’t need to because her nipples were already hard, but I pressed firmly on her stars with each thumb. My fingers gripped her full breasts and squeezed hard at the base.

She groaned as her nipples engorged further, and her supple breast tissue ballooned between my fingers. Her eyes blazed at the rough contact, and I just watched impassively.

“Watch your tone with me, slut,” I said in a low growl. “Or I’ll gag you. I like your filthy whore mouth, and I’d hate to take it out of play.”

She lowered her eyes as my fingers dug deeper into her flesh, milking the meat until I had just the base of her nipples grasped between a finger and thumb.

“Yes, Master,” she said, her tone expressing more relief than acquiescence.

I stepped back from her and grabbed two nipple clips attached to a chain, and walked around behind Jenn so I could watch Aly and Kelly on the loveseat over her shoulders. I pressed my chest against Jenn’s body, watching my four lovers as I applied the clamps.

Jenn hissed at the pain but tossed her head as her body started to respond to the sensations and the flood of endorphins she craved. I nodded, and Carmen and Lexi drew back, kneeling beside Aly and Kelly. Carmen kissed Alyssa’s thigh, and Alyssa spread her leg open, grabbed a handful of Carmen’s black mane, and tugged her mouth to Alyssa’s bare, exposed pussy. Kelly watched, captivated, while she reached around to unclasp her bra and pulled Lexi’s mouth to her hard nipple.

The room started to shimmer as Kelly’s power permeated the space. We all took a collective breath at the feeling. I pulled back and then turned to select a flogger from the bench near the cross. I swished it to get a feel for its heft. Then, bending over, I painted the traces along the bottom of Jenn’s calves. My strokes weren’t heavy yet. I just wanted to blush her skin. By the time I swung the flogger at her shoulders, her whole backside glowed a lovely hue of pink.

I watched her and listened to her breaths. I like to rely on physical cues when I play, though our mental web was also helpful in this setting. She was shivering in arousal. Her tattoos across her ass pulsed a dark, angry black. The foursome on the sofa became more animated as the sound of the flogger smacking willing flesh faded.

The foursome had swapped positions. Kelly was on the floor, her bare chest rising and falling as she played with her nipples. Kelly leaned against the sofa while Lexi’s red mane was between her spread legs, her pert bottom facing me, and her jeweled butt plug dancing as she orally pleased Kelly. Carmen lay on the sofa, her head behind Kelly’s blonde mane. Alyssa was on her knees. Her legs scissored between Carmen’s. The pair caught up in the act of tribadism as they rolled their hips and ground their cunts against each other.

That scene played out in front of Jenn’s eyes as I warmed her flesh. I cupped my hand between her spread thighs, pushing two fingers inside her soaked folds. She gasped and tried to grind into my fingers. Her body had a limited range of movement, and she whined in frustration.

“Fuck me, Master,” she cried as I teased her folds. “Please! Just shove that beautiful cock in my dripping cunt.”

I loved her mouth, but I pulled my fingers away.

“In time, perhaps,” I teased and put away the flogger.

I disengaged the lock on the sturdy joint at the base of the frame. Then I pulled the frame back to a horizontal position. Now she hung from the frame, the leather straps efficiently supporting her weight, but her head fell backward, staring at the opposite wall. I locked the joint and walked around until I stood at her head. She looked up at me, and I pulled my waistband down and released my rigid erection. She opened her mouth with a growl, and I pressed the tip between her lips.

I stood there, letting her suckle and kiss the only head. Her limited range of motion left only my crown within reach of her lips and tongue. Using both, she rolled the foreskin back and exposed my sensitive glans. She groaned at the taste, as I took a moment to watch the four others.

Kelly had crawled over Lexi, who had rotated onto her back. Kelly was fingering Lexi’s cunt as she lowered her mouth to lick her clitoris. Carmen had twisted on the sofa, her hands gripping Kelly’s ass cheeks, and had her head pressed between the full moons, licking at her anus. Kelly’s hips were moving as Lexi was licking her clit, the pair teasing both of her holes. Alyssa was still grinding into Carmen’s cunt.

I fed my cock into Jenn’s inverted mouth until my balls pressed against her nose. She gagged at first, feeling the crown squeeze into the back of her throat, but she swallowed, and then I was fully engaged in her throat. I gripped her tits as my hips slowly worked my cock in and out of her mouth. The nipple clamps bounced as I massaged her mounds and flicked my thumbs over her star tattoos. Each flick sent a tremor of pleasure through her body. I felt her mind begin to spin and pulled my hips back. My cock slipped from her mouth wetly, and a thick string of her saliva drooled down her cheeks. She sucked in a heavy breath, then nuzzled, trying to get my cock back in her mouth.

I pulled back and grabbed the flogger’s handle. Slipping to the side, I painted the tendrils of leather over the flesh of her abdomen and thighs. She jerked at the first sting, her head bending up to look at me as I smacked her warm flesh again.

“Yeeaaargh!” she groaned, then grunted with each heavy stroke.

The flogger wasn’t very painful. The sound was more of a thud and left a fading dull ache even after a hard strike. It was not sharp and bright, like a cane that left marks and bruises. A flogger rarely did so if used properly, leaving her skin unmarked and making it easier to disguise as a spa treatment.

She was warmed up, endorphins were flooding her system under the constant smacks of leather hitting flesh. I whipped her abdomen, bisected by the thin carbon frame, then down her thighs. The frame bisected above her hips, and her hips were working, her cunt swollen with arousal. I stopped facing her, and she lifted her head to hiss at me. I brought the flogger down heavily between her thighs, smacking her cunt with a thud.

“Yeurgh!” Jenn grunted, then moaned, “Yess.. fuck yes… Mmm fuck, please, Master, do that again.”

I hammered the heavy tendrils into her mound, the smacks digging into the flower tattoo, and the mix of pain and pleasure sent her over the edge. Her whole body shook under the waves of her orgasm as I continued to smack her cunt. She was hanging from the straps when I stopped, taking thin breaths. I let her recover, released the joint’s brake, and flipped her back up, angled slightly forward. She was now looking directly at my four lovers.

Alyssa sat against the back of the sofa, with Carmen curled at her side. Carmen was on her knees, mouth sucking one of Alyssa’s nipples. Lexi had crawled between Alyssa’s thighs and was lapping at her cunt. Kelly was reclined against the edge of the sofa, her head obscured by Carmen’s brown thighs as she sucked and teased Carmen’s clitoris. Kelly was pleasuring herself, plunging fingers into her pussy.

Alyssa was the only one watching Jenn, which mattered because our hive mind was tuned into the play-by-play. I sensed that each of the girls had at least two orgasms. Kelly’s aura had us all in a heightened state. My cock was aching and still covered with Jenn’s spit.

I stepped up behind Jenn and ran my fingers through her pussy lips. She groaned as I found her opening, then I guided my cock to her tight entrance and slammed it in with one rough thrust.

She tripped off again as I started fucking her hard and fast. My hands gripped her shoulders, fingers digging roughly into her flesh. Her flesh was warm and red, and I scratched my fingers down her bare back, raking her flesh with my nails. She tossed her head and screamed out. Her cunt clenched around my cock, she was already tight from the plug Carmen had placed as part of her preparation.

I was close to regressing to the lizard part of my brain and just going wild, but I wanted Jenn to soar first. I smacked her flesh, her ass, her thighs, her back. Hard, open-handed slaps left red marks that quickly faded into the deep flush her skin had taken on. I reached around and gripped her tits, filling my hands and pressing into the clips at her nipples. I felt where she was, and just when another wave hit her, I pulled the clamps free of her nipples.

Her body levitated, and I could feel her mind detach and fly. Her nipples engorged with a new pulse of blood, the numbed nerve ending lit up, and the pleasure-pain sent her into subspace. I dialed back on my slaps and spanked and gripped her hips. Fucking her as her body spasmed and her mind flew. I grunted hard, roared as I pulled out and streamed thick ropes of cum over her back and ass.

I froze as my balls emptied, leaning my sweaty chest against her warm, reddened back. I hugged her firmly as she regained her senses, my fingers tracing over her flesh, running over the stars and flower tattoos, each light touch sending her another shiver of pleasure. I coaxed her mind and body back to earth.

Then we were surrounded by the others, and they removed her straps and cuffs. I pulled her from the cross and swung her into my arms. I carried her to the large king-sized bed and laid her down. The four other girls surrounded her as I climbed to my spot in the middle of the bed. She rested her back between my thighs, her head on my chest. I held her as her sisters covered her in a blanket.

Carmen offered her some water, which she drank readily. Then had a nibble of chocolate that Lexi offered. We all enjoyed the refreshments and the warm aura of the blissful afterglow. The soft landing brought Jenn back into our web of comfort. Surrounded by my lovers and me, she rested as her mind slowly returned to focus as we sent our love and care through our mesh of minds.

Then we heard the knock on the door.

“Dad!?” came Zac’s voice. “Beth’s parents are here; they want to talk with you and Mom.”


CHAPTER 6
SHATTERED MYTHS


PAST - JEREMIAH

I was resting between Jenn, Carmen, and Lexi when I heard Alyssa pull the RV’s door open. I blinked and tried to focus. I felt something was wrong. Shouldn’t I have heard Alyssa’s thoughts before she was so close? As she came in, I rose a bit worried.

“Jeremiah?” she called. “Are you done?”

Then my mind plugged back in, or she opened up the connection, because I was flooded with her thoughts. Thoughts of concern, arousal, and a little bit of impatience. I was a bit embarrassed when I looked at my watch and saw that it was afternoon.

“Back here,” I called as Jenn stirred next to me.

Lexi and Carmen slipped off the bed and blew me a kiss.

“Gotta start fixing lunch, Papi,” Carmen said as she led Lexi into the main cabin. Alyssa slipped in after they passed and sat on the edge of the bed. She smiled at Jenn, combed her hair back, then leaned and kissed me tenderly.

“I had to turn you off,” she confessed. “Trying to talk with my mother while feeling what you were doing to each other was troublesome.”

“I’m sorry,” I said. “I might have….”

“Don’t be,” she smiled and kissed Jenn. “You two needed the alone time. To connect. It looks like you did?”

“Yeah,” I said and blushed as my cock twitched at the sight of their kiss. I had to focus on my self-control, or I’d never get out of bed.

“Yes, we did,” Jenn said and stretched to kiss me again, promisingly. “I needed it. I am starting to sense when I’m getting on edge. It’s not as frantic as when you found me, but it is always under the surface. Jeremiah was very good to me.”

“He is good to all of us,” Alyssa smiled, then asked Jenn. “We have to make sure he is rested enough to care for us, too. Are you up to that challenge?”

“I’m up for anything,” Jenn said, then looked troubled. “I need to figure out school, though. I’m pretty sure I’m fucked for my summer classes.”

Alyssa nodded and added another folder to her mental notes. She seemed to have something planned for everyone. Between her and Carmen, our family ran a tight ship. I understood what Alyssa was saying; if I tried to manage everything and please all of my lovers, I’d be run down quickly. The family worked better by sharing many detailed tasks, and no one was overtaxed. It made me appreciate all my lovers even more.

“Well, first things first,” Alyssa said. “Get dressed and join us for lunch. Kelly and I can tell you what’s going on while we eat. Then we can discuss what we need to do to get you back home, Jenn.”

“Oh?” Jenn sighed with a questioning tone, “Where is home, exactly?”

“Get dressed, and come to lunch. We’ll tell you all the details.” Alyssa smiled, “I’m glad you’ve taken the edge off. You look marvelous.”

Alyssa slipped out, and Jenn looked around and found her clothes from the previous day. I pushed a thought to Alyssa that we needed to get her clothes and supplies, and she echoed that it was already on the list. I found a new pair of shorts and a baseball-style T-shirt. I laced up my sneakers, and then we joined the other four around our expanded dining area.

With a nod to Alyssa, Kelly started the status report.

“I borrowed Rebekah’s phone to call my mother. I told her where we were and that we were safe. She wasn’t happy that we were still at the compound, but she came around when I told her we’d chased the Priesthood away.”

I opened my mouth to say something, but she put up a finger.

“I didn’t tell her about the deaths; she didn’t need to know the details. Anyway, I started looking around the house while talking to her.”

“And…” I managed to say quickly between her short pauses, trying to keep her on track.

“Well, to put it shortly, this place has nice bones.” Kelly smiled, then continued in a stream of words, “The location, it turns out, is excellent, close to skiing in the winter, and nice places during the summer. My mother is doing more research, but I think we can turn this into another Bed & Breakfast.”

“What does Rebekah think about that?” I asked, looking over at Alyssa.

“Well, at first, she was a bit taken aback,” Kelly said, keeping the story going, “They’ve lived in a little bubble for so long, she didn’t know what B&B meant. I hung up with my mother and explained the concept. She thought for a while, then brought it back up later. They don’t have much income. They’ll need some help getting things going. But they are happy to have guests. She said the other families could help prepare dinner and handle maintenance. She’s going to talk and spread the word.”

“Interesting,” I said, then turned to Alyssa, “What’s your take?”

“I’d love for it to happen,” she said, “I never knew I had a mother, so being in contact with her regularly would be nice. I know you have the resources to help make it a success. This could be a good business opportunity between Kelly’s family and you.”

She paused, and I waited for the following sentence.

“If we can be sure the influence of the Priesthood stays away,” she finished, then tacked on, “Making this work means none of the old business. Rebekah thinks she can clear the books of corrupt organizations. Deacon had her keep all the books. It might cause some ruffled feathers in Nevada, though.”

“We can figure that out,” I said, not knowing how.

It was an intriguing proposition. To rescue the compound, make it part of our new family, and place it under our protection seemed like the right thing to do. It aligned with my goal to redeem my father’s legacy. It might be a good base for taking care of others who had gotten into the sex trade, like Jenn, and wanted a way out. I was interested in and thankful for the opportunity to help Rebekah and the remaining families.

“What do we need to do before we leave?” I asked.

“Nothing,” Alyssa said, “Kelly called her mother back and introduced her to Rebekah. They chatted for a while. Betsy agreed to run point on this and has some contacts in Missoula that can help get things started. Funding is an issue, but she didn’t think it would be a problem. She doesn’t even know the resources you have available.”

“So we can leave whenever we want to?” I asked and looked around.

“Yes,” Alyssa said. “Rebekah has our contact information and can call Betsy if she needs anything. In about a week—if everything works out—Betsy can have a full-time contractor on-site that can oversee construction. He’s a close friend, so he can also help. Nothing is keeping us here.”

“Okay, then to where?” I asked and looked around the table.

Jenn was looking around, confused by everything we’d just talked about. I chuckled to myself. Even being plugged into our mental web, the context of our background was missing.

“Jenn,” I said, and she looked up at me. “I think we need to get you up to date with our family and business.”

Alyssa took the lead and started explaining things. I sat back and observed. The other girls chimed in with their perspectives. Soon, Jenn’s face brightened as she understood where everyone fit. She nodded when Kelly told her about our house project and repurposing a college apartment house into a Bed & Breakfast. She listened attentively to each of the others as they told how they fit into our family and our start-up business. I realized, listening to them talk, how seriously they had taken the challenge of starting a Bed & Breakfast. Their ability to self-manage things amazed me.

Then Jenn looked at me and bashfully asked, “Where do I fit into all of that?”

“Where do you want to fit?” I dodged, “We don’t want to pull you into something that might be too much for you. What are you worried about?”

“Well, first off, these past few weeks have been ruinous to my academic goals,” Jenn said. “Getting hospitalized after you met Kelly damaged my grades for the term. One of the reasons I hooked up with Michael, or Carl, or whoever… He would distract me from the mess my school life had become. His lies made them seem unimportant. But I’m in a hole. Flunked classes, and then just skipped out on the summer term.”

“I can help you through that,” Alyssa said. “Do you want to stay at your school?”

“No,” Jenn said flatly. “Even before this all happened, I wasn’t happy there. Like Lexi and you, I grew up in foster homes. I don’t really answer to a mother or a father. I was making okay grades, but I think I need a fresh start.”

“So,” Kelly asked, a bit surprised. “You’re quitting school?”

“Yeah,” Jenn said with a nod. “At least for a while. I need to figure out what I want to do. What I want most right now is to stay with you guys. I don’t know how to do that, though.”

“You stay with us,” I said, with a shrug. “It’s pretty simple. We have to drive back the way we came. We can stop by and pick up anything you need from your dorm room. Where is the rest of your stuff?”

“That’s pretty much it.” Jenn said, her face brightening, “My clothes and books, and things in my dorm. I’ve learned to travel light. Are you sure you want to bring me along? It sounds like you have your hands full. A wedding in a little over two weeks?”

I looked around, and the four other girls nodded, “You are one of us,” I said. “I don’t know how. It just happened, just like everyone else here. We’re connected. It would hurt to separate from you now. Like it or not, you’re attached to us.”

“I think I like it,” Jenn smiled. “For as much as I thought I liked what the shit head was selling. It always felt wrong in the back of my mind. I was in a bad place. Since I’ve been with you, that feeling hasn’t entered my mind. I can’t explain it, but I feel whole….”

She smiled, and her eyes filled a bit with tears. Over on her side of the cabin, Lexi leaned over and hugged her, and Carmen kissed her forehead. On our side, Kelly and Alyssa leaned into me, and we just pushed as much love as we could across the table. After a moment, Kelly leaned toward Jenn.

“Jenn,” Kelly said softly. “I remember talking a lot with you when I lived in the dorms. How you listened to me go on and on about my dream wedding. I was naive back then. I had no idea you were attracted to me. I have grown to accept many new thoughts and feelings. My friendship with you has changed, and I love you as much as I love my other sisters. I want you to be a bridesmaid. Will you do me the honor?”

Jenn started crying, nodding, and pushing her way past Lexi to hug Kelly tightly, “Of course, oh yes!”

I smiled at the thought, then started doing the math. There were now four bridesmaids, and … I didn’t have any groomsmen. Alyssa and Kelly pushed some comforting thoughts as I stewed over the problem. Jerry would be a natural fit, as would Ron. For the other two, I’d have to check with my friends from the other school team. I could find two, but were they in town over the summer? The small civil ceremony I had initially planned for Alyssa and me had morphed into a large production. I didn’t even know who to invite. The four girls sent me humorous thoughts.

“Don’t worry, Papi,” Carmen said. “We’ll help you out.”

“Mom’s already invited a ton of people,” Kelly said. “She’s talked with Uncle Tommy; he got a list of your family friends. You worry about some silly things, my love.”

“So you’re going to marry, Jeremiah?” Jenn asked. “With all of us by your side?”

Kelly nodded. “I know it’s weird, but I wouldn’t want it any other way.”

“What I’m saying and committing to Kelly,” I said, reminding them. “I’m committing to each of you. As long as everyone is happy with it.”

In the back of my mind, I tried to sequester a private thought.

“Wasn’t this all a bit fast? Four months ago, I knew none of these women.” I mused, trying to keep my thinking off the mesh, “Now, I’m committing myself to a lifelong relationship, formally to one, and echoing that same commitment to four others.”

Alyssa leaned close to me, whispering, “You’re leaking, lover.” She smiled and kissed my cheek, “We’ll figure it out. We always do.”

“I’ll admit,” I confessed loud enough for everyone to hear, “I have my worries. I’m as new to this as all of you. I feel responsible for all of you. Sometimes I overthink inside my mind, when I should be talking out loud to all of you. I’ll need all of you to continue to talk with me about your troubles, too.”

They all nodded, understanding. Our mental mesh was helpful for many things, but it wasn’t the same as working an issue out by talking about it. We needed to continue doing that to be healthy and emotionally connected.

“Okay,” I said, “is there anything else we need to talk about?”

The girls looked at each other, then back to me. Each one quietly shook their head, but Carmen spoke first.

“The RV park back in Missoula is a good first start,” Carmen said, “We need to dump tanks again. They have a pool, and I don’t know about you, but I’d love to have a nice swim.”

Alyssa and Kelly nodded at each comment, then looked at me with nothing to add.

“Okay,” I said, “let’s go say a formal goodbye to Rebekah and head back to Missoula.”

It didn’t take long to say goodbye. Rebekah was like a new woman from when we met her; she was ready to start the next chapter. She welcomed our assistance and assured me that she’d be in contact with Betsy. I gave her Uncle Thomas’ number too. If she had anything, she needed to call him directly. I made a mental note to contact Uncle Thomas when we stopped to camp.

Within thirty minutes, we were pulling out of the compound, past the still-smoldering remains of the meeting hall. I wondered what this place would look like in a year. We cruised down the country road, then through the small town of Pinebluff, and headed north to Missoula.

PRESENT - JEREMIAH

“Dad!?” came Zac’s voice, “Beth’s parents are here. They want to talk with you and Mom.”

It took a moment for the words to register fully in our post-coital bliss. Then one by one, we all hurriedly sat up and slid off the bed—each heading to find their discarded clothes. The only one with the proper clothes to wear was Jenn. The rest of us had dressed in the dressing room. We couldn’t just stroll out in our selected fetish wear. Carmen and Lexi didn’t have anything to wear except for collars.

Alyssa pushed a thought as I was pulling up my leather shorts. I finished the chore, trying not to make my slightly engorged cock look obscene through the thin leather.

“Hey, uh, Zac?” I called through the doors. “We’ll need a minute. Can you take Beth’s parents up, and we’ll meet them on the back patio in a few minutes.”

“Duh, Dad,” he called. “They aren’t down here. Beth’s with them up on the deck.”

I opened the door and slid through the opening. Zac didn’t need to see his mother and the other girls in their fetish wear either. He looked me up and down, lifted a brow, then didn’t mention my appearance. I was covered with sweat. My leather shorts bulged from a not-quite-completely flaccid penis. He shook his head and looked at me.

“I don’t want to know,” he said. “All your cars were all in the driveway, so I knew you were here. I told Beth’s parents you were probably down in the gym. So I came down alone. You might want to take a quick shower, Pop.”

I nodded and grinned, “You’re probably right,” I said, “How did the conversation with Beth’s parents go? Are they still being difficult?”

“They are not as angry,” he offered. “But they wanted to meet my parents and have a face-to-face. I thought it would be a good time. I tried calling and texting, but you didn’t answer.”

“My phone’s in the locker room,” I said. “Sorry about that. You go on up and offer them some snacks. Mom and I will be along shortly.”

I watched him leave the room, then knocked on the door to give the all-clear signal. Carmen’s head popped out, looked around the gym, then she and Lexi hurried to the locker room in only their collars. Alyssa and Kelly were almost dressed and followed along, showing a lot of lovely flesh. Jenn popped out, still dressed in the outfit she arrived in, and raised on her toes to kiss me.

“I’ll show myself out, Jeremiah,” she said with a smile. “I feel so much better. I promise I won’t be so long next time.”

I hugged her tightly, “I need to do a better job, too. I should’ve checked on you before you got so bad. Forgive me?”

“Of course,” she smiled and kissed me again, fully and warmly. “We’re still connected.”

She left with a spring in her step, and I was glad we had the time to help her out. I slipped into the locker room, shed my shorts, and stepped into the shower near Kelly. The shower area was open, with no stalls, just a collection of spray heads and half a glass wall. We all could shower at the same time, which we did. Lexi and Carmen showered quickly, then redressed in some exercise clothes.

“What’s the game plan?” Kelly asked. “I didn’t think we’d be talking to them so soon.”

“We’ll have to play it by ear,” I said. “Like we’ve done before with unannounced guests.”

“I’ll be right behind you two,” Alyssa said, shampooing her hair. “I need to get this out of my hair, or it won’t look right.”

I blushed as I realized what she was washing out and smiled at the remembrance of the final act of our impromptu orgy. I washed Kelly’s back and then turned, and she did the same for me. In a few moments, we were out and toweled dry. We put on some sportswear. Carmen kept the locker room stocked with spares outfits for each of us. Kelly pulled her hair back into a damp ponytail, and we headed up the steps.

“I must look horrible,” she said. “No time for makeup or drying my hair.”

I chuckled, “You look incredible as always. “Sometimes, she forgot her supernatural ability and how alluring it made her. “Remember, you are a sex angel.”

She gave me a dark look, “Even sex angels have their required rituals.”

I decided it was better to agree with her, “I’m sure they’ll understand, given the nature of their drop-in visit.”

I opened the door and let Kelly lead the way onto the patio. Beth was sitting next to her mother, with Zac beside Beth. They all rose as Kelly stepped closer to the table they were sitting around. Lexi and Carmen had brought out snacks and a pitcher of iced tea and excused themselves.

“Hello,” Kelly greeted brightly, “I’m sorry to keep you waiting; we were down in our gym working out. I hope you haven’t had to wait long.”

“Not long at all,” said Beth’s father, smiling brightly. “I’m Brad, Brad Bentley. Elizabeth’s my daughter.”

He paused, taking Kelly’s offered hand and smiling at her. Then he got elbowed in the gut by his wife before introducing her.

“And this is my wife, Janice,” Brad said with a blush.

“I’m Kelly, and this is my husband, Jeremiah.”

It was Janice’s turn to take a moment as I took her hand and raised it to my lips.

“A pleasure, Janice.” I shook Brad’s hand, looking him in the eye. “Brad, welcome to my home.”

“Quite a place you have here,” Brad said. “Thank you for the refreshments.”

“Thank you,” I said. “I’ve worked pretty hard to enjoy a nice place to relax with my family when I’m not working. And sometimes I end up working while I’m at home. Isn’t that the way it usually is?”

Brad nodded and sat back down. I was used to people feeling a bit envious of my wealth. It was one of the reasons I hesitated to move into such a large mansion. It served a few purposes, though, beyond just allowing the five of us to live together without too many raised eyebrows.

“Well,” Janice said shortly, as she caught Brad looking at Kelly again, “It’s not a social call. We are both a bit upset by the behavior of your son.”

“Of course,” I said, “We have our concerns too. Though they are both old enough to make adult decisions, they might have rushed into something without weighing all the consequences.”

I looked at Brad seriously. I was ticked off that an ad-hoc overnighter had left Beth seemingly homeless. That was their problem to fix, and I scanned their curves to find out what had them so upset.

“We both believe,” Brad said, looking over at his wife for her approval, “That the consequences here should be rather steep. Not only did Beth sneak out, but she stayed the night with your son. Apparently, without your knowledge. Jeremiah, it is troubling to me.”

“Which part,” I asked, “that she snuck out without telling you, or that I allow my son freedom to make choices?”

I felt Alyssa’s thoughts enter my mind, “Not helpful, J. Don’t escalate things.”

Alyssa came through the doors, all smiles. Brad stood up politely, but Janice had had enough formality and stayed fuming in her seat.

“I’m Alyssa,” she said, offering her hand to Brad, while Janice steamed at his reaction to another stunning beauty. “I’m Jeremiah’s business partner.”

“You… live here too?” Janice stammered as Alyssa sat down on my other side, beside Brad and across from Janice.

“Yes,” Alyssa said. “This is a huge house with spacious apartments for several adults. Jeremiah and I work closely in our practice. It makes things easier to be near.”

“And you’re okay with this?” Janice asked, turning to Kelly.

Kelly smiled, “Of course. Why shouldn’t I be? Alyssa is as close to family as anyone. We’ve lived together since I college.”

We’d had similar conversations along these lines numerous times, so we were all comfortable with our cover story. It was still helpful to explain our relationships because it gave me time to scan their curves without engaging in a tête-à-tête with the pair.

They were both naturally worried about their daughter, but that wasn’t a surprise. They were also guilty of the feeling that they had grown distant from her in the past few years. That was also natural and to be expected. I’d seen it with many of my clients. All parents had to deal with it as their children transitioned to adulthood. Mainly, they exhibited normal fear of the unknown, as their child was ready to leave the nest.

Alyssa smiled and tried to change the subject. “Tell us how the two of you met?”

“Us?” asked Janice, “I’m not sure that has anything to do with what your son has influenced Beth to do.”

I saw the spark of conflict in Alyssa’s question. She was following a thread she had discovered while talking with them.

“Let’s all agree,” Alyssa parried. “That Beth and Zac are adults and make choices. One of them didn’t overly influence the other.”

“That’s true, Mom,” Beth piped in. “I knew what I was doing. I knew what I wanted.”

Janice’s face turned red, and I honed in on her issue. Alyssa concentrated for a moment, then pushed a thought to me. “Janice was a bit slutty in college, not that there’s anything wrong with that.”

“Beth!” Janice replied, anger welling in her voice. “Please, we are talking here.”

“Yes,” Beth stood her ground, leaning towards her mother. “Talking about me. I am part of this discussion. I’m tired of you treating me like a child!”

Zac watched, fascinated, looking from me to Alyssa as we carefully listened and scanned. His look was more confirmation as I watched Janice’s moral curve spark with guilt and shame at her past. She projected her past onto her daughter’s actions. Brad’s issue was different from his wife’s. I could tell he was here to support her, but he also held his daughter in high regard. He could tell she was in love with Zac. His conflict wasn’t apparent, so I ignored him and concentrated on Janice.

It was time to treat the root cause. Janice and Beth fumed at each other, both too angry to speak. I made some adjustments, just untying the knot of conflicts in Janice’s moral curve. Then I cleared my voice to get the conversation back on track.

“I think I can confess that I made a lot of rash decisions when I was young,” I started, and Janice looked at me oddly as I continued to tune her, “Some of them were hasty, and I didn’t think them through. Some of the consequences of those actions have stuck with me. I don’t regret them. I learned from them. Can we all admit that’s part of being an adult? Learning from our experiences?”

Framing the argument in such a way focused the attention on me, allowing Beth and Janice not to personalize the statement and become defensive. They both calmed down, and Janice took a sip of tea.

“I just worry,” Janice said, “that one poor decision will lead to another.”

“Well,” I chuckled. “That’s part of being an adult, too, isn’t it?”

Janice smiled and then looked at Brad with a fondness she hadn’t shown since we’d arrived on the patio. I could sense her connecting her past behaviors to meeting Brad and how her relationship with men and sex changed as she fell in love with him.

“That is true,” Janice admitted, looking at Brad. “I made a string of hasty choices when I was younger. But one, in particular, changed my life for the better.”

Brad smiled and took Janice’s hand. He lifted it to his lips and kissed it gently.

“Changed my life for the better, too,” Brad said. “We fell in love, and then we had this lovely child.”

He turned to Beth and continued. “Beth, sweetheart, I’m sorry about our overreaction this morning. Your mother and I love you so much. We only want the best for you.”

Beth’s countenance softened as she replied to her father, “I know, Dad, I know you and Mom love me. I need you to trust me when I say that Zac is the best thing for me. I feel it in my bones. I’m sorry for being rash and leaving without telling you. That was wrong of me. Please forgive me.”

The three of them stood and hugged each other. They smiled through tears and kissed each other’s cheeks. When they sat back down, Brad held Janice’s hand, and she leaned against his shoulder.

Kelly smiled, and I felt her push a little of her light around the table, then said, “We love Zac as much as you love Beth. We adore Beth and are glad that she and Zac have grown closer. We want to be around to help guide them, along with you. We don’t want anything to come between family.”

Janice smiled for the first time at Kelly. Thoughts of jealousy and resentment evaporated after she connected with the depth of her love for her husband and his love for her.

“Thank you, Kelly. I suppose we’ll be seeing more of each other.”

“Of course,” Kelly said. “I look forward to it.”

With that, we all relaxed and started talking more naturally. Lexi and Carmen brought out lunch, then joined us. Janice and Brad were curious about the fact that I lived with four beautiful women, but they believed our story was the best thing for our combined businesses. Looking around, they couldn’t argue with the success we had. It was a story we’d told many times over the years; not many people seemed to take issue with it once I explained it to them.

PAST - JEREMIAH

We headed out of the compound mid-afternoon. The drive to the RV park we’d left the previous day was only about an hour. We were all tired. The previous day’s excitement at the compound still had us a bit on edge. My morning with Jenn had taken a physical toll on both of us. Kelly had found her way next to me and cuddled into my side, and her touch helped me to rejuvenate. Alyssa’s head was on my other shoulder. Carmen drove alone while Lexi and Jenn leaned against each other, Jenn napping quietly.

“We have about two weeks before we need to be back,” Alyssa said. “That will give us four days in town before the wedding.”

Kelly stretched and yawned, nodding, “That should be good. My dress will be ready. We’ll need to get Jenn fitted, but the other three bridesmaids’ dresses should be done. The guys can get fitted for their suits. We’ll still need to find two more.”

“One should be Uncle Tommy,” I said. “He is more like my father than anything, but he’s also my closest friend. I’d like for him to be my best man.”

Alyssa smiled and squeezed my thigh with her hand.

“I like that,” she said. “He can escort me.”

“Jerry can escort Jenn,” Kelly reasoned aloud. “Ron would have his hands full with Carmen, but that leaves Lexi without an escort.”

“Do I have to stand up in front?” Lexi asked, looking at us. “I know I’m part of the family, but there isn’t anyone I want to stand next to except Jeremiah. No one else would seem right. I can’t fake a smile very well. I think everyone would see through me.”

Kelly and Alyssa looked at each other, then back at Lexi, a bit concerned, “Wow, Lex,” Kelly said, a bit concerned. “Are you feeling left out? I really don’t want to make you feel separated from us?”

“No, it’s not that at all,” Lexi said, then looked at me.

“I’m just in love with Jeremiah. Like the rest of you,” she said, then looked at Kelly. “I know the ceremony means a lot to you, Kelly. I don’t want to ruin that for you. I just don’t want to be upfront. Is there another place for me?”

“What about flower girl-slash-ring bearer?” Alyssa offered. “You wouldn’t have to be upfront, but you would still be a vital part of the ceremony. It wouldn’t be right to me if you weren’t a part of this. I know it’s all for show. It’s our family, though. You are a big part of that.”

“Can I weave flowers in my hair?” Lexi grinned. “I’d like that, I think.”

“That’s a good idea,” Kelly agreed. “I love that idea. Are you cool with it, Lex?”

“Sure,” Lexi said, smiling. “I promise I won’t steal your ring.”

“Rings!” I blurted out. “That’s something to add to the list for the four days we’re home before the wedding.”

Carmen pulled off the freeway and headed toward the RV park. I slipped up to the passenger seat to help arrange for our spot. They had no vacant sites away from the rest of the people. It was now a weekend, and people were camping and enjoying the summer weather in droves. We took the last C-class spot close to the campsite recreation building. There was a pool area with a jacuzzi, and a few parents with small children were enjoying the pool.

“Oh, can we go swimming?” Kelly asked. “I brought an extra suit that Jenn could borrow.”

“Only one?” I asked, turning back with a smile.

“Well, okay, she can have the first choice,” Kelly smirked. “I may have a few to select from.”

“Good,” Jenn said, then hefted her breasts in her hands and compared them to Kelly’s, “They should fit nicely. I don’t think any of my clothes back home will fit me.”

While I had shrunk her breasts from the obscenely large globes Samuel had given her, they were still at least a cup larger than her natural breasts. She liked them fuller, and as sensitive as her tattoos were, I had to keep them more robust.

“We should have time after dinner,” I said.

Carmen shut down the engine and started setting up the cruiser for camping mode. As she did, she looked up at me and blushed a bit.

“Papi, is it okay if we order pizzas?” she asked. “My mind is still swimming, and I hadn’t thought of what to make for dinner.”

“Huh,” I shrugged. “I guess so. Let me go check with the manager.”

Somehow, that got translated into, “Let’s all go check with the manager,” which was fine, because I didn’t know what to order. A few minutes later, we had four large pizzas and some beer ordered for delivery within the next hour. The attendant assured us it would be okay to eat in the pool area.

We all went back into the camper. After stripping naked, we put on swimsuits with only a little fondling. It appeared that my strengthening of self-control would work. Though with all the naked women in my camper, I admit I did become aroused. My arousal was noticed, and they became aroused. Luckily, the water was shockingly cold when I cannonballed into the pool. The girls slid in more carefully, but their nipples stiffened under their bikinis.

The pool area wasn’t anything fancy. The main pool was a rectangular hole in the ground; it shared the patio with a jacuzzi hot tub large enough to fit several couples. There was a concrete patio with pebbled tile trim around the edges of the pools. Faded lawn chairs and lounges, with a couple of patio tables and umbrellas, completed the picture.

The day was warm, and the main pool water was cold. It hadn’t gotten hot this far north, so I could see why the pool area wasn’t full of other bathers. After the six of us started floating and splashing, the parents began coaxing the young children out of the pool, drying them off for dinner in campers or tents.

Soon, we had the pool deck to ourselves. I floated on my back. Carmen and Lexi were talking on the pool’s edge near the shallow end, their feet dangling in the cool water. Kelly and Jenn were catching up. I enjoyed seeing them both smile as they renewed their friendship. Alyssa floated near, slipped her arms under mine, and pulled herself close.

“What are you thinking about, love?” Alyssa asked softly in my ear as we drifted.

We slowly turned in a tight orbit as our bodies floated in the middle of the deep end. Her breasts pressed against my back. I enjoyed the feel of her body close to mine.

“Nothing pressing,” I said, “I feel like we can finally relax a bit. Things have been so hectic.”

“Yeah,” she agreed. “It’s nice not having to be anywhere or have anything to do.”

“Do you think we can put off going to Pullman?” I asked, just weighing options, “I mean, if Jenn’s classes are all tanked, she can just drop all of her classes?”

“Well, it’s Saturday today,” she said, thinking through the steps, “There’s nobody to talk to until Monday. We can stay here until then, I guess. Why?”

“Oh, I wanted to see about going up to a lake in northern Idaho,” I said, “I remember my mother taking me there when I was a teenager. She said it was close to some old friends. Uncle Tommy came with us; we rented a house near the lake for a few weeks. It was a nice time for relaxing.”

“Sounds like fun,” Alyssa said, “we can hang out here tomorrow and regroup and make plans. If we don’t go to Pullman, though, we’ll have to go shopping for clothes for Jenn.”

“Surely, Missoula has a mall,” I said,

The pizza delivery guy showed up, and Carmen retrieved the pizza while I got out of the pool and settled the bill. The six of us sat around one of the picnic tables, polished off the four large pizzas, and each had a beer or two. Kelly was concerned about me buying alcohol for minors, but she relaxed when I convinced her the drinking age in Montana was eighteen.

The girls all ate happily and discussed what they would shop for at the mall. Kelly said she’d help Jenn with a new wardrobe. Lexi and Carmen wanted to look for some supplies for the RV since we’d been on the road for a bit. I wasn’t sure what they wanted for supplies, but I trusted they knew what they needed. Alyssa and I would wander about. I wanted to look at some electronics, and she wanted to check out the bookstore.

By the time we’d finished eating and discussing, the pool area was filling up primarily with adults, and the sun was setting. The air was getting chilly, and while the hot water jacuzzi looked large enough for the six of us, we decided to sleep early. We were all tired from the stress and activities of the past few days.

We walked across the gravel parking lot; I’m sure the girls had their fair share of looks from the other men in the pool area and maybe some jabs from their female companions in the gut. I knew I was a lucky man to be the last person to enter our large camper. The girls pulled the drapes and then started undressing.

Kelly warmed us up with a little pulse of her power, and we paired up. Six people are divided a lot more easily than five. Carmen had Jenn by the hair and kissed her deeply on one of the front sofas. Lexi had grabbed hold of Kelly’s hand and dragged her into the back room. That left me and Alyssa, who looked at me hungrily.

I pushed her into the sofa opposite Carmen and Jenn and knelt in the aisle in front of her. She squealed, lifted her heels to the cushion, and slumped her body, shifting her firm bottom to the edge of the sofa. I untied the sides of her bikini, which was different from her usual conservative one-piece suit. She was growing more confident in her body and had enjoyed showing off. I teased her, kissing from her heel to her inner thigh, then hovering over her sex before starting at the heel of her other foot.

I heard Jenn moan from the other sofa and felt the heat of Carmen’s body as she slipped next to mine. I looked up and saw that Jenn was watching Alyssa as Carmen buried her mouth against Jenn’s bare cunt. Alyssa was cupping her breasts, her fingers pulling at her nipples, her eyes blazing into Jenn’s. I dove in and enjoyed the taste of Alyssa’s warm folds, coating my tongue with her arousal.

The heat of the moment spiked as Kelly’s aura started to bloom in the back room. I heard her encouraging Lexi in between her moans of passion. My erection grew, but I wanted to make Alyssa climax once before I started using my cock. As tired as I was after dinner, I wasn’t sure how long I would last.

I lifted my hand to Alyssa’s folds and wormed a finger into her tight opening. It slid in easily, and she ground her hips into my lapping tongue. I lapped at the bright silver piercing, and she grunted, her hand pushing into the back of my head. I added a second finger, and slowly finger fucked her as she encouraged me with her moans.

I pulled my head from her clit to look around while my fingers continued to drill into Alyssa’s well-lubricated passage. Jenn was on her back, her head lifted between Carmen’s brown thighs. She’d buck her head back to moan and encourage her Latina lover, then dive back in, making Carmen toss her head and groan.

Fired by the scene, I turned back and slipped a third finger into Alyssa’s cunt, pressing in deep as I sucked at the silver ball of her clit ring. I pulled out the third finger and smeared the copious juice over her tight anus. Then I lowered my mouth to lap at her jewelry as I pressed my finger against the muscle. She groaned and shifted forward as my digit slipped inside. My tongue flicked at her clit as I pushed and pulled my fingers in and out of both her openings.

“Oh fuck,” Alyssa said, “Don’t stop, Fucking Don’t. Fucking. Stop.”

She lifted her bottom from the edge of the sofa; her feet spread wide on the edge of the seat. I fingered her in rapid motions, my tongue lapping at her clit. I sucked at her lips between licks and enjoyed a steady stream of her arousal, drinking from her tap. My free hand gripped my cock. I was stiff and ready.

“Cum for me,” I growled as I worked at her sex and ass, “give it to me.”

She gripped my short hair in both hands as she grunted and then screamed. My face pushed into her sex as her spending flowed around my fingers. I lapped as much of the gushing flood as I could as she ground her hips, seeking to continue her orgasm. When her fingers relaxed, I stood up.

“On your knees,” I said, stroking my stiff shaft.

She flipped around, and I looked over my shoulder at Jenn and Carmen. They were sitting side by side, watching me—their fingers in each other’s crotch, leaning their heads together. As I placed my hand on Alyssa’s bottom, Lexi and Kelly slipped past me and flopped next to Jenn and Carmen. Lexi pulled Jenn into a deep kiss while Kelly lowered her mouth to Carmen’s breast.

Alyssa looked back at me, her mane of dark brown hair still damp from the pool and our amorous efforts. I pulled my foreskin back and pressed my thick head into her trembling opening. She pushed back and pressed her hand to the curtain of the window to hold herself. I groaned at the feeling of her cunt enveloping my shaft. Grinding when my thighs pressed into her bottom. Her fingers curled into the curtain’s material, and I started hammering into her hard and fast.

I felt Kelly’s aura bloom as I concentrated on Alyssa. I reached forward and gripped the hair at the back of her head. I was pressing her against the window. Her hand slipped up, pulling the curtain from the rod, her cheek pressed flat against the window pane. Floodlights from the pool across the way brightened her face in the dimmer light of the cabin. I held her under me and kept hammering away. Felt her cunt convulse as her body was wracked with another orgasm.

“Fuck,” she moaned, her eyes rolling back, “ yess… fuck make me cum, fuck me hard. yes.”

I redoubled my efforts, her words firing into the lizard part of my brain. I pulled out and tapped her bottom, indicating she should flip over. She rolled to the side, and I moved with her. I grabbed her at the knees and spread her open. I squatted slightly, then slammed back into her with a thrust of my hips. I pressed her knees back until she was doubled over into a ball. I leaned into her, my thrusts hitting her tight body hard, watching her shake with each pounding thrust.

I grunted, then growled, trying to prolong the time, but my peak was racing towards me. I felt a hand cup my swaying balls and pull gently from behind. That tripped me off, and I slammed in deep, erupting deep in Alyssa’s spasming cunt. I blinked my eyes, looking out the window, where Alyssa tore the curtain off the wall.

The pool area was lit, and couples were making out on the lawn furniture. The jacuzzi seemed filled with topless women. One was bent over, facing our cruiser — her male companion was fucking her hard. The whole pool area looked like a sex party.

I stepped back a bit, and my cock was enveloped by Lexi’s mouth. I looked down and gripped her mussed red hair in my hand. She groaned at the feel of my control and sucked at my erection. She nursed at the head, pulling the remnants of my orgasm. I felt Kelly’s aura fire up again, and my cock pulsed in response.

I slumped on the sofa opposite Alyssa, who was watching dazed as Lexi slipped between my legs and swallowed my cock. Kelly fell over to Alyssa and kissed her deeply. Jenn leaned into me and pressed her lips to mine. I caught sight of Carmen moving past me, and when I could look past Jenn, Carmen was between Alyssa’s thighs, cleaning my cum from her cunt.

Jenn got on her knees, and I pulled her in for another kiss. Then she stepped up onto the cushion and straddled my body. I pulled at her hips and pushed my face into her fragrant pussy. She moaned and gripped my head. I explored her folds. My hands gripped her ass cheeks and held her close while I licked and sucked.

The suction on my cock dissipated, then I felt Lexi’s hips press between my thighs. I couldn’t see, but I felt her bottom dance along the firmness of my shaft, so I spread my thighs. Her small hand gripped the root of my cock, and then I felt my head burrow into her tight snatch. Her hips drew back and then ground down as she fucked my cock.

My tongue drove deep into Jenn’s cunt, curling to press against the roof of her tight tunnel. My fingers gripped and pulled at her ass. She squatted, her thighs widening as my fingers slipped between her firm cheeks, pulling them apart. I pressed a finger into her tight anus and felt her grunt approval. My mouth was fully engaged in her flowing cunt, tongue curling to pull her juices into my mouth. My nose nuzzled between her folds, and she ground her hips, pressing her clit ring against my bump.

I heard Carmen growl, “Fuck, that’s it, Lexi, lick Momma’s cunt.”

I knew Lexi was still fucking me. My mind’s eye put together the picture; Lexi was leaning over and diving for Carmen’s cunt. I listened as best I could to the others, with my head between the fragrant heaven of Jenn’s crotch. I pulled back a moment, pressing my fingers into Jenn’s flowing cunt to look across the aisle. Carmen’s head was pressed between Alyssa’s thighs. Alyssa was half twisted, lying on the opposite sofa, her hips turned, one leg on the floor, the other bent on the couch. Alyssa rested on her back, her head obscured by one of Kelly’s bronze thighs. Kelly’s hands gripped Alyssa’s breast as she moaned in encouragement.

I blinked and arched my head to look back through the glass to the pool area. More people were engaged, no longer just making out. They were in pairs or trios—fucking—bodies pressing together. I couldn’t hear any sounds but could make out women with their mouths open, their bodies trembling in lust. Kelly’s aura fired up intensely as she ground into Alyssa’s face.

I felt Lexi slam her hips into my cock, thrusting my cock back into her cunt. I felt her contracting around my shaft. I gripped Jenn’s ass and pushed my tongue back inside her tight channel, determined to make her cum. My fingertip pressed into her ass, and she danced, her hips pressing back. She wanted to feel more of my tongue and finger and ground her hips to get more of both. Lexi’s body slammed and then froze with my cock deep inside. I could feel her orgasm race through her inner flesh, muscles milking my shaft.

Lexi grunted, then slipped forward, slipping off my cock. Her mouth was glued to Carmen’s cunt, her nose tickling her ass. Her mouth slipped up and tongued the dark rose. Lexi lifted a finger to Carmen’s cunt and drove it deep inside. I growled as I tasted Jenn’s trembling flow, needing more.

I lifted Jen as I stood. My strong arms twisted her around. I pressed her down, her chest pressing into the cushions at Alyssa’s feet. I gripped her ass and spanked it hard, and her head tossed back with a fiery glaze of lust in her eyes.

“Pull your ass apart,” I gruffly commanded, and she gripped her cheeks and exposed her ass and cunt.

I spat between her cheeks, then again into my palm. My fingers spread the gob of saliva into her flesh, pressing into her anus. I spread the gob from my palm over my head, then pressed the tip against her lubricated sphincter. She groaned and pushed her hips back. I pressed my hand into her back, holding her against the cushion. Then I thrust hard into her ass. The sudden intrusion made her yelp in pain, then groan and press her cheeks into the pillow. Her tattoo glowed dark, and I spanked her flesh as I drove in and out of her tight channel.

Alyssa’s body was bucking under Carmen’s talented tongue. Kelly had screamed out as an orgasm ripped through her, then slumped to the floor between the sofas, trying to catch her breath. Fingers of one hand gripped her rigid nipples while the other soothed her engorged cunt. Alyssa was panting, her hand gripping Carmen’s dark hair, her hips driving hard into her lapping face.

I roared as I continued to read Jenn’s ass. My hands slapped and clawed at her flesh in a frenzy of lust. My slaps and scratches left red marks on her flesh. She bucked at my hard use of her body, grinding her clit into the edge of the seat. I held her trapped between my thrusting shaft and the firm seat. My hand gripped her amber hair, soaked with sweat, and pressed her into the cushion. I went wild with lust, using her hard.

Jenn came with a scream; her hands pushed me away. I growled and turned; Lexi had swiveled and kissed Kelly on the cabin floor. Carmen still knelt at the edge of the sofa, kissing Alyssa, who had swiveled around and was licking her lipstick from Carmen’s cheek. I gripped my shaft and cupped my hands between Carmen’s thighs.

She groaned and spread wider. I pushed two fingers in her cunt, spread her spendings and Lexi’s spit over her ass, lined up and slammed home deep. She screamed at the sudden intrusion, and Alyssa looked up at me with a flicker of alarm.

Carmen grunted then and pressed her ass back.

“Oh, yes, Papi, take this slut’s ass. It’s yours. Fucking use me.”

I gripped her firm, brown ass and plowed deeper. I was caught in a cycle of frantic lust, like I couldn’t fuck hard enough. The warm glow of the small cabin pulsed. I lost track of what and who was where and concentrated on my pleasure fucking the tight hole in front of me. I grunted and shouted, then came with a flood. My balls pulsed as they poured their hot load into Carmen’s ass. Then I slumped back, my hand gripping my cock. It is pulsed, firm, and alive.

I needed more, I couldn’t get enough. I looked wildly around the room.

The cold slap of reality hit when Kelly’s aura collapsed. I sank to my knees, panting and worn out. I looked to the side where Kelly lay on her back in the center aisle. Alyssa looked at me, alarmed, while pressing the brownstone into Kelly’s chest. The room spun as the haze of lust evaporated. Carmen and Jenn were both breathing gasps from their orgasms, still bent over the sofa. Lexi rolled onto her back, her red hair damp with perspiration and tangled with Kelly’s blonde mane.

I looked around, catching my breath. Somehow, we’d lost control. This was more intense than anything we’d ever done. The need and lust that I had felt were all-consuming. Kelly looked confused, then reached and held Alyssa’s hand, keeping the stone touching her flesh. Alyssa looked at me, then we both stretched out the window.

The couples across the way in the pool area were prone. Their naked bodies are lying and piled against each other. Their features showed both shock and sexual satisfaction. As we slowly rose from sofas and the floor, the people in the pool area did likewise and began to find their cast-off swimsuits.

Kelly grabbed the pendant and sat up to put it around her neck. I stood and watched the pool area. Alyssa switched off the interior light, leaving us illuminated only by the lights around the pool. Lexi turned and got to her knees, then helped Kelly to stand. They passed me and headed to the bedroom. Carmen and Jenn followed her. Alyssa stood next to me, and we put the pieces together.

We’d need to make some adjustments.

I was tired, so I grabbed the sofa’s edge and pulled it out. It shifted up, then lay flat, making a bed. I lifted the edge and pulled a blanket from the compartment below. Alyssa grabbed one as well, and we made a nest of our bodies and blankets and curled into each other. We fell asleep quickly in our exhaustion; sleep was dreamless as my body recovered.

PRESENT - KELLY

Monday morning is always a bit of a letdown. The sun streaming through our window seemed lower than it should be because the alarm was beeping at the bedside. Lexi quieted it, then headed to her room to suit up for her run. Carmen slipped out after her, following her into Lexi’s room, then slipping out after Lexi swatted at her in fun. Carmen smiled and winked at me as she headed to dress for her workout, then to make us breakfast. Alyssa was curled into Jeremiah’s side, opposite me.

I watched her sleep and smiled. I kissed Jeremiah’s cheek softly. My family was so special. We loved each other without jealousy, with respect for each other. I slipped out and headed to the shower. I was washing my hair when Aly and Jeremiah joined me. Jeremiah and I washed Alyssa together. I washed her hair, and J scrubbed her back. His erection swelled as she pressed her ass into him, but we had enough self-control to keep our actions playful.

Soon I was in my boudoir, alone. I was picking out an outfit and fixing my makeup. Jeremiah always said I didn’t need any, but I liked making minor adjustments to my appearance. Jeremiah’s power might help with other maintenance areas, but eye makeup was meant to change daily.

We rejoined around the table, listening to everyone’s plans for the day. I had an appointment at our office first thing. Alyssa had some couples lined up for me. I’d ride with Jeremiah and Alyssa; no sense in taking multiple cars. Carmen, Maria, and Leah had a list of errands for the morning and planned to be back home by noon.

Lexi slipped in, sweaty from her run. She’d join us at the office in a little bit. Her schedule was a bit more fluid as she constantly trained for some race or triathlon. She needed to swim a mile at the gym first. Our pool was large, but she preferred the lap pool and the solitude of the inside pool area.

I took a moment while I ate to reflect on Sunday afternoon. The talk with Beth’s parents went very well. Beth and Zac agreed that sleepovers would need to be for special occasions while they finished their senior year of high school. Despite Alyssa’s claim that their love was real, we all worried it was more infatuation than love. I trusted her but also wanted what was best for our son.

Naomi rushed up to Alyssa and hugged her, dressed for her day in preschool, trailed by her nanny, Leah. Alyssa carried Naomi, and the four of us went to Jeremiah’s car. I sat in front while Alyssa sat with Naomi. They shared some particular mother-daughter time. I held Jeremiah’s hand while I recalled how blessed we’d been by that surprise addition to our family.

Alyssa’s pregnancy wasn’t planned. We figured it had more to do with halfling physiology. According to Alyssa’s ongoing research, most halflings only had one child. Each of us planned a weekend alone with Jeremiah. While we all enjoyed being together, we also understood that we deserved his focused attention too. He tried to make sure to give us all equal attention, but despite the fact that he was a halfling, he was only one man.

They spent their weekend at the coast. It rained all weekend, so they stayed inside and “read,” at least, that was what they claimed. I was pretty sure they fucked through the weekend. They could be passionate lovers, even without my sex angel powers.

Nine months later, almost to the day, we gathered in Alyssa’s hospital suite and welcomed little Naomi into the world. We were unsure if she would have special angel powers, but we loved having another baby to care for. At the time, Zac was a typical new teenager. I was glad he grew out of that quickly.

We parked while Alyssa took Naomi to her school. This morning, she was a bit quieter; at five years old, she was naturally curious. Alyssa returned to the car, her brow furrowed in a bit of concentration.

“Is Naomi feeling okay?” I asked, “She was quiet; she’s not getting sick, is she?”

“She’s fine,” Alyssa said. “More than fine. She seems to have awakened much earlier than any of us.”

“Really,” I asked, a bit shocked.

“Yes, she is very curious. We had a nice conversation on the way here. Her mind is amazing.”

“I didn’t feel anything,” I commented, slightly confused.

“Well, she’s not in our mesh,” Alyssa explained. “She’s like an outsider. You didn’t feel me exploring Beth’s parents yesterday. I must purposefully share things with you when I talk with outsiders.”

“Oh,” I said, understanding.

We discovered an excellent way to discuss how Alyssa’s powers worked. I knew she hadn’t talked with outsiders. It was more about communication through thoughts and emotions. We used the word “talk” as shorthand. Within our mesh, we also learned we could check in and out of the communication, even Lex and Carmen. We didn’t check out often, as we found our shared mind more comfortable. I knew each of us liked to have some quiet time, too. Things always seemed to evolve.

“Jeremiah?” Alyssa asked. “Do you know where the plate is?”

“The plate? … Oh,” Jeremiah thought. “I think it is in the safe at work; why?”

“I think we need to make Naomi a necklace,” Alyssa said. “Probably both your stone and mine, just to be safe.”

“Really?” Jeremiah asked, a bit concerned.

“Yeah,” Alyssa said, and backfilled us with thoughts as she continued. “She is young, and she thinks everyone is like her. Leah mentioned that she felt troubled by Naomi’s thoughts. I don’t want there to be trouble at school with her teachers and friends.”

“I’ll get it out today,” Jeremiah said, “I’ll take the stones to the jewelers and make something nice for her.”

“Thank you, lover,” she said, “I appreciate it.”

We pulled into our office building. The sign “Jeremiah Jackson & Associates Professional Counseling, LLC” was understated, along with other names, in the five-story office building. Looking beyond the small office on the main floor, one wouldn’t know that we rented the top two floors for special counseling services. The top floor has four bedrooms, with a control room in the center—the floor below is mostly storage and acts as a safety buffer.

The office was open, and our receptionist welcomed us, passing out folders with our schedules. I slipped into my office and opened the folder while sitting at my desk. It was just after 9, and our appointments didn’t usually start until the afternoon. Most mornings, I spent checking the accounts and orders for our network of Bed & Breakfasts. My mother had handed over all of her holdings to me, and I managed the properties remotely. Each Bed & Breakfast was run by one of our employees, but I ordered all the accounts.

Today, though, was different, a nine-thirty appointment for a couple with some intimacy issues. I checked the computerized calendar and saw they hadn’t arrived yet. I reviewed their file and recalled their initial interview. They were in love but had some intimacy issues. They were making progress with counseling. Alyssa was the psychiatrist; she made the calls. I was more of a therapist. Alyssa had noted that they were scheduled to work on communicating while engaged in intimacy through counseling.

Communication problems, while intimate, were quite common, according to Alyssa. People often develop a slightly different persona while intimate with a trusted partner. Cultural taboos were strange and injected themselves differently from person to person. One partner’s thrill at dirty language might be uncomfortable for the other partner. Counseling was the first step, and many couples began to understand the dynamic through frank discussions with Alyssa.

Jeremiah was called in if there were some significant conflicts. My services provided a safe place to practice in the rooms on the top floor. Alyssa would meet with the couple afterward to talk through the interaction. We didn’t film or record anything, but I was always observing. I had learned to tune my aura to assist.

The couple, James and Jodi, had different kinks. James tended to pursue rougher interactions. While Jodi enjoyed the physicality, she was often fearful amid intense intercourse. Alyssa noted that nothing appeared out of the ordinary during counseling. Jeremiah saw no immediate conflicts in his session. We needed to observe them in situ to assess their issues and prescribe treatment.

I smiled. That meant I wouldn’t be in the control room alone. While I had much better control of my powers than when I was younger, my passion was stronger if I was aroused. Masturbation was helpful, but having a partner in the control room always made it nicer. Lexi or Carmen often stopped by to help me if Jeremiah or Alyssa were otherwise occupied.

I carried the couple’s folder to the private elevator near Jeremiah’s office. Alyssa joined me, then Jeremiah came out holding the bronze plate.

“That explains why you dropped offline,” Alyssa smiled and kissed his cheek. “Thank you for finding it so quickly.”

I felt a moment of vacuum as she touched him and remembered how the plate would terminate any of our powers at a touch. The dark navy-blue stone glowed as Jeremiah twirled the plate in his fingers.

“It was right where I thought it was,” Jeremiah said. “I’ll take it down to the jewelers this afternoon.”

We all filed into the small elevator, and knowing I’d be using my powers soon, Alyssa pulled me close and kissed the back of my neck.

“I was looking forward to this session with you,” she said lowly. “I love how your powers can help others.”

I smiled and leaned into her, letting my powers flow as we rode up. I looked over at Jeremiah, and he smiled back, unaware of my aura. Then he blinked as Alyssa started to fall under my sway and slipped the plate into his pocket, releasing it from his fingers. The effect of my aura was almost instantaneous as his pants tented under the arousal in the elevator.

“Dial it back a bit, love,” Alyssa said breathless. “We need to be attentive to our clients.”

I backed down a bit, my powers strangely acute this morning. Maybe Zac’s awakening had added to my effect. The elevator opened into the central control room. The clients would arrive via the standard elevator, escorted by our receptionist. We had gone over the protocol with them during their last visit. They were instructed to treat this morning as a memorable hotel getaway. Their room was prepped to appear like a standard hotel room.

The control room had a one-way glass window facing each room. Desks were arranged in front of each window, with three chairs for each desk. In the center of the room was a large square ottoman about six feet on a side. I took the center seat in front of the desk facing the room. I was in charge of this session, mostly to add a bit of arousal to the couple that might feel nervous knowing they may be observed. Alyssa and Jeremiah were there primarily to observe. I sat down and started setting up the room lighting and checking the audio connections.

While I did that, Jeremiah and Alyssa moved to the sofa. They started kissing and with some light petting. My odd, elevated arousal on the elevator had left them both a bit romantic. They were content to kiss and touch each other through their clothes. I enjoyed the pulse of energy that came from their arousal. I licked my lips, dampening them, as my breath quickened slightly, savoring the taste of their heavy petting.

The door to the room opened, and our clients walked in. Jeremiah and Alyssa stopped making out and slid into the chairs next to me. The woman was a tall brunette. Her long tresses hung around her shoulders. Her legs were clad in black stockings and a form-fitting black pencil skirt. She turned towards her husband as he entered the room behind her. He was a large man, taller and stockier than she was, with a thin frame. His shoulder muscles rippled under his black form-fitting shirt, and grey trousers fitted well and clung to his well-muscled ass. His skin was dark, likely of Hispanic or Middle Eastern heritage. They were a striking couple.

The woman leaned into her husband, lifting lightly on her toes, her shoe heel raised as she kissed him passionately. They had chemistry, and I felt their arousal flow through the room. I echoed their passion with my powers, and their embrace tightened. Then the man grabbed a handful of hair and tugged her head up, dropping his mouth to her collarbone and kissing and sucking under her jaw.

She groaned as his kiss hit a sweet spot, her body arching and offering herself for his use. I heard his growl of arousal through the speakers and her panting response. He pulled her head, then twisted her around. She looked over her shoulder at him, her eyes dark with lust.

“Strip and kneel,” he commanded darkly, standing over her.

She looked up and nervously reached behind her to unzip her dress. I could tell his demeanor put her on edge. I recalled her comments in the background notes. He enjoyed control, and she had a hard time making the transition. She wasn’t quick enough to strip, and he stalked towards her, gripped the dress’s back, and tore it from her body.

She drew back from him, clutching the remains of her dress to her chest, her red bra showing against her flushed flesh. Her eyes sparked with anger as she looked at him darkly.

“What am I supposed to wear home, now? Asshole!” She swore at him. Then her eyes widened as he stalked her and shoved her onto the bed.

“Well, this is a bit different,” said Jeremiah, who knew his way around a rough scene, but this rapidly became a borderline rape fantasy.

The man crawled up on the bed, gripped the shredded black dress, and yanked it out of his now frightened wife’s hands. The delicate fabric ripped away and left her bare and exposed to us in matching red lace panties, bra, and garters that held up her thigh-high stockings. She curled and tried to crawl away from him as he tossed the dress behind him,

I tried to find some control, pushing some arousal and offsetting his off-the-chart aggression. His head twisted towards the mirror, sniffing through his nose as if trying to place a scent. His eyes glowed red, and a smirk came across his lips. He grinned a feral sneer at the mirror, and I drew back.

“I can feel you,” he growled, his wife cowering on the bed behind him. “I feel your stench, succubus bitch, stop hiding and show yourself.”

I growled and hissed, fangs pushing through my gums as I responded to the threat. I pushed out my power and sucked in the fear and arousal. My claws lengthened as I faced the demon in the other room.

He suddenly slumped to the ground, and I cursed aloud as a cold plate pressed into my flesh. I wheeled around, trying to claw at the offensive metal. I hissed at the male form pressed close, hugging me. I tried to claw at him, but his hands held me firm.

“Kelly, stop!” Jeremiah commanded, and I blinked, returning to myself. “Kelly, calm down.”

I exhaled and felt my fangs retract, my claws retreating. I looked wildly at the male form holding me. I blinked, then recognized my husband, looking at me with concern. I looked around for Alyssa, but she had moved to the other room and was checking on the frightened woman crying on the bed.

“Are you back?” Jeremiah asked, pressing the jeweled brass plate to my flesh, “Alyssa knocked him out, but you weren’t responding. You morphed, like ….”

“I’m okay,” I breathed, still trying to put the pieces together, “Who is that guy?”

“Hold this, and wait here,” Jeremiah commanded. “I’m going to find out.”

He opened a closet and grabbed some lengths of bondage rope; we kept a supply in the control room for some of the more kinky clients. He entered the room with Alyssa and bound the man’s wrists and ankles. Alyssa was holding the woman, who was crying into her shoulder.

“What the hell just happened?” I thought to myself.


CHAPTER 7
AURA UNLEASHED


PAST - JEREMIAH

I woke up to bright morning sunlight streaming through the window beside me. Alyssa cuddled against my chest, her arm wrapped over my side. I leaned and kissed the top of her head, then slipped off the edge of the pullout bed and into the aisle of the camper. I headed towards the bathroom and looked at the back bedroom. Jenn was curled into Carmen’s side, sleeping peacefully. Lexi rested her head on Kelly’s breast, also dead asleep. I tiptoed into the bathroom, taking careful aim with my morning erection, and voided my bladder with a steady stream.

When I walked out, Alyssa was half sitting, looking back at me with sleepy eyes. “Are you coming back to bed?” she asked.

“I need to call and check in with my Uncle,” I said. “You can go back to sleep.”

She waved and fell back on our pillow, exhausted. I quietly slipped on a pair of denim shorts and a T-shirt. Climbing out of the RV without making a sound, I headed to the main lodge of the campground. I looked over at the swimming pool and saw several parts of swimsuits still lying on the ground.

Inside the lodge was a large common area with a few people milling about. The campground offered free coffee and donuts, so people would come in to get a donut, then chat in small groups. I continued past the common area and down a hall to a bank of pay phones. I checked the time to be sure my uncle would be awake and dialed collect.

The operator came back on to relay was no answer on that line. I remembered it was Sunday. My uncle usually went to the early service at his church. I checked my watch and figured I’d try again in a few minutes.

I stood up and walked to get a coffee and a donut. While I was sipping the hot brew and selecting a donut, a couple and their two young children entered the building. The children made a beeline for the donuts, chattering happily. Their parents held hands while they smiled at the children. I plucked up a chocolate-iced cake donut to make room for the kids and walked past their watchful parents.

“You were an animal last night,” the husband whispered to his wife as I passed by.

“I couldn’t help myself,” she said, blushing, “I just needed you. It must be this mountain air. You were fairly aggressive yourself, mister. I thought you’d wake the kids with all your grunting.”

They chuckled, helped their children with their donuts, and made them some hot chocolate. That was a curious conversation, paired with the strange poolside orgy and our succubus-fueled sex party. I slowly wandered around the room, eavesdropping on the various clusters of people talking. I overheard more whispers of arduous sexual adventures from the previous evening. None of the details sounded harmful, just intense and enjoyable. I breathed a sigh of relief. Hopefully, they’d remember it as a wild night in the mountain air. I knew it had more to do with Kelly’s power. I ran my fingers through my hair and walked back to the phone bank.

“Yes, operator,” Tommy’s voice said, “I’ll accept the charges.”

“Uncle Thomas?” I asked, “Can you hear me?”

“Yes, Jeremiah,” he said, “how are things? I haven’t heard from you since you left. Did you find Kelly’s friend?”

I scratched my head, wondering how much I should report.

“Yes,” I said, “we found her, and she is okay. I’ll need to set her up with some things and move her back home.”

There was a long pause, then Uncle Thomas said, “Like the others?”

“Yes,” I said, not knowing what else to say.

“Jeremiah,” he said earnestly, “should I expect any more?”

I chuckled, “I hope not. I wasn’t expecting this. Alyssa and I are trying to figure out what happened, but it happened. We’ll figure it out.”

“You keep saying that,” he replied, “how’s it working out for you?”

I was silent for a long moment as I thought about it before I answered, “It’s working fine, Uncle, honestly. Everything has gone better than I thought it would. Jenn, that’s her name, was in a lot of trouble. We also helped many people get free of the organization my father was fighting against. We’re making a difference.”

He was quiet for a moment, then answered soberly, “I understand, son. I just wanted to make sure you were okay. Things have gotten pretty wild in your life. I’m here for you, whatever happens. I made that promise to your mother, Jeremiah. I’m on your side.”

We talked for a while, updating him on everything that had happened. I told him to expect a call from Betsy regarding starting a Bed & Breakfast in Pinebluff. I also gave him my number for Rebekah and asked him to open a line of communication.

“Anything she needs,” I said, “within reason; she is family—Alyssa’s birth mother. I want to help her. Helping her helps the compound and continues my father’s work. Betsy thinks the B&B can turn a profit quickly if we get it ready before ski season starts. The families there may need additional help as we start up. Could you work with Rebekah to see what help we can provide? Maybe make some jobs available to them to support the B&B. Betsy might have some ideas as well.”

“Yes, okay, I understand,” Thomas said, “it sounds like you cleaned up a cesspool of corruption. Do you think your father’s money is free to move around?”

“Yes,” I said confidently, “there shouldn’t be anyone else watching those accounts. Consolidate what you can; you know better than me what needs to be done.”

“Okay,” he said, “anything else?”

“Well, we were thinking of going to northern Idaho,” I began. “Do you remember the place we went to when Mom was still alive? Was that your boat we used?”

“Oh, right, I think that was a client’s boat,” he said, his voice fading off as he remembered happier times. “When was that, six years ago? That was a fun time. Your mother enjoyed that vacation. It was fun to watch you water ski.”

“Yes, it was,” I said, “it’s one of my favorite memories of my mother. How hard would it be to get a boat up there for a week or two? Or a cabin? We want to find a place away from crowds and relax together.”

“Tell you what,” Thomas said, “call me back after lunch. I’ll make a few calls and see if I can arrange something. Your Aunt Connie and I wanted to take a few days. Would you mind if we flew into Spokane and met all of you for a weekend?”

“No,” I said, “that would be great. I’ll call you back after we’re back from shopping. Can you make the same arrangements for Jenn as you did for the others?”

“You’re still marrying Kelly, right?” Thomas laughed, then added, “Yes, Jeremiah, I’ll take care of it. If the weekend works out, she can sign the papers then.”

“Oh, that reminds me!” I said, “I would be honored if you would stand as my best man, Uncle.”

“Jeremiah,” Uncle Tomas said, his voice a lower and hushed tone, “The honor would be mine. Of course, I will.”

“Okay! Great,” I said, “I need to get back to the girls. I’ll call you this afternoon.”

I hung up and walked back to the camper. The campsite was coming to life, and many people milling about wore tired but happy smiles. I needed to figure out how powerful Kelly’s power extended.

PRESENT - ALYSSA

I sensed something strange as soon as the husband, James, entered the room. His mind felt different from what it was in our previous meetings. His wife, Jodi, also sensed the shift. I could tell she was on edge. She tried to stay with the program, but his aggression was off the charts. He didn’t seem like the confident yet loving husband I had counseled.

I was ready to stop the interaction when Kelly tried to push more of her power to redirect what was happening. Then his eyes turned blood red, and he looked at us through the mirror. I knew something was wrong. I pushed a suggestion of sleep towards the man. The effort was more draining than what was typically required, but my suggestion took hold, and he dropped unconscious. I missed seeing Kelly morph, but I felt her rage at the threat he posed. The wife was near panic, and I rushed into the room to comfort her once I knew the man was asleep.

It took Jeremiah a while to join me, carrying some ropes. Our link had dropped when he pressed the plate against Kelly. Now he was back online. I pushed for answers. His echoes told me that Kelly had morphed. We’d seen it before when she was afraid, so it didn’t surprise me after what we’d been through. I tried to reach out to her, but Jeremiah reminded me she was holding the plate.

“Kelly, come in here,” I called audibly, “I need you to get a robe for Jodi.”

Jodi was clinging to me, “What the hell was that?” she asked, “He’s never sounded like that. He never treated me like that?”

“We’re going to find out,” I assured her, “let’s get a robe on you and let you relax in another room.”

Jeremiah bound James’ hands behind his back and then worked on binding his ankles. James was still asleep, but it was for the best. If James were to wake up, Jeremiah would have a tough time physically handling the more muscular man. Additionally, given the signs of possession, it was better to restrain him until we determined what had happened.

Kelly came in wearing a robe, still shaken by the look on her face. I took the robe and gave it to Jodi, who slipped it over her shoulders. Kelly looked back at James, lying prone on the floor.

“Sleeping,” I said. The guilt in her eyes made it seem she thought it was her fault. “I pushed him to sleep. He’ll be fine. Sit down and take a deep breath, Kel. I’ll be right back.”

Kelly nodded, clutching the plate in her hands. I was glad we had that old relic nearby. Was it just a coincidence that I’d asked for it this morning? I guided Jodi to one of the other rooms and had her lie down. I called down our receptionist to find someone to care for her.

“Lexi just came in,” she said, “I’ll send her right up.”

“Perfect, room B,” I replied. “And have her bring water and some food. This room isn’t provisioned.”

I clicked off and helped Jodi lie on the bed, “Relax, Jodi. You’re safe here. I have our physical therapist on the way up. She will stay with you as long as you need.”

Lexi appeared at the door, and I filled her in on the details. Her eyes widened as I told her what had happened. Lexi nodded, carrying a plate of snacks and bottled water.

“Okay, Aly,” Lexi said. “I’ll take care of Jodi.”

I returned to the first room and watched Jeremiah prop James against the bed. Kelly had retreated to the wall in front of the mirrored one-way glass. Her hands still clutched the amulet to her chest.

“Give the plate to Jeremiah, Kelly,” I said as I tried to think through a strategy.

I knew James had been possessed. The questions streaming through my mind were how and when. Was it just random, or had someone targeted us? We didn’t go around flaunting our powers, but we’d realized we weren’t alone over the years.

I continued to research the United Priesthood after the summer long ago. The history I’d found revealed a relatively small group of a few gifted individuals intermingled in that region of Montana. Near the turn of the century, after the Civil War, they bonded and developed the quasi-religious backstory of the Nephilim and halflings. They co-opted a small sect in the area that had already broken from mainstream religion following the Great Disappointment in the mid-1800s by alleging their powers were angelic.

Over the years, my research debunked almost all of the angelic line stories. The strange stone artifacts that limited our powers were the one thing I couldn’t trace back to an origin. It was like, around Zedekiah—Jeremiah’s grandfather—youth, the sect had collected some weird rocks, polished them, and arranged them on a brass plate like an Aaronic breastplate from the Ark of the Covenant. Plucked some names out of the Book of Enoch, and had the stone plates carved in Missoula.

Today’s popular fiction often explores the concept of superpowered mutants, but it was clear that our abilities were passed down genetically rather than through mutation. So “halfling” was a better name for our capabilities than “mutant”. I didn’t want to be called a mutant. I agreed with Kelly; half-angel was much sexier.

I had traced lore and other stories and found there were small collections of similarly powered people. The groups were usually spread out and disorganized. I observed no overarching organization. James’s behavior this morning reminded me of when I read Deborah’s diaries, and we experimented with Kelly’s power to paralyze. Both Kelly and Jeremiah had fallen under some possession. Lexi had seen Kelly’s demonic-like form and Jeremiah’s features when the unexplained dark shadows possessed him. I needed to find out what James had been in contact with. There had to be a catalyst for his possession.

I expected the stones, whose origin I still hadn’t traced, would help. I’d inspected them, and their structure was unlike any gemstone I’d seen. Like two different minerals had been smashed together with a force so powerful, they merged. I wasn’t a geologist, but I researched and found no record of anything like them. The stones’ power to limit supernatural abilities and protect their bearer remained a mystery. They were helpful as we struggled with our collective awakenings, and their power still protected Kelly from the dark spirits and shadows. I thought it was good fortune that the breastplate was handy, since Kelly left her brownstone at home.

Jeremiah took the plate, slid it in his pocket, then held her hand. Their minds reconnected, and Kelly assured me she was shaken but fine. I looked at Jeremiah and pushed a suggestion to him to press the plate on James’ cheek. I also pushed telepathically to James to wake up. The moment the plate touched his flesh, I heard a sizzle.

James’s eyes flew open—red irises flicked around manically, “Nooo,” he said in a strange, deep tone, “Don’t make me leave… Noooo.”

The stones pulsed as James’s flesh turned an angry red. Then faded, and his eyes took on their natural warm brown tone. He blinked and looked at the three of us, then down to the strange plate pressed to his face.

“What happened?” James said.

With the stones fading back to their usual color, Jeremiah pulled the plate back and handed it to Kelly. “Tell us what you remember?” Jeremiah asked.

“Why am I tied up?” James said, growing increasingly alarmed. “Where am I? Dr. Jackson, why are you here?”

It was apparent that James didn’t recognize our offices. He was genuinely confused, and the confusion was growing into a panic. I pushed some soothing thoughts to him, and he slowed his struggle. He looked up at Jeremiah and thought for a moment.

“Last thing I remember was putting the book I was reading down before turning off the light last night,” James said, shaking his head.

“So you don’t remember coming here this morning?” Jeremiah asked.

“Where is here?” James asked honestly.“Am I at your office? I remember being nervous about coming this morning.

“What was the book you were reading?” I asked, pushing Jeremiah to untie him. The danger had passed.

“Some weird book I got at a used book store,” James said, leaning forward to let Jeremiah untie his wrists. “I don’t even remember the title. It was a crazy, dark romance story with demons and spirits. I was not too fond of the story, but I couldn’t put it down. Once I read a few pages, I couldn’t stop reading it. It was a fucked up story. Reading it made me anxious, but I couldn’t put it down until I finished. It sounds stupid even to admit that aloud.”

“Okay,” I said. “Thank you, James. We want to help you. I need to talk to your wife again. Do you mind waiting here with Jeremiah? Kelly, why don’t you come with me?”

Kelly and I left, and I stayed in contact with Jeremiah via our mesh. I took the plate from her and pushed it into my white lab coat pocket.

“I want you to be in our mesh,” I said, and Kelly nodded. I welcomed her mind back and slipped quietly into the room with Jodi and Lexi.

“Jodi,” I said, sitting on the edge of the bed, “Tell me about last night and this morning.”

“What do you want to know?” she asked.

“James said he was reading a book last night?” I prompted.

“Oh, that thing,” she said and sighed. “I was pretty angry that he got caught up in a book. I wanted to talk about what would go on this morning. I was excited about the opportunity to improve our intimacy. He couldn’t care less with his nose in that stupid book.”

“What about this morning?” I asked.

“Well, I don’t know how long he stayed up,” she continued. “I put on my blindfold and fell asleep around 11. When I woke up, he was awake and staring at me. He was much more demanding as I got ready. He told me how he wanted me to dress. Very direct and forceful. I figured he was playing one of his silly role-play games and went along with it. Sometimes they can be pretty hot.”

“Go on,” I said. “Tell me how you felt about that.”

“Well, I did what he asked me to do, wore what he wanted me to wear,” she said. “I liked what he was choosing. I do like to dress up sexy for him. But I was still miffed from the lack of communication. If he wanted to play a role, he should have told me what it was first. So it was a confusing morning. He didn’t talk much on the way over. He was rude to your receptionist. Totally out of character.”

I nodded; James was a large man and enjoyed some of the rougher aspects of coupling. However, he was usually polite. Everything about this morning was off from his usual behavior. I needed to check out that book.

PAST - JEREMIAH

The girls were all awake when I reentered the camper after donuts, coffee, and a call to my uncle. Alyssa had pushed our bed back into a couch, and the tables were back in place. Jenn was between Kelly and Lexi on the near side. I walked around and slid into the middle of the other table, next to Alyssa. We made small talk for a few moments until Carmen placed a plate of eggs, bacon, and tortillas on each table and slid next to me.

Everyone dug in silently. It seemed that everyone was hungry, and a large amount of food was soon gone. Then we looked at each other and smiled.

“I guess we were hungry?” I said with a chuckle.

“Papi, if we keep doing what we did last night, I’ll need to double our food supply,” Carmen said with a smile and a kiss on her cheek.

I looked over at Kelly and smiled, “We need to talk about your powers,” I said. “From the conversations in the lodge, most of the adults had a wonderful evening.”

“What?” she said, not understanding, and I felt Alyssa fill in the gaps through our joined consciousness. Kelly blushed, “Really? My power did that? I thought it was just with people I was connected to. Just you guys?”

“We should probably experiment carefully,” Alyssa said. “You need to know how your power works and how to control it. Jeremiah had to experiment once he gained his powers. Truthfully, I need to practice my powers too. It’s just safer if we know how to use them. They didn’t come with a tech manual.”

“Maybe the mall will be a good place to experiment,” Lexi said with a smile.

“That sounds almost dangerous,” I said, ready to dismiss it immediately.

“Wait,” Lexi said, looking at me determined, and used her fingers to tick off her points. “It has many random people. Kelly’s stone and the plate give us control. We communicate without walkie-talkies, which is pretty fucking cool. You still have the plate, Carmen?”

Carmen nodded, got up, opened a drawer, and lifted a tray of silverware.

“I grabbed it before the building caught on fire. I kicked it as we ran out and returned to get it. That’s why I was the last out. I put it in here for safekeeping.”She picked it up, and we all felt her drop out of our mesh. She let go, rejoined our hive mind, and then looked back at us. “It still works,” she said, shrugging.

“Point is,” Lexi continued. “I know it’s a risk, but how else can we test quickly? We can’t spend all our vacation without helping Kelly learn about her powers. Also, why did she morph into a demon? Can she control that?”

“I agree with Lexi,” Jenn said quietly.

“I’m a bit scared,” Kelly said. “Thinking about what happened last night, my power kept doubling. I couldn’t control it. It just kept growing and growing. The energy felt good, but I couldn’t pull it back. I know Jeremiah was caught up in it. I never want to think about what happened when I morphed.”

I nodded, remembering how out of control I’d felt last night before Alyssa quenched Kelly’s aura with the stone. I was also concerned about Kelly’s morphing. I wasn’t there when it happened, but Lexi’s story about it was alarming.

“I think the number of people affected by your power allows you to draw more power yourself,” Alyssa theorized. “Once you realize how your power increases with more arousal, you might be able to control it better. I don’t know what to do about the morphing either. Let’s focus on your aura first.”

Alyssa paused and looked deep in thought. I could feel her puzzle through things. She looked around at each of us in turn, her head tilting as her eyes moved around the circle. Then she nodded.

“Okay, if Lexi, Jenn, and Carmen can hold the stone pendant,” Alyssa started. “They’ll be unaffected by Kelly’s power and can scan in three directions. They will be the safeties if things get out of control. We’re not looking for the mall to erupt into a sex orgy; we’re just observing the effect of Kelly’s aura. Whichever of you has the stone will have to hold it against Kelly’s bare skin if her power spirals too high.”

Carmen nodded, understanding, and Alyssa continued. “Jeremiah and I will be uncovered. He can push my self-control to the max, and we can communicate and gauge his control. You four will be in a central location, and Jeremiah and I will walk in opposite directions, scanning the minds of the people in the mall and observing any effects of Kelly’s power.”

“Are you okay with that, Kelly?” I asked, “We won’t do it unless you feel comfortable. There might be more people at the mall than were around the pool last night.”

Kelly nodded and smiled, “Yeah, I think I can do it. Now that I know it’s not limited to just us, I better understand what happened last night. It felt like a series of waves, each getting bigger, like a tsunami. I just misinterpreted it as our desire. Not the arousal of more people around me under my influence. It makes more sense to me, and I can adjust myself accordingly. When I understand what it does, I’m more confident using my power, so I’m in.”

I understood what she meant. When I had awakened and used my powers for the first time, I had no idea how it worked or what I had done. It took experiments with Alyssa to help me understand the capabilities of my powers. I had much better control and effectiveness knowing how things worked with Alyssa’s well-designed experiments.

“It will be good practice for me too,” Alyssa said. “The mall will be a challenge, with so much noise. I need to learn to filter things out, which will give me a chance to practice that.”

“And I need some new clothes,” Jenn said with a laugh. “Can we just go already?”

We all laughed, and the girls started cleaning the dishes while I told them about my call to Uncle Thomas. They sounded excited about a lake vacation and the possibility of a boat. Jenn was happy to skip Pullman. She slid next to me and hugged me tightly.

“The more I think about it,” Jenn said. “The more I want to put that life behind me. I don’t need anything there anymore. My clothes won’t fit. I don’t know what I want to study in school. Maybe it’s possible not to go back?”

“We need to get you disenrolled,” Alyssa said honestly. “We need to let your landlord know you won’t be coming back. We need to settle your back rent. We need to be adults about this, Jenn.”

She nodded resignedly, with a sigh. “You’re right, Alyssa. Sometimes adulting is hard. You’re right, though. I guess I’m caught up in how wonderful this new life feels. But can we wait to go back? Can’t we?”

Alyssa smiled and leaned to kiss the top of Jenn’s head, “Yes, we can wait. I want to escape with all of our family for a bit.”

I walked over to the lodge and talked to the manager. I told him we were going into town, but we wanted to have a spot when we returned. He assured me it shouldn’t be a problem. The campground cleared out on Sunday nights. I asked if we could move to a more remote spot.

“Wouldn’t you want to be near the pool?” he asked. “I can keep your current spot reserved.”

“I’ll let you know when we get back from the mall,” I said. A good soak in the jacuzzi sounded good, but I wasn’t sure if I wanted to risk another campground orgy.

I got directions to the mall and headed back to the camper. I strapped into the passenger seat, and Carmen drove us out of the campground and towards the mall.

PRESENT - ZAC

Monday morning—whoever invented Monday morning should be shot.

My exhaustion might have been influenced by sexting with Beth well after midnight. We agreed on no sleepovers, and sexting wasn’t discussed. Okay, so it was a loophole. It wasn’t the same as having her with me, but it was good enough. We shared some selfies via a secure app and sent virtual kisses goodnight.

Technology to the rescue!

I showered and dressed and, as usual, was running late as I rushed through the kitchen, heading towards my car. Carmen stepped in front of me, blocking my path, holding an orange and a bagged lunch.

“You need to eat, Zac,” she said. “You’ll need your strength.”

She smiled and winked, and I blushed, hugged her, and kissed Carmen on the cheek, accepting her offerings.

“Thank you, Carmen,” I said, “I am a growing boy.”

“Eye-Yi-Yi,” she laughed, “TMI, Zac! Get going. I’m sure Beth is waiting for you.”

I blushed, not intending the innuendo, which only made her laugh harder.

I walked out into the spring air, got into my car, and drove to school. Student parking was a mess, so I had a long hike to get there just before the bell. I walked swiftly, looking around for Beth. We had different first periods, but I wanted to see Beth before class. Since I was running late, I didn’t have time to stop by my locker. Beth’s locker was beside mine, so I took a route that would bring me close. I smiled as I saw her looking over the heads of the other students at one of the hall’s junctions.

She smiled when she saw me and moved towards me. I swerved past another girl, and we hugged quickly. Her kiss felt special as she said hello.

“I’m late,” I said. “Some brazen hussy kept me up all night texting me naked pictures.”

She giggled and blushed. “She should be punished,” she exclaimed in more than a whisper.

I raised an eyebrow, “Really?” I asked, not having time to flirt properly, nor how the crotch of my jeans tightened as she leaned closer.

“Really,” she whispered in my ear. “She sounds like a bad girl.”

She licked my earlobe, which didn’t improve the pants situation. Then she rushed down the hall to make her class. I sprinted to my class in the opposite direction, which was a bit awkward with a semi-rigid erection. I burst into my classroom just before the bell.

“Safe,” I said, making the hand gesture.

“Take your seat, Mr. Jackson,” Ms. Little replied with a smirk.

I looked at her and nodded obediently. I made my way to my seat in the middle of the room. What Ms. Little was wearing didn’t help the pants situation either. Ms. Little was a younger teacher, only a few years out of college. She had light blonde hair, more platinum than my mother’s, and it complemented her fair complexion. While her name was Little, her bust was not. Her name and breast size were the targets of frequent locker room jokes. She wore a sleek pencil skirt that hugged her tight bottom and accentuated her calves.

I loved Beth, I thought she was the only girl for me, but I was also an eighteen-year-old boy. I had more than my share of schoolboy fantasies, and Ms. Little was featured prominently in many of them. Adjusting my crotch under my desk, I pulled out the American History book and opened it to the chapter we were studying.

When I lifted my head back up, I noticed Ms. Little was staring at me. This was a bit different. I looked at her and smiled. Her smile grew into something flirty before she blinked as if caught in a daydream.

Ms. Little looked away, cleared her throat, and put on her usual teacher smile as she started her lecture. I shook my head, forgot what transpired between us, and focused on her lecture and taking notes. I was aware that more than a few of the girls in class would turn around and look at me during the start of the class. Their eyes flicked away when I made eye contact.

“Tres weird,” I thought, echoing Lexi’s oft-used phrase.

The class settled down as Ms. Little continued her lesson, and my pants situation lessened. The room had seemed a bit warm at the beginning of class, but now felt cooler.

“Must have been my sprint to the class,” I reasoned silently. “I did make quite the entrance.”

I answered a few of Ms. Little’s questions, made notes in my notebook, then felt my phone buzz in my trouser pocket. I checked where Ms. Little was focused since she discouraged texting in class. I noticed she was on the opposite side of the classroom, back turned, and writing on the board. Her ass caught my eye as I slipped the phone out and checked the screen.

Beth: incoming text




Beth’s first class was homeroom, and she usually used her free time to catch up on homework. Today, however, she used her free time to send me an up-skirt shot of her panties. I blushed as I saw she was wearing my favorite color, blue. My pants situation worsened again, and the room’s temperature rose.

I clicked off the phone and stuffed it back in my pocket.

“Focus,” I said to myself.

“She has pretty panties,” A voice behind me said, leaning to speak in my ear. Then her breath slowly washed over my flesh.

I blushed as I turned around. It was Shannon, one of the more popular girls in the school. There was a reputation she enjoyed trysts with the popular jocks, and she usually didn’t waste time talking to me, let alone blowing in my ear.

“Yeah,” I said and blushed, “Thanks.”

“Beth’s?” she said with a raised brow.

I nodded. Knowing that Beth and I were on Shannon’s radar was daunting.

“Pretty, my panties are pink today… and lacy,” she informed me. “Beth should find a nice lacy pair. Would you like it if I helped her find something sexy?”

I didn’t quite know what to say to that confession. I played it cool and turned back to the front of the class. Ms. Little looked at me again with the same look she had when I came into style. I shifted in my seat, and my fingers straightened out my crotch. The thought of Shannon wearing pink panties still flashed through my mind.

“See me after class, Mr. Jackson,” Ms. Little said, a flare in her eyes. “And see if you can pay attention for the next 15 minutes.”

“Yes, Ma’am,” I said, her stern reprimand and the embarrassment made the trouser situation lessen but not disappear.

I heard Shannon chuckle, then lean across the aisle and whisper to her friend, Brooke, who sat beside me across an aisle. Out of the side of my eye, I watched Brooke lean back, her large breasts lifted and pointed toward me, and giggled. The pair of teases quieted, and then Brooke tossed a slip of paper onto my desk. I looked to the side and gave her a stern look—I didn’t need to get into any more trouble with Ms. Little.

Brooke smirked at me. She had dark black hair and a pixie cut that made her look like an evil elf. She hung out with Shannon’s crowd. She knew she was hot and didn’t mind flaunting it. She just nodded at her folded note. I picked it up and slowly opened it to read.

“I’m not wearing any.”

Brooke wrote, along with a winky smiley face under the text.

I did a double-take and then blushed. She shifted her legs, moving one over the other. Her body twisted towards me. She was wearing a plaid skirt that exposed about a hand’s breadth of her thigh, pressing the limit of the school’s dress code. She raised her eyebrow at me.

I pulled out my pencil and scribbled a reply.

“Bullshit. Prove it!”

I underlined it twice, then tossed it over to her desk.

I stayed at my desk, trying to find the place in the book. I looked up, watched Ms. Little draw on the board, and copied her list into my notes. Then I heard a pencil drop on the floor between Brooke and me.

“Oh, darn it,” said Brooke with a lilt in her voice. “I dropped my pencil. Can you reach it, Zac?”

Our desks had an arm on one side that curved to have a small writing place. They were big enough for a book or a notebook, not both. People were always knocking pencils and other objects off the floor.

Trying to be helpful, I slipped to a knee and grabbed the pencil. I turned to hand it to Brooke. She coughed slightly, gripping the edge of her desk with one finger, pointing down. I followed the finger past her well-manicured nail and saw that she had spread her thighs apart with her ass on the edge of her seat. Her bare pussy was shaved and exposed with a glint of moisture on one of her protruding lips.

I blinked and looked up at her, handing her back her pencil.

“Like what you see?” she asked, with a lick of her lips.

Pants Situation: Critical!

I felt the room glow, and her pupils flared as she sucked in a breath through her nostrils.

Then I remembered what my mother said at breakfast Sunday morning. She had some kind of…succubus sex demon power and thought I might as well. When I connected the current situation to the ability to cause arousal in others only made things worse. Or better—I was conflicted. I blinked slowly, still staring at Brooke Taylor’s bare pussy, and didn’t know what to do or say. Finally, I just nodded dumbly and slipped back into my desk.

Brooke let out a small moan and shifted in her seat. I tried to forget what I’d just seen. Do you know what happens when you purposefully try not to think about something—you constantly focus on the one thing you don’t want. I closed my eyes and tried to think of blackness. It didn’t help. The blackness formed itself into the outline of Brooke Taylor’s pussy lips.

I felt Shannon’s fingers slide along my spine and shoulder. She leaned closer and whispered, “New cologne, Zac? You smell good.”

“Ummm, no,” I said, trying to think of anything, but now my mind tried to picture Shannon’s pink panties.

The bell rang, and I breathed a sigh of relief. I thought of dry sand, ice, a deck of cards, pickles, flowers, baseball bats—dammit, those last two didn’t help. I closed my eyes and waited until I heard their desks move, signaling that the other students were going to their next class. I carefully opened my eyes.

Ms. Little’s little black dress was right in front of me as I slowly looked up, tracing up from her knees, past her trim waist, and to her breasts. I might have stayed around her breast area too long, which didn’t help the pants situation. Ms. Little crossed her arms over her breasts too late—I’d already seen the outline of her hard nipples. I looked up into her eyes, a pale shade of blue.

“I… I’m sorry, Ms. Little,” I managed. “I didn’t mean to disrupt your class.”

“I appreciate the apology, Zac,” she smiled, the flirty one again. “I know you know better. Shannon is a tease. You should ignore her.”

I nodded. Now that it was just her and me, I felt I had more control. I looked up at her. Her smile was pleasant but not inviting—not wholly.

“The AP Exam is right around the corner,” she continued. “You need to pay attention to the lectures. I know the material is obscure, but reading before class helps. Did you read this weekend?”

I blushed, remembering my long afternoon with Beth and then the sleepover.

“No, I had a pretty hectic weekend,” I admitted. “I’m sorry, I’ll be more prepared tomorrow.”

“Okay, Zac,” she said. “Be sure to ask me if you have any questions. You’d better head to your next class.”

She was standing so close to my desk that it was hard to stand up without brushing against her. She stood her ground, and I stood up. I was about six inches taller than her. I wanted to go out through the front of the class. She stood blocking my way and lifted her head, her hands crossed over her chest. She closed her eyes and inhaled.

“Did she just sniff me?” I thought to myself, turned around, and headed out the back of the class.

I headed towards my locker, where Beth was waiting for me. I wrapped her up in a hug and kissed her. She pressed her body against mine, and all I wanted to do was find the closest maintenance closet. I found some semblance of self-control and pushed back from the kiss.

“Oh, Zac, you don’t look well,” she said. “You smell awesome though, new cologne?”

“I think I need to see the nurse,” I said aloud. “And call my mom,” I thought silently.

“Okay,” Beth smiled, “text me when you find out what’s up. Did you want to go to lunch?”

“Yeah,” I said. “I do, very much, I’ll text you between next class.”

I wondered if I could push a thought, like Alyssa could, to back off on the up-skirt texts. Her eyes widened a bit. Then she looked at me with a regretful look.

“Sorry about that… picture,” she said. “I was just thinking of you and this wonderful weekend.”

“It’s okay,” I said, surprised that it worked. “I don’t think we should do that in school. We could catch hell.”

“You’re right,” she smiled. “I gotta run to class. Have fun with the nurse.”

I headed towards the nurse’s office and hoped she didn’t realize her double entendre.

PAST - JEREMIAH

The mall was a massive complex of buildings with department stores at the four corners, ringed by expansive parking lots. Sunday morning, mall traffic was light when we pulled in. Probably most people were sleeping in or at church. Carmen parked near the edge of the parking lot, sliding through two spaces. Even then, the nose and the tail protruded slightly into the lanes between rows.

The girls had all dressed casually. Kelly and Jenn were wearing sundresses. Lexi had on hiking shorts and a tight T-shirt. Carmen wore form-fitting jeans and a white top. I chose shorts and a baseball t-shirt, while Alyssa was in her everyday faded jeans, but a tight t-shirt instead of her regular oversized sweatshirt.

“You look good,” I said to her. “Are you feeling more confident in your body?”

“I am,” she said. “I liked the attention I got from other campers when I left the pool in that scandalous bikini. Besides, your work should be displayed and appreciated.”

I chuckled as I watched the five sexy women file out of the camper and walk towards the nearest department store. When we got inside, Kelly and Jenn peeled off to head towards the women’s section—the high-end department store was just what they needed. Alyssa reminded them to meet at the food court at noon. Carmen and Lexi headed towards the sporting goods store, and Alyssa and I held hands and walked along the upper deck of the mall.

“Which first?” I asked. “Electronics or books?”

“Let’s just walk around for a bit,” Alyssa said, looking at me with mischief.

I thought I might be in trouble, but Alyssa enjoyed having me to herself for a while. We had been close friends for so long that adding more people to our daily lives challenged the way we usually related. Aside from Carmen, we were a few years older than the others. We had assumed the leadership and direction of our group. We always included the others, but the weight of the decisions rested on our shoulders.

Given those changes, we also knew each other better than the rest. In a way, we’d become more casual in our interactions—taking each other for granted. I enjoyed myself just walking with her and people-watching. The mall was quiet when we arrived. It seemed that we had the place to ourselves. As time passed, the crowds slowly grew as more and more people entered to shop.

Alyssa finally dragged me into the bookstore to escape the stream of people in the corridors. She pulled me back towards the quiet sections, then backed against the stack of books, pulling me closer. I kissed her softly, and she returned the kiss.

“I miss…” she said, blinking up at me. “Just us, sometimes.”

I nodded. “Yeah, I know what you mean.”

“Maybe at the lake, we can find a day, just you and me?” she asked with a hopeful look.

“I think I need that,” I said. “I need to be fair, though, don’t I?”

Alyssa chuckled, “Yeah, you probably do, and I love that you think that way. But Jeremiah,” she said and paused. “You can do anything you like, and we’d be happy with it. You hesitate to take such control of us, I know. That’s why, sometimes, I want you all to myself. I’m selfish.”

She smiled and kissed me again, her hands lifting around my neck. We kissed and enjoyed being close. Neither wanted to push beyond making out, but my cock disagreed, thickening in my shorts.

“I love that I do that to you,” Alyssa said, groping me, then she disengaged and started walking down the aisle.

She paused at the end, looking back towards the checkout counter, where customers were waiting in line. Other customers milled about the aisles of books. I followed behind her. The empty section we were in allowed me to rub her ass while I looked over her shoulder.

“Just look at the people,” she said, then pointed. “Do you see that tiny Asian girl?” she asked.

“Oh, yeah,” I said, then suddenly my hand wasn’t caressing her ass, but higher into her lower back. I looked down, and the Asian girl was looking up at me with a smile. I shook my head and smiled.

“You are being a bit reckless,” I said.

“I know,” she said in a different voice, her tiny hand lifting to rub my suddenly firmer erection. “Oh, I can tell you like the look?”

I looked around to make sure we were alone. Then looked back at the actual Asian girl Alyssa was mimicking. She was probably 19 or 20, confident in her body, wearing a tight tube top and a tiny miniskirt. Every detail of the real thing was in front of me, and my hand ran down under Alyssa’s ass and lifted the tiny mini-skirt. Her bare bottom was warm. She looked up at me and spread her firm brown thighs.

“I dislike panties,” she murmured as my finger traced bare pussy lips and pushed forward to brush through a full bush of hair.

“Kinda sexy, really,” I said. spreading her arousal as she softly moaned.

She pushed back my hand, then flipped back to Alyssa’s form, playfully elbowing me in the gut. “You should watch your hands, mister!”

I nodded and looked back towards the front. The Asian girl was walking out, her hips shifting as she walked in high heels. Even with the advantage of platform heels, she was barely over five feet, her skirt dancing dangerously above mid-thigh. Alyssa followed my eye, then scanned the faces of other people standing in line.

Suddenly, a taller woman was standing beside me. Older, maybe in her thirties, and a few inches taller than me. Her blouse was buttoned high, but her ample bust stretched the fabric to its max. Her blonde hair needed a root job, and her breath smelled like stale cigarettes. She looked down slightly at me. She wore a knee-length skirt and chewed on a stick of mint gum, trying to mask her last smoke.

“Trying too hard?” I asked; this was not my type.

“Just wanted to check something,” she said, reaching under her skirt. Then her eyes widened. “Totally not expected.”

I looked closer as Alyssa’s hand was busy underneath the skirt. The older lady had a lot of makeup on, and then I saw she had an Adam’s apple. I stepped back as she crouched and pulled her hand back out.”

“Tucking is a bit uncomfortable,” Alyssa said, then flashed back into herself.

“Yeah,” I said. “Um… interesting.”

“I think just a cross-dresser,” she said. “I got no homosexual vibe from his thoughts. But he was thrilled to be in the mall and undercover.”

“Well, that’s a relief,” I said. “He…she did a good job. I had to look closely to tell.”

Alyssa smiled and lifted on her toes to kiss me. “Don’t worry. Your heterosexuality remains intact.”

She turned back, and in an instant, I was sharing an aisle with a trim Black woman. Not dark black, but a nice mocha brown. She was dressed semi-conservatively, but her ass was nice and round—larger than Alyssa’s thinner backside. She looked over her shoulder at me, her hair a mix of colors in small, tight braids, then tied together into a thick ponytail. She pushed her bottom back into me and ground it into my crotch.

“You like big butts, baby,” she said, in a slightly southern accent, as she smiled at me over her shoulder.

“I cannot lie,” I said, gripping her hips and pulling her back against me.

I drew one of my hands up her abdomen to cup a large breast. She was, I think the word is, thick. Muscular and firm, curves galore. She groaned as I gripped and squeezed her breast, pinching the nipple.

“Ohh, she likes this,” she said, feeling the arousal it produced. “Oooh, fuck.”

She flashed back into Alyssa’s form, and my arm suddenly hung in space. I blinked at her and then blushed.

“You liked that a bit too much,” she smiled. “I have to say, so did I. But we need to focus.”

“Do you have to see them morph?” I asked curiously.

She thought for a moment, then looked up at me and flashed. I was suddenly looking at Rebekah, who smiled back at me. I examined her closely. I couldn’t find a flaw.

“I guess I can do it from memory,” Rebekah’s voice said. “But I can’t just create something from my imagination.”

“Oh, have you tried?”

Alyssa flashed and smiled up at me. “Yes,” she said, “My attempt at being a nereid in the pool, sadly, didn’t work.”

“Nereid?”

“Sea nymph. Greek mythology. Like a mermaid.”

Why didn’t you just say that?”

She rolled her eyes.

“Well,” I said, “keeping in mind that I love every one of you, just the way you are. You might want to remember the last one and the little Asian tart.”

“Yes, Master,” she laughed and took my hand, walking back to the front.

“Um,” I said, trying to walk naturally in over-tight jeans. “A little warning first,”

“Serves you right,” she chuckled. “Pervert.”

I checked my watch, “Better head to the food court. The others should be there shortly. We should get a table near the center.”

“Okay, Captain Obvious,” she said as she directed me to the food court.

She waved at Carmen, who had already staked a claim to a six-topper table in the middle of the circular area. Alyssa looked back at me and shook her head.

“You do realize that you can listen to our mesh?” she teased, “Or was your brain lacking blood from feeling that girl’s big butt?”

I laughed at myself. What she said was too true. Once again, my lovers were a step ahead of me, simultaneously taking care of me.

I thought to myself, “We should probably eat first, so we weren’t hungry when we experimented.”

As I sat at the table, about to say that aloud, Lexi came up and plopped a bucket of fried chicken and all the condiments in the middle of the table. I should have known they had everything planned.

We ate as we waited for Kelly and Jenn to join us.

PRESENT - KELLY

The whole morning freaked me out. But the feeling of morphing into something demonic felt natural, like part of me. I never liked it when it happened, the rage felt dark, and I ached with a hunger that was hard to explain.

Thankfully, Jeremiah was alert, and the brass plate of stones was near. I had morphed a few times over the years, which always put me on edge. The stimulus was always something beyond explanation. Either a frantic manifestation of my powers in a time of stress, like when I killed Samuel, or in response to something more ethereal, like when Jeremiah and I were possessed while experimenting with Lexi.

I had listened to the stories of both James and Jodi and understood why Alyssa would be interested in the book. Over the years, she seemed to cycle back to study new lore, trying to understand who we were. Today’s experience would trigger another season of her trying to find a practical reason for who we were and why we had powers. I just accepted our powers as part of who we were. I didn’t need to know why.

Suddenly, I felt a thought, distant, unformed, somewhat in a panic. Did it feel like—Zac? What could be wrong with him? I pushed an idea to Alyssa as I opened the door to the control room. She nodded, echoing that she understood and that she and Jeremiah would handle it from here.

I picked up my cell phone, and a text from Zac froze my blood.

Z: Mom - help... I need help.




I frantically texted back:

Kel: What is it?




I waited impatiently while the text was sent, the status changing

Delivered




Read




Z is typing…




What was he writing, a fucking book?

Did he fall in the gym?

Did he get attacked by something like I was?

So many thoughts raced through my mind.

Z: Your power, I can't turn it off. The girls in class and even Ms. Little, the History teacher, seemed drawn to me. I don't want to cause a scene, and I don't want Beth to think I'm a pervert. I can't seem to shut it down. Even the nurse is looking at me weirdly.




I read his text with increasing shock. I had to get him back home.

Kel: I'll call the school to get you excused and go directly home. No stops along the way.




I flipped to the dialer and hit the entry for the high school’s front desk. The secretary answered, and I explained that Zac had come down with some symptoms, and I thought it best he come home from school. I heard her acknowledge that and said she would sign him out when he arrived. I hung up and flipped back to my messages.

Kel: Your clear-go home




Z: K, Mom. Tks.




I stood helplessly for a moment, my thoughts swimming through the different scenarios. Jeremiah returned from the room where James sat on the bed, his head in his hands. Alyssa joined us from the other room, and I saw Lexi leading Jodi out the door. A few seconds later, Jodi appeared in the other room, and James stood and walked to her. She fell into his arms, and he comforted her with a hug.

I watched that all—very little of it registered in my consciousness. I was caught up in trying to figure out what to tell Zac. Jeremiah hugged me, and Alyssa leaned into my back. We stood like that for a while as our thoughts mingled, coming to a plan.

“Lexi and I will follow James and Jodi home,” Alyssa said. “I’ll keep the plate with me, but only to ward off any spirits there. Hopefully, I’ll find the book and any others that might have been influencing James.”

“I’ll take you home,” Jeremiah said to me, his hand on my back. “We’ll both talk with Zac. You have your stone at home, right?”

“Yes,” I said. “I wore it for the party. I didn’t want to get tired and lose focus. I think it’s on my dresser.”

He nodded, and I followed him quietly, my mind still spinning through thoughts. Alyssa spoke to the receptionist and canceled the rest of our appointments for the day. An inconvenience for our clients, but it couldn’t be helped.

Once in the car, I tried to formulate how to talk to my son. What did I do to control my aura? I remember first feeling it bloom right after the first time I had sex with Jeremiah. When Lexi caught us in our dorm room, it was small, but in my state of amoral pleasure-seeking, it amplified everything. Then later, with Jenn, it got out of control. I felt unstable and couldn’t control it. How Carmen managed to resist was a mystery. She had incredible self-control when she needed it.

Once my mother revealed the stone and the ability to keep me from projecting my aura and being influenced by others with angelic power like ours. I could tell more clearly when I activated my power. Jeremiah had to adjust me a few times to use my self-control better. Through some practice, I was able to manage how it was projected. But at first, it was a wild, ever-expanding sphere of sexual heat.

I shook my head, imagining what might have happened if Zac hadn’t realized what was happening, and decided to go with what felt natural. He could have ruined his senior year. I was sure an in-class orgy was grounds for expulsion. He could have destroyed his teacher’s career. These days, the news seems filled with stories of male and female teachers having sex with students under their care. I was thankful that our son could understand and then manage the effect.

We were pulling into the drive when my thoughts snapped to the present. Jeremiah leaned over and took my hand, kissing my cheek.

“Everything will be okay,” he said. “You raised a good boy. He did the right thing, asking for help.”

We entered the front door, and Carmen was waiting for us, looking antsy.

“Zac’s in his room.” Was all she said to me.

Then she grabbed Jeremiah and kissed him hungrily, “When you’re done, please come up,” she whimpered.

Carmen turned, raced up the stairs towards our rooms, and I followed her. I wanted to get my stone. Jeremiah went through the kitchen towards Zac’s room. I followed Carmen as she turned into her room; she looked back at me with wide eyes.

“I’m sorry, Kel,” she said, stripping her clothes off in her boudoir, “I tried to hold it together… the others are ….”

Carmen drifted off, lying on her back, one hand gripping her breast and the other curving between her bare thighs. I wanted to kneel between them. I could feel the pulsing aura of lust streaming from downstairs. I shook my head and pushed myself to continue to my room. I scrambled through my door and leaned against my dressing table. My hand reached under my skirt.

“Just a touch to take the edge off,” I thought as my fingers made contact with my suddenly molten core. My knees buckled, and I knelt on the floor.

“Oh fuck… yes….”

I blinked, my free hand dancing on the desktop, searching… working over the surface.

Then—clarity.

I blinked my eyes and clutched the chain. Taking a deep breath, I stood on shaking knees and held onto the stone. My thoughts returned from the haze of lust that washed through me like a spring flood, and I remembered what I needed to do. I hurried down the stairs, past the kitchen. I stepped over our maid, Maria, and Leah, the nanny, naked, entwined on the floor. Their heads nestled between each other’s thighs, moaning and writhing.

“Holy fuck,” I said, trying to keep my wits.

Even under the protection of the stone, my libido was always a bit heated. Leah’s breasts were a lovely shade of pink, her nipples firm as Maria’s hips lifted and ground into Leah’s face.

“Focus!” I commanded myself.

I worked my way past the couple down the stairs and into the hallway. Jeremiah was looking past me, watching the pair behind me. He halfheartedly knocked on the door, trying to get Zac to open up. His hand stroked his cock through his trousers, and its shape made my core drip. I rushed to him and pressed the necklace to his flesh.

He blinked and then focused on me. I leaned up to kiss him, to take the edge off.

It helped—kind of. My mind was a mess of parental responsibility and deep lustful hunger. Images of Carmen and the pair in the kitchen flashed in my mind. I was torn, but my motherly instinct won out. I needed to care for my son. Help him cool down; I clung to Jeremiah’s hand and knocked on the door.

“Zac,” I said firmly and confidently. “Open up.”

I felt it more than heard as Zac crested, and the wave washed over us as the stone protected Jeremiah and me. The cries of passionate lust from the pair in the kitchen upstairs betrayed what had happened. I didn’t feel embarrassed that my son had just had an orgasm—more a relief.

Control was easier on the other side.

His hand scraped against the door for a moment, then it opened. Jeremiah and I slipped in and closed it behind us. Zac retreated to his bed, holding a pillow over his crotch. Jeremiah and I approached him, parental concern on our faces.

He shouldn’t be ashamed. This was a natural part of him. He just needed to learn how to control it. I could tell his nerves were frayed. Jeremiah touched his shoulder, and I felt the stone’s power pulse in my hand through that touch.

“Oh, that’s better,” Zac whispered. The fevered bubble of lust collapsed, and I could hear breathless whispers from the direction of the kitchen.

“Zac,” I said, with a voice full of concern. “I know how hard it is to focus when your power is awakening.”

He nodded, his eyes still unfocused, but clarity was returning. I put the stone in his hand, and he looked at it, feeling the calm pulse as it sucked in his power.

“This is a charmed stone. It can counter our power,” I said. “I know it sounds hokey, but for now, wear it. We’ll make it look better for you, maybe a bracelet. I used it when I was younger to help me keep from getting out of control.”

He nodded and smiled at me, then sagged. His whole body seemed to relax.

“I think I need to rest.” He said and shifted to lie on his side.

I pushed the pendant over his head, then pulled up the covers, tucking him in.

“We’ll talk in a few hours,” Jeremiah said, and I could feel his mind reach out to Zac’s and adjust some minor things, helping his self-control. “For now, just rest, son.”

Zac nodded, and his eyes closed, finally able to relax.

Jeremiah and I backed out of the room. Without the stone to buttress my self-control, I had to focus hard, as the latent lust from the pair in the kitchen was washing over me like a wave. I gritted my teeth, and Jeremiah guided me into the kitchen. He looked at me, then at the two on the floor, half-dressed and still glowing from their shared bliss. Without the stone, I was weaker, the lust in the room making my power pulse, flickering to life in vibrations that grew steadily.

“Just three—Leah, Maria, and Carmen,” I said breathlessly, “I think that’s all.”

Jeremiah bit his lip. I could feel his mind fight against the arousal he was feeling. Then, understanding I couldn’t help, he nodded to the pair.

“Come with us.”

They looked shocked. Then, with a pulse of my power and a tweak from Jeremiah, they rose and followed us. We went upstairs and entered Carmen’s room. She was in the throes of her lust, even after Zac’s power deflated. She looked up wildly as the four of us entered.

Jeremiah closed the door. I pulled Leah close to me, kissing her. Maria stepped toward Carmen and took off her dress. Carmen welcomed her helper, guiding our maid between her firm thighs.

“Just once,” Jeremiah growled, watching me as I let Leah undress me and suckle at my breasts, and I nodded at his consent.

I released my aura bloom, my need palpable as my fingers combed through our young caretaker’s brown mane. Her lips felt wonderful on my erect nipples. I watched hungrily as Jeremiah locked the door, then stripped naked. His well-muscled flesh rippled as he walked behind Leah. He pulled her dress the rest of the way off. She absently stepped out of the puddle of fabric, then groaned.

He paused. “Leah, I … You can say no…”

She looked back at him and shook her head. “Yes. Please…” Then she resumed sucking my nipple as I combed my fingers through her hair.

I glanced at Carmen, her fingers gripped behind Maria’s black hair, who was fingering herself as she lapped at Carmen’s flowing cunt. She grunted as she ground her mound into the maid’s face. Carmen’s fingers reached to pull at Maria’s firm nipple.

Leah groaned as she felt Jeremiah’s firm erection press into her bottom. Her mouth opened to moan into the flesh of my breast. She reached around my hips and gripped my ass to support herself as she pressed her bottom towards Jeremiah. He lifted his eyes to me, and with a natural movement, he raised his hip and slid deep inside Leah. I felt her trip into an orgasm as she was filled with his cock. I groaned and stepped back, falling into an overstuffed chair.

Leah moved with me as I lifted a knee over the arm of the chair. My hand combed and gripped a handful of her wild brown locks, then shifted my ass to the edge as her mouth lowered into my leaking slit. Jeremiah was on his knees behind her and thrust back into her. Leah’s head tossed back, staring at me as her mouth opened in a lustful moan.

I gripped her head and pulled her back to my needy pussy. My husband stared at me while he fucked the nanny hard. Bending over her and clutching her pendulous breasts, cupping them and kneading them, pounding into her with repeated thrusts.

My aura was in full bloom, and I couldn’t pull it back. The only way was to push through our peaks and hope it would die out peacefully after.

Leah tripped through repeated waves of orgasms. The taste of my pussy juice must have tasted like ambrosia, her nose filling with my pheromones and heating her flesh a dusky pink. Her moans and groans vibrated my tender lips as she came in crashing waves. Jeremiah felt her crest, then held her as Leah crumbled spent, and lowered her to the ground.

Jeremiah stood up and looked over at Carmen, his eyes still full of unabated lust. Carmen watched him as Maria lapped between her thighs. Licking her lips as she eyed Jeremiah’s rigid, pulsing erection, she scrambled, twisting from Maria’s mouth. Then slapped the maid’s ass, and Maria looked at her, shocked and hungry.

I joined them on Carmen’s bed, and the four of us got lost in feeding my lust, as I fed it back. Slowly, I gained control as Maria collapsed, sliding off the bed next to Leah. Carmen hit a peak, screaming in Spanish and turning away. Then it was just my husband and me, we locked eyes as we burnt off the last of my aura, crested, and exploded. We writhed through our orgasms, then he collapsed and rested his head between my breasts, spent.

We lay like that for a timeless moment until disrupted by a knock on the door.

“Wow, guys,” said Alyssa. “Lexi felt it in the driveway; it was a good thing we had the plate with us. Meet us in the kitchen when you’re rested.”

PAST - JEREMIAH

After we ate a lunch of greasy fried chicken, we discussed the plan. Kelly looked a bit nervous, but Carmen, Jenn, and Lexi assured her that they would be right there to shut her down if it got out of control. I reminded each of them that they needed to be holding hands. Lexi would have the stone.

I stood up and looked around. The food court was about the size of a basketball court. It was circular, and four corridors converged on the space from outside the mall, leading to the large department stores at the corners. It was around noon, so the food court was filled with people of all ages, from young to old, as well as couples and singles. Some parents were with their children.

“What about the kids?” I asked. “That might be a problem.”

“I’ll monitor them closely,” Alyssa said, “first sign of influence, I’ll signal Lexi.”

“Wait, how?” Lexi asked. “I’ll be touching the stone?”

“Raised fist,” I said, holding mine above my head. “Like that last scene in The Breakfast Club.”

“And you accused me of being a movie nerd?” Alyssa snorted.

“Hey, it’s John Hughes,” I said. “I could try a Ferris Bueller gesture.”

Alyssa agreed that the sign to Lexi would be a raised fist. Lexi would watch Alyssa, and Carmen would focus on me. Jenn would watch the people in the immediate vicinity and squeeze Lexi’s hand if things got too crazy. I spent a moment with each girl, stiffening their self-control, especially Alyssa, since the stone wouldn’t protect her. Alyssa fixed her mind on mine and coached me to muster as much control as I could.

Finally, I nodded and stepped backward, watching as Alyssa turned and walked opposite me. Kelly looked at me, and with a nod, her body shimmered. I could feel the first wave pass through me, taking my breath away. She was so beautiful; I needed to be nearer to her.

“FOCUS!” Alyssa’s mind sent.

Gritting my teeth, I turned away from Kelly and watched the people in the mall. Couples leaned into each other, wanting to feel more of their partners. Some of the women near me opened their mouths with a soft moan of arousal.

Another pulse rolled through me.

The single people looked around, then focused on Kelly, who I knew was standing and glowing like an angel. I hurried down the aisle, noticing everyone near the center of the court was captured by her initial bloom. People were making out without any shame.

I felt her shimmer again, although my back was turned.

Near entrances to the hallway, the effect was the same. One couple leaned against the wall, and the man kissed his girlfriend passionately, her leg lifted and wrapped around his thigh.

“Focus!” Alyssa sent. It felt half-hearted.

I turned around to sweep the room and saw that Alyssa was at the edge of the food court, her hand gripping a nearby chair. I could feel her mind scanning, but feelings of lust and arousal came at her from every direction. I blinked, checking the inner circle of the food court. The children seemed unaffected, but their parents were kissing passionately.

Another pulse took my breath away. Kelly’s effect was getting stronger.

I checked Jenn. She was watching the couple nearest her, and I could tell her mind was becoming overcome by the lust and passion surrounding her. I looked at Carmen, and she was also barely holding it together, even as she clung to Jenn’s hand to keep from being under the direct influence of Kelly’s aura.

I turned and took a few more steps into the hallway, looking through the glass doors into other shops lining the hall. The first shop had a cashier resting her ass on the top of the counter. A man kissed her feverishly as she spread her legs apart and drew him closer. She knocked off his glasses, and they clattered to the floor beside him.

“Focus,” Alyssa weakly sent, and I knew she didn’t mean it.

I lifted my fist into the air and tried to focus my mind.

My cock was hard as a spike, trapped in my pants, and I fought the urge to turn and run towards the shimmering angel in the food court. I bit my lip as the woman on the counter tossed her head as the man sucked on her bare breast.

I shook my fist in the air, wondering if Lexi had succumbed.

The blankness felt like a vacuum as the lust was sucked back into the stone. The crowd fell limp, then blinked and shook their heads. I turned around, and Kelly slumped into her seat, her breasts rising and falling. I could tell how hard her nipples were from across the court. Lexi was holding the stone to her shoulder. Kelly was writhing, like trying to get away from the cold stone, but Lexi held firm until Kelly quieted and relaxed in her seat.

I looked back inside the store. The girl was blushing, buttoning her shirt. The man had backed away apologetic. She shook her head, trying to comfort him, not shame him. She had drawn him in, and her thoughts were a chaotic mix of why she felt so aroused. The food court returned to normalcy, which was strange. No one wanted to dwell on their uncontrollable feelings.

The couple that was making out against the building held hands. They looked around, then hurriedly walked away towards the outside parking lots. Their minds showed their sparks of arousal had become palpable, and they decided to go home to bed. No aftermath, and no people were screaming in trauma. They all seemed to recover quickly. I walked back to the center and met Alyssa when she returned.

“Okay,” Alyssa said. “I thought I could control myself. I wanted to be stronger.”

“Her power went beyond the food court,” I said. ”I could only see into the first round of stores, but the effect was palpable there. How about on your side?”

“I only made it to the edge of the food court,” Alyssa said. “The effect is null on anyone who is a child. After that, it was all-encompassing for anyone over 18. I didn’t see anyone who could control themselves. The impulse to pair up regardless of gender was universal.”

Jenn was breathless. “You didn’t have to stand next to her.” She panted, then looked at me heatedly, “I’m in bad shape, Jeremiah….”

“The stone didn’t help?” I asked.

“The stone did its job,” Carmen said. “But being near everyone was billowing out feelings of lust. It was like being on a dance floor. The excitement everyone felt was palpable, like the bass from a speaker at a rock concert. Without the stone, we never would’ve lasted.”

I looked at Lexi, and she nodded, “They’re right, I was holding the stone, but Carmen had to shout at me before I felt Jenn squeezing my hand. Sorry that I didn’t stop it sooner.”

“Looks like no one is under any ill effects. A bit horny, but not dangerously so,” I stated.

“I need to go home,” Kelly panted and looked at me hungrily. “I can’t stay inside here, even holding the stone. My power amplified with each person who succumbed. I felt it— it was like a tidal wave. I couldn’t control it. I felt wonderful and terrified. I tried to pull away from Lexi. I craved the feeling. Can we go to the camper? Please. I don’t think I can control myself here much longer.”

Our shopping was already done, so we took our bags and retreated to the camper. All of our libidos were on edge. We closed the camper doors and pulled the curtains. Kelly wore the stone, but we were at each other until Kelly’s aura burned out. It was a frenzy, and after a break, we swapped. Six naked bodies inside a rocking RV chassis, nothing else mattered except lust and passion. I lost track of the orgasms and who was paired with whom.

Then, we collapsed criss-crossed on the rear bed, catching our breath. We rested for over thirty minutes before dressing and returning to the RV campsite. We were exhausted as we drove back into the same parking spot the night before. I felt sore and on edge. The girls looked ragged, and Kelly looked more tired and hopeless than I’d ever seen her.

“We will get a handle on your power,” Alyssa swore earnestly as she turned to Kelly and hugged her tight. “We’ll figure it out.”


PART THREE

PREISTHOOD PURGE


CHAPTER 8
FAMILY RECKONING


PRESENT - ALYSSA

I wasn’t angry, was I?

This whole day had been unexpected. Since Jeremiah’s birthday party on Friday, things had just gotten weird. A cascade of unforeseen events seemed to spiral out of control.

Zac’s awakening had been expected at some point, but none of us had expected him to have a combination of both Jeremiah and Kelly’s powers. His affair with Beth wasn’t wholly unexpected either. They’d been friends for many years; their sexual relationship was a matter of time.

Hearing Naomi in my head this morning was disconcerting. She was awakening much earlier than I ever expected. She had my powers, and with what’s happened with Zac, probably Jeremiah’s. I had no idea what to do with that.

One would think that the topper would be this morning’s session with James and Jodi, where Kelly morphed into her demon form. I didn’t know what else to call it. But it flashed me right back to the RV by the river and the compound raid in Montana. James’ confession of reading a book reminded me of when I read Deborah’s diaries, which pinged those same memories.

But then I come home to find Jeremiah, Carmen, and Kelly fucking Maria and Leah? That was just out of character for them. While waiting for them to return downstairs, I puzzled over what would have possessed them to engage in such a reckless act.

I remembered Kelly’s worry about Zac after things went to hell at the office. He was struggling with his power at school. Maybe when he got home, his lack of control affected Leah and Maria. Then things just spiraled…

So I could explain to myself how such an illicit affair could occur.

Why was I on edge about it? Was I jealous?

Although younger than Carmen, Maria was an adult over thirty and had never been married. She was attractive, and she and Carmen were close friends. Carmen was always a bit hot and eager, but Maria… Carmen had better control of herself than to fuck our employee.

Leah was a different story. She was young, still in her college years. She had postponed college to earn money by being our full-time nanny. She was a lovely girl, but never seemed interested in seducing Jeremiah. Her whole attention was on caring for Naomi. Jeremiah never lost control. This was very out of character.

Reasoning through it, I understood it had to be a confluence of Zac’s awakening and Kelly’s lack of control after her emotional morning. Jeremiah could easily fall sway to Kelly’s aura. I could forgive him that slip. We must counsel Leah carefully. Would this event affect how she cares for Naomi?

Why was I thinking more about how Leah looked naked?

I shook my head to clear my thoughts and looked down at the book James had given us. Titled “The Taming of Tamiel,” it was an old leather-bound book that looked to be about thirty years old. It was charmed. I didn’t need to read much of the first pages to feel the spell begin to spin in my mind, and I put it aside.

I asked James if he had others like it. He returned with a stack of four he’d bought as a package at a flea market a few years ago. He said he’d read a few chapters from some books every three or four months. I had a suspicion that if I looked back through their intimacy issues, they would map to the times he was reading the books. It was just a theory, though. I needed to confirm it by referring to my counseling notes.

I felt Jeremiah coming closer, along with Kelly and Carmen. They were all subdued. I knew that Jeremiah and Kelly had an eventful morning. Carmen probably had to deal with Zac’s coming home fueled by supernatural urges.

“Oh, that explained it—Carmen tried to contain Zac.”

From his small leak in Jeremiah’s office at the party Friday night, I remembered that Zac had a powerful aura. Maria and Leah wouldn’t have stood a chance. Only Carmen, with her self-control adjusted by Jeremiah, could resist an incubus in full bloom. We were lucky Zac didn’t lose control while he was in school.

I smiled at the three of them, rising and greeting them. We needed a big family hug. All of us were a bit on edge. I kissed Jeremiah softly, hugging him tightly. He looked down at me, his eyes a bit emotional.

I pushed only to him that I understood. He didn’t have to explain anything to me. He nodded, chewing on his bottom lip. I could tell his self-recrimination would tear him up all on his own. I still wasn’t sure what more I was feeling beyond confusion. Which meant we all needed to talk.

“First,” I started, “how are Maria and Leah?”

Carmen looked at me, her face flush with guilt and shame.

“I took them back to their quarters. They are both doing okay, just shocked at what happened. I think they are both nervous that they’ve invaded our space,” she reported, then continued. “It’s my fault. I should have distanced them from Zac once I realized what was happening.”

“You couldn’t have known that, Carmen. It wouldn’t have mattered. Remember how strong Kelly’s influence was in Montana? We’re lucky it was just the house. His aura could have erupted in Zac’s classroom,” I said. “After we’re done, let’s make sure they know they didn’t do anything wrong.”

I looked around, and everyone looked tired and stressed. Not at all like their usual selves, and I was at a loss as to how to change things to make everyone feel better.

“With so many things piling together,” I began to list things. ”First, Jeremiah’s surprise birthday party, Zac’s awakening, Jenn’s visit, then this morning seemed to spiral into one thing after another. Is anyone else feeling overwhelmed?”

That allowed everyone to sigh collectively, and then their heads raised, and a smile appeared at the corner of Kelly’s mouth. Then Jeremiah grinned, which always made Lexi smile broadly. The cheeriness in everyone’s demeanor was helpful, but I wanted them to talk. A little mental nudge and Kelly started talking.

“I’m frazzled,” Kelly admitted. “I spent too much time planning the party. What happened with Zac and Stacy was confusing, and I didn’t expect him to have my powers. His new relationship with Beth is a concern. They’re so young. He almost lost control at school today.”

She lowered her head and put her palms at the edges of her eyes, then looked back at me, “Aly, I remember how helpless I felt when my powers got out of control around groups of people. When I was younger, I lacked the control I usually have. I don’t want Zac to feel as helpless as I did….”

Jeremiah put a hand around her shoulder, and she leaned into his chest. He kissed the crown of her head, then looked at me. “I probably should have been more careful,” Jeremiah said with a sigh. “This morning’s events at the office were troubling, and Sunday morning with Jenn has me in a different state of mind. I should have recognized that and not just given in to instinct. I know it was wrong to take Leah and Maria upstairs to Carmen’s room. I’m sorry it was irresponsible of me. Please forgive me.”

“Well,” I started, not expecting an apology so soon. “Thank you, Jeremiah. I think things are weirder now that Isaac’s awakened. I remember how strange things seemed when we all quickened. There was so much we didn’t know. We should be able to help Zac through this. We all need to help him as much as we can.”

“He’s strong, Alyssa,” Carmen said, almost in awe. “Kelly’s aura is strong. We all know that, and she controls it well.” Her eyes closed, and she looked up. “Zac? Off the charts. I don’t think he realizes what effect he has—on everybody. He was smart to come home before he lost control. It was good that he locked himself in his room. It could have been much worse.”

I nodded, putting together her words, and her thoughts betrayed how close she was to succumbing to the lure of his power. Another troublesome aspect of our family needed to be discussed, so I shifted the topic.

“It’s good he has the stone now,” I said. “He can learn to control his powers with its help. We all need to be willing to answer any questions he has. However, there is another awakening,” I paused, and they all looked up, listening.

“Naomi has started using telepathy with me.”

Carmen and Lexi gasped, looking at me with wide eyes. Kelly and Jeremiah nodded, having heard my concern earlier.

“So soon?” Lexi asked, then continued. “She’s barely in pre-school. That seems early.”

I nodded.

“It does, but I don’t know when exactly I awakened,” I began. “I only have a few memories of when I was younger. I do remember always seeming to know people’s thoughts before they spoke. Jeremiah could attest to that, even before he met all of you. It was strange but not overly so.”

“Why do you think she’s awakening so early?” Jeremiah asked.

“I don’t know,” I answered honestly. “I think it might be that she’s a product of two lines, yours and mine. Both of our lineages have a psionic or telepathic component. Also, she’s been raised in a home filled with our telepathic mesh. Being so near to us, it might have activated her early. I have no solid evidence of that. It’s just my feeling.”

“What can we do?” Lexi asked, her face blushing, “We can’t have a child hearing our thoughts all the time.

“We have this,” I answered, sliding the bronze plate decorated with rows of stones onto the table. “I want to make a necklace or earrings for Naomi with both the Yeqon stone and the Penemue stone. That should keep her out of our mesh until we can help her understand how to use her powers. I don’t think she’s tapped into our mesh. I would have felt it.”

“I’ll take it to the jewelers as soon as we’re done here,” Jeremiah promised.

“That will leave us with nine stones,” I said, then slid James’ books next to the plate.

“Given that charmed things like these books are around, we should have necklaces made of the rest of the stones. We can give a few to the staff, especially the in-house, like Leah and Maria. They will protect them from evil spirits and things like Zac’s aura or Naomi’s telepathy.”

I shook my head. Everything in my education and professional life made the words coming out of my mouth sound strange. My experiences told me that there were some things that science and observation alone couldn’t explain. I was caught in the dilemma of not fully understanding something, which frustrated me.

“It sounds like complete bullshit,” I admitted, “but I think we should think back through all the things that happened when we awakened. I feel we’re in for another season of strange things happening around us.”

Slowly, each of them nodded as they understood what I meant. Jeremiah picked up the plate, and his mind slipped from our mesh. He looked up at me and nodded.

“I’ll make nine more necklaces,” he promised, then looked at Carmen and Lexi, “Either of you can choose to wear one. If you do, remember, you’ll be disconnected from the mesh.”

They both shook their heads. “We’ll take our chances with you,” Carmen said, and Lexi nodded, touching her silver collar. “We helped you both last time. We will be there for you now. All of you, and that means Zac and Naomi too.”

“Okay,” I said and smiled, “Jeremiah, you might start by adjusting our self-control. I have a feeling we’ll need it.”

He smiled and took a few moments to adjust our curves and stabilize their will power. I felt a bit stronger immediately. I realized, though, that his own will was left under his strength alone. I opened a channel for just him and sent him my concern.

Kelly left to check on Zac, while Lexi and Carmen headed back to check with Maria and Naomi. Jeremiah looked over at me and nodded,

“I feel your concern,” he said. “I know my track record in using my self-control isn’t great.”

His thoughts showed his familiar regret at not knowing any better, at being the cause of our oddly wonderful family. I pushed him to think positively, but he tried, and he looked back at me.

“It wasn’t just my awakening when I showed poor self-control,” he said. “The business with Jenn, and you know I love her. I was willing to go with the flow and accept the consequences. I don’t know if that was for the best.”

“You mean…” I started, and he nodded.

“Maybe I should have kept her in the circle,” he wondered. “We could have made it with all of us.”

“Think about that for a moment,” I said, slipping beside him. “I love Jenn too, but having her inside. It was too much, Jeremiah. She’s intense, you remember. Even a taste of her this weekend, and you’re already on edge. I think she puts Carmen on edge, too. We know too well what she does to Kelly when her tats start to itch. She also fell under Zac’s sway pretty easily, even as strong as she is.”

Jeremiah thought for a moment, “You weren’t here, Aly,” he explained, “I felt his aura at full bloom. He’s stronger than Kelly; it’s not even close.”

He paused as he let that sink in, then continued. “Jenn was a factor, I agree. As much as I am, Carmen has always been influenced by Jenn’s enthusiasm. We need to be cautious. Like when we were younger, I’ll need your help. I always need you by my side, Aly.”

I kissed him, softly first, then deeply, not hungrily, though. I would be lying if I didn’t feel the latent afterglow of Zac’s power. I was under control. I loved this man in all of his flaws and rash decisions. We’d figure it out; we had to; we always did.

PAST - JEREMIAH

After the events at the mall, we all felt tired. Kelly kept the stone on, making our exhaustion even more palpable. Carmen pulled the RV into our old spot robotically. She asked if we could order out again, and after asking the park manager, we found a Chinese place that delivered. We ordered a massive amount of food and consumed it all.

We relaxed, and Jenn modeled some of her new outfits. Kelly had picked out some great combinations. Jenn was all smiles as she tried on each outfit. Then, as an encore tried on her new bikini—it fit her like a second skin. Trying on clothes had stimulated her tattoos, and even though she felt as sore as any of us, I could tell she was on edge.

I suggested we all soak in the jacuzzi, then turn in early. Kelly loved the idea, and we all decided that her keeping the pendant on was a good idea. Even though I missed having her positive mind in our mesh. We put on our suits and wrapped towels around us to walk across the road. It was late. The sun was setting. As far north as we were, it was probably past ten o’clock.

The water was hot, and the other couple in the tub made room for us. They were an older couple, retired, and on a summer road trip. They smiled and enjoyed our company. Their presence helped Jenn behave, though she sat close to me. Her hand would slip along my inner thigh and trace the outline of my bulge. She watched the couple so they wouldn’t notice, but her touch was incessant. When the older couple left for their RV, my cock was rock hard.

I groaned as I felt Jenn’s hand grip the shaft through my shorts, then lift and slide under the elastic waistband. Her fingers softly pulled at the skin, the hot water making the sensitive shaft ache at her touch. She smiled at me and kissed my chest—then her head disappeared under the water.

I looked over at the other girls, looking for help. They weren’t paying any attention. Lexi had straddled Carmen’s lap, facing her as they kissed. Kelly was leaning into Alyssa with their mouths glued together. I groaned as I felt Jenn’s mouth envelop my crown after freeing my erection from the confines of my shorts.

I combed through her hair. Even though I felt tired and sensitive, her mouth felt incredible. I gripped her head and pulled her out of the water. She looked at me, eyes blinking from the water streaming down her face. I looked around to be sure we couldn’t be observed; the wall of the lodge protected our side of the hot tub, and besides our RV, there were no other campers nearby. I slipped up onto the edge of the pool, kicking my legs free of my shorts.

Jenn smiled a feline grin as I spread my thighs. She knelt on the seat below the water and gripped my shaft. She looked up at me as her mouth opened. Pulling back the foreskin, she sucked on just the sensitive head. She slid her other hand and cupped and played with my balls. I moaned at the feeling, looking down at her. The outline of her nipples strained the thin material of her new top. I untied the string around her neck, letting it fall loosely to the water, then reached and cupped her buoyant tits.

She growled around my head as my fingers cupped, gripped, then kneaded her sensitive flesh. I had a moment where I thought we should probably move to the camper. Her throat pulsing around my crown had that thought fleeing. I leaned back, held her head to my groin, and lifted my hips from the side of the pool.

As she worked on my cock, I looked around. Kelly and Alyssa were watching me, their heads leaning together and hands in each other’s laps. Their tops lay over the side of the pool, their breasts bare with stiff nipples. Lexi was on the edge of the pool, her thighs spread wide, legs bent at the knee, and her feet on the edge of the tub. Carmen’s jet-black hair was slicked back against her skull from being underwater. Her mouth was glued to Lexi’s cunt, and Lexi’s mouth was open as she watched Jenn suck on my rod.

I lifted Jenn and twisted her around, walking toward the two pairs in the shallow water. I pushed her against the tub’s edge and tugged at the bows at the waist of her bikini. Jenn reached back to touch my thighs as I spread her ass cheeks and pushed my erection into her open pussy lips.

“Mmnnnnh, Fuck her, Master,” Lexi groaned as she looked up at me.

I lowered my mouth to kiss Lexi as my cock slid deep into Jenn. Her moan of need was quiet, but in the still night air, her sounds echoed off the wall of the empty lodge. I started to slowly fuck her with my knees on the cement seat, her cunt at the water’s edge. Her back arched as she looked back at me. Alyssa had crawled out of the pool and sat in front of Jenn. Kelly slipped behind me, pressing her warm breasts into my back, her fingers playing with my nipples as I moved into Jenn.

“Oh god, yes,” Jenn cried. “Oh fuck me! Please! harder!”

“Shhh,” Alyssa said, gripping a handful of Jenn’s wet hair and dragging her mouth to her bare slit, “Be quiet, and suck my pussy.”

I groaned quietly, turning my head as I felt Kelly’s chin on my shoulder. She leaned over and kissed me. Her hands gripped my ass, pushing me into Jenn with each stroke. The waves from my thrusts crested and spilled over the pool’s edge, running down and puddling under Alyssa’s bottom. Kelly’s hand slipped between my thighs and cupped my balls, tugging as I thrust steadily into Jenn.

Our arousal was constant, not rising. Kelly was still wearing her stone, so the arousal didn’t ramp up. I fucked Jenn until she came. My cock was sensitive, but I was nowhere near orgasm. Jenn was content to continue to lick Alyssa’s cunt, and Alyssa’s grip on her head told me not to bother them.

I slipped towards Carmen, and she looked up from Lexi’s cunt, and lifted her ass out of the water. I took the hint and drifted back and behind Carmen, Kelly still glued to my back. I gripped Carmen’s round ass, pulling it apart and grinding my cock between her thighs. My erection pressed up against her mound. As I pulled back, her hips dropped. I tilted my pelvis, found the right spot, and ground my hips home in a steady thrust. Carmen groaned into Lexi’s writhing snatch.

Lexi watched me, her eyes glazing over. Her mouth opened as she panted, her hands behind her, supporting her as she ground her hips into Carmen’s hungry mouth. Kelly was glued to my back. Her thigh was wrapped around mine; her hips rubbed her bikini-clad mound into my firm, muscled thigh. Her breath caught as she watched the other four, then groaned in my ear.

“I want you to take me next,” she pleaded. “Hard, Jeremiah, I want you to fuck me hard.”

Her words made my hips piston faster into Carmen, and I gripped her thighs, pulling her back. I slapped her ass between thrusts, making her yelp. Lexi grabbed her head, tugged Carmen into her, and then cried out to the stars as she froze, her cunt gushing, and Carmen groaned in lust as she lapped her spendings. The taste pulled Carmen over the edge, and her cunt convulsed around my shaft.

I pressed away from her, then twisted around to grip Kelly by the elbows. I spun around, pulling her body through the hot water and bending her over the edge next to Jenn. The jacuzzi water was swirling, waves crashing around us. I fit my tip inside and slid inside her as Lexi leaned over and kissed her old roommate. Kelly’s pussy was molten, soaked, and slick with her arousal. I leaned into her, one leg on the step, the other on the bottom of the tub. I found the right purchase and then fucked her hard, just like she asked.

Kelly yelped as my thrusts pounded her hips against the side of the pool. She raised on her thighs until the apex of her mound was tapping against the cement ridge along the side. I gripped her thighs and thrust my hips, reaching up and pushing her shoulders down, breasts pillowing into the pebbled concrete border. She cried out, encouraging my hard thrusts, as I held her down.

“Oh FUCK,” Kelly cried, a touch too loud, “Fuck me, take me, fuck me hard, Jeremiah… HARD!”

At that point, I didn’t care who heard. I wanted people to see and hear as I took the golden sex angel hard, made her plead, and beg for it. She turned back towards Lexi and kissed her deeply, her moans silenced by the passionate kiss. Alyssa had slipped forward and sat on the edge of the pool beside Kelly, her ankles wrapped around Jenn’s thighs. Jenn was kissing her as her hips ground into Alyssa’s groin. Their mounds pressed tight against each other. Carmen lifted beside me and pulled my chin towards her.

Watching the five of them kissing and writhing as I thrust hard into Kelly, my peak rushed towards me. Carmen kissed me deeply, her hand gripping my ass. I felt one finger press between my ass cheeks, searching. Then she found my tight anus and wormed her fingertip inside. I felt Kelly’s cunt grip my cock as her body trembled, her cry lost inside Lexi’s open mouth. I lost it, my hips hammered forward, and my balls shook. Carmen pressed her finger into my prostate. I exploded and shot rivers of cum deep in Kelly’s womb. I roared as I emptied my balls, grunting like an animal. Then I fell over Kelly’s twitching spine as I wrapped her in my arms.

Carmen pulled her finger out, and I slipped back. I pulled Kelly back into the water with me, and the others slid back into the pool. They surrounded Kelly and me, and we kissed and held each other. I was sated and exhausted. Tiredly, we found our swimsuits, wrapped up in towels, and walked back to the cruiser. Drying off in the main cabin, we dropped our towels and fell into bed. We cuddled briefly, but then all fell into a deep sleep. Our warm bodies curled into and around each other.

PRESENT - ZAC

I don’t know how long I slept after my mother gave me the pendant. I slept a hard, dreamless sleep. When I woke up, my sheets were soaked with sweat. I thought back through the last few days, including how out of control I felt at school this morning.

I’d been obsessed with thoughts of sex ever since Saturday afternoon, or did it start on Friday night? Stacy’s continuous kisses were a bit off-putting but still arousing. Then my father discussed that I might have strange powers to influence people’s actions. It was all a bit confusing and stimulating to think I may have caused Stacy to be obsessed with kissing me. It was nice to hear Nana Betsy tell my family I needed to be given some trust since my family raised me well.

I’d done a cock-up job, pun intended, with that trust. Having sex with Beth felt awesome. It felt like we were alone in a little bubble. I knew I hadn’t used my powers on her as I had accidentally with Stacy. Our first time felt so right and perfect, but my parents didn’t ask why I was gone for so long that afternoon.

I knew telling Beth it was okay to sneak out and stay overnight with me in my room was risky. As it turned out, we’d almost fucked up her relationship with her parents and the roof over her head over that lapse in judgment. After the long discussion with our parents, I renewed my intention to be a good, responsible man.

I thought I’d be better the next day at school. The first period was just strange. Starting with Ms. Little’s flirtatious stares, then Shannon and Brooke teasing me about Beth’s photo of her blue panties. It got even more bizarre in the nurse’s office. The middle-aged nurse looked at me like she wanted to devour me. I was glad my mother responded quickly to my text, and I could ditch school and drive home. Had I stayed, I think the nurse would’ve attacked me.

At home, things went from bad to worse. Maria looked at me hungrily as I walked into the kitchen. Leah’s nipples were on alert, sitting at the counter. Then Carmen… She looked at me with a look that I’d only seen her use with my father.

Carmen told me to go to my room and lock the door. I didn’t argue.

Once in my room, I tried to relax. I had an erection since Ms. Little’s classroom, and it hadn’t waned. I flipped my phone open, clicked on the photo Beth had sent me, and began to masturbate, thinking of her blue panties. Then I imagined Shannon’s pink panties, followed by the shape of Brooke fucking Taylor’s bare pussy lips. The three images consumed my imagination, with Ms. Little smirking from behind her desk. As I fantasized about my classmates’ panties or lack thereof, I kept hearing moans and groans echoing nearby. I thought they were in my head—women moaning, crying out in lust. It was like the background of an orgy scene in a porn movie.

I stroked my cock heated to images in my imagination and the soundtrack of moans, trying to achieve an orgasm and get my dick to deflate. Maybe then I could sleep it off. The sound that finally triggered my orgasm was my mother’s concerned voice through my bedroom door. I groaned out and shot my load into my sock. My erection remained rock hard, so I had to use a pillow to cover myself as I unlocked my door to let my parents inside—I still felt out of control.

The stone pendant my mother pressed into my chest brought clarity. My arousal dissipated rapidly, and I sighed in relief as my dick softened. My mother placed the stone around my neck and told me to sleep. Then she left the room, and I fell asleep—dead asleep.

Now I was awake, and thankfully not aroused. I flipped open my phone and saw three texts from Beth:

Beth: Lunch?




Beth: Z? RU okay?




Beth: Heard you went home from the office. Hope ur ok, txt me l8r.




I shook my head to clear my head and typed back:

Zac: Sorry, went home, and slept. I feel better now.




Beth: glad ur better. :) <3




Then my phone rang. It was Beth FaceTiming me. I tapped on the screen to answer and looked at her smiling face. I smiled back, but then she frowned.

“You look exhausted, babe,” she said.

“I’m better,” I promised. “Where are you?”

“I’m home,” she said. “Doing homework, I wish I could come over to help you.”

“It’s okay, baby,” I said. “My Mom and Dad are home. Everyone is. I’m going to go talk with them.”

“Okay,” she said, looking concerned. “Get well, honey.”

“Sure, sweetheart,” I said and clicked off.

I changed into a pair of gym shorts and a t-shirt and headed toward the kitchen. I saw my mother talking to Lexi at the bar and slid beside her. She smiled at me, then asked Lexi to excuse us. Lexi tousled my hair and headed to her room upstairs.

My mother concentrated for a second, then looked at me.

“Honey, let’s go to your father’s office and talk. He and Alyssa are there. We all need to talk with you.”

“Okay, Mom,” I said, feeling chagrined, but I followed her.

I found a chair, and my mother sat beside me. Alyssa sat on the edge of Dad’s desk, one knee over the other, and my Dad leaned against the desk beside her.

“Zac,” he started. “I guess we have some things to talk about.”

“I didn’t!” I started, and he held up a hand.

“You didn’t do anything wrong, son,” he assured me. “We need to tell you about our family. It’s more than just your mother and me. It includes Alyssa, too. As well as Carmen and Lexi. We are all a family.

“So?” I said. “I know you all sleep together, though you think you’re sneaky. I’m not stupid. I think it’s pretty cool. I don’t know how you keep up with all of them.”

My dad blushed, and I chuckled, then he regained his composure.

“Well, I should’ve known you could add,” he smirked. “Beyond that, though. Your mother, Alyssa, and I have something else in common. We all have special powers. I told you about mine, and I think you understood that you need to use it with caution. Alyssa will help you to experiment carefully.”

“Yeah,” I nodded. “I was going to ask more about that, but this weekend got out of hand.”

“Your mother said she told you she is like a sex angel,” my Dad continued, “Alyssa is a telepath.”

“Yeah,” I said, unsure about how much to say given the subject was sex. The news about Alyssa was just confirmation of our unspoken conversation over the weekend. My dad cleared his throat and pressed forward.

“It’s clear today that you have the same power as your mother. Your powers may even be stronger than hers.” He looked at me with concern, “Given that, we need to be able to talk frankly about sex. Will that be hard for you?”

“A bit,” I answered honestly. “I know about the birds and the bees. You probably guessed Beth, and I had sex when she slept over on Saturday.”

My Dad nodded. I guess he was good at math, as well.

“Yeah, we figured,” he said without anger or judgment. “It’s more than that, though, Zac. Your ability deals with inducing arousal, which sometimes affects more than one person. You project an aura, and anyone within that aura is affected. They get aroused. They start to inhale your pheromones, something that smells quite wonderful.”

“That explains what was happening in school,” Zac nodded.

“Do you want to tell me about that?” he asked.

“Not really,” I said, a bit embarrassed.

“I know it seems embarrassing.” Alyssa spoke for the first time, “You need to understand, though, that this is part of who you are, like the color of your hair or your eyes. You can’t change it, but you can learn to control it. Tell us what happened at school.”

“If you would like,” my father offered, “I can adjust you slightly to make it less of a conflict for you to talk about sex with us.”

I nodded, “What the hell? My life is fucked up enough already. I do trust that you want to help me.”

My father concentrated, and I felt my anxiety over this whole line of communication evaporate. I grinned a silly grin as I felt his power weave inside my mind, then looked at him.

“You did that?”

As his focus changed into a regular expression, my Dad nodded, “Yeah, we need to talk more about that. My power is a bit easier to control. I have to do something purposefully. The power you get from your mother is different. It’s inexorably tied to your arousal. If you get sexually aroused, your aura will grow. You have to learn to control that, son.”

“Okay,” I said, “so that explains things.” I rehashed aloud the events of the morning, “I met Beth before school. We kissed and flirted. She suggested something, and my imagination got carried away. I was late for class, so I had to hurry. I ran to class with a hard-on, and when I entered the class, my teacher looked at me weirdly.”

“An attractive teacher?” Alyssa asked.

“Yeah,” I said. “I’ve had fantasies about her before, even masturbated to the thoughts.”

“Whoa,” I thought. “That was TMI!” My Dad’s adjustment had loosened my tongue.

My mother blushed, and Alyssa shot her a look that made her straighten up.

“Well, that’s normal for a teenage boy,” my mother said. “But you’re not a normal teenage boy.”

I told them about the whole morning. Ms. Little and her flirtatious stares. The discussion of panties and the lack thereof with Shannon and Brooke. How I fought to keep control in class, but just barely. I even described how Ms. Little sniffed me before I left her classroom. I told them everything, even the nurse’s hungry looks.

“Did you know you affected Maria and Leah,” Alyssa asked, “Carmen too?”

“I didn’t connect it until we had this conversation,” I confessed. “Yeah, they acted strange, too. That was my aura?” I asked curiously.

“Yes,” my father replied. “When your mother and I got home, Maria and Leah were making out on the kitchen floor. Carmen left quickly to go back to her room. Carmen’s familiar with what this feels like. It’s part of our … family thing. She couldn’t help herself.”

I blushed a bit, thinking of the maid and nanny making out. With the thought of Carmen masturbating, I stiffened inside my shorts. I felt the stone pulse in my chest and looked down at it.

“If you weren’t wearing that stone,” my mother said, also noticing the stone’s flashing lines. “We’d all be within your aura right now. If my aura is any gauge, the whole block would feel the effects of it.”

“The whole…block?” I asked incredulously.

“Yes, Zac,” she nodded, no longer shy about the topic. “Another aspect is that the more people within your aura, the more power you will have to feed. It can become a pretty overwhelming cycle. Limiting your aura to a small area takes a lot of effort. Would you like to see a demonstration?”

“So long as it’s not sex,” I answered, thinking about it. “Just arousal.”

“Okay,” she answered. “You won’t feel anything, so long as you have the stone on.”

She concentrated on Alyssa, and my mother’s body began to appear brighter, her hair more lustrous. I understood why she called herself a sex angel. She was beautiful, more beautiful than usual. I turned and watched Alyssa. Her eyes had lost focus, and her breath came in short gasps. She unbuttoned the top button of her blouse and looked at my father with a heated expression. I could see her nipples pressing through her bra and thin blouse. She wriggled off the edge of the desk, then looked at me.

She walked toward me and just touched my arm. Then she gripped it, her perfect nails digging into my flesh as she inhaled. Then, with a look of concentration, she let out a long, low breath.

“Okay, Kel,” she said softly. “Turn it down now.”

My mother’s glow softened and then faded away. My father, on the opposite side of Alyssa’s desk, was unaffected, though he certainly enjoyed the short show.

“I barely let it go,” My mother said. “It takes a lot of concentration for me to keep it that small. It’s easier if it fills the room. If I don’t limit it, my aura will encompass our city block.”

“Everyone would respond like Alyssa?” I asked.

“Well, everyone has different ways of expressing arousal, so it’s not universal,” my father said. “But yes, everyone would become increasingly aroused. Their inhibitions decrease as arousal increases. They will seek a sexual outlet, even beyond what their normal sexuality would express.”

“Like Maria and Leah?” I asked for confirmation. “Neither of them strikes me as lesbian or even bisexual.”

“Yes,” Alyssa said. “Additionally, if you project your aura, you will draw people to you. Your presence in an alluring glamor. They might choose to find an outlet with a preferred sexual partner. However, outside of that… You will be the object of desire.”

I bit my bottom lip, trying to imagine, “Kinda hot,” I mumbled.

“It’s very hot, Zac,” my mother said, catching me. “And potentially dangerous, especially in a crowded place like your school. Remember what I said about your aura and feeding off the power? The more people within your aura, the more power you consume from the sexual energy of those under your influence. Feeding from that energy is delicious, and your aura expands due to your rising arousal. It becomes harder to control, and you’ll feel like just giving in to it.”

She became quiet and just looked at me. I thought about it and then started thinking about what had happened at school. If what she said was true, I’d dodged a bullet.

“You showed a lot of control, actually,” My father said as if he could read my thoughts. “Since you made it home before completely giving in to the power shows you have strong willpower. I can help you become stronger, but there is a limit to what I can do. For now, I think the stone will be what you must use in crowded places.”

I nodded.

“Can we make it look less girly?” I asked.

“Sure,” my father said. “I need to go to a jeweler today. Do you want to come with me?”

PAST - JEREMIAH

I woke up on the edge of the bed. Kelly had made a nest in the middle with Lexi and Jenn nearest to her. Carmen wrapped an arm around Alyssa while Alyssa rested on Lexi’s shoulder. I was on my back beside Jenn, and I ached from soreness.

My cock was sore. My balls were sore. My back and thighs were sore. I felt like I’d run a marathon. I groaned as I rolled onto my side and kissed Jenn’s back. My hand drifted over her side and lightly touched Kelly’s abdomen.

Relief flooded through my sensitive nerves, and I understood why everyone was pressed against Kelly. While the stone kept her aura at bay, physical touch transmitted her natural powers, which felt almost like a painkiller. I felt my pains lessen, and the aches went away. I groaned with relief as I let my hand rest against Kelly’s warm flesh. My movement stirred Jenn, who ground her bottom back into my morning erection.

“Good morning,” I said, kissing under her ear. “Keep sleeping. I need to call my uncle. I forgot to call him last night.”

“How can I sleep?” she moaned quietly, still grinding back against my rejuvenated shaft. “With that poking me in the back.”

I pulled my thigh back and slipped off the bed, and she whimpered sexily.

“Maybe later?” she asked sleepily, then nuzzled into Kelly’s bare breast.

One thing about sleeping with a succubus, covers were not required. The rear cabin was toasty warm. I stepped into the chilly main cabin, used the toilet, and then pulled on a fresh pair of shorts and a t-shirt. Slipping into a pair of flip-flops, I stepped out of the RV and into the cool morning air.

I walked across the drive and into the main lodge. I grabbed a cup of coffee and a donut, then headed to the pay-phone banks. I picked up and dialed my uncle’s number by heart, hearing it ring. Then the operator came on, and my uncle accepted the charges.

“Sorry I didn’t call you back yesterday,” I said, “we had some unexpected things happen at the mall. I forgot about calling you.”

“Do I want to know what happened?” Uncle Thomas asked carefully.

“No,” I laughed. “Maybe I’ll tell you the story again, but it’s unimportant. What did you find out about a cabin or a boat?”

“How about both?” he asked, and I could tell he was smiling.

“That’d be awesome,” I said, “when and where.”

“It’s on a bay on Lake Pond-er-ay,” Thomas said. “My client keeps a house and boat there as a timeshare, but no one has reserved it for the next two weeks. It is the same place we stayed with your mother.”

“What’s the deal? How much will it cost me?” I asked.

“Nothing,” Thomas said. “If you’re willing to do some sweat equity and do home and boat maintenance.”

“Really?” I asked. “That sounds perfect. So long as it’s not above our ability.”

“He says it’s just cleaning up things, around the grounds, and doing some house cleaning,” Thomas relayed. “The boat needs to be run, and the tanks cleaned out. It didn’t sound like anything you would have trouble with. He has a sister who lives near an older lady. It’s too much for her to handle. We’d be doing him a favor.”

“Cool,” I said, excited to have something to do besides getting into trouble, “When can we start?”

“You can drive up this morning,” he said. “Call me when you get to Coeur D’Alene, so I can call his sister and have her meet you there.”

“Awesome,” I said. “Anything else?”

“Connie and I will be there this weekend,” he said, “I’ll bring along the papers for Jenn. I look forward to meeting her.”

“That’ll be great,” I said, “do we need to pick you up in Spokane?”

“I’ll rent a car and charge it to your account,” Thomas laughed. “It’ll be easier that way.”

I got a pencil and paper and recorded the directions and address to the place. Pond-er-ay was spelled Pend Orielle, and it was one of the largest lakes in Idaho. The lake was crescent-shaped, with a large landmass to its west. The house we were driving towards was pretty remote in the southern part of the peninsula. Once I returned to the RV, the girls were awake and getting dressed. I got out the map, and Carmen calculated the route.

“Probably about a four-hour drive,” she said, “We’ll need to stop for gas and provisions in Coeur D’Alene, but we should arrive mid-afternoon if we can get out of here without any more orgies.”

She smiled, and I kissed her forehead, “I think we should be safe,” I said, “My cock aches, no touching.”

Alyssa had taken Jenn inside to make some phone calls back to Pullman. When she returned, she reported that the registrar had unenrolled Jenn over the phone without issue because of her hospitalization. Jenn’s landlord was glad to hear from her, and he needed to rent out her place. Jenn would lose her cleaning deposit and have to pay a month or two of back rent if she could be out by the end of the month. Alyssa arranged for the landlord to pack up her belongings and load them onto a truck to take them back to our home. Alyssa also arranged with Uncle Thomas to pay the landlord. Then she called our contractor to pick up the moving truck she had arranged and put the boxes in the same storage as our things.

“It was surprisingly easy to persuade people to do these things,” Aly said with a smirk. “Apparently, telepathy can go through phone lines.”

I looked shocked for a moment, then she laughed.

“I’m kidding. I paid them handsomely. I promise I won’t spend another dime for the next two weeks!”

I shook my head, but was glad she’d handled all the details. I wanted to stay away from Pullman. There was too much evidence that could tie us back. I was curious how far along Jediah was on the road to Pullman. I figured if he made it, the news in Spokane would carry it. I was glad to put the whole town in my rearview.

We took the Interstate up through Idaho, and a little after noon, we were in Coeur D’Alene. Carmen found a large grocery store and parked the RV. She took Jenn and Lexi with her to grab some groceries, and I headed to a payphone to call my Uncle. He answered on the first ring and said that Helen Dupree would meet us at the Marina at three in the afternoon. I checked my watch. That gave us a couple of hours to make an hour drive. I headed back to the RV to relax with Alyssa and Kelly.

I entered the camper and found them sitting on the sofa facing the door. They looked at me when I came in and then parted to make room for me to sit between them. I hooked my arms around their shoulders, and they rested their heads on my chest.

“What are you talking about?” I asked, glad to have a moment alone with them.

“Jenn,” Kelly said. “I’m a bit worried about her, Jeremiah. She doesn’t seem to have an off switch.”

“Oh?” I asked. I had spent the two hours of the drive in the passenger seat talking with Carmen. I didn’t pay much attention to what was happening in the main cabin.

“I thought all of you were napping,” I said. “What happened?”

“Well, after I went to the backroom to rest, Jenn slipped in behind me,” Alyssa said. “I was content to let her rest with me. As I tried to fall asleep, I felt her lift my top and then cup my breasts. She can be gentle and considerate, so I let her fondle me for a bit. Then she tried to get more active, pulling on my nipples. I hushed her and told her my body was still sore from the past few days. She nodded and gave me some space. I closed my eyes and fell asleep.”

“She came back up to the main cabin,” Kelly continued. “Lexi was asleep on the side opposite from me, and Jenn sat beside her. She lifted Lexi’s legs onto her lap and softly massaged her calves. Lexi enjoyed it for a while until Jenn’s hands went up her shorts and started to massage her pussy.”

“What did Lexi do?” I asked, curious.

“Lexi scissored her legs,” Kelly said with a grin. “Then she twisted and, with Jenn’s hands trapped between Lexi’s thighs. There was nowhere to go but onto the floor headfirst.”

“That was the thump?” I asked.

“Yeah,” Kelly said with a chuckle. “Lexi dumped her onto the floor, then twisted around and told her not to fuck with her. She was tired. Then Lexi rolled over to face the wall and fell back asleep.”

“So then she came to you?” I asked, putting together the complaints.

“Yeah,” Kelly said and blushed. “I’m not as sore as you all seem to be, and she is a fun person to play with. So we burnt off some boredom, kissing and heavy petting. Those tattoos, whoa, just a brush, and she’s fired up. I didn’t mind playing with her since I didn’t lose control wearing the stone and got enough rest last night. I did watch her move around, and she still seems like those tats influence her.”

“Do I need to do something?” I asked. “Talk to her, or adjust her? I have her self-control as high as the rest of you.”

“Maybe a smidge,” Alyssa granted. “Jenn’s a fun girl, and I don’t want her to think she can’t have fun with us. I think she just needs to adjust to us more. Get to know our rhythms. We can’t all be aroused all the time.”

“Okay,” I said, then shifted topics. “Good to know. It will be nice to stay in a house for a week, spread out a bit. I think we’ve all gotten a bit of cabin fever, all sleeping in the same bed. I hope we can get some rest and find some normalcy.”

They both nodded as we rested. Before too long, the door opened, and Carmen had three shopping carts full of provisions. We all pitched in to haul the bags into the main cabin. We helped Carmen stow all the food and provisions in different cabinets. I took the wheel for the trip’s next leg, and Alyssa co-piloted. We arrived at the marina with about thirty minutes to spare.

When we parked, Carmen came out of the backroom. Her flesh was glowing, and she smirked with the confident smile that made her so attractive. I saw Jenn lying naked on the back bed through the rearview mirror, catching her breath.

“Finally wore her out?” Alyssa said with a smile.

“Yeah,” Carmen said. “Fuck, that girl likes to mess around—my kind of girl. The strap-on did her in, though. I think she’ll be sated for at least the rest of the day.”

“She should probably put some clothes on,” I said. “I don’t know anything about this lady.. She might want to meet each of us.”

“Okay, Papi,” Carmen said. “I’ll make the slut put on some clothes. Can I make her wear an ass plug too?”

“No,” I said. “Let’s try to keep her less stimulated for the rest of the day.”

“Right!” Carmen said, walking back to the rear cabin and closing the door behind her.

Helen Dupree was an older woman, probably late fifties. She was short and thin with a wiry frame. She smiled at me over a pair of glasses that made her eyes look abnormally large.

“You, Jeremiah?” she asked confidently as I walked towards her from the driver’s side of the RV.

“Yes, ma’am,” I said, and she laughed loudly.

“Boy—don’t call me ma’am,” she said with a smile, “I’m in that truck there,” she continued, pointing at an orange and white Chevy truck with a canopy, “Follow behind me, and I’ll take you to the place. It ain’t but a half a mile. Might take you longer to turn that boat of yours around.”

“Sure thing,” I agreed and slipped back into the coach.

I backed up, swung the RV around the row of houses, and then pointed at her brake lights. She waved her hand, pumped the truck’s brakes, then took off slowly. I followed until her thin hand waved to the right, and I noticed a two-story house with a long drive. I swung the RV out, steered into the driveway, and parked beside the house.

I got back out, and she was right at my door, “That’ll do. Let me show you around.”

“Let me get my friends to come along,” I said, and she waited impatiently until the six of us were in a semicircle around her.

“Whoo boy, you’re not gonna get much sleep, are ya fella?” she winked at me.

She gave us a guided tour of the house. She pointed out several minor house repair and maintenance projects. Then she took us out to the backyard. It had a stone-built BBQ grill at one end of a large wooden deck. She walked out across the yard and opened a shed.

“There’s all the equipment you’ll need,” she said. “The grounds need trimming, and the deck needs a new coat of waterproofing. We get a lot of snow up here in the winter. We have to preserve the wood each summer. You get that done. You can go ahead and have your fun.”

“What about the boat?” I asked, pretty sure we could knock out the chores in a day or two.

“It’s in the marina,” she said. “Come on. It’s not a far walk.”

The area was scattered with a mix of homes and smaller rental cabins. Other trailers and tent sites were scattered around a small RV park between the local houses and the lake’s edge. The marina was protected by a large breakwater made of stacked rocks that stood about six feet above the lake level. The lake was full from the summer thaw, and the gangway was almost level with the main dock. The main wharf floated freely while one end of the gangway was fixed to the shore. If the lake level lowered, the free end of the gangway would roll along the dock.

The marina had all shapes and sizes of boats, but Helen made her way to one parked at the end of the dock. It was a twenty-footer, and the stern had a ring of seats around the back of the boat, and the pilot chair sat under an awning on the starboard side. She boarded the boat and unlocked the door leading to the inside. A ladder led to an open lower cabin high enough to stand up—barely. It had a small galley and a small portable head. It had everything we’d need to spend the night on the water.

“It’ll need a fill-up on diesel at the Marina down the way,” she said, waving off to the East. “After that, she’ll take you anywhere you want to go. The water’s deep if you stay away from the shore. But you gotta get in close to a shoreline if you want to anchor.”

She showed me some of the boat’s systems: bottom-finding sonar, a fish-finding sonar, a new radio, and the anchor windlass. She showed me the basics of starting the engine and then had me cast off.

“Let’s see if you can handle her,” she said, backing down, then swinging the prow around to idle past the breakwater.

Once clear, she hit the throttle, and the bow rose, and we all sat heavily in the seats along the stern. The water flew by, and it wasn’t long before the breakwater was a speck in the distance.

“She has some pop, ain’t she?” Helen cackled, then swung off the pilot’s chair, “Have a seat there, Jeremiah. Let’s see if you can pilot her.”

I sat in the chair and held onto the helm and the throttle. I’d done some boating, and my two years in Navy ROTC included sailboating and simple boat maneuvering. The boat handled like a charm. I pointed the bow towards the breakwater and drove us back home.

Helen was giggling at me.

“Yup, ya have yer sea legs, young buck,” she said, “That’s fo’shore. You’ll have a great time.”

I slowed down and cut the engine, slipping the port side neatly against the dock. Helen leaped out and grabbed a rope. She made us fast to the pier and handed me the key ring she’d been carrying.

“She‘s all yours, Jeremiah,” she said. “You’ve got my number if you’ve got any questions. I’ll get out of yer hair, young buck.”

With that and a whistle, Helen walked ahead of us to her truck and spun gravel to head back to wherever she came from.

The six of us returned to the RV and unloaded things into the house. The girls made good use of themselves, pulling off dust covers. Carmen started the kitchen going and was soon cooking dinner. I helped out where I was needed, then helped to set the table. It sure felt good to sit around a regular table and eat as a family.

After dinner, we toured the house again. It was four bedrooms. The largest bedroom had a queen-sized bed. The next largest had a double bed, and the remaining two had small bunk beds. The main living area was near the front door, with two large sofas and a coffee table. A small TV sat on one end of a large fireplace. The fireplace had a stack of wood on one end, and Carmen settled down to make a fire.

I reclined on the sofa with my arm around Kelly and Alyssa’s heads on my lap. Jenn squirmed quietly next to Lexi, not able to keep still. I took a deep breath and focused on her curve. Her curve wasn’t as bad as when we’d found her, but it had regressed from the last fix I’d made. She might require a few adjustments as she re-acclimates to everyday life. I adjusted her curve and elevated her self-control, and she settled down.

Lexi stood up and looked around, then asked, “Who wants to play a game?”

We all raised our hands, and Lexi smiled.

“Okay, Jeremiah, you’re ‘It’. The rest of us will hide, and you gotta find us.”

“Okay.” I smiled. “That sounds fun.” Then I closed my eyes and started counting.

“No, wait,” she said. “More rules! Do you have a timer?”

I tapped my watch, “Yep, I can set it to go off at regular intervals.”

“Okay,” she said and thought a moment.

“Start the timer when you finish counting to 100. Set it to two minutes.” Lexi looked at the others, “Every two minutes, when you hear the alarm, if you haven’t been caught, you have to take off an article of clothing and toss it into the center of the room you are in. Jeremiah also has to take off an article of clothing.”

“Once you’re caught,” she continued, ”you can’t remove any more clothes until the end of the game. When you’re caught, you have to sit on the floor here. This is the jail. You can touch anyone else in jail, but you can’t remove any of their clothes, and you can’t touch the skin under any clothing they still have on.”

“The winner,” she finished, “is the last person found. Whoever that is will decide who sleeps with whom and where.”

Kelly smiled, “That sounds fun!!”

“Wait,” Lexi said. “One more thing. Jeremiah wins if he finds all of us before everyone is naked and the last alarm goes off. Each person must wear four clothing items—socks count as one item.”

“You’ve got eight minutes to find us, or you lose,” Alyssa grinned. “That top bunk in the small room has your name written all over it.”

“Okay,” I said, “I’m counting. When I say ollie-ollie-oxen-free, we all have to come back here.”

“100, 99,” I chanted slowly.

I heard their feet pound on the wooden floor; some climbed the stairs, and others echoed down the hall. I tried to keep track of at least one set of footsteps, but they were all quiet by the time I reached 25. I sped up the final count and uncovered my eyes. I set the timer, put it on the coffee table, and then decided to go upstairs.

I figured I’d have more fun trying to find them in the dark. So I turned off all the lights. The moon was full, and the windows didn’t have any curtains, so I had enough ambient light to move around without injuring myself. I kicked off my shoes and counted my clothes: 1 - shirt, 2 - pants, 3 - underwear, and 4 - socks. Then started to climb the stairs quietly. I relied more on my ears than my eyes, listening for breathing or giggles. Looking into each room, I didn’t see any good places to hide. I looked under one bed, and that was when the timer first went off.

I saw a shape and felt a tank top pressed into my face. I reached out, grabbed Kelly, and pulled her from under the bed.

“No fair,” she pouted, “I am mostly clothed!!”

I kissed her and gripped her bra to squeeze her breasts. “Still plenty of fun. Go to jail.”

She kissed me back and danced down the stairs. I thought I counted two sets of feet going up the stairs, so I searched the other room and didn’t find any tossed clothing. The bathroom, though, had a pair of socks on the floor. I pulled open the shower curtain and found Alyssa—frowning.

“I should have taken off my shorts,” she said, then rubbed me. “Hey, you didn’t take off an article of clothing!”

“You get to pick then,” I said. She smirked and yanked my shorts off, leaving me with a semi-hard erection tenting my boxers.

“Mmm… I will be thinking of that while Kelly kisses my toes,” she said, and headed off to jail.

The timer went off a second time, and I’d exhausted all the rooms on the top floor. I slipped off my shirt and raced downstairs in boxers and socks. Kelly was kneeling on the floor in front of Alyssa. She lifted Aly’s foot to her mouth, sucking her toes seductively, one at a time. Obedient to the rules, Alyssa ran her fingers over Kelly’s bare shoulder and chest, but kept out of Kelly’s full bra. I headed to the kitchen.

Carmen’s white t-shirt and black shorts were piled in the center of the room. I figured she’d know a good place to hide in the kitchen. I remembered putting away food in the large walk-in pantry. I opened the door, and it was pitch black inside. I reached in, and she giggled, giving herself away. I moved towards her laugh until my fingers touched her warm flesh, then felt my way to her ass and gripped it, pulling her mostly nude body to mine.

“So, Papi,” she cooed as she felt my cock pressing firmly against her thigh, “If your cock slips through your hole in your shorts, does that make it fair game?”

She held onto me, grinding her body, trying to get my shorts to slip to the side. I laughed and swatted her ass.

“To jail with you,” I said, and I saw her pout in the dim light of the kitchen.

I had less than three minutes remaining, and I still needed to find Lexi and Jenn. I headed down the hallway and looked into the first room. The room was darker, with only a tiny window, but I saw Jenn’s green t-shirt in the middle of the bed, along with her black bra. I crept inside and threw open the closet door. She screamed, then laughed and pressed her bare chest against mine. She must have been touching her tats because her nipples were rock hard. I took a moment to squeeze them, eliciting a moan.

“To jail with you,” I said. “Carmen can nibble on your nipples.”

“Deal!” she said, hurrying out the door.

The last beeper went off, signaling two minutes left in the game. I pushed down my shorts and released my cock, standing in just my pair of socks. I stroked it and enjoyed the quick rub. My mind filled with images of Lexi kneeling, sucking my cock, as I resumed my quest to find the last stripping hider.

Two rooms remained, a bedroom with a bunk bed and a small storage closet. I picked the storage closet first since it was smaller, and I could at least search it with my hand if it were dark. I pulled open the door and reached in—nothing. Then I lowered my hand down and felt Lexi’s lush red hair. I gripped a handful and tugged. She purred as she fell out of the closet and onto her knees. She was topless, wearing only socks, like me. I knew she was wearing a bra earlier, so she must have gone commando.

With her hair fouled in my fist, she pressed forward until her cheek pressed against my thick shaft. She moaned and turned, then her molten mouth covered my head and pushed her mouth down my shaft until it hit the back of her throat.

The sweetest victory is a slut’s mouth sealed at the root of your cock. Her fingers played with my balls while I shifted my hips back. I held her head and counted ten quick strokes of mouth fucking. I had to get her back to jail to claim my victory.

I pulled her back, not distracted by her expert-level cock swallowing, then lifted her and rushed back down the hall to the living room. As the beeper went off, I plopped her naked body on the sofa next to Alyssa. There was no arguing about who won, but there was a lot of stripping as the losers got rid of the rest of their clothes.

Lexi had a head start, so she turned, grabbed my hips, and dropped her mouth back to my cock. Her mouth filled with her saliva as she repeatedly deep-throated my tumescent shaft.

Alyssa tossed off her top and pulled Kelly to her to help push off her shorts. Kelly had unsnapped her bra strap and pulled the lacy garment free before leaning in and kissing Alyssa, warm breasts mashed together. Jenn was on her knees behind Lexi, bending forward to grab her ass as Lexi leaned over the end of the sofa, sucking my cock. Lexi groaned as Jenn’s lips and tongue dove into her well-lubricated cunt.

I looked around for Carmen and saw her torso and feet stretching under Jenn’s hips. Jenn backed away from Lexi’s luscious cunt to moan as Carmen swirled her tongue over her tight ass hole.

“I should have plugged that hole,” Carmen swore, then lapped at Jenn’s flowing cunt.

From there, we had another round of fun, without worrying about Kelly’s aura. With just us, she maintained control, and in the golden warmth of her aura, we played well into the night. With us all in a pile of warm bodies and sated libido, it was time for bed. I grinned at Alyssa and held out my hand. She took it, and the rest teasingly pouted as I stood and pulled her to her feet.

I left it to the four of them to arrange who slept in which bunks, alone or paired up. I held Alyssa’s hand and escorted her to the main bedroom with its king-sized bed. I looked out the door and smiled at the rest of my harem, who smiled back and waved. Then Alyssa and I slipped under the covers and cuddled together. She laid on her back, and I rested my head on her warm breast. Her fingers combing through my hair was soothing, and soon my breath slowed as I listened to the beat of her heart, then we slept.


CHAPTER 9
RIPPLED FRACTURES


PRESENT - ZAC

It was probably a mistake to give me the stone pendant.

Well, first, it wasn’t a pendant anymore. When Dad and I went to the jewelers, we had it set into a ring, and I wore it on my right ring finger. I had never worn jewelry, chains, bracelets, or rings. So I was aware of it every moment it was on. Throughout the next school day, it tickled the adjoining fingers singing, “la-la-la, I’m a sex demon.”

Okay, it didn’t sing, but you get my point. I suddenly had something tangible on my person that constantly reminded me. I could be an object of desire.

It didn’t take me long to test the ring’s effectiveness during the first period in Ms. Little’s classroom. I pulled the ring off my finger and placed it in my front pocket. I didn’t know exactly what I was doing, but my mother said she’d pushed her aura. So I imagined myself pushing, lightly, out from my core. I felt it—my gut tightened with flutters of arousal. I tried to keep it small, my eyes squinting from the effort. I held it as tight as possible to observe how big my bubble of arousal was.

Two rows—all around me.

I hadn’t even done more than puff into my bubble, and Shannon behind me let out a moan. Brooke, to my side, lowered her hand between her thighs and squeezed them together, her eyes closing as she was overcome. The bookish blonde girl in front of Brooke slowly tossed her head back and slumped in her seat. I felt my cock engorge, sending another wave of lust through my tiny bubble, expanding. The bookish blonde trembled, her bottom shifting in her seat. Brooke looked over at me and bit her lip, seeing my bulge. Shannon leaned forward and inhaled deeply through her nose.

That was enough. I pushed my hand back into my pocket and grabbed hold of the ring. The bubble popped, and six girls groaned simultaneously at the sudden evaporation of heady arousal. Ms. Little lifted her head from her desk—we were supposed to read quietly. Ms. Little studied me impassively for a moment. She didn’t seem to be affected, just annoyed at the interruption. I counted three rows past the area of effect to the front of the classroom. Eventually, Ms. Little shrugged and went back to her work.

Shannon raised her hand. “Ms. Little, I need a pass!”

Shannon made a show of doubling over and groaning. The universal sign for that particular month was teachers handing out hall passes like candy. Brooke raised her hand as well, and they both got up on wobbly legs, grabbed their passes to the nurse’s office, and headed back towards me to get their books. The crotch of Brooke’s jeans was darker, and I averted my eyes.

“Meet me in the washroom?” Shannon asked huskily as they walked past me out the back exit to the classroom.

“Right,” Brooke said and smirked at me.

“He smells so damn good,” Shannon said as they walked out together.

I shouldn’t have pressed my luck after that. I now had ample proof of my aura and a better understanding of how to control it. I waited until after the bell rang and the class emptied before slipping off the ring. Ms. Little looked curiously at me and opened her mouth to ask me a question when I pushed twice as hard.

It was like a wave hit her. She started to speak. Her mouth opened, but she only moaned as my power pulsed through the room. She arched back in her seat, her nipples hardening into points. She took a huge breath, then moaned again as her hands fell into her lap. I could see her reaching under her skirt. I grabbed my books and walked to the front of the room. She was barely conscious of my movements until I was close, then her eyes flashed open and locked on mine.

Her skirt was lifted over her hips, her bare bottom on the seat, with her thighs spread wide. She was going commando under the tight, form-fitting dress, which explained the lack of panty lines. Her fingers flexed over the top of her light brown landing strip. She wore thigh-high silk stockings, making her bare thighs look enticing. She closed her eyes and moaned, then flicked her eyes open to look up at me again. Then her eyes drifted down my body to the bulge in my pants. She licked her lips hungrily.

I plunged my hand into my pocket and made contact with the ring. She slumped forward, breathing raggedly. A moan of frustration at the sudden absence of my aura escaped her lips. Her arousal was still palpable, and I inhaled, feeding on it. I felt my body tremble in response.

“Uh, Ummm… See you tomorrow, Ms. Little,” I stammered, then exited the room.

I looked back through the window, and she watched me leave. She thought she was alone, but I watched her through the narrow window in the door. She arched back into her chair, her head falling backward. Her hand moved frantically under her dress. I understood that latent arousal from the effect of my aura wasn’t sucked back into the ring. Anyone influenced would still be hyper-aroused.

I walked past the nurse’s station and saw Shannon and Brooke leave hand in hand. They looked at each other, then squeezed their hands before parting in opposite directions.

“That’s kinda hot,” I thought, not expecting them to be bisexual, their adventures with boys being the talk of the locker room.

I spied Beth, and she saw me and made a beeline for me. I hugged her tightly, forgetting that I had left my ring in my pocket, not on my finger. The latent arousal from my experiment with Ms. Little and the thoughts of Brooke and Shannon lingered, and my power pulsed. Beth gripped me and inhaled. She looked at me as I tried to move my hand back to my pocket, her eyes filling with lust. She pressed into me and kissed me, making it harder to tamp my power down.

I kissed her back, caught up in the moment. I felt her arms around me, her hips pressing into mine. She was panting, hungry. Her hand started to worm between our clenched bodies in the direction of my crotch. Somehow, I mustered the self-control to reach into my pocket and grip the ring in my hand.

She relaxed, panting as she parted the kiss. She looked up at me, her eyes lidded with arousal.

“You drive me crazy, Zac,” she said. “You smell so good. I wish we could go somewhere right now.”

The hall was filled with people, and everyone had slumped against the walls or their neighbor for the first thirty feet near us. Some couples were kissing, not frantically, just burning off the latent sexual energy. I inhaled, feeding off of it, and it tasted like ambrosia. Impulsively, I grabbed Beth’s hand and headed to the parking lot.

“Are we ditching?” she asked, her brain trying to put together her thoughts.

“Wait, Zac,” she said, putting on the brakes. “We can’t ditch. I have a test third period. We can go at lunch.”

I looked at her hungrily but nodded. I slipped the ring back onto my finger and wondered how I’d make it until lunch. I gripped her hand and walked her to class, then went to mine two classrooms down.

“This is going to be a long day,” I said, scratching at the edge of the new ring.

PAST - ALYSSA

I woke up and lightly touched Jeremiah’s rising and falling chest. In the past five days, we’d established a pattern. We did chores during the day: Carmen and Lexi deep-cleaned the kitchen; Jenn and Kelly cleaned the guest rooms and did laundry; and Jeremiah and I spent five days waterproofing the deck.

Our work wasn’t hard, just time-consuming. The deck needed last year’s coat of weatherproofing scrubbed off, along with any mold or rot. Sometimes, we had to pause to replace a board or make a minor repair. I didn’t know snow could be so destructive. It never snowed that much in the valley. Here, it seemed it snowed saltwater because anything metal also had a layer of rust.

Once a deck section was cleaned and ready, we’d pour the weatherproofing goo into a pan. First, we’d paint the joints, then the underside of the deck, and finally, roll out the top of the deck. On the first day, we had reversed that and were covered in waterproofing drops from head to toe. It ruined our clothes and required any exposed skin to be cleaned with turpentine. I smelled like I was combustible all night long.

After daily chores and a delicious dinner by Carmen, we’d relax. We played cards and other board games stored in a closet in our guest house. Lexi had found a spare folding table and set out a jigsaw puzzle. We all spent a few minutes here and there through the days piecing together the edges, then working on the middle. It was about 80% done. It should be done by the end of the weekend.

Then someone would get amorous—Jenn usually initiated. One stray brush across her chest, and she was aroused. Soon, clothes would start coming off. Kelly would finally take off her necklace and carefully tune her aura to enclose our writhing bodies. She learned how much energy we put out, and if that energy rose too quickly, she sucked in her aura until it felt right. I was proud that she had figured out how to control herself more and more each day. We’d fuck until we were exhausted, a surprisingly long time given succubus-fueled orgies.

Then we’d go to bed, Jeremiah rotated through who was sleeping with him, and last night was my second turn. I enjoyed having him to myself, and last night after the nightly orgy, we made long, slow love until we trembled, then I fell asleep on top of him with him still in me. It was so wonderfully indulgent—I loved it. Sometime during the night, I slipped off to pee and then returned to curl into his side.

That was where I was now, playing with Jeremiah’s chest hair. I looked up, and he looked down with a smile and then combed the hair from my eyes so he could stare into my eyes. Could my heart be more full of love for this man? I didn’t mind sharing him much, so long as I got my turn. That was my public story. But privately, in thoughts I sequestered in my head, I selfishly wanted him to myself.

I leaned and kissed him gently, “Do we have to get up?” I asked quietly.

“Yes!” Jenn laughed and flopped down on the other side of Jeremiah.

I groaned inwardly, wanting to lash out, “No! He’s mine! Don’t touch!!”

Instead, I plastered a smile on my face and leaned over and kissed Jenn good morning.

“We do,” Jeremiah said. “Uncle Thomas’ flight should be landing in Spokane about now, which means he’ll be here in an hour. I wanted to take him and Connie out on the lake and give the boat a spin.”

“Oh, that sounds fun,” I said and smiled while thinking, “Great! More people to interfere with my Jeremiah time.”

I shooed Jenn to get dressed and started looking for a clean set of clothes for today.

I was glad I figured out how to guard my thoughts. My selfishness would not win me Miss Congeniality points with my sisters. I comforted myself with the knowledge that all their minds sounded like mine—a bit selfish. When it came to our Jeremiah time, we were all selfish bitches.

I begrudgingly got dressed, “I’m glad that deck is finally finished,” I said, pulling on a sneaker. “Next week, we can play all week, right?” I asked hopefully.

I was counting the days. My next day would be Thursday night. Maybe I could get the rest of them drunk, and they would pass out on the aft deck of the boat, and Jeremiah and I could make love on the bow under the stars. Sometimes I thought like a vindictive sorority girl when it came to Jeremiah.

“We should be able to,” Jeremiah said, after pausing to think. “We probably have to leave town on Friday morning… Maybe Saturday if we drive straight through.”

“We should definitely drive straight through,” I lobbied, then thought to myself. “Let Carmen have Jeremiah on a travel day,” doing the appointment math in my head.

Jeremiah shrugged. “Okay, sounds good.” Decision made.

Sometimes it was easy to get my way. Other times, I had to work at it. I sighed and counseled myself to be more equitable. If I always got my way, the sisters would soon grow resentful. I needed to learn a little patience. I finished tying my shoes, then turned and grabbed Jeremiah. He turned towards me as I leaned into him, pressing my body between his arms. I hung on to him as he hugged me, loving the feel of his heartbeat against my chest. Reluctantly, we parted, and I kissed him again.

“Thank you for last night, lover,” I said.

“I love being with you, Aly,” Jeremiah smiled and took my hand, escorting me to the breakfast table.

By the time we’d finished eating, Uncle Tommy’s car was honking in the driveway, and we gathered on the porch to welcome him and meet his lovely wife. Connie was one-hundred percent, class. Her coppery blonde hair was cut short in a pixie bob. Stylish, understated earrings in her ear, with just the right touch of other accessories. Her white cotton top was the perfect relaxed outfit for a day at the lake.

She looked at me with her blue eyes and smiled. “You must be Alyssa,” she said, “I remember you from a thing Jeremiah had a few years back. Your eyes are beautiful, and look at the rest of you!”

She leaned back and admired my supernaturally enhanced body. What she didn’t know won’t hurt her. Her smile was celebratory without envy. She was happy for Jeremiah, all his lovely ladies, and me. I wanted to be her when I was older. She would be a good role model for me. She wasn’t as selfish as I was.

She smiled as she was introduced to all the girls, then hugged Jeremiah tight. She whispered something into his ear, and he blushed red. Then she leaned back and looked in his eyes, her smile betraying a hint of concern. He nodded, then bent to whisper back. She nodded as she listened, then pecked him on the cheek.

“I trust you, Jeremiah,” she said. “I worry about you, too, you know. Your mother was an exceptional lady. I see so much of her in you.”

I felt a pang of regret, never having known Jeremiah’s mother. Everyone who knew her seemed to mention how special she was. She had to be—her son was incredible. It wasn’t his powers that made him unique. In lesser hands, like Jediah, the corruption that could be wrought was uncomfortable to imagine. Jeremiah was always so cautious and caring in how he used his powers. That had to have been the influence of his mother.

I let my thoughts wander as Uncle Thomas escorted Jenn and Jeremiah to the kitchen table, where a folder thick with papers sat. Of course, Jeremiah would be as generous with Jenn as he had been with us. That was also something that made him unique. He would have the proper protections; of course, he wasn’t a fool. He only wanted to ensure we were protected if something happened to him.

I shivered as I remembered our encounter at the compound. That day could have gone so very differently. We had defeated the United Priesthood with surprise and a slapped-together plan. I hadn’t imagined how powerful Kelly was or how dangerously out of control she could become. Lexi had told me how frightened she was by Kelly’s morphed appearance, not just fangs and claws, but powerful, bulging muscles that rendered flesh from bone. Even wings and a tail, that sounded like a sphinx from a mythology textbook. That only one person was killed was fortunate. If Lexi hadn’t thought to use the pendant… I shivered at the thought.

Thinking of the compound—it was only a week ago—I flipped on the television while we waited for Jenn to sign all of her papers. I turned to the local Spokane channel, and they were in the middle of their half-hour Saturday morning news show that fit between children’s cartoons and afternoon golf. The headline read, “Rapist turns himself in - Pullman,” so I turned up the volume.

I had to tell Lexi and Carmen to hush as they entertained Connie with a story. They looked at me and saw my focus on the TV.

“Oh wow,” Lexi said. “That’s the guy from the compound.”

“Who?” said Kelly, looking up from her book. “Oh my stars, is that the short guy?”

“What are you talking about?” Connie asked, and Carmen told her about our adventure at the compound in Montana.

“Jeremiah!?” I called out. “You’ll want to see this!”

Jeremiah, Jenn, and Tommy lifted their heads, and Jeremiah got up and sat next to me, holding my hand.

“The confessed rapist,” the mousy blonde anchor continued, “apparently had walked from a small town in Montana through the Bitterroot Mountains to come back to Pullman because he wanted to confess to his crimes.”

The anchor was trying too hard, her makeup was too bright, her outfit too garish, and her reporting too breathless. I watched scenes playing on the green screen behind her drama. Jediah had a week’s worth of beard, and his hair looked unkempt. His suit jacket was torn in places, and the knees of his slacks were ripped. The camera panned down to his shoes, which were a mess. Muddy, torn, one heel had fallen off. One shoe had lost its laces, and Jediah had wrapped what was left of his tie around the center of the shoe to keep it on his foot.

“According to the confessed rapist,” the anchor said breathlessly, “He was chased by a bear and a mountain lion and only escaped by diving 50 feet into the river.”

I shook my head, and a smile crossed my face. Jeremiah gripped my hand, pushing a thought, and I nodded and painted a concerned look across my forehead. I shouldn’t appear too happy about Jediah getting his comeuppance. The story was a dramatic tragedy.

“The police are looking into his claims,” the anchor said, back to a typical reporter’s voice, “An unnamed source for the city said his story matched a reported sexual violence case at a hotel just last week. The police continue cooperating with surrounding towns to corroborate the confessed rapist’s stories with other reported cases across the Tri-State area.”

“Fucker, got better than he deserved,” spat Carmen as the news moved to the next story.

Jenn went back with Tommy to sign some more papers, and Jeremiah looked at me, his face finally breaking into a grin.

“Looks like your suggestions worked on him,” he said quietly.

“Well, my suggestions and your fixing his moral curve and his self-control,” I added, “I think any other person would have succumbed to mother nature. He just kept walking. I didn’t think he’d arrive in town until Tuesday.”

Jeremiah nodded and then frowned a bit, and I hugged him, feeling his concerns.

“Jeremiah,” I said, looking into his eyes. “I know you are troubled by the potential for harm from your powers. That’s what makes you so special. You are careful and do only what’s necessary. That man deserved what he got, and that was a mercy.”

He grinned sideways, then nodded, “I guess you’re right, Aly. I just worry too much sometimes.”

He got up and went back to the table with Tommy and Jenn. She was smiling a shocked smile as she signed page after page. I smiled in contentment, though I still had an irritating itch in my mind regarding Jenn. She grew up as an orphan, like Lexi, Carmen, and me. She was suddenly set for life. Well, if we didn’t fuck things up.

I sighed, repeating my mantra, “We’ll figure it out.”

PRESENT - LEXI

Yesterday was weird, tres weird.

I was glad today was a track day—I needed the speed work. I could run at a certain pace for hours, but I wanted to pick up my average speed a bit, especially after swimming and biking. Triathlons were a different kind of puzzle from marathons. Endurance racing was about training and discipline. I had to put in the hours of training to get into my rhythm.

I started this morning when the sun rose, and I dived into our pool. Not the best place to train, but I did a lot of good yards yesterday at the lap pool. My muscles were still tired. I could feel the strain. I just wanted to warm up and didn’t push on my swimming. Our swimming pool was long and deep enough for me to do a few laps, and the morning would be bright enough to bike safely.

As I swam, I thought of yesterday’s training. I felt really good about the swim times. My splits were getting better, and when I got out of the pool, I felt energized. Then the day just went crazy. I’d arrived at the office just in time to be pulled upstairs to handle the crisis with Jodi.

Jodi was pretty hot, but too tall for me. I grinned at myself. After 18 years with Jeremiah and our family, I was still checking out other people. I was just window shopping, though. I had never strayed outside of our circle. It wouldn’t feel right.

Then Alyssa took me to Jodi and James’ house, and we found those weird books. Just carrying them in my lap made me feel off. Why would anyone want to buy such a thing? They were bound in dark, stained leather, in horrible condition. Everything about them said, “Please deposit in the nearest dumpster.” However, we’d found stranger shit in taking care of our clients. That was weird, too, for all the help that Jeremiah and Alyssa’s practice did with couples. Many of their root problems stemmed from weird shit in their lives.

I was drying off when I recalled what happened when we got back to our mansion. I heard most of it from Carmen. She was a mess and wanted to talk about what had happened. Zac had gone into full incubus mode, driving Maria and Leah crazy with lust, and put Carmen on edge. She was always able to make a weird situation a bit lighter, though.

“It reminded me of babysitting your ass,” she laughed. “God, you and Kelly couldn’t keep your hands out of each other’s quims for a week! How did I ever survive?”

I smiled at her, “By succumbing to our evil ways,” I laughed and leaned to kiss her, remembering how we had become part of our crazy circle family.

I let my thoughts wander as I jumped on my training bike in our gym, zoning out as I put in the miles I needed. I changed my mind and didn’t want to ride on the roads—I’d just put my miles in looking out the window across our wooded property. I needed twenty-five miles today, which was pretty light after the fifty miles I put in yesterday, circling the city limits twice.

I recalled yesterday afternoon when Kelly took Zac to Jeremiah’s office. Carmen took me down to the dungeon. She was still a bit on edge, and I was tired from my training day. She warmed me up on the spanking bench with a heavy flogger, which helped release some tightness in my thighs. We weren’t much into playing D/s games, so we just gave up on the hard stuff and enjoyed each other’s bodies. She told me about how sexy Leah was and how hard Jeremiah had fucked her.

Yeah, well, yesterday was weird.

By the end of the day, though, things had stabilized. Jeremiah passed out stone pendants, saying, “Just in case,” handing me a pretty green stone that pulsed in a red web as I walked past Zac’s room on the way upstairs.

“Probably texting Beth,” I thought, glad to be holding the stone because I didn’t want to have sexual thoughts about him. Zac was as close to my child as anyone. Well, except for Naomi.

Okay, that was weird too!

Alyssa had said Naomi was already showing signs of telepathy. That brown-haired bundle of joy was too much, always smiling and laughing. This coming weekend was my time to be with her and Alyssa, and I looked forward to it.

This brings me to my track work. Jog 300 meters, then sprint 100 meters at the high school track. They opened the track to the public during school hours on the far side of the student parking lot. The track team took it over after school, so I planned my training during the first part of the day. I’d be done working out and be cooling down when the lunch bell rang.

I flipped through the training programs on my watch as I jogged an easy warm-up lap. Noticing the time was near the end of the third period, I’d have about an hour before the fourth period ended and lunch began. More than enough time to get through my sprints, cool down, stretch, and get to my car before the roads filled with teenage drivers.

I selected the sprint-training program I’d developed on my computer last night. I uploaded it to my watch via Bluetooth while it was charging in its base. I would finish this lap, then start the timer. Then I’d be a slave to the beeper, slowing down and speeding at its command. I smiled at the thought of being a slave to an electronic device. That pretty much described my nature. Being a slave to someone was just what I did.

The track was laid out, so I’d be looking towards the student parking lot on one turn. A straightaway pointed towards the faculty parking area, then the track would curve, and I’d be looking towards the neighborhood across from the school; then, on the last straight leg, I’d have a nice view of the empty tennis courts.

Track work was tedious, but I would be pressing on the speed leg along the back stretch so that the dull tennis courts wouldn’t be my view for long. I hit the button at the end of the stretch and sped up to a faster pace, not a sprint; still too early for that. I raced to the beginning of the curve, right when the beeper went off.

“Good, right at my expected pace,” I thought.

I slowed to cruising speed and looked through the cars in the student lot. There was Isaac’s car, parked along the edge of the track. He had run late again, probably, parking the furthest away from where he needed to be. He thrived on the feeling of getting there just in time, I figured.

I eased my pace as I hit the long straightaway. I felt like I had taken that turn a bit too fast. As I coasted, I saw a blonde teacher leave the building and walk through the side of the faculty lot. It wasn’t a shock; teachers’ schedules were slightly different than students’. What struck me was that I hadn’t seen her before. I was a habitual creature, and my track days usually fell on Tuesdays.

She was pretty, and I enjoyed watching her as I cruised. She wore a white blouse that was untucked at the back. Her form-fitting skirt was askew at the waist. But beyond that, she was well put together. Her posture and pace showed a certain grace and confidence. She looked distracted as she stopped between two cars, looking around as if she had forgotten which was hers.

I turned the corner and focused on the starting line of the backstretch, pushing the thoughts of the pretty blonde teacher from my mind. I hit the mark right when the beeper blared and accelerated onto the straightaway. I grinned, knowing that I was hitting my time right as planned, and pressed harder until I felt the burn in my hamstrings. The beeper blared again as I hit the end line and started coasting.

Only ten more, I thought to myself, swinging along the curve and again spotting Zac’s Honda. I wondered if he’d want to go somewhere for lunch. My morning always seemed to evaporate in the late part of my training schedule. I had two weeks until I’d taper, then two weeks until the race. My workday was light. I had a couple of massage appointments after lunch, but the first wasn’t until one-thirty. I could treat Zac to a nice meal. He was so stressed yesterday afternoon.

I took the corner and coasted into the long straightaway. Weird, the blonde was still standing in the same place where she had paused when I started my last lap. She wasn’t looking at the cars. She appeared just dazed, it seemed. Wait, what is she doing?

She had stopped between two cars and put her bag down. The small space she had fit between was right down my sightline, running the track. As I got closer, it was apparent that she was leaning her back against one car, with one hand cupping her breast. Her mouth was open, and her other hand was slid under her waistband.

Was she fucking masturbating in the teacher’s parking lot?

I ran into the turn, my head twisting to ensure I was seeing correctly. The beeper blared.

“Fuck,” I thought. “I’m behind,”

I sprinted to the start line and continued down the first hundred meters. I was only a few feet behind when the beeper blared, ending my sprint. I coasted and tried to keep a quicker pace through the turn to make up time. My thoughts returned to the teacher, and my head craned past the student parking lot to fix on her.

“Fuck,” I thought. “She IS masturbating!”

Her head was now resting on the car behind her. Her hand wasn’t just cupping; it was now gripping her firm breast through her shirt. She had hitched her skirt up, her hand working between her legs. The black band of her thigh-high stockings a stark line against her firm thigh. She wasn’t aware of anyone around her, caught up in whatever fantasy was running through her head. I watched, captivated.

*beep, beep, beep*

“Fuck!”

I was barely at the beginning of the turn. I cursed under my breath and sprinted 200 meters, the beeper blaring my failure ten meters before the start of the tennis court turn. I ran through the backstretch and a bit down straight away. Now my breathing was shit, thanks to the faster pace I’d just run. I’d have to be very careful to get back on track. I focused on Zac’s car until I was past it, then swung my head past the blonde teacher fucking herself and concentrating on the vehicle at the end of the row.

I couldn’t see her, and my long sprint had my breath echoing in my ears.

“Breathing too hard,” I thought, I shouldn’t be like this with eight reps left.

I heard her—moaning, pleading.“Fuck, so close, godineedtocum.”

I shook my head—no time for distractions. I turned past her; my faster pace was harder to hold, but I hit the line back on time and kicked up to my sprint pace. I checked my watch halfway down the stretch and then pushed hard to hit the line on time.

I continued that strategy for the next few repetitions, and gradually my breathing returned to normal as I relaxed into my workout. The sprints were hard, more challenging than expected, but I felt my body respond. I recovered nicely during my jogging stretches. With two laps remaining, I cruised into the stretch along the student parking.

The teacher straightened her clothes and opened the back door of her car to toss her bag in. I hope she had a nice little orgasm—I smiled at the thought. I wasn’t angry or worried. She was well hidden, except for me, and who didn’t need to rub one out every once in a while? She opened the driver’s door, then turned to slide in. She saw me, paused, and stood back up.

“What the hell is she looking at?” I wondered.

I focused my gaze back on the corner and hit the accelerator. I’d slowed down again, playing tourist. The alarm in the middle of the curve scolded me for my distraction, but I sprinted and kicked that rep’s ass, hitting the finish line two paces before the alarm went off again.

I smirked to myself and cruised to a brisk jog as I turned for my last resting spot straight away. Then I saw her standing on the edge of the track—watching me.

The fuck! Why?

I focused on the track a few feet ahead of the start of the turn, concentrating on the end of my training run. I ignored her as I swept past the inner lane and started to speed up. This last pace was crazy fast. I’d need to hit the line perfectly to have a chance. I timed it right and was at my kick speed when the bell went off at the line. I pressed hard, my arms leading my legs as I raced hard to the finish, and threw my arms up at the end of the line, a heartbeat before the buzzer went off.

“Yes!” I celebrated. “Killed it. I was going to make a PR in my next race, maybe even get on the platform for my age division.”

Then, as I coasted to a brisk walk, I saw the teacher in that pencil skirt walking down the track towards me. What did she want with me? Why would she want to walk in those heels on this dusty track?

I slowed down to my cool-down walking pace and smiled at her.

“It’s probably nothing,” I thought.

“Hello,” she said, blushing. “I noticed you were running.”

“Yeah,” I said, in a gasp, still catching my breath, “I run here… every Tuesday.”

“Well,” she started. Her smile was cute. She was a few inches or so taller than me in her stilettos and turned to walk with me. “You seem very fast. Are you training?” she asked as I passed her.

“Sorry,” I said. “I need to walk at this pace to cool down,” I swung around to walk backward to explain, “I’ll be back around in a minute or two.”

“Okay,” she smiled. “I can wait. You do what you need to do.”

I waved and turned back, walking off the stiffness in my muscles from the anaerobic sprint I’d just finished. I smiled, thinking, “I guess you just did what you needed to do.” I laughed as I walked toward the tennis courts.

She was as good as her word, waiting at the end of the stretch. I slowed down and then squatted, stretching my muscles and looking up at her.

“Can I help you with something?” I asked, curious why she was waiting around. I’d have made a much quicker exit if I were in her stilettos.

“Well, I’m kind of embarrassed,”

“Don’t be,” I said. “Just tell me what is on your mind.”

After working with Alyssa for so many years, I found it better to be direct.

“Well, did you happen to see me…” She couldn’t bring herself to say it aloud.

“Masturbating?” I asked and smiled as she turned pale and blushed simultaneously. “Yeah, I saw. It looked like you were having a moment. Don’t worry. I won’t tell anyone.”

She breathed a sigh of relief, “Really? I mean, I’m a teacher; I shouldn’t have done that on school grounds. I was just in a weird place. You know.”

I smiled. “I’ve been in a lot of weird places myself,” I said, “I’m not going to rat you out. Was it good?”

She blushed as she looked directly at me, “Never as good as I think it will be.”

I stood up and stretched, unable to suppress my smile. “That’s too bad,” she did have pretty blue eyes, too, “You should find someone that makes it better than you think it will be.”

She grinned, then backed away, waving at me. “I hope your workout was better than you expected, then. Maybe we’ll see each other again.”

“It was, and I hope so. What’s your name?” Was I flirting with this girl?

“Megan, Megan Little,” she said. “And you?”

“Lexi,” I said. “Short for Alexis.”

“That’s a weird last name,” she laughed, then walked to her car.

My real last name was Jackson. I’d had it officially changed when I changed residency before Zac was born. The name change process was easy. I was an orphan; I didn’t have any family besides Jeremiah. So with Uncle Tommy’s help, I made it official. I didn’t use it a lot—to protect the family, but it was something I enjoyed. I was sharing the last name with the man I loved, even if he was married to my best friend.

I sat on the grass between the track and the parking lot and stretched. The bell rang, ending the fourth period while we were talking, and I could feel teenagers walking to their cars. I ignored them, my imagination wandering what noises Megan made with her stockinged calves wrapped around my shoulders. She was a sexy young thing, and I liked my fantasies too.

When I remembered I wanted to take Zac to lunch, I turned back towards the students’ lot. His car was gone. I’d missed him. I shrugged and headed to my BMW. It was a beautiful day. I would drive to work with the top down, shower, and change at our office building. At least I didn’t have to wear a dress today. Being a physical therapist meant my uniform was athletic gear or scrubs. When I was at the office, I had already considered Megan for various positions.

I couldn’t seem to keep my mind off of her.

PAST - JENN

What the fuck?!

Jeremiah was loaded, like way beyond what I expected. I figured he had some coin riding in his—I mean our—fabulous motor coach.

I was near tears when I finished signing the papers, and Tommy handed me a checkbook for my new checking account. I felt joy, a tremendous feeling of unworthiness, and a bit of guilt and shame. A week and a half ago, I was willing to trade my body and soul for a life of sexual slavery to uncaring sadists. Now I was cared for and loved by the sweetest man. My sisters took care of me and loved me for who I was.

And now I was rich?! What the fuck did I do to deserve this?

Thomas, sorry, Tommy was a wonderful older man, very kind. He was patient as he explained it all to me. He reminded me that Jeremiah wanted to ensure I was cared for in the event he met an untimely end. Jeremiah said he felt responsible for me, and like Alyssa, Lexi, and Carmen, he would make sure all my needs were met as long as he could.

Kelly hit the lottery that night in the dorm, that’s for sure.

All those thoughts buzzed as I walked next to Alyssa down to the boat dock. Lexi and I had drawn the scrub the boat chore yesterday, cleaning it from the inside out. She had hung over the side in her climbing gear, putting on a fresh coat of paint down to the water line all day yesterday. I had aired out all the canvas covers and mopped the decks fore and aft. I enjoyed the work. It reminded me of the chores in the group home I grew up in. I never had a close foster family like Lexi. I was never chosen to be adopted; I was always in a state home.

I smiled again, thanking whoever had given me the blind luck of falling into this family. I never wanted to leave. Even their thoughts were full of positivity, something I was trying to practice more and more. Alyssa was a good mother hen, constantly checking in to see how I was doing.

It was a day-to-day thing with these tattoos, though. One wrong slip and I’d be aroused. Whatever Jeremiah did with his squinty eyes thing was a big help. I was learning a semblance of self-control. Usually, so long as Kelly wasn’t near. That was the problem; she and I couldn’t be near each other in many circumstances.

All that was needed was a brush over one of my tattoos. The stars along the rise of my breasts seemed to be placed so that adjusting my bra strap would send a pulse of arousal through my nerves. The others weren’t as bad. I’d have to press against something with my pelvis to get my flower going. The itchy ass-tat wasn’t bad. Just every few days, I’d feel hunger for some hard pounding, something rougher. It was those damned stars.

I’d be talking with Kelly, like on the sofa or something. I’d pull my bra strap up off my shoulder, and wham. My nipple would harden like a rock. Kelly would feel that, and she’d pulse—or whatever she does. That would set off my other tattoo, and my core would liquefy. Then I leaned into her; she smelled better than anything, and I’d inhale. She’d pulse again, and the next thing you know, we’d be lip-locked and struggling out of our clothes. Which, again, made everything worse.

No matter how much Jeremiah adjusted either of us, we would at some point hit that feedback loop and be gone for thirty minutes of pure unadulterated bliss. Most of the time, we drew either Lexi or Carmen. Now and then, Alyssa joined in for some ad-hoc Kelly time. If the stars aligned, Jeremiah would hammer me hard.

“God, that man could fuck,” I thought to myself.

“Focus,” echoed a thought from Alyssa’s mind, and I nodded. I tried to think of anything except his hard throbbing manhood pounding into my tight ass.

See what I mean?

Anyway, I made it to the boat okay. Jeremiah had taken the time before Tommy had arrived to push my self-control to maximum strength. I almost felt like a prude now. This army of control would beat back any thought of sex. Which was good because the last thing Tommy needed to see of Jeremiah’s newest beneficiary was her bent over the side of the boat, begging for a good, hard reaming.

“Fuck,” I thought to myself. “This is going to be a rough day.”

“Focus,” came the ever-present Alyssa alarm.

“Fuck her,” I thought, and cycled through another quick daydream featuring our mother hen on her knees in front of me with a strap on, and smiled.

PRESENT - BETH

The second period was difficult to get through; hugging Zac in the hall after the first period made my pussy ache for his touch. I knew he wanted to ditch right then, and I almost went along. Somehow, I remembered my third-period test and put on the brakes. But I spent the first half of the second period daydreaming of him. In the latter half, I spent asking my lab partner what we were supposed to do.

“Don’t worry,” Shannon said, smiling. “I got this. You can take over the next lab.”

“Thanks,” I said sheepishly. “I owe you.”

“You look happy,” she said as she went through the steps. “You and Zac are officially an item, I hear.”

“Yeah?” I asked, forgetting the rumor mill at this school operated at the speed of light, “I mean, yes. We are.”

“That’s awesome,” Shannon said, smiling at me. “He seems like a nice guy. He lets me copy from his notes during the first period.”

“He’s incredible,” I agree. “It’s hard not to think about him constantly.”

“Young love!” Shannon giggled. “I’m happy for you. I hope it lasts.”

“Thanks, Shannon, you’re much different than your reputation.”

“I am?” she asked. “What am I supposed to be, some kind of bitch?”

“Well,” I said, chagrined at the awkwardness I’d blurted out. “The rumor mill says you are a bit heartless and don’t take any shit. I think I expected you to be mean.”

She smirked, “I don’t like to play the games other girls play,” she said. “I’m not willing to mess my life up with some horny guy behind the football stands. So when a jock gets shot down, they make up stories to make themselves feel better.”

“The stories don’t bother you?” I asked, constantly worrying about what others thought, which was my modus operandi.

“Why should they? They are just stories,” Shannon said. “Fictional stories, trying to control me. Fuck them.”

I laughed; she was right.

The bell rang, and I focused on getting to my next class. I was ready for the test, I thought. I hoped. Studying at home was a bit hard. I always looked back through texts with Zac, looking for hidden meanings. I was horribly insecure, but my insecurities fled when Zac was with me. My phone buzzed.

Z: Kill it on that test, babe.




See, he was thinking about me!

I fucking aced that test. I made it, my bitch!

The fourth period is the longest of the day because it comes before lunch. The teacher made it seem even longer. Economics could be so much more interesting than he made it. Shouldn’t teachers take a public speaking course at least once in college?

Bleh. I counted the last two minutes, every one of the one hundred and twenty seconds. Economics was like math. So counting was like homework, right?.

At sixty seconds, I was distracted by my phone buzzing.

Z: Meet me at my car




I was at forty-five seconds when I tapped out:

B: k <3 u




With thirty seconds left, my bag was slung over my shoulder, and I waved goodbye to the girl next to me.

“Have fun with Zac,” Brooke waved back with a grin. “I know I would.”

I blushed a deep red. I was the first student to escape the classroom. I was also the first to the door leading to the parking lot. Zac had to come from the other side of the school, so I slowed down after getting outside and looked for his Honda. I saw it, parked along the track, as usual. Would he ever be on time for school?

I leaned against his car and looked around. I wonder who Ms. Little was talking to at the track? Why was she not in her classroom? She looked a bit more unkempt than the usual, well-tailored look she rocked so hard. Her shirt was untucked, and her hair was out of her standard, strict ponytail. I thought she was a beautiful woman.

Wait, was I curious about seeing her naked? Who is the redhead she’s talking to? Oh, she was at Zac’s house. She had curly red hair and was sweet, making sure everyone had refreshments and hung out with that hot Hispanic woman.

What was her name? She didn’t say much. I wonder how she knows Ms. Little? Wow, she is fit! Her abs are rock hard.

Lexi, that was her name. I remember her talking about training for a triathlon. I’d have to Google that. It sounds hard.

Suddenly, a pair of hands was around my waist, and Zac’s presence warmed every cell in my body. Especially the ones in my core. God, he got me soaking wet with a hug. I twisted into him and kissed him deeply.

He opened my door, “Quick,” he said. “We don’t have much time. I can’t be late for sixth period. I have a test!”

He whipped around to the driver’s side and slipped in then. Quickly, he started the car, looked around, and backed out. Now I knew why he liked parking in the back; we were out of the parking lot before anyone else and were headed towards Blueberry Hill. All other thoughts left me as I reached over and stroked his growing erection through his pants.

He smiled at me and slipped a new ring off his finger, pushing it into his pocket. I felt his cock pulse at my touch and worked my fingers to unclasp his belt.

“Be careful,” I said, trusting that he could drive.

My fingers slid inside his pants as I leaned under his arm. I gripped his meaty shaft through his boxers and then nuzzled my nose along its warm length. Even his junk smelled good.

The car shifted as I stroked him. I wanted him inside my mouth, but I figured I’d better wait since he drove erratically. It wasn’t long until he braked hard and shut off the engine. His seat buzzed as he worked the controls to move the seat backward and recline.

I didn’t waste any more time and fed the head of his cock between my hungry lips. He tasted so good. His hot meat in my mouth felt like heaven. I pressed my other hand between my jeans, rubbing into my molten core. God, I was like a cat in heat for him.

“Just strip,” he said, reaching and pushing his trousers down.“Get your pants off at least.

I hurried to obey, my hand shoving my waistband down. I pushed my head down, swallowing his cock while my hands pushed at my jeans and soaked panties. Wriggling on my knees until I freed my ankles from the tangle of denim and lace.

Naked from the waist down, I rose and pressed my lips to his. My thigh lifted over his body and rested between the door and his thigh. I leaned into him, my back pressing against the roof of his small car, and reached between us to grab his cock.

He gripped my breasts through my shirt as our kiss continued. I wriggled my hips as I aligned his meaty rod against my leaking hole, then groaned into his mouth as he filled me up. My eyes rolled back as I dropped entirely onto his shaft and ground into him. He fit perfectly, his thick shaft making my hips move in need.

I rode him, my hips rolling and lifting like a jockey. His hand fell to the base of my spine, pulling me into him. His whole body took on a bluish glow, and every thought of mine was centered on pleasing him. This is what I wanted to do. I needed it. I needed to have him in me. His cock throbbed inside of me.

I worried for a moment that he was close, but he wasn’t. My thighs were tiring, and I slowed my bouncing. He gripped my hips and took over. His hips lifted and dropped as he pounded his stiff cock into my leaking cunt like he was breaking up concrete. It worked! I cried out as my peak hit me, then waves of pleasure as he shattered my every nerve. I was panting and crying out.

“More, please more,” I shouted. “Fuck more. God more… don’t fucking stop.”

He didn’t—god bless him.

My words stopped working, and I just hung on. I clung to him and mumbled between panting moans. He hammered in hard then seized up, his back locking in an arch as he lifted me, levitating above his seat as his molten load filled my cunt and sent me over the edge one more time.

I slumped into him, my body limp—dead weight on my boyfriend’s chest and thighs.

No place to go, no place to be. I was just hanging out here in heaven with my man.

Several days later, or so it seemed, I shifted to the side and sat in my seat. Looking at the clock, I hazily remembered that I was supposed to be somewhere else. Then Zac came to and realized the same conclusion. He pulled his jeans up over his fine ass and started the car before his seat was entirely in the upright position.

He sped back to school while I untangled my jeans and panties. I left the panties on the shifter handle for him to take with him, then pulled my jeans up, lifting my ass off the seat to button and zip them securely. Then I slumped back in my seat as Zac turned into the student parking lot.

Five minutes until class, I realized. We cut it close. Zac found a spot, and we bolted out of the car. He pushed his hand into his pocket, pulled out a ring, and pushed it onto his right ring finger.

“New ring?” I asked, noticing it for the first time.

“Yeah,” He said. “My Dad gave it to me.”

“Cool,” I said. “I like it!”

Then we parted, and he hurried to his test. I flipped my phone open and tapped out:

B: I feel your cum on my thighs. Kill that test!




Z: damn. love u.




I slumped into my seat and combed my fingers through my tousled hair, feeling clammy sweat near my scalp. I must look and smell like a mess. I smiled and sighed happily—a happy mess.

“Someone had a fun lunch,” Shannon said with a giggle, looking at me from my right side.

“Damn,” Brooke agreed from the opposite side. “Can I be you for a day? I’ll give him back. I promise—Maybe.”

We all giggled, then tried to pay attention in class.

“You kinda smell like him,” Shannon leaned and whispered to me. “He smells so good.”

He did. She was 100% right about that.

PAST - CARMEN

It had been a fun week. I was glad we had tasks to do around the lake house. It would have been too easy to fuck the week away. Not that there’s anything wrong with that.

It had been a crazy week, too. The pairings worked well at first. Jeremiah and Alyssa worked naturally together. Even though Kelly was going to be his bride, we all knew he held Alyssa closest, which is something I cared about. I loved being in the family, but I also loved how those two loved each other.

Lexi and I were also a natural pairing. Aside from the kinks we shared, we’d been friends the longest. We had a natural way of communicating, and I loved her positive attitude and work ethic. Since Jeremiah had fixed her at the hotel months ago, Lexi had a focused drive that always had her on task. I was like that too, more naturally, maybe. We’d focus on work, get it done quickly, then start to fuck around.

The odd pairing was Jenn and Kelly.

Sure, they’d been friends in school before that night with Jeremiah. They enjoyed each other’s company and shared many interests. It was how they had changed since then that made their pairing problematic.

Jenn had times when she was just abnormally aroused. That was hard for Kelly to be near. Jenn could turn on a dime even when Kelly wore the necklace. Jenn’s kiss would fire up Kelly. Kelly would deepen the kiss and start rubbing Jenn’s tits. Next, clothes would be stripped off. Then disrupt the rest of us with naked lustful shouts. It usually took about an hour to wring that out of them and get them back on task.

Two days of that nonsense, and Jeremiah had to split them up. He sent Lexi and Jenn to start working on the boat while Kelly and I would finish up the house chores. Which I enjoyed—Kelly was always great company. For someone supernaturally hot, she was down to earth. She asked me about my sordid youth, and while it wasn’t my favorite topic, I found it easier to talk about after confessing in the RV the night we started our trip. I had many a bawdy tale to tell.

Kelly loved to laugh at my stories, and I loved to tell them. After the first day, I dialed back on how descriptive I was with some of my back-alley shenanigans. If I started being too realistic, her eyes would begin to glow a brighter shade of blue, and that stone would pulse. That was when I knew I needed to be wary.

The pendant could keep her under control, but I had my issues with keeping my libido in check, too. When she started getting aroused, my fucking cunt would leak. It was the aroma she constantly put off, like the sweet smell of sex.

Okay, I’m back, sorry. I had to take a moment. Where was I? Right, Lexi and Jenn.

Lexi didn’t play games, at least not with Jenn. She wanted to finish her task; once that was finished, she’d lighten up. It was good for Jenn to see how hard Lexi worked. If this family was going to make it, we all had to pull our weight. More than that, I figured, since Jeremiah would kill himself trying to please all of us. We needed to support him if we wanted any chance of this working.

Jenn was more often than not a distraction—one fucking sexy and wild distraction.

Jeremiah could see that Jenn was miffed at Lexi after their first day. So he reshuffled the deck, and I had Jenn for a day. Lexi took Alyssa to the boat to clean the lower decks. I told Jenn we could play if she got her work done first. She almost got her task done before she lost control and was fingering herself through her shorts, slumped in the walk-in pantry.

I figured it would be better to feed the beast, taking her upstairs to the bunk room. I wore her out with the strap-on, leaving her naked and panting on the lower bunk. I left her rubbing her hand between her spread thighs, trying to soothe her cunt and anus.

In the back of my mind, I wondered if I let myself get played. I got dressed and finished our work alone. I didn’t see her again until after we all quit for the day.

Yesterday, Jenn was back with Lexi. Kelly and I quickly worked on the final tasks in the kitchen and top-floor bedrooms. Then I ate at the Y until she was screaming. She tasted as good as she smelled.

Today: no chores, only fun. Well, except that fun would involve Uncle Tommy and Connie. It was understood there would be no naked orgies while they were around. I was okay with that. I loved Tommy, and Connie was a gem. It would be fun to be with ordinary people. Kelly had her stone draped firmly between her breasts. We could surely make it a day without fucking around.

Wrong. Dead wrong. So fucking gloriously wrong.

Not with Jenn around—that never fucking happens with Jenn around.

We got to the boat okay, but our mesh started filling with images of Jenn between Alyssa’s legs with a strap on, which morphed into Alyssa spanking Jenn with a paddle. That didn’t help, as now Lexi suddenly was strapped over top of Jenn while I was flogging her rosy ass. I looked at Alyssa, and she shook her head and shrugged.

She’d lost control of the mesh. Somehow, we made it to the boat, and Jeremiah cast off, pulling us out into the lake. He could detach himself from the mesh, drift into reality, and ignore our wild fantasies. I suppose it was self-preservation, and he engaged with Tommy and Connie. The rest of us sat around the stern seats, wriggling like four needy sluts, and Kelly wondered if we’d lost our minds.

Kelly didn’t have a connection to Jenn’s streaming porn show while she wore the necklace. But I knew she struggled as we squirmed around with rock-hard nipples tenting our T-shirts.

Alyssa thought deeply, as if she would solve this with some special angel trick. I kicked at her foot and looked at her. She opened up a link, and then nodded when she received my thought, pushing, “Why not? Just don’t tell Kelly. She’s close to losing it.”

I put my arm around Jenn, pulled her close, and punched her in the gut. She groaned and doubled over, looking at me like I’d lost my head.

“Oh dear,” I said, looking at her with concern. “Are you getting seasick?” then winked at her.

Her furious expression changed to a smile, then a feigned expression of nausea, “Ugh, yeah, I think I’m going to be sick.”

“Jeremiah,” I said. “I’m going to take Jenn down below,” I said, sounding like a pirate using fancy nautical terms. “She doesn’t like the rolls.”

He looked at me like I had three tits. The lake was like glass. The motion wasn’t any worse than driving on a highway. Alyssa tugged at his hand, and he looked at her. It was like a light came on in his brain, and he looked at Jenn, then at Kelly, taking deep breaths, her hand at her breast, clutching the stone.

He nodded, “Sounds like a good idea,” he agreed. “It might get a bit rougher. She should lie down.”

I pushed a thought to Alyssa, and she nodded. Then I felt silence on the mesh as she detached Jenn and me. I shoved Jenn through the hatch and closed it behind me. I dogged it shut, which would buy us some time if someone came down to the galley. Then I pushed Jenn ahead of me to the forward cabin.

The cabin’s ceiling was low, the compartment just a platform with many cushions to make a sleeping area. Perfect. She slid in, and I climbed up behind her, then closed the partition. It wasn’t going to make things soundproof. But it would hide us if someone came down into the galley.

“Strip,” I commanded. “You fucking horny slut.”

She grinned, shed her shorts and bikini bottom, and then pulled off her tee-shirt and top. She tossed them in the corner. I looked around for something to play with. I had no toys with me, so I’d have to improvise.

“Now strip me,” I said, still trying to find something to work the arousal out of her.

A paddle, or was it called an oar? Was there a difference? It didn’t matter. The flat wooden surface should suit my purpose. I closed my eyes and let her undress me. She managed to get me naked without tearing anything super important.

“Now,” I started, reaching for the oar stored on the bulkhead. “On your knees, ass up, head down.”

I knew I was wading into troubled waters trying to discipline a masochist with some pain, but in this case, I was trying to feed the beast I knew. I needed to get her off the edge and wear her out. She groaned as she saw the paddle and slunk into the desired position like a cat in heat.

I choked up on the handle and brought the flat surface in contact with her raised ass.

*thwack*

That was a love tap to get a feel for the paddle and the small space. She groaned happily, sinking into the cushions. Her fingers grabbed the edge of one, and she lifted her ass, seeking the next stroke.

*Thwack*

She cursed at the smack, the pain shooting through the now rosier bottom. She pulled one hand back and cupped her sex, her fingers rubbing on her clit ring. While we were away from the group at the stern, the noise was a bit louder than I was comfortable with, but I reckoned our guests wouldn’t hear it with the wind in their faces. I clenched the handle tight and gripped her lustrous brown hair with my free hand, holding her head to the faux-leather cushions.

*THWACK*

She cried out, retreating from the heavy blow, but her tramp stamp grew darker, and her flesh turned rosy in response. That was the sign that she was responding to the pain. Her bloodstream would be flooded with endorphins. I’d played enough with her to know what level she could take. This would be good; it wouldn’t leave bruises.

The room suddenly spun sideways, and I was pressed against the bulkhead. Jeremiah was taking a hard turn. I felt Alyssa push a thought, “Hold on! Keep it down!”

Okay, maybe I was a bit too loud.

The boat started rolling and shifting under us, and I had to spread my thighs to make a firm foundation. Then I pounded the paddle into her ass with a steady beat. She cried out, then started panting between strokes, her eyes burning into mine, pleading for more. I watched the flesh of her ass turn a dusky rose, then an angry red as I sank the flat side of the lacquered wood blade into her flesh.

As Jeremiah made another sharp turn, the boat shifted more, and then the bow lifted into the air. We levitated weightless for a moment before crashing back down as the prow burrowed into the lake waters. This tossing wasn’t going to make beating her ass any easier.

“On your back, slut,” I commanded, changing tactics.

She rolled over, and I scissored my legs, one leg under one of her thighs, the other locking over her extended thigh. I pressed forward until my cunt was grinding into hers. She stretched sideways and gripped my thigh, tugging me tighter, her legs curling around mine to lock me in place. I pressed one hand into the low overhead, then tapped the wooden oar against her rock-hard nipples.

She groaned and rolled her hips, our cunts grinding against each other. I bit my lip to focus. I could make her cum quickly or take her higher up the charts. I didn’t have much time if she kept grinding into my cunt.

*Thwack*

I slammed the oar into her breast again, and she yelped, her flesh turning a burnished rose color. Her rock-hard dark rose nipples made excellent targets, but her grinding hips made me want to grab her and fuck her hard.

*THWACK* *THWACK*

I hammered the wooden oar blade into both her breasts. Her eyes flashed wildly, her back arching to offer the firm orbs to my wicked intentions. Her hands gripped my thighs, pulling me into her thrusting, grinding quim. I lost it and hammered the paddle more. Then the room rolled again, and we careened into the side bulkhead with a thump.

We scrambled around, and I sat on my ass. She was on her knees, with her face pressed to the angled bulkhead. I gripped her hips, my legs still tangled, and hammered my pelvis into hers. The alignment was correct; she dropped her hips and ground into my cunt. I gripped her hips with one hand, leaning back and supporting my torso. I lifted my hips, and we slapped our cunts together.

We were both panting now, feeling the edge coming. I raked my fingers down her ass, slapping at her flesh, then gripping the round curve, feeding her pain sensors as our cunts hammered together. She pushed her hand down, her fingers curving into her greedy crease. I ground my cunt into the back of her hand, finding the firm knuckles a remarkable firmness over my stiff clit.

We were both moaning, and the boat started rocking, swerving. We pressed our free hands to the overhead or bulkhead and just held on. Our hips and thighs worked hard as our lust built, even while the boat’s motion frustrated us. Then I gripped her hips and figured I could hold on to her. I wrapped my calves around her hips and humped madly. That was the trigger, and her body stiffened, and she cried out.

I flopped on my back. A bit winded from the effort. She spun around, and then her thighs were over my head, her mouth sealed to my leaking cunt lips. I gripped her ass and molded my lips to her dripping cunt. We drank deeply. Our arms and legs held our bodies together as the boat shifted, swayed, and bobbed under us. I came twice into her greedy mouth and teased two more from her needy cunt with my finger up her ass, two deep in her cunt, and rolling over her g-spot. I was treated to a lovely spray of her fragrant juices, and then we just sprawled.

I gulped as she slipped off me, curled against the bulkhead, her body a rosy red and sweating profusely. I rose and opened the forward hatch, letting cooler air fill the stuffy compartment and venting the heady aroma of sex. I pushed a blanket towards her and found her clothes.

“Get dressed,” I said, kissing her forehead. “When you can move again.”

“Okay, Carmen,” she sighed, still out of breath, “Thank you.”

“Just control yourself the rest of the day, mi puta,” I breathed into her ear with a smile, “Can you do that for me?”

“I’ll try,” she said in a whisper, then her breath became steady, and she dozed off.

I got dressed, feeling more rejuvenated than tired. She might be supernaturally aroused, but she couldn’t keep up with me. I could go at least another round. But I dressed, washed my face in the galley sink so I wouldn’t smell like Jenn, and set Kelly off into another horny cycle.

I walked back on deck radiant, smiling.

“She’s feeling a bit better,” I reported. “She’ll sleep it off for a while.”

“Good to hear,” Jeremiah said. “Who wants to water ski?”


CHAPTER 10
TANGLED ROPES


PAST - JEREMIAH

Alyssa fed me snippets of Jenn’s distractions that Carmen handled in her special way. This helped the rest of the boat trip go off without a hitch. Jenn slept through most of the journey while we water-skied. Uncle Thomas piloted with Connie as she watched the wake, telling him when someone fell or dropped off. Alyssa and I handled the ropes and helped with life preservers and skis. Carmen, Kelly, and Lexi all skied… kinda.

Kelly had skied before and was a natural. She had a certain grace in her sweeping curves through the boat’s wake. Her blonde hair and tanned skin made her look like a model in a Copper-Tone commercial. Even slowing down and sinking into the water looked graceful. Not a fall or a tumble. She was just a natural skier.

Lexi was almost entirely different. She was aggressive and enjoyed taking risks. Once Lexi figured out the pull of the ropes and the balance on the edges of the skis, she tried increasingly more challenging stunts. Lexi’s natural athleticism was on display as she went from just getting up on the skis to sweeping out to the sides, then rocketing back to jump over the wake, to swing out wide to the other side. If Lexi wanted to go faster, Thomas would time his turn so that her momentum would rocket her along the outside curve. He’d accelerate hard, and Lexi whipped back like a rocket and jumped the wakes.

Lexi wasn’t perfect. She had her share of wrecks, catching an edge when she cornered or not hitting a landing on the jump. Her speed would make her tumble across the surface before sinking when her momentum evaporated. She was always ready for another turn. Lexi’s smile was vibrant, and her eyes flashed as she returned to the boat.

Carmen… Well, Carmen was a submarine.

She would try to get up on the skis, sitting back, putting them in front of her, their tips sticking out of the water. We’d idle and maneuver to give her a straight pull out of the water. The skis would catch, but her balance would rock her over the tips, and then she’d hold tight to the tow rope when the skis would come off. Her head dipped under the white wake as she held onto the tow rope and was pulled through the water until she let go, bobbing on the surface in her life jacket.

We’d collect her lost skis, get her set up again, and laugh as she’d inevitably be pulled over the top of the skis and swallow half the lake. Lexi tried to explain to her how to let her weight rock back into the skis, but Carmen never mastered the trick of balancing on them. As graceful as she could be, dancing in our camper as we rocked down the highway, she was out of her element on the water,

Afterward, I went back to the marina and filled the tank. The girls went inside and bought some drinks and snacks for the night. Then we returned to the dock past the quay wall and tied up in the assigned berth. We all headed back to the house. Carmen and Lexi cooked dinner, and we ate a full meal. Jenn helped clear the table, then we got out a few decks of cards, and we all played cards until it got late.

Uncle Thomas and Connie were assigned the guest bedroom. For appearance's sake, Kelly and I retired to the RV while Alyssa slept with Lexi, and Carmen took care of Jenn. Kelly smiled at me as we walked to the RV, then paused, leaned against it, and pulled me into her. I kissed her, and she lifted her arms above my shoulders. Her fingers combed through my hair.

“We’ll be married in less than ten days,” she said with a smile. “Did you ever think this would happen?”

“No. I never thought I’d be marrying the most beautiful succubus I’d ever met. While having four other girls waiting their turn with me.”

She laughed and jabbed me in the gut, “Sometimes, Jeremiah, you know how to say exactly the wrong thing.”

“Sorry,” I said, opening the door, “Tonight, I promise to only pay attention to you. It’ll be practice for the honeymoon.”

She quieted down, caught in thought. She slipped inside and then sat on the sofa facing the door. She looked at me seriously and chewed on her bottom lip. I sat next to her and took her hand.

“Tell me what’s on your mind,” I said, and she shook her head, pointed to her brain, and then back at the house.

I nodded, opened the drawer where Carmen kept the plate, and picked it up. She smiled as she gripped the other side of the plate. I looked at her oddly. We usually didn’t have any secrets from anyone in our circle. Or at least we hadn’t. This last week had more and more times where one or more girls would drop out of the mesh for a time.

“It’s Jenn,” Kelly said.

“Jenn?” I asked. “What is the issue?”

“Well, first, I love her. She’s been my best friend,” she said, then looked down. “It’s just that I can’t be near her for long periods. We end up triggering each other. I don’t like losing control all the time. Her tattoos are too much. They get her excited, and suddenly, I’m excited. I can’t control it, and I hate that I can’t control it.”

I sighed and nodded. I thought back and realized that much of the time, the mesh went silent. Jenn was with one or more of the other girls. The tattoos were becoming more of a problem, and the conflict between her physical arousal and Kelly’s control was something that could quickly draw attention to our family in a way we didn’t need.

“What should we do?” I asked, “All her stuff is on the way to our house. She has no home.”

“I don’t know,” Kelly said, and a tear washed down her cheek. “But I know that I can’t continue to feel like this. I feel horrible.”

“Have you talked to Jenn about it?” I asked.

“No,” she said quietly. “I don’t think it’s her fault. She can’t control her reaction to the tattoos. I should be able to control mine. But even with your help, I succumb to the arousal. It feels irresistible.”

“So she needs to leave?” I said, already knowing the answer.

Carmen could usually control her, but that wasn’t always the case. It would be a burden on Carmen to feed Jenn’s needs. It would burden any one of us, and the stress of managing Jenn had changed our dynamic. I felt more disconnected, more distant, from each of them. I was still attracted to all the girls, but our communication had dried up. No one wanted to address the elephant in the room.

Everyone wanted Jenn to leave, but no one would admit it. Kelly was just the first, but I could feel intuitively that the rest would side with Kelly. As much as we tried to integrate Jenn into our circle, she remained an outsider. I scratched my head, trying to think of something to do.

Finally, I looked at Kelly and hugged her tightly. I put the plate on the counter and quietly held her. We couldn’t do anything about it today, and tonight was her special last night alone with me at the lake.

I’d enjoyed our short vacation here. The house was in great shape, and I loved spinning around in the boat on the water. The shadow of Jenn’s scars from the United Priesthood’s corruption was the only part that damaged our time here.

Jenn was never aggressive about needs. They were just a facet of her personality. Jenn showed affection physically and enjoyed sex. Her cursed tats added fuel to her normal arousal. She was attractive with a great body and a fun personality. Who wouldn’t enjoy being near a hot girl like Jenn, who was aroused easily?

I shook my head and reminded myself to focus on Kelly. For the rest of the night, I did. Kelly focused on me, too. We left our clothes in the front and moved naked into the rear compartment. She took off her pendant and wrapped me in her bubble. My arousal peaked, and we made love for hours. Not hurried or frantic. We explored each other. Tested new things and relaxed into comfortable patterns and positions. It was erotic, passionate, and deeply satisfying.

When we finally settled to sleep, I felt Alyssa’s mind soothingly comb into my thoughts. She was visiting both of us to wish us goodnight. Kelly smiled and kissed me, feeling her sister wrap us in her thoughts. We slept deeply.

When I woke up, I blinked, trying to focus in the morning light. Someone was sitting at the foot of our bed. I blinked as the figure with brown hair and glasses came into focus.

“Morning, Alyssa,” I said, rubbing my eyes. “What’s up?”

Kelly stirred and pulled her arm tight over my chest, her head on my shoulder. It was still Kelly’s time, and Alyssa silently sent a thought that she understood. Kelly deserved her time. When we were ready, she needed to talk with us. Message delivered, Alyssa slipped off the bed and left the RV, leaving Kelly and me alone.

We took our time, enjoying a slow and easy climb to the heights of pleasure. Kelly kept her focus on me, and I was entranced by her beauty and the indulgence of being the sole focus of her aura. Alone, she had better control, and we enjoyed the give and take of our lovemaking. We got lost in the sensations and then rose to our peaks in harmony.

I rested on my back, as Kelly’s cheek pressed against my chest, feeling the calm of morning settle us. Then I felt Alyssa’s mind. She was waiting in the main cabin. I looked at Kelly, and she kissed me softly.

“Thank you, love,” she said. “I can never seem to get enough of you. I know Alyssa’s got something on her mind. Let’s go talk with her.”

I pulled on some shorts, and Kelly pulled one of my T-shirts over her torso, and we walked to the main cabin. Alyssa was looking out over the lake, deep in thought, but smiled as she saw us. She stood up, hugged Kelly, kissed her softly, then hugged and kissed me.

“I’m sorry for interrupting your morning,” she said, looking at Kelly.

“It’s okay,” Kelly smiled. “I just needed one more indulgence. We’re good.”

“You both were leaking last night,” she said. “I think I kept your thoughts walled off so the others wouldn’t be disturbed.”

Kelly looked down, then back up at Alyssa, understanding that Alyssa had heard our thoughts about Jenn, and opened her mouth to apologize.

“I agree with you both,” Alyssa interrupted. “Jenn would be a risk to keep in our family. I think I have a solution.”

Kelly looked relieved and then confused, and I was curious to hear what Alyssa had planned. I understood what she meant about leaking; I was thinking about the Jenn problem when I put away the plate. I held Kelly’s hand and looked at Alyssa.

“The floor is yours,” I smiled. “Frankly, I’m vexed.”

“It will become obvious if you think about it,” Alyssa smiled, “I want to say that I wanted Jenn to become part of our family. But I also know our dynamic has become increasingly difficult to manage. Before Jenn, I never felt any jealousy. Now I’m getting a bit more possessive. I’m also becoming more of a mother-hen that I want to be. Before Jenn, everyone knew their place. Now it just feels confusing.”

“Do you think Carmen and Lexi have similar thoughts?” I asked.

“I know Lexi does,” Alyssa commented. “Because of your leaks last night, we had a conversation. She feels like Jenn sucks all the air out of the room whenever she is aroused and feels a little left out. You and Carmen have been giving Jenn more attention, and she’s worried about that. More than she lets on.”

I nodded and accepted that there was truth in Lexi’s feelings. I was too often focused on managing Jenn’s hyper-arousal rather than enjoying all of my family. I felt a bit guilty for being caught up in only one person. Looking back, I thought I should have realized it sooner.

“So what do we do?” I asked. “She’s part of our mesh. She is as much a part of us as you are.”

“Well,” Alyssa said. “It might be harder than I’m thinking, but your power can mold her into the perfect person for someone else. Then hopefully, she can become attached to that person and disconnect from us.”

“Who?” I asked, and she grinned at me.

“Right, who do you know with a high sex drive, loves the idea of sexual fantasies, loves hot sexy women, and would treat them well?” Alyssa said, trying to lead me to the answer.

“Half of my ROTC team?” I answered, still not getting who she was thinking of.

“Jerry!” Kelly and Alyssa said simultaneously, looked at each other, and laughed.

“What?” I asked. Jerry was my friend, but I didn’t see why he would be the best match for Jenn.

“Think about it,” Alyssa said. “You’ve already had to adjust him, so you already know a bit about his mind. You told me he was hung up on pornographic fantasies—Jenn is a walking wet dream. Jerry already knows about our arrangement so that we wouldn’t be exposing our family to another person. I think he’s the best person for Jenn. We just need to mold Jenn into the best person for him.”

“Are you saying that I should design their relationship?” I said. “Manipulate their moral curves to fit each other?”

It was an audacious idea. But the longer I thought about it, the more I understood Alyssa’s logic. Jerry did have some pretty kinky hang-ups that had messed with how he felt about women and limited his ability to have a relationship. Jenn would fit his mental image of a sex partner pretty easily. Could she become something more? I would need to adjust both of them carefully to make it work.

“Hmmm…” I said, still a bit concerned. “It could work… I feel uncomfortable having that much influence over people, though.”

“You already have influenced both of them,” she said. “How many times have you had to adjust, Jenn? You modified Jerry when he found out Kelly was pregnant. It’s not much more than drawing them together.”

“How do I do that?” I asked. “Jenn doesn’t even know Jerry. I have nothing to anchor to him in her curve.”

Alyssa looked over at Kelly, her shoulders lifting into a shrug, “We can start name-dropping?”

Kelly thought, “You mean just start mentioning Jerry in our conversations?”

“Yes,” Alyssa said. “Not obnoxiously. Just to start anchoring a concept of Jerry in her mind. Jeremiah can then adjust that concept to become attractive.”

“I don’t know,” I said. “Shouldn’t we talk to Jenn first? It seems a bit manipulative to push her onto Jerry. Also, how does Carmen feel?”

“Think through what Jenn would feel,” Alyssa said. “No matter how you framed it, she’d feel like she was being abandoned if the suggestion came from us. If she thinks it’s her idea, releasing her doesn’t carry any abandonment issues.”

I thought it through and realized she was probably right. If I told Jenn to leave, I’d have to adjust her more radically. We, together as a family, had worked hard to make her feel included. To cast her off would make the inclusion feel false. Alyssa was right, inducing an attraction to Jerry that she could follow as her idea was more concrete.

It was an evil-genius-type plan.

But dammit, it just might work.

“I’ll talk to Carmen,” I said. “I want to have her full support before we drive too far down the path. But you can start name-dropping Jerry.”

Kelly and Alyssa nodded, and then we all hugged. It felt like a weight was lifted from our shoulders. I hoped that we knew what we were doing. Alyssa left, and Kelly and I got dressed, then headed to breakfast and to bid Uncle Thomas farewell.

PRESENT - ZAC

I was wide awake at 1:30 AM. I’d made it through the day, at least. I better understood my power and exercised some control. The little bit I released with Beth in the car made our quick tryst all the more satisfying. Though I think I had some remnants of arousal on me when I took that test in sixth period. The two girls on either side seemed distracted throughout the whole exam. They’d look over at me so often that the teacher, Mr. Francis, an old geezer on the cusp of retirement, walked back and hovered to make sure they weren’t cheating.

After school, I drove Beth home. Her parents both worked late, so we studied. We did! After fucking like bunnies again—twice. But then we did study for about 15 minutes before her mother came home and started fixing dinner. She smiled kindly at me as I excused myself from the kitchen table. We tried to make it look presentable, but her mother caught a whiff of my pheromones and gave me an odd look as I beat a hasty retreat.

I wore the ring the rest of the night at home, through dinner. My parents were distracted, it seemed. Alyssa had another issue that she was discussing with them. Carmen had shopping to do after dinner and took Maria with her. Lexi headed down to the gym to do some yoga stretches. Her workouts were getting so strenuous; it was amazing how well she focused on her goals. I was left watching TV with Naomi in the media room, huge cartoons on the projection screen. Then Leah came in and collected Naomi for her night-time routine. Dad had given Naomi two new earrings made with the stones and instructed Leah to have her wear them all the time. I deduced, being my half-sister, that she had some powers too.

I finished up some homework. Then Beth started texting me. Then we sexted and included pictures of her naked body. We video-chatted as we both masturbated. She was almost as insatiable as me. I wished I were there, so she could get the release she craved. My orgasm was less than optimal because I was awake at 1:33 AM. I took off my ring and tried to feel what was happening in the house.

I could feel the energy coming from across the house, upstairs. My mother’s aura felt like a small light from this distance. I’d never noticed it before, but with awareness of my powers, I could sense when she was using hers. Its shape morphed, then bloomed, then slowly faded. I figured they had fallen asleep and thought about what they might have been doing. Then I felt a weak pulse of arousal.

It pulsed, and I felt like I could taste the desire. It was close, not a nearby house. The nearest neighbors were a mile down the road. This was inside our home. Thankfully, it wasn’t in the direction of my grandmother’s apartment on the other side of the garage. Sometimes she was ever-present in our house. Other times she’d keep to herself. Today I hardly saw her.

No, this pulse wasn’t someone’s power. It was energy—arousal. I could inhale, and it fed me energy. It reminded me of the wave of arousal I felt standing at Ms. Little’s desk. I worried my brow, trying to locate the source.

Leah?

Yes, it came from the direction of Leah’s bedroom. My bedroom and Naomi’s were on the opposite side of the kitchen from the main living area. My parents’ room was on the opposite side of the house. Maria and Leah had their rooms along the front face of our house, windows looking out to our driveway, and the hallway connected the two wings. Maria was nearer the garage, and Leah slept between Naomi’s room and the kitchen.

What was she doing?

The pulse of arousal was growing, and I felt my power respond to the stimulus. I groaned as my cock engorged, and I wondered what Leah was doing. I’d never really noticed her until recently. She always stayed with Naomi and kept out of the direct traffic of our busy house. She was friendly and kind, seemed happy, but also reserved, as if she wasn’t comfortable around other people.

I’m going to go to hell.

I allowed my power to bloom and tried to direct it towards where I determined was Leah’s arousal. Then I felt it spike suddenly, and I fed on the jolt of energy. The arousal ramped up as I fed it with my power. I was curious to see what would happen. I felt it heighten, then plateau. I thought about engaging my father’s side of my powers, not to change anything, but maybe…

I focused on Leah with my father’s power and perceived the curve as my Dad had described. It was alight with flickers of red and green light along the edges of her curve, which were conflicting—like a battle waging on the edge of a fortress. The wall held, soldiers at the top protecting the curve from the sparks of conflict that raged along the surface. I pulsed my aura and watched as the conflict grew more heated, yet her wall stood firm.

I wondered if I could influence the wall. I focused, just experimenting. The wall seemed to slip down momentarily and then slide back up. Okay, that must be the moral curve. I tried pushing back the resistance, and the curve seemed to twist. This, but be some kind of protection, self-control. The twist affected roiling sparks as the lights turned more green than red in the section I’d now connected with sexual arousal. I pushed out my aura and felt her arousal bloom even more; the undulation of the canted wave kept growing more green.

*knock knock*

Oh fuck.

“Zac?” whispered Leah’s voice.

The door opened, and I saw her silhouette, dressed in her full-length nightgown. She turned and closed the door behind her, locking it. She waited, looking in my direction. I couldn’t resist, and I pulsed my power again. Her legs buckled, a hand went between her legs, and a moan escaped her lips. I could hear her inhale sharply, then take a step towards me. Then two steps, the door closed, and she was at my bedside, her face inches from mine.

I looked into her eyes, which were brimming with tears of frustration and lust. Shining in the moonlight, I leaned and kissed her. I tossed my covers off me, and my hands guided her into my bed. Her lips pressed firmly to mine, her tongue sliding between my lips. Her hands pulled her nightgown up and off.

I pushed my boxers down my thighs, kicking them under the edge of the covers. Leah straddled me, then rose, looking down at me. Her eyes fought between her morals and the heady need she felt. I pulsed my aura, and she groaned in lust. Leah reached down and gripped my cock, then rose. Her eyes were bright now, focused, as she rubbed my engorged head over her juicy lips.

Leah slid down, and I filled her. She ground her hips into mine as she leaned forward and kissed me. Her large nipples pressed firmly into my palms as I filled my hands with her full breasts. Leah moved her hips, riding up and down my shaft. I pulsed my power again, weakly, just a breath to keep my aura small but feeding her arousal. She groaned into my mouth. Her tongue pressed deeper into my mouth.

Gripping Leah’s hips, I guided her movements as my hips fell and rose, meeting her downward roll. Leah gasped at the feeling and groaned. She parted the kiss, panting as our bodies danced together. I could only think of pleasing her. Feeding from her desire and giving her the pleasure she craved. I lost myself in her blue eyes, combing her hair back from her face. She looked down at me and bit her lip, panting again. She didn’t want to scream, though every nerve in her body was alight with arousal.

I pushed, a breath of power, and Leah’s eyes rolled back, and her core quivered. I could feel her orgasm roil through her nervous system. Her pussy clenching around my cock, my hips started to lift and pound, and she rode the wave to another quaking peak.

Then I felt her worry before she slipped off of me, turned, and took my cock, covered in her juices, into her mouth. Her hand wrapped around my shaft and jerked me off. I groaned as she hungrily licked and sucked and lifted my hips. My thighs bucked, and the head of my cock pulsed against her lips, then shot a load of my cream into her open mouth. Leah held her lips open as her hand and fingers milked every drop from my shaft. I panted as my body shook and swallowed the grunt of satisfaction I wanted to scream out.

Leah smiled as she felt my body tremble, licked her lips, ensuring she had every stray drop of my cum, then looked straight at me and swallowed. I reached and pulled her towards me, kissing her lips, tasting my cum on her tongue. Then let her rest her head on my chest.

“Sorry,” Leah said. “I’m not on birth control.”

“It’s okay,” I managed. “That was hot.”

“I don’t know what came over me,” Leah said. “Ever since yesterday, all I can think about is sex.”

I combed through her hair as she rested her cheek against my chest, hearing my heartbeat. I thought silence was the best course. Then decided to press my luck.

“Well,” I managed to whisper. “I’m always right down the hall, so long as my parents don’t know. I can help when you feel overwhelmed.”

Leah smiled and kissed me, slid off my bed, and pulled her shapeless nightgown over her shapely body.

“I’m not sure it’s good to make a habit of this,” Leah said. “Don’t you have a girlfriend?”

I nodded, and she smiled, “It was just a need, just this once. Don’t worry, Zac, it’ll be our secret. You are a wonderful lover.”

Leah slipped from my room, and I finally fell asleep.

PAST - CARMEN

I relaxed after Tommy and Connie left. They were terrific guests, and I was glad to serve them during their stay with us. It was the first time our family had guests who had accepted our relationship without feeling anything weird. Connie was a rockstar, and Tommy was a wonderful man and a great mentor to Jeremiah. I still felt conflicted the whole time they visited.

“We’ve changed,” I thought to myself.

I was conflicted about the changes I felt. The most significant change was, of course, the addition of Jenn. I felt responsible for her, given that I had left her alone with Kelly and Lexi when they were amoral pleasure seekers. I had enjoyed our short time in the dorms, but I hadn’t seen her since. The next time I saw her was when her supernaturally enhanced body was being scrubbed down in the meeting hall, when we rescued her.

She was the same girl, under the skin. Yet she was completely different. I didn’t cause the changes in her delicate arousal system, but I felt responsible. I was chewing myself up with some regrets, feeling guilty and ashamed. Feelings I hadn’t felt hardly at all after Jeremiah passed out the necklaces at the hotel.

When Lexi and I moved into Jeremiah’s house, I felt calm. I was centered. I knew my place in the hierarchy of our family. Now I felt confused. I still did the same things, caring for the family’s needs—cooking, cleaning, all the services that deeply fulfilled me.

Now I felt on edge, like when I was caring for Lexi and Kelly after Jeremiah had to leave our dorm. Sometimes it was fun and exciting. Who doesn’t love diving naked into a mosh pit of writhing flesh? Yet I was feeling increasingly drained. Back home, before our trip, our sexual exchanges always left me satisfied, if not energized, the next day.

It’s Jenn

I knew the truth. She had changed our dynamic. Her arousal was like a match, setting fire to us all, and dragging us, sometimes unwilling, into the conflagration of her lust. Every time Jeremiah would try to fix her, she’d slowly edge back up. Was it partly our fault, though? As a family, we were very sexualized, enjoying our frequent trysts. She might be the spark, but we weren’t always slaves to her every whim. Lexi could be aggressive if she didn’t want to engage with Jenn. Kelly couldn’t help herself. Alyssa and Jeremiah seemed more distant.

So I’d heaped the responsibility on my shoulders and tried to top her. In a sexual situation, I could swing from willing submissive to confident top. I detested being dominant outside of a scene, though. Jenn was increasingly pushing me into that role. Unconsciously, probably, but I’d indulged her enough that increasingly, she’d seek me out when she felt on edge.

I’d worried about this in my brain all afternoon. Now, in Jeremiah’s bedroom, sitting on the bed and waiting for his time with me. I was still troubled by the changing dynamic. I didn’t feel like playing the card game that they were playing. After clearing the table and doing the dishes, I excused myself for some alone time. I could tell the game was winding down, but I was still edgy. I needed to find a center.

I did what came naturally and did what a good submissive should. I stripped and knelt at the door. My head bowed, my hands resting palm up on my bare legs. My thighs spread and opened.

Waiting for my Master—his to use.

I breathed slowly in, trying to find my center, through my nose and out through my mouth. My thoughts shifted through different things. I felt the warm comfort in my core, reminding me of my place. But my thoughts teemed with how I was failing my Master. The more I sank into the headspace, the more I tried to relax, the more troubled I became. I wept silently at first until tears slipped past my cheeks and ran down my breasts. It only made my thoughts more conflicted.

The door opened, and I felt like I should scamper away into a corner. Despite my fears, frustrations, and overwhelming guilt, I centered myself. I stayed put, waiting for direction from my Master.

I felt his hand comb through my hair and grip tightly, then lift. My Master’s eyes were so clear and focused. Then they flickered. He looked at me, seeing my tear-streaked face. His expression softened, concentrating on me like he was inspecting my soul. I rested, confident that he could sense what I needed.

He let go of my hair, then walked away. I started to sob when the door opened, and he left.

He’s ashamed of me. He’s going to replace me.

I cursed myself for how easily my mind could go to that place: the old place, the old Carmen. Jeremiah wasn’t like any of the others. I slowed my ragged breathing, trying to find a wobbly center. The door opened again, and I heard the sound of a bag dropping beside me onto the floor. I focused on the ground between my knees, catching only the form in my peripheral vision.

My bag of tricks!

“On the bed, mine,” Jeremiah commanded in a low whisper. “Kneeling. Hands behind your back, at your elbows.”

I crawled immediately to the bed and wormed my naked flesh onto the covers. I found the center, knelt, then crossed my arms behind my back, holding each elbow in the opposite palm.

“Edge of the mattress,” he commanded, tapping on the foot of the bed. “Face the wall.”

Confident, clear, and concise. I felt my core melt at his instant control, and I rushed to obey. Twisting around to face the headboard, my feet slipped past the edge of the mattress, my head bowed, and staring down. The feel of the breeze across my now fully engorged pussy lips was like a whisper of heaven.

He didn’t say a word as he stood behind me. He just worked the ropes under my crossed forearms. I’d spent some spare time teaching him basic bondage knots and ties last week. He was a natural after spending time on ROTC sailboats learning line handling. He knew the knots. He knew the different types of lines. I softly moaned as his control over me took a physical form in his expertly tied ropes.

It was a simple box tie, binding my arms behind my back. He stood over me, behind me, and was silent as he worked. Then he leaned and hugged me, his hands cupping my heavy breasts. His finger on my chin, turning my head to the side. He kissed away the tears on my cheeks. His fingers massaged the streaks of tears on my breasts.

Then he pulled away and started against my spine. Wrapping doubled lengths of rope around my torso.

“Straight back.” He whispered, tapping on my spine.

I straightened up, the bow of my spine straightening, my bound arms forcing my shoulders to pull back. My breasts stood proudly before me. I closed my eyes, just wanting to feel his hands work. He wrapped the ropes tightly under my breasts, the fibers compressing into my flesh. Then he shifted the wraps and wound three more bands over the tops of my breasts. The chest harness was beautiful. His hands pulled tension perfectly, never too tight but firmly compressing my flesh.

I took a moment to lean my head back into his chest as he worked the strands into the desired shape. The feel of his muscles and his muscular chest only added to the feeling of peace I was beginning to swim in. My core was molten, my thighs damp with my arousal. He finished his knot, then tapped me on my shoulder.

“Turn,” he commanded, then turned away to grab more lines from my bag.

By the time he turned back around, I was facing him. My posture was straight, my eyes level at his chest. I couldn’t look at him, not yet.

I was his plaything.

I was his toy.

I was his object.

My thoughts were his to command. I could wait. He knew what I needed. I trusted him.

He looked at me, then continued. A shorter length of rope was wrapped around my breasts. The line tensioned and pulled the top and bottom bands between my round breasts, compressing the flesh and tightening the ropes. Then he tied similar vertical bands at my sides, between my arms and my sides, pulling the bands, tightening them, and making my breasts ache deliciously. Then he leaned and reached between my open thighs.

I wanted to grind down into his arm. I was so aroused, but he grasped the bitter end of the longer rope he’d left dangling from the rear of the chest harness and pulled it tight. I groaned as I felt the fibers of the rope slip between my ass. He measured, then took a turn of the rope, leaving a simple knot, and pulled the rope taut again.

I squirmed as the knot wormed between my cheeks and settled against my tight anus. Then, with another measure and a knot, he pulled the rope tight, fitting the bitter end under the band of rope between my breasts and pulling the line taut. I shuddered as the second knot settled against my clit ring. The line’s vibrations as he tied off the tension had me suddenly on edge.

He stepped back and examined his work, unhurriedly. The feeling for a submissive like me, bound so expertly by her Master, was indescribable. I’d found my center. I felt him push through to Alyssa, then felt the vacuum as he and I dropped out of the mesh. It was just him and me. My Master and his slave.

“Crab back,” he said as he crawled past me and sat at the head of the bed.

He rested his back against the headboard, then reached forward. His fingers slipped between his ropes and my flesh—His flesh. He tugged me back until my bound hands were resting at his waist. My head fell back and rested against his chest. His arms wrapped under my bound breasts. The feeling of his knots as I squirmed only made my arousal bloom. He’d take his time; he knew what I needed first.

“Okay, mine,” he said, reminding me deliciously of his ownership. “Tell me your troubles.”

“It’s not this slave’s place to worry you with her troubles, Master,” I said, regretting each word as it slipped from my lips.

The slap on my breast stung, and the next only made the pain bloom more. The compression of the rope left my breasts engorged. My nipples were rigid. His hard smacks and bite of pain made my head swim.

“It’s your job to answer my questions, slave,” he hissed.

Fuck, my core trembled at his intuitive dominance.

“Yi, Yes, Master.” I started. “This one is troubled with our family. This one fears it is coming apart.”

He cupped my breast, his fingers soothing the flesh he’d just stung—his actions binding my mind as much as his rope bound my flesh.

“You are not alone,” he said, pausing then. “Jenn?” He asked, although it seemed he already knew my answer.

“Yes, Master.” I nodded, and a tear fell down my cheek.

My failure to control her was probably an irritation for him. I knew he would have to intervene, but I was at fault. I wasn’t enough. I’d failed him.

“You’ve done so well with her,” he commented, his words defeating the lies I was telling myself. “It is beyond what one person can do. You’ve done so well, trying to control the situation. I have allowed that to continue far too long.”

He drifted into silence while his hands cupped and stroked my breasts, then slid down to massage my abdomen, his touch light and at the same time firmly controlling. My mind settled as he took responsibility and freed me from my doubts.

“You shouldn’t have to step in, Master,” I said. “This one can do better.”

He lifted and gripped my breasts tightly, so tight I inhaled from the wince of the pain of further compressing engorged breast tissue.

“Slave,” he said tightly. “You forget yourself. I should have seen this before you were so on edge about it.”

I winced as his hands tightened, and my cunt pulsed. How he could discipline and arouse at the same time was amazing. I nodded with my eyes shut, squirming in his grasp. The movement made the ropes vibrate, and my ass and clit tingle. Fuck, he’d make me come, admonishing me.

His grip slackened, pulling my torso up and nuzzling under my neck.

“I want your mind to release that worry,” He said softly, his lips at my ear. “I will handle it. I may decide to talk with you more later.”

I nodded, “Yes, Master.”

It was probably right to leave it there, since his words became more unclear as my arousal rose. I was content to know that my Master heard me and would care for my problems. I was his toy now, right where I needed to be. I sighed in contentment as his lips captured my earlobe and bit at the flesh. His hot breath bathed my cheek. His presence seemed to surround me.

I writhed, his hands gripped at my waist, then drew up, his short nails dragging along bare flesh, sharp slivers of pain that swam in the pool of endorphins his strict ropes had prompted. The strain on my shoulders constantly reminded me of who I belonged.

He gripped the rope that ran across my belly’s flat plane. He tugged, burrowing the rope against my ring, making my hips grind in response. The tight knot in my anus pressed deeper, and I groaned. I could feel how wet I was, the cooler air of the room bathing my damp thighs. My flesh felt hot, and my legs spread wider.

His cunt, his to have and use.

He slipped from behind me and stepped off the bed. He dropped his shorts and released his rock-hard erection. I licked my lips, my focus on his core. He gripped the top band of ropes around my chest and dragged me to the bed’s edge. His firm hands directed me as I scrambled to where he wanted me.

My head hung over the edge. My arms at the small of my back forced me to arch. My breasts stood proud as my shoulders dug into the edge of the mattress. My throat lengthened as I let my head rest, my mouth open.

His toy.

He teased my lips with the head of his cock. Not letting more than the tip touch me. I tried to stretch back, wanting to fill my mouth with his meaty manhood. He stepped away, and I grunted in frustration. My thighs were twisting and moving to grind that rope against my leaking cunt.

*SLAP*

“Hold still,” he commanded, suddenly over me again.

He teased his cock head over my lips again. His hips shifted to keep me chasing the tip. I growled and purred, his animal seeking to please him. His hands dropped, then I felt the delicious sensation of strands of rope wrapping around the column of my neck. I closed my eyes and stilled, his fingers and hands making my mind swim into a blank haze of arousal.

His. His to use.

The knots tightened, and the bands around my neck were just right, a rope collar that reminded me of my service to him.

His bound slave.

His toy, his fuck toy.

His mouth, his throat.

My eyes gleamed as I looked up at him. Then he gripped my chin in one hand and his cock in the other. He fed his beast his cock, and I rolled my tongue over the top of his curved shaft. I felt the crown push easily into my throat and my saliva pool against the roof of my mouth. I inhaled as his balls pressed against my nose. My mouth and throat filled with him. I shook, a shiver of arousal and a mini-peak of orgasm rushing through my veins.

He held his cock there until my need to breathe made my chest buck, then pulled out. I coughed, and a wad of spit slid over my cheek and into my eyes. I sucked in a breath, then sucked in the head of his cock again. My eyes were burning with the spit and darkened by the press of his heavy balls against their lids. I centered myself, my tongue curling along the upper curve of his shaft, my throat swallowing, trying to will his stiff shaft deeper. Another tremor shook my body; a haze of red filled my vision.

Then clarity, clean air, a deep breath, and back to darkness. He was using his toy, fucking his slave’s mouth. I bucked as he grabbed the rope and tugged those knots against my pleasure points. I gasped for a breath, then swam again in spit and pre-cum. I keened as his hands mauled my engorged breasts. Nothing but him in my mind now. He’d emptied my mind and refilled it with thoughts of him. He was all around me; every feeling I felt was him.

Bright light and cool, wet, slick saliva pouring down my cheeks. My eyes closed as I felt the goo crawl down my face to tangle in my bangs. The bed shifted, and my thighs parted. The ropes at my chest and back tightened as the rope bisecting my sex was pulled to the side. Then I was full—my cunt full of my Master.

I came and then felt another wave right behind it. His use was not gentle. He took me hard. His thrusts pushed me further off the edge. My heels dug around his hips, holding me there, gripping my Master. I shook as my mind swam in wave after wave of bliss. His hand grabbed my engorged breasts, using them like a handle as his hips pounded his cock deeper and deeper into me.

He paused, and I felt fingers gripping the lines at my neck. He backed away, and I panicked. He pulled my body back onto the mattress, my head resting flat against the sheets. Then he was hammering back into me with hard strokes. I groaned and shouted.

Fuck! This man, my Master! I was thrilled at his use of his slave.

Then I was empty, and I tried to blink my eyes open. The mass of spit and goo made it possible only to see shapes. I felt his hands lifting me, turning me. Then the coverlet felt cool against my spit-soaked nose. I raised my knees and spread my thighs. He slammed back into me. The rope wrapped around my crotch was stretched and loose, the bands around my chest and abdomen tighter.

I reached my fingers back, just wanting to touch him, to ground myself with the feel of his body. His knots kept me bound, my back in a persistent arch. He fucked me hard, then his hand was at the back of my throat, gripping my thick mane of hair and tossing it to the side. Then curling between rope and flesh and tugging my neck back.

I gulped in a breath and felt my edge rush forward. His grip on my collar made breathing a chore, wanting to pant out and moan. I gasped and felt my face redden. He slammed deep in me, his free hand slapping at my raised ass. I lost it, my vision went dark, and my body seized. I bucked under him as he slammed forward—a searing flood of his seed bathing the walls of my womb. I gasped out a breath, then sucked in a vacuum. I bucked again, then convulsed, a web of dark bliss as I came hard.

Blackness, a warm blanket is pressing against me. My breath was panting as I recovered. His breath on my back, a hand at my mouth, and an ear at my spine. Checking me. Feeling me. Covering me. Protecting me.

My mind was blank.

I was in his hands.

I was home.

PRESENT - ALYSSA

Today, I was working at home. I was dressed in an oversized sweatshirt and comfortable gym shorts. I was in research mode. James’s dusty black leather tomes on my shelf, and working through even older texts I’d collected over the years. Something had pinged my memory, and I wanted a better, more concrete understanding. Also, with Naomi and Zac’s awakening, I needed to refresh my memory on what I knew about our powers.

The house was quiet after breakfast. As usual, Zac had rushed to school at the last moment. He would suffer the consequences if he were late. Lexi had her training. A long swim workout would keep her at the pool until lunch. Kelly and Jeremiah headed off to the office. Kelly would work on our hospitality business today with no clients. Jeremiah had several meetings with prospective clients and some follow-ups with new couples. Carmen and Maria were shopping.

Naomi was a bit frazzled this morning. Her newfound fun thing, telepathy, wasn’t working. It made her grumpy, and she couldn’t explain why. Jeremiah wisely had the jeweler place the stones into small earrings. I had her ears pierced when she was two, and she had already acclimated to the presence. She hadn’t connected her lack of powers with the stones decorating her ears. She was too young to care that they didn’t quite match, one stone’s color being a deep azure and the other, my stone, a dark ruby red.

Leah had her hands full with the grumpy child and decided to drive her to the park in town.

“I need to run some of her energy off,” Leah said, seeming distracted.

This morning was a bit strange. Betsy had made an appearance at the table, then said she would like to visit Rebekah later in the month. She was a bit too old to make the drive herself, so it was up to Kelly and Jeremiah to figure out how to get her there.

Thinking of my mother was always a bit odd. I still thought of her by her first name instead of as my flesh-and-blood mother. Her maternal care of our Montana Bed & Breakfast had been very successful. She had taken the remnants of the Priesthood compound and bound the remaining families into a cohesive unit. They ran a very successful side restaurant, newly built over the ashes of that horrible meeting house. The B&B was self-sufficient throughout the year but was a gold mine during the winter. Maybe I should tag along and visit? I’m sure Rebekah would love to see her grandchild.

I shook my head, something to discuss with Kelly and Jeremiah later. I hesitated to make it a whole family vacation, but summer was getting closer. Zac’s graduation was right around the corner. Lexi’s triathlon would be right after that. Everyone’s busy schedule would become a bit lighter.

Okay, I’m getting distracted. Back to work.

I browsed through my computerized notes. Notes I had been working on for eighteen years, trying to figure out the puzzle of our powers. They started as notebook pages because, while Jeremiah was a computer guy, I liked the feel of paper and the feeling of being surrounded by books. About five years ago, I hired a summer intern, and he transcribed my notes into pages of indexed computer files. He scanned photos and linked them to the files if I had sketched something. The result was a reasonably comprehensive collection of arcane spirituality and conspiracy theories tied to the angels, demons, faeries, and other lore and myth.

James’s books were not the first we’d found that seemed to be magnets or portals for weird spiritual possession. That was another set of computer files and a database of artifacts. These items appeared to run in parallel with my ongoing research into special powers. The two areas sometimes collided, like skirmishes in battle. The lines of various creatures seemed to oscillate between succumbing to the spiritual corruption of the dark sprites and engaging in all-out battles against the forces of light in an attempt to defeat them.

My tactic with such artifacts was to bag and tag them. I wouldn’t release them back into the wild. Instead, I’d store them in a vault in the basement under our gym. It was the actual basement, housing our mansion’s mechanical systems and tanks.

The main house was built into the side of a hill on one end. The main floor, kitchen, and living areas were built at ground level, the main entrance facing away from the slope. The second story was constructed a few meters behind the leading wall. The rooms I currently occupy are along a hallway that opens onto the large living area. The gym floor emptied to ground level, and the pool did too. The upper story deck sat midway down from the main story. A bit byzantine in construction, but it served our family well.

I perused James’s old tomes and entered their authors, publication dates, publishing houses, and other arcane details into the database. Then picked up the five dusty old books and headed down to the basement.

The house was quiet as I padded down the stairs barefoot. The sun streamed through the large pane windows, which offered a view of our deck, pool, and the broad clearing of natural grasses. The forest of trees farther back protected our property’s sightlines. It made it feel like we were isolated deep in the woods. I loved our house, even if Jeremiah would grouse from time to time at the expense.

I circled past the kitchen and open dining area, circling past Zac’s room, and headed down the stairs to the gym level. There were more rooms than just the gym. The laundry room was down one hall, and chutes from all our rooms emptied into individual bins. Maria would wash, dry, and fold our clothes, then leave them on our bed daily. Further back, there was a media room that doubled as a library. The walls were lined with books, and eight plush lounges faced a projection screen. We were hooked up to every imaginable projector and gaming console. It was Zac’s favorite room. A stocked refrigerator and snack table made it very accessible for entertainment.

I slipped past the media room and into the back stairs leading to the basement. The heating and plumbing systems were down here, so it became noisy. Near the stairs, we’d built a sizeable secure room. The walls were lined with lead and reinforced concrete—the inside was cool and dark. I flipped on the light, found the bookshelf, and slid James’s collection of arcane demonic smut onto the shelf. I clicked off the light and closed and locked the door.

Done with that chore, I climbed back up the stairs, then back across the gym floor. The sun was beautiful, and the day was peaceful. Maybe I’d sun myself on the deck by the pool after lunch. I distractedly climbed up the stairs and bumped right into Leah as she passed by Zac’s room.

“Oh,” I said, surprised. “Sorry, I thought I was alone.”

“My fault,” Leah blushed, “Naomi fell asleep on the way back from the park. I figured she needed a nap, so I stayed quiet.”

“No worries,” I smiled and moved back past the kitchen into the large living room.

Leah nodded, looked at me, opened her mouth to say something, then turned and walked toward her room. “I’ll be right back,” she said.

“Odd,” I thought to myself as I slumped into one of the large sofas arranged in the main room.

I distracted myself by looking out the windows into the blue sky, with nary a cloud—a rare and strange occurrence for mid-spring in the western half of Oregon. I was curious about what Leah wanted, but I resisted the temptation to read her thoughts. That was fine for the ones I loved, but I didn’t want to pry into her thoughts. I had enough trouble trying to free my mind from thinking of her.

Ever since Jeremiah and Kelly had their enhanced supernatural romp with my nanny, I was struggling with the thoughts of the pretty young girl nude. Struggling wasn’t the right word. Enjoying or fantasizing was better, but still not entirely on the nose. I was curious, and she was alluring in her apparent naïveté.

After I spoke with Leah and Maria, making sure they knew we still valued them as our employees, and explained as best we could without sounding like lunatics. She seemed to be more distracted and even more secluded.

I suppose part of my troubling thoughts was that they both seemed okay with being fucked by their employers. When I heard what had happened, I thought we’d be exposed, sued, and chased out of town.

Maria only smiled and looked at Carmen with a loyal expression, “No problem, Miss Alyssa, no problem. You no worry,” she said with a smile and a pat on my hand.

Leah was more thoughtful, but she also said it was consensual. Then she looked at me like she was worried I’d be angry.

“It won’t happen again,” Leah had sworn.

We certainly dodged a bullet. Somehow, the projectiles always seemed to miss us.

Leah looked around for me once she topped the stairs. When she saw me on the sofa, she strode purposefully towards me, her hands clutching a sheet of paper. I sat up straighter, then rose to meet her.

“What’s this?” I asked, taking the paper she held out.

“My letter of resignation,” she said, her bottom lip quivering. “I will give you two weeks, then I need to leave.”

“Please, Leah,” I said, motioning to the chair next to the sofa. “Sit down. Let’s talk this through. Have you found another opportunity?”

She shook her head, then her eyes brimmed with tears, “No, it’s not like that.”

“Tell me what’s troubling you,” I said. “I will listen confidentially, I promise.”

I was halfway into prying open her mind because of how distraught she was when she looked at me and said.

“I can’t help myself. All I can think about is Mr. Jackson,” Then she paused, seeing my shock, but her words tumbled out, “or Isaac.”

I took a slow, controlled breath, and once the confession was out of her mouth, Leah started to grumble out her troubles.

“I think there is something wrong with me, or I’m going crazy or turning into a nymphomaniac,” She said in a stream of thought. “I’m not a virgin, but I’ve never had satisfying sex. Until, well, first with Maria, that was off the charts. Then she and I joined Carmen and Kelly and…” she struggled with his name.

“Call him Jeremiah,” I said, with a smile. “The rest of us do. Some do call him Master with fondness.”

“What do you mean?” she asked. “He’s married to Ms. Kelly, isn’t he?”

“Lord,” I thought to myself. “We’re better at hiding it than I thought. Poor girl, she thinks this is her fault.”

“Tell me what you think of our arrangement, one man and four women?” I asked.

“Well, you run a very successful business and need to be near each other. Living together is the easiest way to run a business. It makes the most practical sense,” she slowed down after reciting our cover story like it was the gospel,

After a pause, it was like a light went on, and she looked at me. Her eyes widened, and then she blushed. She had such a lovely blush.

“Wait,” she said, “The rest of you? All of you? Lexi, too?”

I thought for a moment, then stood up. I placed her resignation letter on the table, face down and unread.

“I’m going to show you something,” I started. “I’m going to let you in on our secrets so you know the full truth. This is a risk for me, but I trust you. You are a wonderful nanny to our child and a friend as well. I will tell you everything, and if you still want to leave, this conversation is confidential. Do you understand?”

Leah nodded slowly, her brown ponytail bouncing behind her bright blue eyes. Leah was dressed in a comfortable sweater, jeans, earth tones, and denim. I took her hand and led her upstairs. We walked past Carmen’s room, then into mine. She’d visited me before here, but only in my parlor.

“Do you think this is where I sleep?” I asked her, letting her look around.

The small bed was made impeccably and sat against one wall. I read books there from time to time. On our private nights, Jeremiah would visit, and we’d enjoy the comfortable bed, but by and large, I didn’t sleep in my room.

“No,” she said softly. “You don’t sleep here,” she said, putting together the puzzle, her eyes looking curiously at mine.

“Come,” I said, taking her hand and pulling her through my open closet.

I opened the door to our expansive main bedroom and let her walk past me. Leah walked in quietly as if she were invading a sacred place. In a way, she was. It was our haven, where the five of us could be completely ourselves. She was the first person outside of our circle to come inside. I worried I might have opened up a box I couldn’t close.

“You?” Leah asked. “All of you?” She looked around and focused on the one massive bed in the center of the sprawling wing. The other chairs and lounges make the room seem less open and, at the same time, considerable. She saw the large open bathroom and shower, then turned to see the inside hot tub near the entrance to the upper deck.

I nodded, “Jeremiah is our head. The rest of us, Kelly, Lexi, Carmen, and I, are a family.”

“You mean,” and she pointed at the bed.

“Every night,” I confirmed.

Then I took a more considerable risk and drew closer to her. I looked at her and allowed my mind to tumble through her thoughts. I concentrated and telekinetically pulled the ribbon in her hair, and her brown tresses fell around her shoulders.

“What?” she said, feeling her hair tumble over her shoulder, looking around. “How?”

“Jeremiah, Kelly, and I have special powers,” I said. “We can do different things, you’ve felt Kelly’s, and you’ve probably felt Zac’s too.”

She blushed at Zac’s name, and I felt her thoughts drift to the previous night. I drew in a breath.

“That is unexpected,” I thought.

My thoughts raced, and then I was aroused at the thought of her… naked. The same troubling thoughts tumbled through my brain as I stepped closer to her. She was slightly shorter than me. I used that to my advantage and looked down at her. I pulled her closer to me, my arms at her waist, my breath softly warming her cheeks.

“Does it surprise you?” I asked. “That we all sleep together, have sex together?”

Leah looked at me wide-eyed. Her thoughts were a tangle. Images of her with Kelly, Jeremiah behind her, then over her. Then her on top of Zac. I felt my insides clench and my core melt as I felt her emotions, passion, and lust as she flashed through all of that in a moment. Leah looked at me. Her face quieted, and she shook her head.

“It doesn’t,” Leah said. “If I’m honest with myself, I knew it all along.”

I tilted my head to look at her, drawing closer. My lips feeling magnetically drawn to hers, I couldn’t stop myself. I kissed her softly. She stiffened for a moment, then relaxed and kissed me back. I groaned at her taste, my arousal shooting through the roof. Even without Kelly pushing me, I unbuttoned her sweater, and Leah pulled my sweatshirt over my head.

I backed away, my breasts heaving. I looked at her and drew her close, pulling her top up as she lifted her arms. Her hands lifted to my pert breasts as I reached around and unclipped her bra, removing the cups and placing my hands on hers. Our eyes locked as I leaned back and kissed her.

Then the next thing I knew, we were naked, on the bed. A tangle of legs and arms as I kissed her. Our breasts pressed together, her moans feeding mine. I ground my hips against hers, and she groaned and lifted to press her mound against mine. Her legs lifted around my waist as I lay over her. I couldn’t stop kissing her. Leah raised her arms around my neck and clung to me.

We didn’t rush or hurry. We were alone and took our time. I danced with her until I could feel her hot juices on my firm thigh. I pushed her back and kissed down her torso. I made love to her breasts; they were as heavy and perfect as I’d imagined. Leah hid her lovely body well in her shapeless wardrobe, which echoed what I wore in college. Now her nubile flesh was mine to feast on. Her nipples were responsive as I licked them, sucked them, and lightly nibbled them.

By the time I’d kissed my way to Leah’s waist, she was pleading in hunger. I kissed the top of her furry mound, nuzzling into her fragrant forest, then opened my mouth and lapped at her engorged lips. She bucked as I licked thoroughly and enjoyed the flood of her essence coating my tongue. A new taste, fresh, young. It excited me, and I worried two fingers along her open lips, finding her opening and pressing in.

Leah grabbed my head and held me to her open core. I fingered her and lapped at her clit, my fingertips dancing under her button, coaxing her to the heights of passion.

Leah moaned my name, “Alyssa…” then bucked, and I felt a flood of her fluids coat my cheeks. I lapped and drank deeply.

Leah rolled me over, her hands gripping my shoulders with a hidden strength. Her body snaked over mine, her head pressing down as her lips found my nipples. My head was pushed into the mattress by her heavy orbs, and I cupped their sides and opened my mouth to feed on her firm nipples. She was on a mission, and I moaned as her nipples pulled from my lips. Leah’s mouth was on my bare abdomen, then kissing my mound. Her tongue reached out and lapped at my bright silver ring at the apex of my pussy. I moaned loudly, my knees splayed open, and her mouth sank into my folds.

“Fuck… Leah,” I gasped as she licked me.

I lifted my chin and licked my lips. Leah’s tuft of brown curls hovered over my eyes, and I leaned back. My arms wrapped around her hips, drawing them down, and I feasted on her juicy labia. I licked every inch, sucking the dew from her petals as I moaned and encouraged her. One of her fingers found my entrance, and I rolled my hips. A second digit joined the first, and she slid inside.

I groaned, wanting more, “Yes! Leah, like that… push deeper.”

Leah’s hands pulled my hips, rotating my pelvis, and then her tongue was rimming my ass, spreading her slick saliva and my juices with her deft tongue. Her fingers slipped out, swirled around my bud, and then pressed back into my pussy. I groaned in encouragement. Then her thumb pressed into my ass as she lapped at my clit ring, pulsing two fingers in my needy cunt. I panted uncontrollably in my lustful passion. I screamed out, and my hips jerked. A squeal and a giggle were my rewards as my cunt spasmed and sprayed into her face. She dove in and lapped around my pussy drenched by my spending.

I lapped slowly. My bliss was complete. Leah slipped to the side, then shifted and curled against me. Her eyes sought mine, and we kissed softly. Our arms pulled us closer. My eyes fluttered, and I closed them.

“Just a short rest,” I thought to myself, “Just a little rest, then worry.”

I faded off in a blissful cloud.

PRESENT - JEREMIAH

Kelly and I pulled up into our driveway at the same time Lexi did. We usually didn’t come home for lunch, but I knew Alyssa was home for the day. Lexi had just finished her swim, her hair still wet, as she waved at us from her convertible BMW. We both smiled and waved back.

“What luck,” I said. “Meeting a sexy girl like you during the lunch hour.”

She stood close to me and wrapped her arms over my shoulders, her head pressed into my chest. She looked up at me, blinking in the bright sun, then lifted on her toes and kissed me.

“Something’s on your mind?” I asked, and Lexi nodded.

Kelly walked ahead, entered the house, and looked back at us.

“Looks like you two need a moment,” she said with a smile. “I’ll see you inside.”

Lexi’s silence was a signal, and I ran my finger across the silver collar she always wore and nodded back.

“Go to your room. I’ll be right up,” I ordered softly.

She smiled and then walked purposefully into the house. I took my time following. I knew what she’d be doing. She needed to talk to her Master. To do that properly, she needed to prepare herself. It was a ritual. It was meaningful to both of us. In our large circle, each of my lovers had a unique way of expressing their commitment to me, and I reciprocated. Each of my lovers was unique and special.

The house was quiet. I looked for Kelly, and she was in the kitchen. She smiled at me, and I kissed her softly.

“Something is on Lexi’s mind,” I said. “I might be a bit longer than I expected.”

Kelly smiled and traced her finger over my lip, looking into my eyes. “I understand. I think I might head back after having something to eat. Do you want me to wait?”

“I don’t have any more appointments today,” I said. “Maybe we can all stay home since Alyssa is already here, too.

“She’s probably napping,” Kelly said. It’s such a lovely day. Leah probably has Naomi at the park. Maybe I’ll go lie out in the sun.”

I kissed her softly.

“Thanks, love,” I said. “Just call the office and tell them they can leave early.”

“Okay, J,” Kelly said, turning to open the refrigerator.

I walked up the stairs near Lexi’s room, opposite the hall from Alyssa’s room, so I wouldn’t disturb Alyssa if she were napping. I wanted to concentrate on Lexi. I left my jacket on the sofa by the stairs and loosened my tie. I’d stay dressed and then see what was on her mind.

Lexi’s room was the first room on this side. I waited by the door, listening. She moved quietly, but I still heard some rustling. Then the movement stilled, and I waited. She would need her time to center herself.

After a minute or two, I opened the door. She was sitting just past the door. Naked except for her collar, hands open on her thighs, her thighs spread.

The submissive slave was waiting for her Master.

I tapped her on the shoulder and then walked to my chair. She insisted it was mine and never sat in it. It was a reminder of my presence when she was alone. I sat, and she crawled towards me, then pressed her cheek to my thigh. I lifted her chin, allowing her to look at me.

“Come,” I said softly. “Sit in my lap, little one.”

She smiled quietly and crawled up, her bottom pressed against my abdomen. Her head rested on one shoulder. She lifted her legs and placed them on my knees. Her entire body was open to my hands. I felt my cock harden as she always made me feel like I was her king. I wrapped my arm around her waist.

“What troubles your mind, little one?” I asked. “Tell me every thought.”

She paused, leaned her head back, her eyes lifted to the sky, and spoke quietly.

“This one is troubled with her thoughts, Master,” she said.

I kissed her softly on the cheek.

“Speak plainly, little one,” I wanted to hear her troubles, not a formal string of third-person thoughts.

“Okay, Master,” she said. “I have been thinking about a girl,” she began. “I saw her at the high school track yesterday. She was masturbating in the teacher’s parking lot. I thought it was funny, a little sweet. She was beautiful. We talked for a few minutes. But since then, I can’t seem to push her from my thoughts.”

“Do you know her?” I asked.

“Megan Little,” Lexi said so quickly that it confirmed she had consumed her thoughts.

“Ms. Little?” I said, the name seeming familiar.“Blonde? Pretty girl?”

“Yes,” she said and shifted to look at me, her lithe body flexing easily on my lap. “Do you know her?”

“One of Zac’s teachers,” I said. “History, I think. First period. He has a little thing for her.”

I chuckled, remembering how he talked about her the other day with Alyssa, Kelly, and me.

Lexi breathed, “You think she was masturbating because….”

She didn’t have to say the rest. I knew what she was thinking. I’d given Zac the ring the night before last. He should have had it yesterday.

“No,” I said. “He had the ring. He shouldn’t have used his powers. He said yesterday was much better than Monday.”

“Well,” Lexi said, thinking. “This one thinks it strange that she was masturbating in the teacher’s parking lot two days after your incubus son awakened to his powers. This one thinks Ms. Little has been influenced.”

“You might be right,” I said, chuckling as she slipped back into a formal protocol. “I don’t think that explains why your thoughts are heavy with her.”

“It does, Master,” she said quietly, getting lost in her thoughts.

“I’ll talk with Zac after school,” I promised, then lifted my hands to her pert breasts.

She groaned as I cupped and squeezed them hard, fingers sinking into her flesh.

“At the moment,” I continued. “I want to bend you over our bed, bind your wrists to the headboard, and bang you til you walk funny.”

She giggled, the humor making her lighten up. I slapped her ass and pointed her towards the bedroom.

“Go,” I said and started stripping in her room while she giggled and headed to the bedroom.

I got about three steps into the bedroom before I stumbled into Lexi, who was standing still, eyes on the bed. Two bodies were there, one the familiar silhouette of Alyssa lying on her back. She was entwined with someone else. Then I recognized the face of Leah resting on Alyssa’s breast as they slept.

“Well,” I said quietly. “This is different.”

Alyssa’s eyes fluttered, then she turned and saw us and blushed red. Then I felt her thoughts entwine with mine. Then I felt a new presence as Leah blinked and looked up at Alyssa, then over at Lexi and me. Her brows creased as she felt our minds mesh with hers.

Lexi and I walked to the bed. Lexi slipped up and looked at Leah, then kissed her softly. Lexi hugged Leah tightly and smiled at her. I leaned and kissed Alyssa, then moved to kiss Leah. My thoughts were a mix of wonder and arousal. We hadn’t felt a new mind in our mesh since Jenn.

Kelly’s door opened, and she smiled as she crossed the bed, her bronze flesh beginning to glow. Carmen’s door opened, and she slipped in. I was halfway expecting Maria to follow, but Carmen sensed it and shook her head at me. Then the five of us surrounded Leah and welcomed her to the family. She seemed overwhelmed, then settled into our embraces.

Then Lexi turned to me and kissed me.

“You were going to do something to me, Master?” she reminded me.

I nodded and tugged at her red hair. We slid to one side of the bed while the other four females in the bed curled into a cuddle of warm flesh. Leah’s pale flesh was so striking between Carmen and Kelly. Kelly kissed her tenderly, and Carmen stroked her thighs. Alyssa had leaned over and was suckling at Carmen’s breast.

I pushed Lexi to her knees, and she spread her thighs. I felt her cunt, and it was leaking. I had been rock hard since I walked into the room, and Kelly’s aura had made it feel like titanium. I grabbed Lexi’s hips, then fucked her. I fucked her until she walked funny. Then we lay back, catching our breath, and Leah softly nursed on the head of my cock.

PAST - JENN

The last week at the lake seemed to fly by. We had nothing to do without any maintenance work. Each day was something new and fun. We talked, and I asked questions about what it would be like at home. Kelly and Alyssa loved to tell me about their home and Jeremiah’s friends. They were excited to get back home, to get back to normal.

Since we were active and having fun boating around the lake and enjoying each other’s bodies, my arousal didn’t seem as edgy as the previous week. We were alone, so I didn’t have to behave. Each day brought something different. We had fun, but then it was time to drive back home.

Since the beginning of the week, I’d heard Jeremiah talk about his friends. He mentioned Ron and Robin, two friends he had helped with their relationship. Then he spoke to me about his friend Jerry. I remembered Kelly told me a story about Jerry. How he had kissed her once, out of the blue, and how good a kisser he was. Alyssa had known him longer and told me he was astute and polite.

“Does he have a girlfriend?” I asked.

I was unsure about how well I fit into this five-some. Over the past week, I have felt more detached. I loved them all, but they were a bit intense. Their connection was so strong that I felt like an outsider. It could be interesting if this Jerry person were as nice as they described.

I didn’t let my thoughts go much past that. It felt like a betrayal. I should talk to Jeremiah about my feelings or Alyssa. She had backed away from her mothering and became an enjoyable person. She was wicked smart and was the clear leader of all the other women in our clan. She might know what to do.

Carmen drove on a highway somewhere along the Columbia River. The day was bright, and we were still hours from home. The concept of home was still a bit rough in my mind. Jeremiah was co-piloting, and Lexi was at his side, kneeling between the two pilot chairs. She seemed happiest just sitting near him.

Alyssa was curled on the sofa behind Jeremiah, and Kelly was resting on the bed in the back. I got up, sat next to Alyssa, and lifted her feet into my lap. She looked at me and purred as I began massaging her feet.

“That feels good, Jenn,” she smiled. “Thank you.”

“You’re welcome,” I said, smiling. “Actually, I was wondering if I could talk with you.”

“Sure,” she said, dog-eared a page in the book she was reading, and focused her bespectacled eyes on mine.

“I’m nervous?” I confessed. “I don’t know anything about home, and I worry I’ll be the sixth wheel when we get there. You didn’t plan the house for six people upstairs.”

“Well,” Alyssa said, “That is true, but you don’t take up too much space.” She smiled and winked at me, “We can figure it out. None of us knows how this works.”

“What if it doesn’t?” I asked. “What if it gets to be too much? What if I get too needy, or just …” I lost my train of thought.

“Jenn,” Alyssa said calmly. “No one is forced to be here. We are together because we feel connected. If we become disconnected, it might signal that something is wrong.”

She sat up and crossed her legs, her finger pushing her glasses up her nose. “Tell me what is bothering you.”

I struggled to put it into words and looked around. I saw Kelly sleeping in the back. In a few days, she’d be married to Jeremiah. But nothing would change; she would still be one of four other women. Something about that suddenly bothered me.

“How can Kelly get married if Jeremiah can’t make up his mind?” I finally asked, then continued, “I want to be married. I want one husband. I want a man who loves me. Only me.”

“So you’re monogamous,” Alyssa said non-judgmentally. “That’s not a horrible thing, Jenn. Much of the world is monogamous. That might be why you feel on edge. Obviously, none of us feel monogamy is the path we want to walk.”

“Yeah,” I said, beginning to understand the difference.

I looked around at the other four women, even sleeping in the back. Kelly seemed happy. Carmen and Lexi were beaming as they chatted idly with Jeremiah. They felt no jealousy, no possessiveness.

“Maybe,” I pause. “Maybe I should look for a boyfriend.”

I looked at her to see her reaction, and she looked back at me with a poker face.

“It’s your decision, Jenn,” she said. “It always has been. We don’t own you. You can choose.”

I smiled, comfortable deciding for myself, “We’ll still be close, be friends?”

“Of course,” Alyssa said. “I don’t think anyone could share the few weeks we’ve had without being lifelong friends.”

I smiled and leaned to hug her. “Okay, so tell me more about this Jerry guy.”

She smiled and curled her legs under her, no longer a counselor, just another girl. She scooted close to me and started telling me about Jerry. How sweet he was, how he struggled to find the right type of girl. He was free and available. I felt a flutter in my belly as we talked about this man I’d never met. The more I heard about him, the more I thought about what it would be like to be in his arms.


CHAPTER 11
ETHEREAL COLLARS


PAST - JEREMIAH

While Kelly and Alyssa were forming an identity anchor for Jerry for Jenn to start thinking about, I was investing rolls of quarters in long-distance charges, calling Jerry to tell him about Jenn. He sounded excited to meet her, but was still curious about how I managed to get along with many women. I had to try to keep him on topic.

As we turned south at Portland a couple of hours before dusk, we stopped to fill the tanks. I called Jerry and told him we’d be at the house in two hours. I asked a favor: could he buy some things for us at the store, and I’d pay him back. I just wanted him there to see if our ploy had any chance of working.

“Hey,” Jerry asked, “will Jenn be there?”

“Yeah, Jerry,” I laughed. “She will live with us until she can find her place. We’re not going to leave her in Portland.”

“Right, right,” Jerry said. “I’ll be there. I needed to run to the store myself. See you soon.”

It had been a long day watching the miles stream past. Carmen and I took turns driving, and it was my turn for the final leg. The sun was low on the western horizon as I drove south. Midsummer in Oregon was hit-or-miss when it came to sunny days; today was a great hit. The few clouds low on the horizon glowed purple, red, and orange as the sun slowly dipped towards the horizon. The lower lip of the orb was disappearing when I pulled the coach into my driveway.

The house looked different; the upstairs had been expanded, and several construction projects were still in progress. I pulled to the back, parking just in front of the garage, which allowed a good view of the upgraded backyard. The grounds looked amazing. A vast grassy space ran through the middle of the yard. A broad deck wrapped around the rear of the house, with a wooden trellis that overhung the few steps to the grassy knoll. An open gazebo was centered along the new wooden fence surrounding the private space.

“I’ll be getting married in that gazebo in a few days,” I thought.

“It’s beautiful,” Kelly said from behind me, hugging me tightly, “It’s perfect.”

I shut down the cruiser, and Carmen opened the door. I wanted to check out the progress on the house. We filed out. Then I saw Jerry coming out of the side door from the kitchen that exited onto the driveway. He smiled and waved.

“Jerry!” Kelly said, walking to him and giving him a warm hug, “It’s good to see you. I want you to meet our friend Jenn.”

Jerry was blushing. Being near Kelly always made him a bit speechless, but his eyes brightened at the sound of Jenn’s name, and he looked around. I was scanning him and Jenn as they met; if this was going to work, my adjustment needed to be almost immediate.

Jenn looked around at the sound of Jerry’s name, then smiled as she walked towards him. I saw the sparks mingle around the concept of Jerry we’d manufactured over the last week and ramped up her connection as she identified him. I shifted from her and did the same to Jerry.

It was incredible how it worked almost instantaneously. Despite Kelly’s arm around his side, Jerry could only look at Jenn. Jenn smiled bashfully, a bit strange for her lately, and glanced demurely at Jerry. His awkward smile seemed to endear him more to her, and she held out her hand.

“I’m Jenn,” she said, “you must be Jerry.”

“Hello, Jenn,” Jerry said, lifting her hand to his lips for a chivalrous kiss.

His eyes drifted down Jenn’s body, and he took a thought vacation as he drank in her curves. She was wearing a tank top that bared her midriff, and her star tattoos were just visible at the low neckline of her tight shirt. He barely breathed towards her, and her nipples engorged. His eyes finally lifted to hers, and he pulled her hand and wrapped her in a hug.

“Jeremiah has told me a lot about you,” he said. “I’m glad to put a face to a name finally.”

“Likewise,” Jenn breathed, and I could feel her attraction and arousal to my old friend.

Alyssa stepped behind me and kissed my ear as she watched. Kelly drifted back and wrapped her arm around my waist, leaning against Alyssa.

“Looks like it worked,” Alyssa whispered, and I felt her release Jenn from the mesh.

Jenn could only pay attention to Jerry as we toured the house. Construction lights were hanging as the central electrical systems were shut down. The glow or their illumination cast odd shadows in the twilight.

We toured the main floor, which was still mostly gutted. Then we walked into the kitchen. New counters and shelves lined its periphery. Cutouts for the new appliances were in place, but it would still be a few weeks before any cooking would occur. Carmen looked around and touched the surfaces. I could tell she imagined how she would use the larger space.

“Love it,” she said shortly, with a beaming smile.

We moved into a large dining area. A pass-through bar connected the two spaces. The site was large enough for people to walk through the bar and still have room to sit around a table. I pictured how it would work and smiled.

The two rooms on the main floor were opposite sides and exited into the main living space behind the dining area. There was no sign of a second floor from the main entrance to the kitchen. We had to walk back through the kitchen and wind around to walk up the staircase to our main bedroom suite.

The stairs emptied into a parlor area, large enough to have a couple of sofas and built-in entertainment shelves that could hold a large TV without invading the small footprint. To one side was a small bathroom entrance that opened into a larger open shower area with a built-in seat. We continued to a large closet and dressing area, as big as a single room. Another door led to an ample space stretched across one side of the house.

The main entrance emptied back into the parlor at the top of the stairs, and another door led out onto a private deck area that overhung the main deck below. The rails hadn’t been installed, and night had fallen, but I imagined the view of the upgraded backyard would be incredible.

All of us gathered back in the large main suite, and we talked. Each person had a different idea of what we should do. All the options were attractive, but it was still too soon to make any permanent changes. We had a few more weeks before construction finished. I suggested we head down to check out the basement.

Jenn suddenly yawned and stretched, “Oh, I’m tired,” she said, looking energized and alert, “I’m beat. Would it be okay if I slept at Jerry’s tonight?”

She looked at him and squeezed his hand. Her nipples were hard, and her chest flushed, two of the telltale signs she was very aroused. A smile slowly spread across Jerry’s face, and he nodded.

“That would be great,” he said, not looking at anyone else but Jenn.

“Sure,” I said, “Don’t forget to take a change of clothes for tomorrow. Jerry, I’ll call you around noon. We need to get fitted for our tuxedos. Get some rest.”

They barely said goodbye as they scrambled down the stairs to the coach. We were turning to head to the basement when we saw Jenn sliding out of the coach, prodding Jerry ahead of her, and leading him to his car.

“That went better than expected,” Alyssa said.

“She seems very smitten,” Lexi said. “Does that mean she’s not family anymore?”

“I guess we’ll see,” I said. “I think we’ll always have a connection with Jenn. She can choose to leave if she wishes, though. None of you is a captive.”

Lexi smiled and leaned up to kiss me, “No, but some of us are slaves.”

We hugged in the basement, remembering our days down here with our giant bed. Then filed up to the coach and slipped out of our clothes. The curtains had been drawn, and for the first time in two weeks, the five of us again fell into our blissful circle. Hands, fingers, and mouths were wandering around familiar and supple flesh. Moans and groans of arousal that heightened as the room glowed bathed in Kelly’s aura. We slept and then awoke and re-engaged. Everyone was unhurried and satisfied.

I slept peacefully and rested peacefully.

PRESENT - LEAH

I woke with a start, sitting up—I needed to be doing something.

The warm bodies around me felt like the remnant of my dream. I looked around and combed my fingers through my hair. There was Carmen, Lexi, and then Jeremiah. Kelly’s golden halo of hair rested above Lexi’s on Jeremiah’s chest. Alyssa was facing Kelly, resting opposite, her body curled around mine, her hand slowly caressing my hip as she stirred.

“Naomi!” I thought to myself, “She must be awake now!”

I slowly disentangled myself from the warm limbs and fleshy parts and slid off the bed. I was still trying to reconcile whether I was dreaming or if that had happened. I found my jeans, pulled them on, and then my t-shirt, forgoing my bra. I wrapped my sweater around me, then looked for an exit.

The room spread across the whole rear of the house, and I had to think a moment to figure out which door would lead to the stairs nearest Naomi’s room.

“Go through my room,” Alyssa said, pointing to the second door from the right. “I’ll come down in a few minutes.”

I nodded, not knowing what to say, and left, quietly shutting the door behind me. I looked around as I passed through Alyssa’s parlor. The clock on the wall said it was half-past two. I’d lost two hours, and that was about the most Naomi slept during the day. I hurried down the stairs to her room, and she was peeking above the toddler gate, looking the other way as I approached.

“Leah!” she said, hearing my footsteps. “Out, please! I wanna eat!” she shook at the gate.

I smiled and lifted her from her room, looking behind her to see if everything was all situated. A small mess of books and dolls had kept her occupied.

“Did you sleep well?” I asked, smiling at her.

I loved Naomi. She was a sweet child, and taking care of her fulfilled a deep, primal need I felt. She nodded and hugged me, her warm breath against my neck. A neck that, until just a few moments ago, was resting on her father’s thigh. Her arms wrapped around my shoulders, where her mother’s breasts pressed until I sat up.

I went into autopilot as my thoughts swam and made her a sandwich, some cut-up apples, and two small Oreo cookies. She smiled as she started eating and leaned against the counter.

A: I’m on my way down. Are you okay

K: Leah, I love you

C: That was wonderful. I need to start working on dinner

J: Aly, do you need me to come too

A: No, but you’re welcome if you want to

J: I’ll come

L: No stay, please, Master

J: In a little while

The stream of thoughts filled my head, and I tried to make sense of it. In the dream, it was easier, just doing what I was told. Flowing from one body to another, seeking to please each of these people now in my brain. I must be going crazy.

A: You’re not going crazy. How is Naomi?

She’s fine. She rested well and is eating her lunch. Wait, you can hear me?

A: I’ll explain it all. Just don’t run away.

I’m not going anywhere.

I combed both hands through my hair, pulled the length into a ponytail, and wrapped it into a loose bun. I must look a mess. I know I reeked of sex and sweat. I needed a shower. I walked through my state of mind. Was I a home wrecker?

A: No, you’re not a homewrecker

L: I love the taste of your cock in my mouth.

J: Do that with your tongue again, mmmmnnh yess

I could feel the pictures in my mind and couldn’t help being aroused. I tried to focus on just Alyssa’s mind.

C: Something easy, steaks maybe, with asparagus, and a nice salad.

Carmen came in, saw me, then hugged me close, “Pretty wild, isn’t it?”

I nodded, and she kissed my forehead.

“We love you, Leah; I know it’s confusing at first. I’m always here if you need to talk.”

“Thank you, Carmen,” I said, and couldn’t help but remember her tongue between my nether lips.

C: I liked that too

She winked and walked downstairs to Maria’s room.

C: What has Maria been doing? laundry, I hope, that’s never-ending

Can I turn this off or mute it?

A: No, but ask me, and I can.

Alyssa appeared at the counter, holding my letter of resignation. Naomi squealed and hugged her mother, her small arms wrapping around her thigh.

“Hi, Mommy,” she said. “I’m eating!”

“Is it good?” Alyssa asked, smiling down at her daughter.

“Yes, yes, yes,” Naomi said. “Leah made me a sammich, and apples, and cookies. I think she made cookies, but she gave me some….”

Alyssa smiled and looked at me as Naomi continued the running commentary of our last few minutes together.

A: Take a shower, clean up, and clear your mind. Then we’ll talk… can I burn this?

She held up the letter, and I nodded. I didn’t exactly know what had happened. But I didn’t want to leave or quit. Suddenly, it felt more like a foregone conclusion; this was my family.

A: Okay, I’ll take care of it. I’m going to let you have your thoughts for a bit. When you’re ready, we’ll talk.

I nodded, still getting used to talking without opening my mouth. I turned and went to my bedroom. Maria and I had suites, meaning small bathrooms and showers were attached. I closed the door behind me and leaned against it.

The quiet in my mind felt suddenly like a vacuum. It should feel normal, but I felt more alone. I shook my head and undid my haphazard bun. I stripped, tossed my clothes into the chute, and headed to the bathroom naked. It felt sensual to walk naked through my room. I’d typically wrap a towel around me before going to the bathroom. But I felt comfortable in my body after the surprising afternoon. My heavy breasts bounced, which felt nice. Their gentle sway reminded me of how it felt as I ground onto Jeremiah’s cock.

The images of our afternoon flashed through my mind as I tested the water. Lexi’s firm body pressed against mine, her mouth sucking on my nipple. Carmen’s fingers as she combed through my hair, pulling me to her warm breast. Alyssa’s fingers are gripping my ass, spreading the cheeks apart. Jeremiah’s gentle eyes watched me as I rode him. My fingers curled into his chest hair.

Once in the shower, I masturbated. I relived the feelings, the pictures, the arousal, the orgasm. Then I settled into my task and shampooed my hair, hair that had brushed over Alyssa’s thighs before I tasted her pussy. Scrubbing my breasts and abdomen, soaping up my brown tangle of pubic hair, which seemed like a forest compared to all the others.

I should shave.

I had never thought to do that, and I leaned against the wall and, using my fingers, felt careful as I worked the blade tenderly against my mound. The bush at the top fell away quickly, and the smoother flesh felt exotic now. I worked more soap into a lather and felt for stubble with my fingers, stretching the outer labia and running the blade over the surface until it felt smooth. I inhaled a ragged breath. The task was arousing. I continued until I was satisfied, then finished my arousal with a tour of my now slick lips. My clitoris seemed more sensitive, and I groaned as my insides convulsed.

I shook my head.

I’ve become a nympho.

I finished cleaning my body and rinsing. Then shut off the water and stood in the shower. I worked my brown hair into a tail and wrung out the water. Then, with a toss of my head, my hair fanned across my damp shoulders. I exited the shower naked. Stepping on the absorbent mat and slowly reaching for a towel, I looked at myself in the fogged mirror—an apparition. I examined my body as I slowly toweled off. I took my time and appreciated each curve.

The others were flawless, and in some way, that made my flaws stand out. My breasts sagged, but my nipples were perky and upright. My abdomen had a slight swell, making the dip into my now hairless valley more alluring, at least to my eyes. I found a compliment for every little flaw. I smiled at myself. So much had changed.

I dressed—jeans and a t-shirt were enough. I didn’t cover myself with a sweater or sweatshirt. The only jeans I had were loose-fitting. Maybe I could buy new jeans. My t-shirt stretched over my bare breasts, my nipples firm bumps under the cotton. I walked out, and Alyssa was sitting at the counter alone.

“I asked Zac to take her downstairs to watch cartoons until dinner,” she said, answering my unasked question about Naomi.

I looked at her, and she rose and walked back to the living room, settling into her seat at one end. I moved and sat next to her. Then I curled my feet under my thighs and leaned against her, resting my head on her shoulder. She wrapped an arm around me, and I felt a deep belonging. I was ready for her to tell me everything.

She did, and I listened. Special powers, telepathy, angels, demons, the terms she used sounded familiar, but how she used them was unique. Unique to her—no, our—family. She included me in everything. I was part of their circle. It is something that has happened before, for a time. One other needed their help, then left when they had found their proper place. I was part of them now. She didn’t know why; she just accepted what it was. Did I understand?

No, and yes, merged into a thought—I’d have to have faith, faith in them and myself. I would need to trust them, as she had revealed their secret to me and welcomed me into their circle. It was more than just sex. It felt whole. Sex was a part, unashamedly. I was looking forward to more of it all. I kissed her softly, and she returned it.

“We’ll figure it out,” she smiled and combed my hair from my face, “We always do.”

PAST - KELLY

Tomorrow I’d become Mrs. Jeremiah Jackson.

I smiled at my reflection in the mirror. I kept smiling, thinking of the strange series of events that had gotten to this point. I couldn’t have planned any of what had happened. The thought of a wedding within three weeks of a proposal would have driven me into a panic at the thought of something so unplanned only a few months ago.

I recalled crying over a breakup with a boy I didn’t even know in a stairwell. I remembered that first kiss of Jeremiah’s that kicked off our adventure. How random it seemed, but also how right. Today, looking back, I don’t think I would have had it any other way.

There is probably a lesson there if I poked at it enough. I was too distracted by the wedding arrangements. My parents drove down and got a hotel the day after we returned. My mother was at our house the first morning, banging on the camper’s door.

That wasn’t a welcome wakeup to the rest of my housemates. We’d stayed up too late enjoying Jenn-free sex. I’d gotten up and closed the door to the back, letting my mother in while I made a pot of coffee. Carmen had at least taught me how to do that, though with several laughs. My mother sat impatiently at one of the tables.

“There is too much to do, Kelly!” she said. “I have a walk-through with the contractor in an hour, the flower person will be here in thirty minutes, and you’re telling me you don’t have a ring yet?”

“Relax, Mom,” I replied. “We’ll figure it out. Jeremiah and I are going ring shopping today. I’ll take care of it.”

She opened her purse, pulled out a notebook, ripped off a sheet of paper, and handed it to me.

“You need to get those things done,” she said, with a pause for emphasis. “Today, Kelly!”

“Okay, okay,” I said, frustrated that she was more interested in her lists than welcoming her daughter home.

I brushed the tears from my eyes as I poured a cup of coffee for her, adding cream and sugar the way she liked it. I ran another cup for myself, black because that’s how Jeremiah liked it.

She saw my tears, her body softened, and she rose and hugged me. Her voice was soft in my ear as I allowed her to see me vulnerable.

“I’m sorry, sweetheart,” she said. “I can get distracted with so many things, I forget myself. I’m glad you’re home. Now tell me about your trip.”

“Thanks, Mom,” I said, accepting her apology. “I know you’ve been stressed about the wedding and us all being gone. It’s been hard, but it’s good to be home.”

We talked and caught up, sipping our coffee until the florist van pulled up behind our camper. By that time, the others had gotten dressed and joined us. My mother hugged and kissed each of my family members. She ignored that we had all slept in the same bed three days before my wedding.

I’d gotten my list done that day, dragging Jeremiah to the jewelers to force him to decide on a ring. We’d discussed this as a family. Jeremiah promised that he would get Alyssa and me rings. Alyssa would wear hers on her right hand so as not to blatantly betray our family. Jeremiah asked the jeweler about collars for Carmen and Lexi, but the jeweler looked at him like he had three heads.

“Sir,” the man said, looking down his nose. “We don’t make jewelry for pets.”

I tugged Jeremiah away before he tried to explain everything. The man was disinterested and a judgmental ass.

The rings Jeremiah selected were perfect. From a distance, they appeared as simple bands of gold, but closer inspection revealed an intricate pattern of five metal strands, three gold and two silver. The strands were twisted into a spiral, then flattened into a band. It was a perfect symbol that represented the five of us.

The next few days flew by, and we seemed to be going in different directions. Carmen and Lexi cleaned and reprovisioned the van. They hauled our laundry to the laundromat, washed and folded our things, and stowed them back neatly. Alyssa was at my side, helping me find the different places my mother needed to go.

Jeremiah had his list of things to do, including getting fitted for tuxedos with Tommy, Ron, and Jerry. They wanted to throw Jeremiah a bachelor party, but he staunchly refused. They were disappointed, but Jeremiah’s stock went up in Robin and Jenn’s minds.

Jenn had happily moved in with Jerry. They had some fireworks getting to know each other, like any other couple suddenly cohabitating. Jeremiah found time to check in with them, his careful adjustments complementing each of their virtues, and they soon grew closer beyond their obvious physical attraction. The other girls and I had spent yesterday together, having a light brunch, enjoying each other’s company. Jenn didn’t feel any detachment; she was still affectionate, but it was clear her heart now belonged to Jerry.

Now I was standing in front of the mirror, looking into my eyes. Was I worried I could be written out of the equation as quickly as Jenn?

“This is what they call pre-marriage jitters,” Alyssa said.

I blinked in surprise and noticed her standing behind me for the first time.

“I know,” I said, trying to hide behind my smile.

“Kelly, you are getting married tomorrow,” Alyssa said. “There usually is a bit of conflict emotionally on the day before.”

“I’m marrying the person who proposed to you first,” I said. “You should be marrying him.”

“You’re carrying his child, Kel,” Alyssa reminded me. “We’ve been over this. This ceremony is important to you. I am comfortable with my relationship with Jeremiah and with you. It’s not normal, but I love being a part of it.”

“Oh, I do too, Aly,” I smiled and shook my head, my fingers running under my eyes to collect any tears. “It’s just nerves.”

“I know, my love,” she said. “I’m nervous too. We put a lot of thought into tomorrow. So many things we planned are special to each of us. Now, are you ready? You have a part in this, too.”

“Yes,” I nodded. “I’m ready.”

Alyssa led the way back into our under-construction house and down the back stairs to the basement. The room was lit with hundreds of white candles of all shapes and sizes. They made a ring where our bed once stood, and in the center, naked, knelt Carmen and Lexi. They were trembling, though their pose seemed serene. Alyssa walked behind Carmen, and I stood behind Lexi. We placed our hands on their shoulders. They stiffened, then relaxed.

Their hair hung straight, Lexi’s springing into curls naturally. They wore no make-up, and nothing adorned their naked flesh. They breathed slowly and peacefully. Jeremiah approached them out of the shadows once everyone was in their place. He stood before them and placed his hands on their heads.

“Eyes,” the first word Jeremiah spoke, echoed in the small space.

They both trembled as they looked up into his face. He smiled, his expression one of confidence and love. He looked for a long moment, one at a time, then motioned for them to look at each other, then back to him.

‘Carmen and Lexi,” he asked. “Do you pledge me your love?”

“We do,” they both said, in voices that betrayed an emotion so deep that it was difficult to keep my emotions in check.

“Do you pledge your love to each other and your Mistresses behind you?” He asked

They again intoned, “Yes, we do,”

They looked back at each other, then rolled their heads, tilting back to look up at Alyssa and me. I shivered at the commitment that shone in their eyes—the quiet solemness of the candlelit room was a calm perfection.

“Do you promise to bring your worries, your cares, your joys, and your needs to me?” Jeremiah said. “Allowing me to help you grow in your submission to me?”

“We do,” they said.

“What do you offer, slave Carmen?” He asked, allowing her to speak her pledge.

“Master, I pledge my love, devotion, submission, and obedience,” she said with quiet confidence, then looked up at Alyssa and me, “To my Mistresses, I pledge my loyalty and love.”

“I accept,” Jeremiah said, then looked at Lexi.

“What do you offer, slave Alexis?” He asked. Using her formal name was the perfect touch, and she shivered as she lifted her eyes, brimming with tears.

“My Master, I pledge my love, my devotion, my submission and obedience to you, owner of my soul,” then looking back, she continued. “To my loving Mistresses, I pledge my loyalty and love, my devotion to our family.”

The sound of her voice, how much the words came from the depths of her, brought tears to my eyes, and I squeezed her shoulder. My roommate—my lover, and I were now connected deeper than ever imagined. Carmen, my one-time nemesis, became my protector, my friend, and lover, just pledged her devotion to me. I wept.

Jeremiah brought his hands behind his back to his chest, revealing two solid silver collars. He looked at them in his hands. He had commissioned them from a local craftsman, and they were simple, elegant, and custom-made for Carmen and Lexi. He worked his fingers around the collars, then lifted his eyes to Alyssa and me.

“Do you have the keys?” he said, and with a click, he opened the latch, and the collars hinged open.

“We do,” I said in time with Alyssa, lifting the locking keys that would prevent the removal of the collar except by Jeremiah’s will.

“These collars,” Jeremiah said, his voice deep and confident. “Are a symbol of my love and commitment to you. I accept your submission and return my dominance, a repeating cycle. My love for you flows eternally through this circle of silver. May it remind you of your Master .”

Jeremiah slipped a collar, first around Carmen’s neck. Her eyes lifted to meet his. He took the key from Alyssa’s hand and clicked the collar closed, turning the key to latch the silver ring closed. Carmen shivered, and her eyes fluttered with emotion. Jeremiah took the key and slipped the chain around his neck.

“You are mine, slave,” Jeremiah said, gripping a handful of her hair and kissing her firmly. She looked brightly up at him, then bowed her head respectfully.

Jeremiah stepped over and repeated the ritual with Lexi. Her eyes flowed openly with tears, and her breathing was ragged with emotion. I held out the key, and Jeremiah smiled at me and took it. Fastening the collar around Lexi’s neck, he locked it with my key.

“You are mine, slave,” he repeated and kissed Lexi. She lifted her arms around his neck and clung to him.

“Thank you, Master,” she whispered and then respectfully bowed.

Alyssa combed through Carmen’s hair and tugged her neck backward.

“You are mine, pet,” she said and kissed Carmen.

I lowered my hands along Lexi’s skull, my fingers traveling to her jaw and then tilting her head back. My touch was gentle, and it made her quiver. I looked into the expressive green eyes of my roommate, my lover, and spoke.

“You are mine, pet,” I said, sealing that with a kiss.

That completed the ceremony. We all stood silently, just reveling in the atmosphere. The room was silent. The candles flickered. There were no guests, no witnesses, just us. To all of us, it cemented our dynamic, our hierarchy, sealing us with the clicks of the locks. In many ways, the wedding would be more straightforward.

After moments that felt like hours, Jeremiah rested his hands on his new slaves’ heads. Then tapped their shoulders and walked between them. I gripped Lexi’s collar and tugged her to her feet. Alyssa did the same with Carmen. We marched behind our collective Master back to our mobile home.

Inside, the mood lightened, and Jeremiah kissed each of us. Our deep, meaningful kisses were full of love. Then he smiled at each of us.

“I’ll see you in the morning,” he said. “I promised my uncle I’d spend tonight apart from all of you. It is important to him the night before the wedding. I will be back in the morning. I’m not sure of the exact time. I know you’ll be waiting. I love you all.”

Then we were left, two slaves and two Mistresses. We spent the night sleeping, at least trying to, in each other’s arms. We were all nervous about what tomorrow would bring.

PRESENT - ZAC

After the night with Leah, I behaved myself. All day prior, I was stressed and on edge. Testing my power in class, my Blueberry Hill affair with Beth, then luring Leah to my room. It was too much. I kept the ring firmly on my finger all day and concentrated on my classes.

At least I tried to. Brooke and Shannon flirted with me through the first period. They enjoyed teasing me about my now well-known relationship with Beth. They weren’t mean about it, just always bringing it up, asking me if she could keep up with me, seemingly promising they could give me something more.

I played along, but underneath the surface, I was troubled. Beth was a wonderful, loyal girlfriend. She was also sexy, flirty, and fun. She was even semi-friends with Shannon and Brooke, which was new according to Beth. With all that on Beth’s side, why was I fantasizing about Shannon, Brooke, Leah, and Ms. Little?

Oh, about Ms. Little! The test of my powers yesterday put me on her radar. She kept looking at me and smiling. Especially when the rest of the class was working, I glanced up. She’d smile, then shift her gaze. One time that could be explained as a coincidence, but three times, in 15 minutes?

I’d fucked up, and she was becoming obsessed with me. That was a little hot and a very clear danger signal. I didn’t want to ruin her career. Even if I were over 18, any sexual contact between her and a student and she would be ostracized. Also, it would screw things up with Beth if she found out I was fucking a teacher. Why was I now obsessed with fucking Ms. Little? My head was filled with thoughts of her trim, fit body slumped over her desk, looking over her shoulder at me, encouraging me.

I shook my head, and thankfully, the bell rang. I took the safe route out the rear exit. Heading through the mass of students as they flowed like a river between classes. My little experiments had an effect beyond my targets. I was increasingly being watched as I walked down the hall. The attention made me want to check my fly or ensure or make sure my shirt was tucked in properly.

Beth wasn’t afraid of public displays of affection either. She was seeking me out to hug and kiss me between periods. I’d promised her last night that we could have another lunch date, so I looked forward to the end of the fourth period. She was waiting near my car and smiled as I approached.

“Hey, babe,” I said. “What do you think about just eating lunch today?”

“I’d love it,” she smiled and got in my car. “I enjoy every moment with you, Zac. We don’t have to mess around at every opportunity.”

I smiled. “Thanks, I didn’t sleep well last night. I need to start going to sleep earlier, I think.”

I took her to a sushi place near the campus, one of her favorites. She smiled, and we held hands. We talked like a normal couple. The ring kept my powers from amplifying as Beth brushed her fingers across my thigh or bent over the sushi bar.

Beth was attentive, leaning into me, kissing my cheek, and wanting to be close. She said she enjoyed just being near me. I must enjoy being near her too because I was hard through most of lunch.

She talked about her classes. It was curious, she thought, now that we were ‘an item,’ that other girls were suddenly interested in me. I asked who and was surprised to hear Brooke and Shannon’s names slip from my girlfriend’s lips.

“You’re friends with Brooke and Shannon?” I asked. “Brooke Taylor?” recalling the shape of her pussy lips still burned in my memory.

“Yeah,” Beth said. “I told you I was a lab partner with Shannon. She helped me yesterday when I was so distracted during the second period.”

“That’s right,” I said, nodding but not recalling the conversation.

Girls should come with wiki pages.

“Brooke sits next to me in fourth period,” Beth continued. “She even wished me luck yesterday just before lunch. I had to tell them the highlights during sixth period. They were both very interested.”

“Maybe we should just give them a show,” I said, half sarcastically and slightly irritated.

“That’s kind of hot,” Beth said, making me look at her closely.

“You want someone to watch us make out?” I asked, curious.

“It might just be a fantasy,” Beth corrected. “But I’d love to see the looks on their faces as you take me the way you do.”

I smiled through my blush, but I scanned her while talking about the popular pair of hot girls. I didn’t know what to look for, but I could see she had some activity near two points that seemed to spark an interesting pattern. Another point lit up like a fireworks show when she spoke about me taking her. I immediately associated that point with her interest in me, and I was glad to see I had no peers.

“I just don’t want them to play games to try to break us apart,” I said honestly, continuing to scan her curve.

“Zac,” she said earnestly, the glow around my point flickering with blazing activity. “You are the only one for me, and I’m not going to let Brooke and Shannon mess with us. I promise.”

“Well, you might ask them to stop teasing me in first period,” I said. “It’s starting to draw attention from Ms. Little.”

“Really?” she asked. “Oh, by the way, I saw Ms. Little yesterday in the parking lot talking to Lexi. Is that her name, the redhead that lives with you?”

“Yeah, Lexi,” I said, curious that Ms. Little would be talking with a woman who was basically like a parent to me. “She is training for a triathlon. I think she runs on the track on Tuesdays.”

“What’s that? A triathlon?” she asked. “She mentioned it on Sunday when we were all talking.”

“It’s an endurance race, combining swimming, bicycling, and running. Like outrageous distances.” I explained. “Lexi is always training. The race will have her moving all day long.”

“Well, she makes it work,” Beth said. “She is very fit. I’ve never seen abs as defined as hers.”

“She’s hardcore, for sure,” I said. “But she is a very nice woman under that. She is almost like a mother to me. If she was talking about me, I know she had my best interests in mind.”

“I couldn’t tell,” Beth shrugged. “It just looked like two girlfriends talking.”

“Interesting,” I thought to myself, and checked my watch.

We were behind, so I paid for the meal, and we hustled to the car. Another rush to school, park, and run down the hall. I made it just in time, like I usually do.

After school, I came home and found everyone already home. I dropped my bag in my room and heard Leah’s shower going. I resisted the urge to test my powers again and headed to the kitchen. Alyssa was there with Naomi, who was finishing eating some cookies.

“Hey, Zac,” Alyssa smiled.

“Hi, Aly,” I said, “Hi Mi-mi.”

“ZAC!!” Naomi squealed and hugged me with chocolate cookie fingers.

“Could you do me a favor?” Alyssa asked. “Could you take Naomi downstairs to watch cartoons? I have to talk with Leah about some things.”

That made my stomach clench in nervousness. Alyssa took my hand. Then I felt Alyssa’s mind as she looked at me and raised her eyebrow.

A: I know about last night. I’ll keep it a secret, but no more fucking the nanny.

“Um, sure thing, message received,” I said, responding to both messages.

I collected Naomi and had her wash her hands. I dropped by my room and grabbed my backpack. I could work on my homework while watching some movies. I hoped Leah was okay. I’d hate to have her lose her job because I was a horny incubus. I twisted the ring on my finger and led Naomi to the media room to watch some Pixar movies.

After an hour of watching the movie, Naomi was getting distracted. She had brought some toys but wanted to look at books in her room. I collected my books and headed back upstairs, with Naomi leading the way. She walked through the kitchen and looked toward the living room.

“Mommmmmmyyyyyy,” she cried, laughing and running towards Alyssa to leap into her lap.

I followed. Naomi was snuggled up between Alyssa and Leah, leaning into Alyssa almost intimately.

“She wanted to read some books,” I said. “I didn’t know you were out here; sorry if I interrupted.”

“Come with me, Naomi,” Leah said and smiled at me. “It’s okay, Zac, I’ll take her now.”

She was dressed differently. Her T-shirt was tight over her breasts, her nipples outlined nicely. She walked past me with Naomi with a much more confident step and posture. She used to hide her curves, but she was showing them off just now. Was it because of me?

Alyssa looked at me and nodded, “You look like you have some things you need to get off your chest, Zac. Would you like to talk with me?”

Alyssa had a way of looking at things dispassionately and helping me through confusing times. I almost welcomed her advice. She sat up, crossed her legs yoga style, and pushed her glasses up her nose. I sat across from her and dropped my backpack.

“I’m making a mess of things,” I said. “I think.”

“Trouble with Beth?” she asked curiously.

“No, not Beth; she is wonderful,” I replied. “It’s this power. It’s hard to control.”

“Your mother’s power, right?” she asked, “The ring isn’t working?”

“No, it works,” I said. “It works a bit too well,” I paused and then just confessed.

“I experimented with it yesterday at school, just seeing if I could control the shape of it. It got a little out of control, but I put the ring back on, and there weren’t any consequences. One of my teachers, Ms. Little, caught a full-force pulse and exposed herself to me. It wasn’t her fault; I did it. I left immediately.”

“I see,” Alyssa said, “nothing happened at school?”

“At lunch, I took Beth to Blueberry Hill,” I said, and she nodded; just the mention of the remote road told the story.

“You were worked up from the experimenting,” Alyssa led on.

“Yeah,” I confessed, “It was good and quick, but a bit heated since I kept the ring off with Beth.”

“She must have enjoyed that,” Alyssa said with a smile, then continued, “You had quite a day, it sounds. Is that why Leah was in your room?”

“Yeah,” I blushed, “another experiment. It wasn’t her fault. Don’t take it out on her.”

“I wouldn’t dream of it,” Alyssa said and seemed to be in thought, “Leah is a special girl. She means a lot to Naomi and the rest of us. She is family.”

She concentrated for a few moments like she was working through a solution, then looked up at me.

“How do you feel about all this?” She asked, “What do you want to happen?”

“I need to find better control,” I said, “quickly. Will you help me? I can’t experiment at school. It didn’t feel right. I don’t want to slip up and hurt Beth or destroy careers.”

“Let me think about some things and plan some things,” she said, “I’ll need to talk with your father and mother to ensure they are okay with experimenting. For now, you need to depend on the ring. Was today easier?”

I nodded. “Yes, I kept the ring on all day, and it was better today.”

“Okay, Zac,” she said. “I’ll talk with you later. I promise we’ll get you some help. Hang in there. I love you, and I’m on your side, always, Isaac.”

“I know, Aly,” I said, standing up. She rose and hugged me tight, inhaling quietly.

“You do smell good, Zac,” she smiled and let go of me, “I don’t think the ring prevents that.”

PAST - LEXI

Last night’s ceremony was still warm in my thoughts. The silver band around my neck was a near-constant reminder of my status:

Slave - Owned by my Master.

I sounded corny, even to me. Explaining that to anyone would most likely earn me a look like I had two heads. It wasn’t proper, feminist, or politically correct. I didn’t care. The silver band meant more to me than the golden bands I carried on a frilly white pillow. The man standing at the steps of the gazebo was my life, and I couldn’t explain how happy I was that my Master was marrying my best friend, now one of my Mistresses.

It sounded medieval—primal. That had been my reaction since the collaring ceremony. My sister-slave Carmen and I could hardly sleep. None of us could. Alyssa was nervous. Kelly was nervous. So we played, trying to work off the nerves.

Kelly wasn’t sure what to do. As remarkable as she was, her attempt at dominance was sweetly ineffective. I had to push her to start telling me instead of asking me. I had to explain how I responded better to a harsh, “lick my pussy, slave,” than soft yearning, “please, lick me, Lexi.” It seemed impolite to her, and it was. I had to explain that I knew my position was to serve. As much as I detested topping from the bottom, Kelly needed to understand how to care for and feed a submissive.

Alyssa understood the dynamic better. I think she had studied some in her psych classes. Her commands were often accompanied by commentary or followed by a question. She wanted to understand me and my mindset better. I appreciated that, but what I craved was control. The control that Jeremiah could slip into like a second skin.

I watched him standing, waiting at the altar. He was confident and relaxed. Uncle Tommy looked more nervous. Jerry looked worn out, and I smiled. He might need Jeremiah’s help to acclimate to Jenn’s ongoing needs. I barely knew Ron; he looked strong and handsome, but he was nothing compared to my Master.

The bridesmaids were lined up, escorted by the groomsmen. The only thing left was for Kelly to open the back door and be escorted to Jeremiah’s arm by her father. I thought that was special. Kelly was the only one of us with a living father. Bob was a wonderful man, like a big teddy bear, who loved Kelly so much.

As I waited, I looked at the bridesmaids, something to distract me from rushing up to Jeremiah and kneeling at his feet, rubbing my cheek on his muscular thigh.

Where was I? Right, bridesmaids.

Jenn was smiling, looking very happy. Her eyes kept flicking across to Jerry, who was also smitten with his new girlfriend. They were cute.

Carmen looked happy, her silver band striking against her caramel flesh. She beamed her smile and flirted with Ron across the way. I chuckled and wondered if she was looking for her new Master to discipline her or if she just liked seeing Ron squirm and look apologetically at Robin in the front row.

Alyssa was all smiles, her eyes also constantly flicking to Jeremiah. She cared deeply for my Master.

I comforted myself—our family was so close, loving, and compassionate. Even if we couldn’t ever explain it to anyone else. Tommy knew our secret, and even he did not understand how it worked. It did, though.

Music started, and I turned. The small crowd of friends in the backyard turned to the house, and then there she was. This was Kelly’s moment, and I was so excited for her. She beamed and waved to everyone, grabbed her father’s elbow, and turned to the front. She was all smiles, but I could see her eyes bright with tears when she focused on Jeremiah. I could tell she wanted to rush forward, but she focused on strolling in time with the music.

The crowd turned to watch her, as I stayed focused on my Master. He was all smiles with his focus, of course, on his bride. I was proud of him. He was doing everything perfectly. Master looked directly at Bob and shook his hand. Bob said something that I couldn’t hear. My heartbeats were drowning out everything. I was nervous. So far, everything had gone perfectly, but soon it was my turn, and I didn’t want to fuck it up.

Bob passed Kelly to Jeremiah and retreated to sit with Betsy. Betsy was all smiles and tears. Her beautiful daughter was marrying the most handsome, caring man on the planet. I should know; he was my Master.

Was the woman officiating a pastor? Or a reverend? She had told us to call her Miriam, but I liked titles. So… Ms. Miriam had them face each other and then spoke to the audience. It wasn’t anything different from what I’d heard at practice yesterday. So I zoned out and watched the couple. They both smiled, but I could tell Kelly felt all the feels. A tear fell down her cheek as she had eyes only for Jeremiah.

I listened for my cue, but it was time for vows. Pretty standard and only slightly different from the oaths I took, swearing my obedience to my Master. Only they were more traditional. I didn’t know much about the Bible, but these oaths sounded Bible-ish. Kelly said, “I do,” and then Jeremiah echoed the same vow.

“Who has the rings?” asked Ms. Miriam.

“This one does,” I sang out, not even realizing I reverted to protocol.

I dismissed the titters of laughter as people responded to my vocabulary. I walked forward, my hair bouncing in a long braid with flowers that hung halfway down my back. I lifted the pillow containing the two bands of gold, then slipped to my knees. I smiled at my Master, then to my Mistress, offering them their rings. I felt like I was a part of their union. I didn’t want to be the focus of attention—but here I was.

Jeremiah took one ring, gave it to Kelly, then untied the other and held it. I stayed kneeling in my front row seat and watched. Kelly held out her hand, and Jeremiah took it in his and slid the band onto her finger, next to her engagement ring. She smiled, then slid the larger ring onto his finger. They both fit perfectly.

“You may kiss the bride,” Ms. Miriam said with a bright smile.

Jeremiah pulled Kelly into his arms and kissed her thoroughly. My eyes welled with tears. It was beautiful. I was so happy for my Mistress Kelly. My Master looked pleased and smiled down at me, then at Alyssa and Carmen. It was just for a moment, but it was like a ray of sunshine to us. Even on his wedding day, he was committed to all of us. Alyssa was crying, holding her hand to her mouth as she smiled through her tears.

“Ladies and Gentlemen, I present, Mr. and Mrs. Jeremiah Jackson,” announced Ms. Miriam.

The small crowd applauded, and then we were dismissed to the reception. Betsy had it all set up along the deck that curved around the house. As people slowly moved to the back of our home, a group of hired helpers moved the chairs from rows to circles, then set up tables.

I moved to Kelly to hug her tightly. “I’m so happy for you, Kelly!” I said, beaming at her. “You are the perfect bride!” I leaned and whispered to her, “I love you so much.”

She hugged me and cried on my shoulder. We’d been through so much the past few months, and she gripped me tightly. Her eyes were bright with emotion, but all smiles. She kissed my cheeks and breathed into my ear.

“I love you so much, Lexi. Thank you for being my special ring girl. You were perfect!”

I slipped beside the groom and hugged him tightly. I took a moment to inhale his scent and feel his solid frame. He made me feel small, which is what he was supposed to do. He surrounded me with his arms.

“I’m so happy for you, Jeremiah,” I said and kissed his cheeks for appearance’s sake, then leaned to his ear, “I love you, my Master, for always.”

He smiled, unashamedly kissed my lips, and hugged me tight, whispering in my ear.

“I love you, little one, my special loving slave,” growled my perfect, domineering Master.

PRESENT - JEREMIAH

Kelly’s eyes blazed with anger, “No, Alyssa, no!” She was seething. “I’m not going to have my son participate in sex experiments!”

We were all in my den, Alyssa had wanted to discuss Zac’s troubles with us, and Kelly was caught off guard. She didn’t have the same context as Alyssa, who had been able to talk with Zac and hear his struggles firsthand. Kelly saw only her boy, not as she would any other boy. Intellectually, she knew that he was like her, special. A power that could induce arousal and make sex pleasurable. Emotionally, though, she only saw her son, the curious and loving little boy we’d raised together.

“Kel,” Alyssa said, adjusting her glasses. “Maybe I went too fast. Can I explain what Zac told me about his past few days?”

Kelly huffed and ran her fingers through her hair. She looked at me and noticed I wasn’t angry, so she turned on me.

“Jeremiah,” she said. “Please tell me you are not taking her side? This is Isaac we’re talking about!”

I reached out a hand and gripped hers. She tried to pull away, wanting to stay angry. I didn’t pull her towards me until she stopped pulling away. Then she surrendered, slumped into my lap, wrapped her arms around my neck, and cried. I could feel the conflict that had teemed through her emotions and intellect. I didn’t adjust her. We needed to talk this through first.

I was still a bit confused by Leah’s sudden presence in our mesh. I assumed she had probably been absorbed into our mesh because of our affair in Carmen’s room. Somehow, Alyssa had also slept with Leah. It was just like Jenn, but completely different. This didn’t feel so raw and primal as Jenn’s inclusion. I shook my head to clear my thoughts. This was about Zac. We had plenty of time to talk about Leah.

“Kelly,” Alyssa started again once Kelly had stopped sobbing. “It’s not a matter of allowing Zac to experiment. It’s controlling his exposure and doing it safely for him.”

Kelly blinked, wiped her eyes, and nodded, “It’s hard, Aly. He’s my baby boy. No mother wants her baby to grow up. I’m listening now, though.”

“He’s already experimenting,” Alyssa said.

“We gave him a ring!” I said, suddenly angry and irritated with my son. “Is he ignoring it?”

“No,” Alyssa said and then stopped to think carefully. “He used the ring as an on-off switch—as a control. We encouraged him to test his powers by giving him a ring.”

“What?!” Kelly asked, shocked. “When, where… what happened?”

As Alyssa told us about Zac’s day, I felt the bitter pang of anger rise in my throat. What was he thinking? We’d told him about his powers. We told him what the ring did. We’d given him explicit instructions to wear it at school, around crowds. Now he was playing with it like a toy. Did he think this was a game!?!

Alyssa closed her eyes and just waited. Her thoughts were not meant to admonish our emotions but to let us work through the triggers.

“You’re thinking like parents,” she said. “Because you are both wonderful parents. I want you to think back to when we first met. Did you act any differently than Zac has?”

That took the wind out of my sails. I had no parents watching over me when I first used my powers. I tried to control it on my own. It was only after I failed that I reached out to Alyssa. I didn’t tell my Uncle, the closest person I had as a parental figure, until I had created my family.

I felt Kelly’s mind quiet, with her awakening memories—how she found such great pleasure in sex after I had changed her. Alyssa was right. We would probably do precisely as Zac had done. He had shown some restraint, but we were asking a lot of a hormonal teenager who had just found out he was an incubus.

Kelly clung to me, her eyes spilling tears. She was worried about her boy.

“Look,” Alyssa said. “Zac is a good young man. I could think of many scenarios in which a young man with his powers could have caused serious trouble. As it is, the one most exposed to his power is his girlfriend. Beth loved him before. His power only draws him closer to her.”

“Yeah,” I admitted. “I can see what you’re saying. So how do we experiment safely?”

“Our suite at our office building,” Alyssa proposed. “Zac can sit in the control room. Kelly, you know how that works. We can monitor him and help him find control.”

“I don’t know, Aly,” Kelly said. “You know those sessions get me worked up. I have to have someone with me, someone I can engage with. You’re not asking me to be there in that way for my son?”

Alyssa looked down, “I hadn’t thought all of this through, but….”

“But what,” I asked, already beginning to put the pieces together.

“Leah?” Alyssa asked, her voice betraying that she was unsure what she was suggesting.

“Leah!?” Kelly said. “I thought she was… okay. This is confusing me.”

“Well,” Alyssa said, her face showing more confidence. “I was going to suggest bringing Beth into the circle, and that’s still an option.”

She shifted in her seat, her posture showing she was struggling with how to present this, then decided to be honest.

“Zac’s been with Leah. Last night she came to his room. Zac used his powers to lure her. I think she was still feeling the arousal from the day before. So it wouldn’t expose someone new. We can trust Leah if she’s willing.”

We all were silent, and I quietly examined the minds of my loves—the mothers of my children. They felt the same conflicts; Alyssa was being practical, not cavalier. She loved Zac as if he were her son. The issue was that everything we knew about children and parenting was from our culture. A culture that was silent on how to raise a mind-controlling incubus properly.

I sighed deeply, “My loves, we are beyond anyone’s experience here. Zac is trying hard to be a good person. I love him more, knowing how hard this is on him. He needs our support. I don’t know the answer, but it must be outside the box.”

Alyssa and Kelly nodded at me, and I continued. “We had to evaluate and modify what we thought a family was when we were all younger. This thing with Zac will be repeated with Naomi. We are parents of special children. We cannot ignore that anymore. We need the minds of all our family, Zac and Leah included.”

Alyssa nodded. “Away from home? Get away and talk about things?”

“Maybe, maybe we take a vacation?” I offered. “Or maybe we can do it here. Our home and office have resources we can use. I don’t want to decide until we can all talk comfortably together.”

I puzzled things through my mind. Some parts of our family were firmly established. The five of us had only drawn closer over the years. We were all comfortable and could anticipate when one of us was going through trouble. With Zac and now Leah, the dynamic would change. Only the future could tell me what that change would be.

“We’ll figure it out,” I said. “But this will take all of us.”

PAST - KELLY

I was still glowing from the wedding. Everything was just as it should have been. The day had been perfect, the garden beautiful, and the ceremony an ideal complement to our solo ritual the night before. I was now bound to Jeremiah in marriage, and my sisters just as securely.

I kept looking at the ring on my finger and then at Jeremiah’s. Then the silver collars on Lexi and Carmen, and then back to Alyssa’s ring, a twin of Jeremiah’s and mine, only on her right finger. It reflected who we wanted to be, multi-faceted as the diamond resting against the five braided rings.

Then things got a bit different. A summer storm blew through and chased everyone inside, but there wasn’t anything inside to do. The construction work made the spaces too small for our guests. The storm wasn’t leaving quickly. It only got windier and wetter as the rains fell. The guests made excuses, and the crew hired to cater and clean up soon had the backyard stripped of chairs, tables, streamers, and flowers.

As quickly as everything was perfect. It now looked as if no wedding had even happened except for that ring on my finger and that of my husband’s. Miriam was a wonderful officiant and offered Jeremiah and me her blessings. She didn’t even blink when we asked if Alyssa, Lexi, and Carmen could be included. She smiled her adoring smile and prayed over the five of us. She didn’t ask any questions or show any judgment. She kissed my cheek, wished me the best, and then she, too, left.

Ron and Robin didn’t stay long, but they wished us all well. Robin hugged Alyssa close, and Alyssa smiled and kissed her friend’s cheek. Robin looked at me and smiled, her hug not as close as the one for Alyssa, but she looked confused. Jerry and Jenn left right behind them, and lots of firm, loving hugs were exchanged. Jenn was radiant next to an exhausted-looking Jerry, but they were both happy.

Then it was the five of us and my parents. A table was full of gifts we’d open after our two-week honeymoon. The cups of rice and streamers had already been tossed out unused. My mother said she would collect the gifts and close the house, wanting to see us off on our honeymoon. Carmen, Alyssa, and Lexi went to the RV, and Carmen fired up the engine and backed out onto the road.

Then it was just Jeremiah and me, kissing and hugging my parents, then running in the rain to my Cherokee. Decorated in dripping paint and soaked streamers, the shaving cream had long ago dissolved in the deluge. Jeremiah opened the door for me and helped me drag my wedding dress into the passenger seat, closing it carefully. Then he rushed around to open his door, shove his drenched jacket in the back, and slide into the driver’s seat. He started the car and the windshield wipers, then waved to my parents, standing drenched on the side porch.

We were off, and Carmen steered the cruiser behind us, heading out with headlights glowing through the darkening storm towards the Oregon coast. I leaned into Jeremiah’s shoulder and felt his warmth through his soaked ruffled tuxedo shirt.

“We did it, Mr. Jackson,” I said.

“That we did, Mrs. Jackson,” He smiled.

I felt a flutter in my belly at those words, then pressing my hand to my stomach, I felt it—our baby!

“J! You have got to feel this!” I cried out, grabbed his hand, and pressed it where I had felt that small foot.

He looked at me, then pressed a hand to my firmer and slightly rounder abdomen. His eyes flicked to watch the road, then stared at me as I felt the little human inside me kick against its father’s hand.

“Is that?” he asked, and I nodded.

“Incredible,” he said, and I agreed.

PAST - CARMEN

It had been such an extraordinary twenty-four hours. Though the last three were somewhat sucky. The drive through the pouring rain in a vast RV wearing a bridesmaid’s dress wasn’t the most fun I’d had. Lexi and Alyssa had already changed into warm, comfortable jeans and sweatshirts. It was still summer, but as we drove through the coastal range, the storm had dramatically dropped the temperature. The dress was more decorative and did nothing to keep me warm or dry.

I had to pull over onto the shoulder and stop to dress in different clothes. Alyssa offered to drive, but I was having trouble in the wind. So I hurriedly dressed and hopped back in, and it got considerably warmer.

Jeremiah noticed me pull off and waited for us a mile down the road. In this slop, Alyssa’s telepathy was more reliable than a citizen’s band radio. I smiled as I touched the silver band around my neck. It was new, and I hoped I’d never take it for granted. I wanted to feel its weight and remember my Master.

We pulled into the hotel; it didn’t look like much against the high cliffs of the rocky Oregon coast. As we parked, I noticed that the hotel was built into the side of the cliffs and had several floors of rooms, all looking out towards the grey, roiling ocean and the angry, dark clouds that continued to pour rain in sheets.

Betsy had called in favors to get the Honeymoon Suite on such short notice. We collected our overnight bags, and Lexi and I carried the groom and bride’s bags into the lobby. Jeremiah stood at the front desk, checking in, with Kelly beside him. She waved us over and then ran her hand along her belly. She’d only begun to show, but she stepped back and turned so we could press our palms against her baby bump.

“It’s so small,” Lexi said. “But strong!”

“Healthy baby,” smiled Alyssa and kissed Kelly’s cheeks.

I could only stare and feel in awe at the press of that tiny foot against its mother’s belly. I was honored to be so close to it, to be trusted as part of the family. I closed my eyes and prayed a prayer of thanks for all the blessings I had in my life.

Jeremiah had the keys, though the clerk looked at him oddly when he asked for five keys. Jeremiah wouldn’t have it any other way. He wouldn’t hide his family, even on his wedding night.

The room was huge, with a single king-sized bed that faced out over the broad windows overlooking the angry sea. There was a small balcony outside a glass door. The suite included a shower and an additional deep jacuzzi tub. It also had a sofa and a loveseat: a large television and a stereo system.

The bed was white, with rose petals scattered over the coverlet. A bottle of champagne was chilling in an ice bucket on a nearby table, along with a plate of chocolate-covered strawberries. Alyssa took it all in and steered Kelly and Jeremiah to stand in the middle of the room. Then, with a look at Lexi and me, she snapped her fingers.

Lexi and I dashed off and stripped naked, returning in just our collars and goose-pimples in the cool room. We knelt before Jeremiah and Kelly and started to disrobe them. Alyssa had planned all of this with Lexi and me while we drove. She felt how cool the room was and went to add a touch of heat. Not too much—soon, Kelly would make it more than warm enough.

Returning, she stood and watched over Lexi as she removed Jeremiah’s shirt, button by button. Then watched as I unbuttoned the back of Kelly’s dress and pushed it over her shoulders and down. Kelly stepped out of her dress, her white wedding slip making her look stunning. She stood and waited for me. Lexi had gotten Jeremiah down to his undershirt and boxers. We took our time, and I carefully unwrapped Kelly for her husband. I was treating her like a present. Her belly had a firm bump that I kissed against before I slid to the side and bowed my head.

Jeremiah took Kelly into his arms, both of them naked and Jeremiah splendidly erect. He turned and laid her down amidst the rose petals. Alyssa slipped off her clothes and then reclined on the sofa. She snapped her fingers, and on cue, Lexi and I crawled to her side. We watched as Jeremiah climbed onto the bed and knelt astride Kelly’s legs.

We were a privileged audience, watching the intimate act of a husband consummating his union with his bride. It wasn’t anything we hadn’t seen before, but it made me tremble as I watched Jeremiah kiss and caress Kelly’s flesh and how she responded in arousal. She didn’t shimmer or use her powers. She wanted this one moment to be entirely hers and Jeremiah’s. Her soft moans and his gentle kisses made the slow arousal in the room percolate.

Alyssa had her hand in my hair, and I turned to her. My mouth opened as she pressed her firm nipple to my lips. I suckled as her breathing quickened as she watched the pair on the bed. Her other hand went to Lexi’s red mane, her curls frizzy, having dried from the rain. Lexi turned and knelt, nuzzling between Alyssa’s thighs. Alyssa’s breath caught, and her back arched in arousal.

We made love to our Mistress Alyssa as she watched our other two soul mates. She allowed us to monitor and observe, but made her desires known. As Jeremiah turned to look at us, I felt an unspoken question and a reply. Then our lips and fingers were stirring Mistress Kelly, Alyssa having shifted to her sister’s form. It was Kelly’s night. I groaned as my mouth moved and suckled a different-shaped breast. Lexi lifted and smiled, then dove between Kelly’s doppelgaänger’s tanned thighs that looked like Kelly’s. Even Alyssa’s moans and encouragements sounded like Kelly’s.

I looked over at the marriage bed and saw Kelly on her knees, facing us. Jeremiah was behind his bride, his hands on her lifted bottom. Her mouth was open as she watched us make love to her form across from her. I could hear her pleas and encouragement as Jeremiah ground his cock into her from behind. They didn’t hurry, and neither did we.

It was an indulgent treat to make love to my Mistress as my Master fucked her across the room. Kelly’s moans encouraged Lexi’s as Alyssa’s Kelly-shaped hand gripped the red mane and drove her hips up. I looked into my Mistress’s eyes, which were locked on Kelly’s on the bed. The synchronicity of the moment was incredible.

Lexi and I focused on the Kelly beside us, listening to her commands and kissing, sucking, moving, and offering. Her moans of pleasure only encouraged our decadent actions. I heard the Kelly behind us pleading with Jeremiah, urging him to take her harder, faster, and deeper. Her moans encouraged us to reciprocate with her doppelgänger, and together, we drove Kelly to the heights of passion.

At the peak, Kelly released her aura, and we all shivered at the feel of her supernatural glow. I felt but couldn’t see her body freeze and then tremble as Jeremiah shouted his release. I felt but didn’t observe her lay her head on the sheets, her face streaked with tears of joy at her release. I felt Kelly’s doppelgänger tremble and then seize as Lexi drank her offering.

Then the room shifted, and Lexi and I were directed to the bed. Kelly slid alongside Kelly and kissed her deeply. The pair embraced and continued their lovemaking. Lexi and I knelt alongside our Master, cleaning his cock from his spending. Enjoying his warm presence as I prepared him for another turn.

Alyssa had steered Kelly’s image, reversing her form over the bride’s top as they enjoyed each other’s pussies. Jeremiah pulled Lexi up towards his mouth as he gripped his cock. I waited, staring up at him. All it took was a tilt of his head, and I straddled his erect manhood. I groaned as I impaled myself on his stiff shaft, and then my eyes fluttered open to look at my sister slave’s eyes as her thighs were spread over the groom’s hungry lips.

I kissed Lexi as our hips ground and rode our Master’s cock and tongue. The cries of the pair of Kelly’s near us encouraged our lust. We quickened, the indulgent slower pace lost to the heated passion in the room. Kelly’s aura fed us as he rocked frantically, seeking the heady pleasure permeating the room.

I shivered and came as my body shook while continuing to ride my Master’s cock. Lexi screamed and clung to me as her firm body convulsed in wave after wave of bliss. Kelly cried out once, then in a duet chorus with her doppelgänger as they crested and then quieted.

I grunted as I felt my insides boil with the spending of my Master. His hips rolled as his hands gripped Lexi’s hips. I felt my body trip into yet another wave of bliss, shaking as my cunt milked my Master’s cock.

We slumped and rearranged, flesh slipping alongside flesh. My head pressed to Alyssa’s breast as her voice soothed me, and I realized she was back to her usual form. The five of us curled into a ring of intertwined bodies. Jeremiah spread his arms around us, and we interlocked and rested. We were fully coupled together.

Our family was complete.

PAST - JEREMIAH

Our honeymoon was fantastic. We toured the coast from Newport to Astoria and back. Some nights we spent in the RV at a campground; others, we’d splurge on a hotel room. Having Kelly’s car with us gave us a bit more freedom. We’d find a remote camping spot for the RV and take Kelly’s car into town for a nice meal of fresh seafood. Then we’d return to the remote location and have glorious, indulgent succubus sex until we passed out from exhaustion. After two weeks, though, it was time to get back home.

Back to life, Back to reality

Carmen had started playing that song on the stereo for a few days. We’d picked up some cassette tapes from various stores along our trip, and this one seemed to resonate with Carmen. She listened to it with headphones while cooking and moved her body to the beat.

However, do you want me… However, do you need me…

The other verse of the seemingly endless refrain that the vocalists echoed behind the dance music seemed to resonate with us. We’d spent the last few months living a fantasy, wrapped up in our uncommon reality.

We’d researched my father’s past and recognized the first stories I’d heard from my uncle were only part of the truth. The stranger fiction of the United Priesthood was its influence over its followers and its larger corrupt enterprises, which were also a web of lies and half-truths. The tales were spun to control and manipulate people. I spent many hours driving along the coastal roads, wondering if I was doing anything differently.

Married life didn’t change much with our dynamic. Kelly was my wife, but looked to Alyssa as the feminine leader in our family. They both deferred to me, of course, but they also were mostly autonomous, always thinking ahead. I wondered if I needed to be doing that as well. We’d spent so much time just handling the closest thing on the radar that I wanted to get ahead of the curve.

When we’d seen all the sights along the coast, we still had another few days before our Bed & Breakfast home would be ready. I wanted a change of scenery, and while having Kelly’s car with us was fun, it also kept us apart on the road. We drove back into the valley, dropped off Kelly’s car, and headed into the Cascade Mountains.

My mother used to take me to a serene lake near the summit of the mountain pass that connected the central valley in Oregon to the higher plains east of the Cascades. The range of mountains with a stretch of volcanic peaks that line up from Northern California into Canada. The rugged terrain had formed many lakes. This one was formed by a prehistoric lava flow that dammed an artesian spring. Boating was restricted, and motorized boats were not allowed. It made for a quiet getaway.

The lake had a campground at one end, and at the other was a small lodge that rented out rowboats and provided fishing supplies. They also rented cabins, but demand for the small, rustic rooms was high, and there were no vacancies. We opted for an RV space at the far end of the lake, and then we could rent a rowboat for the few days we would be there.

Carmen had dropped Lexi and me off at the lodge to rent the boat. Then she navigated the cruiser with Kelly and Alyssa to the campground to set up camp. We rented some life preservers, which were required, even if the lake was so cold that swimming was nearly impossible. Lexi took hold of the oars, and I unclipped the chain and pushed us into the water.

Near the lodge, the water was crystal clear, and I could see ancient trees still mired in the lake soil. The cataclysmic event that dammed the spring had flooded this valley and naturally created the lake, trapping vegetation beneath the rising water. The water was clear and shallower near the lodge, but dropped off into a basin, and the water’s deep blue overtook the bottom.

Lexi smiled as she rowed. I’d offered to row, but she wanted to do the chore. “I need a good workout,” she said, smiling. “And I’d enjoy the alone time with you. You only need to point me in the right direction.”

That simple sentence seemed to be the thing vexing me. Not the boat ride, rowing to the other side of the lake was straightforward. I sat in the stern while Lexi faced me, with her back towards the bow and the direction she was rowing. Since she couldn’t see, I got her pointed on the suitable vector, and then she’d row the oars while fixing her eyes on a point behind my head. A few corrections here and there kept us headed steadily towards the landmark of the far-side campground.

The part that vexed me was the direction I needed to point our family. Each of my loves had their own goals. Kelly had enrolled for the Fall semester, changing her major to Hospitality Management. Alyssa continued her pursuit of a pre-med degree, with a desire to become a doctor, probably in Psychiatry. Lexi had also enrolled and wanted to walk onto the cross-country team, but she also wanted a degree in Kinesiology to follow her passion for training and coaching. Carmen had decided to take the fall term off, which troubled me.

She loved to dance, and she always would. However, she had considered our family’s needs and decided to drop out of school. She wanted to work for the B&B, be the cook and the manager, taking care of the rooms and the work needed to keep our business going. She would do this to leave the rest of us to pursue our degrees.

“I can hire someone,” I said. “You don’t need to quit school.”

“Papi,” she said. “Why? I can do the work. I am part of the family. We wouldn’t have to introduce an outsider to our family. I want to do this. School was never for me.”

“You’ll tell me if it gets too much for you?” I offered. I’d seen how she would sacrifice herself, to the point of breaking, to help us. “You need to let us help you, too. We can all pitch in.”

“I promise, Papi,” she had said, hugging me and looking me in the eyes. “Please let me do this for you, for all of us?”

I nodded, she grinned, then went to sit with Kelly, and they started planning the opening of our business.

Was that all the direction I needed to provide? Point them in the direction we both wanted or needed, and let them be free to do what they desired. Would they start to distance themselves, as we worked in so many directions? Could I keep the center intact to provide a safe place for them to live and learn? Would I end up sacrificing my plans to please them, then resent them years later?

Maybe I was getting ahead of myself. The steady beat of the oars was soothing. Lexi’s smile was encouraging even as she worked her body hard. Her trust in me was beyond what I expected of anyone, especially after what I’d impulsively done at the start. I had to remind myself that together we’d forged ahead and created something so unique and special that it defied an easy explanation.

I didn’t need to explain this to a parent or anyone outside of our family. I just had to keep relying on all of us together. I closed my eyes and felt the warmth of the sun. One of the most destructive forces on the planet created this deep blue lake. Somehow, this haven was carved out of molten stone and fire. Today, it brought me a sense of peace that I was part of something significant. Our family was a small part of something larger. We couldn’t know the scope; we just had to keep rowing.

I sighed a contented sigh, if not a happy sigh. Lexi caught my expression and blew me a kiss. Over her shoulder, I saw the lifted hand and waves of Kelly, Alyssa, and Carmen, waiting for us on the nearing bank.

“We’d figure it out,” I said to myself, “We always do.”


EPILOGUE


“So it’s done then?” She asked, combing a curl of her blonde hair behind an ear. “They are bound in matrimony and silver. They’ve conquered the darkness.”

The older woman, her tawny skin wrinkled with age. “Know better you should, with her as your mother. Darkness rebounds. Rest they must. Strengthen their wisdom. Need it they shall.”

The older man, with scarred palms, took a bite of his burger, then wiped his bearded lips. “Patience is key in chasing the light.” He said to the much younger blonde. “These things take time, rushing risks too many things. The pieces must be in their proper place first.”

“I’m not great with patience.” The blonde grumbled. “I’m happy to see her wed, after her struggle with darkness before. Two decades? Seems too long a pause.”

“Too fast, perhaps.” The wizened one said. “Darkness waits in shadows as our plan dims. Lull them to sleep, with any luck. Now we watch.”

“And wait,” said the man. “No secrets told before their time.” He nodded to both. “Their circle needs strength in mundane and Fae. Links must be bonded before we cast them to the south.”

“Why so far?” the radiant blonde asked. “This is where it started, this is where it should end.”

“End it shall, by their hand, dearest. Then to Serra Bay, to align with others of the light.”

A nod from the man, as he took the last bite, then a sip of cool water from the ancient spring cooled his throat. “The wheels are in motion, Elizabeth.” He said. “Your place is with them. But your part will end before the bay. Your light will rise before they leave.”

“As you say, so it shall be.” She nodded. “I’ll keep guiding her. Keep her safe. Her victory still festers and tempts her. He will guard them both, even at half strength.”

“Just begun,” the man said, stretching his arms out while looking across the lake where the rowboat had half the lake’s length ahead. “Pray that the dark never senses this path.”

The three odd elders quieted as they watched the redheaded sprite haul her bonded Master to the far side.

“Silver.” The old woman spat. “If only we could hide her differently.”
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SNEAK PEEK - FAMILIAR FAIRYTALES

Chapter 1 - Alyssa

Naomi wriggled on my lap, her tiny fingers smearing syrup across the toaster waffle's golden squares. I steadied her with one arm, forking up scrambled eggs for her next bite while balancing my own plate. The kitchen counter separated us from Leah and Carmen, who bustled with practiced rhythm, toasting more frozen waffles and scrambling fresh batches. Their laughter floated over, light and easy, cutting through the morning's subtle undercurrents—the kind that lingered after Jeremiah's window vigil.

“Thanks for helping while Maria’s off,” Carmen called, flipping eggs with a spatula. Steam curled upward, carrying butter and vanilla scents.

Leah nodded, pouring orange juice into mismatched glasses. “No problem. I’m glad to help, since Naomi loves mama time.” She glanced at me with a warm smile. Her warmth for Naomi—and our mesh, including bed—drew me in. I adored her curious intelligence too.

I smiled, wiping syrup from Naomi's chin with a napkin. Her brown eyes sparkled, her fork clutched in her fist as she stabbed at her plate. Bits of egg tumbled onto my thigh, but I didn't mind. These moments grounded us, weaving our chaotic family into something solid. The Jackson family breakfast nook felt alive, sunlight slanting through windows onto the oak table scarred from years of Zac's antics.

Kelly descended from our communal bedroom upstairs. Her brown stone pendant caught the spring sunlight, gleaming above her silk robe draped around her lovely body. She slid into the seat across from me with a contented sigh, Carmen sliding a plate her way—her efficiency at work. "Morning, everyone. Smells divine."

"Morning, love,” I said, watching her tuck into eggs. Kelly's maternal energy radiated, fierce yet soft, always balancing our mesh with quiet strength. “You look well rested.” I glanced at Leah briefly. “Still aligned with our talk about Leah helping Zac?” I knew she had reservations about Leah helping Zac learn to control his supernatural aura.

After a sigh, Kelly looked up with a tentative smile. “Yes, I am. I remember when we were young, and how hard it was to learn to control my… instincts. I’m not comfortable hearing every detail, but she can help him with intimate things without him going rogue at school.”

We’d kept our voices low, since Leah was near. But she pinged me privately via our mesh: hadn’t yet brought it up with Zac. Her glance confirmed she was interested but hadn’t found time. I nodded to Kelly. “I’ll keep track and leave you out of the details. Best for Zac.”

Jeremiah entered moments later, coffee mug in hand, gaze distant from his office window vigil. Steam rose from the dark brew, curling like unspoken worries. He settled beside Kelly, leaning to kiss her cheek before murmuring good morning and sipping. Carmen topped him off.

Lexi bounded in last, vibrant in her workout gear—leggings hugging her athletic curves, tank top damp from an early stretch. Eyes sparkling, she claimed the spot next to Jeremiah, leaning in close. "Gym session after this? Like we planned?”

He chuckled, protective humor flickering in his eyes. "Wouldn't miss it." 

Via our mesh, we all knew it meant a hard play session in the dungeon off the gym—Lexi tapering for her triathlon and needing release. I’d skip it, attending my lecture instead, giving them master-slave time alone.

Meanwhile, Leah and Carmen kept the breakfast flow going, sliding plates across the counter. Carmen packed Zac’s bag with a protein bar, apple, and string cheese for school. Leah stacked waffles high, stirring eggs to keep them fluffy and steaming. Laughter punctuated the clink of forks—Naomi giggling as syrup dripped from her chin.

Zac burst through from his downstairs room. Naomi and Leah were nearby, behind a soundproof wall from the gym. He made a beeline for the brown-bagged breakfast. We shielded playtime from the children, though Leah knew our pleasures—maybe invite her someday. His purple stone ring caught my eye because it was made from the same stone as Naomi’s earrings.

They served the same purpose for both of my children. Protect them from magic. Zac’s ring warded his incubus powers, giving him control in the same manner as Kelly’s brown stone. The color was different, but the effect was the same. The purple amethyst color complemented Naomi’s blue eyes and kept her from using her blooming psionic powers. She didn’t need to start reading what we communicated on the mesh of minds I’d constructed.

Betsy entered from her mother-in-law’s apartment, on the far side of the garages, chuckling at her grandson’s bustle. "Zac, you're always so busy! Take a breath."

He yelled, already out the front door with lunch and backpack, voice muffled. "Bye, Grandma—gotta zoom!"

She shook her head, settling beside Naomi, filling her plate from the bar: fresh fruit, half a waffle, a scoop of eggs. "That boy, always hustling. Enjoying life,” she added, cocking a brow at Kelly.

Kelly nodded, suppressing an eye-roll. “We’re working on it, Mom. Zac’s hitting that age…” She trailed off, not wanting to discuss his inherited powers blooming. Betsy nodded, steering clear, too, turning to me.

“We should be back by dinner from the OMSI trip to Portland, Alyssa. The science exhibits will thrill Naomi." 

“She’s been talking about it all morning,” I smiled, grateful Betsy embraced Naomi—and our lovers’ family—fully. “Can’t wait.”

“It’s going to be so much fun.” She turned to Naomi, Leah hustling over with a wet wipe. “Thank you, Naomi. You take such good care of my granddaughter.”

“I’m delighted to help,” Leah said, returning to work with Carmen.

“Say goodbye to dada,” Betsy coached, and with freshly washed fingers, Naomi climbed into Jeremiah’s lap and hugged him tight. “Bye, papa. Love you.” Lexi ticked her side and giggled before blowing her a kiss, “Bye exi!”

Kelly rose to walk them to the door, where they hugged and kissed each other’s cheeks as usual. While she was gone Lexi tugged Jeremiah toward the basement stairs, her grin promising sweat and more. "Gym time," she murmured, mischief sparkling. He followed with an indulgent smile, their steps echoing down to the gym-playroom. Our mesh hummed with anticipation—no need for details. We traded our goodbyes with silent mind meshes.

The rhythm shifted soon after. Kelly and Carmen lingered at the counter, heads bent close, whispering—Kelly voicing her intimate needs, Carmen negotiating from her devoted submissive place. Their voices wove that familiar B&B cadence from honeymoon-after days, trading veiled innuendos as they ran our first remodeled bed and breakfast.

Kelly paused, turned, and squeezed my shoulder. "Catch up later?" Her eyes gleamed with golden fire, aura blooming as she savored what awaited upstairs. She turned toward the stairs, Carmen hurrying a step behind.

Carmen glanced back, a private thought flashing to Naomi before hugging me tight. Her lips brushed mine intimately. "Have fun at your lecture, Mistress." Her smile promised yielding fully to her other Mistress's succubus fire. Their whispers and looks wove our normal stagecraft—no secrets in our mesh. Just polite departures shielding our five-person core from the world and younger eyes.

Breakfast remnants were scattered on the table—waffle scraps, stray egg bits on plates. With only Leah left, I rose, helping her clear and scrub. I enjoyed pitching in; it eased her load. More, I craved time alone with her.

Washing dishes side by side, we traded loaded glances. She flirted silently through the mesh, thoughts sparking—needing practice, marveling at our family's silent converse. Her shy expressions betrayed every thrill, every flutter. Flirting pulled her deeper, the promise of our fun unraveling her reserve.

Oh, to be young and innocent again. No, I enjoyed being myself—mature, flirty, devilishly dirty with my lovers, even corrupting my alluring au pair. I felt her arousal hum through the mesh as we tackled domestic chores, our thoughts flashing non-PG-13 images.

When we were finished, I leaned against the counter and pushed my glasses up my nose. "Leah, I'm going to a guest lecture by Aisha Sharma, an expert in arcane Vedic relics. The academic talk sounds fascinating, aligning with my studies of artifacts I can't explain. Want to come with me? It's time to tell you more about our Montana adventure."

“Sure,” she said, biting her bottom lip. “What about…” she trailed off, as her mind replayed the arousing images we’d shared silently.

“We’ll do that after. I’ve heard good things about Ms. Sharma.” I said, walking to the front door, and grabbing my purse and keys. “I do want to expand your knowledge of our time in Montana, as they are related to the lecture topic. I want your feedback after the talk.”
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