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Our Ethereal Legacy is an adult erotica series that explores how a tight-knit group of humans awaken to their powers, learn through trial and error, and bind together in their love and devotion.

Elements of supernatural beings and forces, succubus and incubus, demons, and spirits are all entwined in this epic adventure. A beautiful blonde
 , a passionate redhead
 , a lusty Latina
 , and a brainy brunette
 provide our protagonist, Jeremiah Jackson, plenty of opportunities to indulge in the delights of the flesh.

Join Jeremiah as he reflects on when his supernatural powers first manifested. A series of impulsive actions completely changed his life, joining him with his four lusty soul mates.


Molding Minds
 : The first book written in Jeremiah’s voice as he records his memoirs, recalls his first meeting with Kelly on a visit to her college. His touch changed and allowed her to be more open to pleasure. It was an accident. How can he reverse his drastic changes? Should he even try? Does he even want to?


Awakening Angels
 : Picking up the plot from the night of Jeremiah’s fortieth birthday party, the narrative changes with more points of view and glimpses into the past as Jeremiah and his now polyamorous family discover more talents, more desires, and more awakening powers.


Dueling Demons
 : The third book resolves a threat to one of Jeremiah’s first contacts. An attempt to add yet another lover to his family has complications. Finally, his family is complete and official. A secondary plot line involves Jeremiah’s son, Isaac (Zac), and his awakening into the family’s supernatural legacy.


Family Fairytales
 : The fourth and final book focuses on the Jackson family and the next generation. Zac adds some of his teenage beauties to the family, while something shocking happens to Naomi. Jeremiah has many other challenges to overcome as he tries to hold the core together.












FOREWORD










This is an epic story, and I started writing it almost ten years ago. It was written as serial chapters. The first part—Molding Minds
 —was written over a period of three months.

Then I took a break, and a few years later the characters started infecting my dreams. I took another go at continuing the story, and this resulted in another three-month stint of story that doubled the length of the first installment. The result is the next two books in this series; Awakening Angels
 and Dueling Demons
 . After wrapping up that story with a satisfying conclusion, I thought I was done with this story.

The dreams started again, and this time a new story got called up by my muse at the same time. During a two-month stint, I wrote two novel-length stories; Familiar Fairytales
 and Once Bitten
 . By the end of those two books, the storylines converged.

This story evolved in many different ways as the characters discovered how their powers developed and their relationships changed. I have to admit I’ve fallen a bit for this cast of characters, and they always seem to surprise me. Thank you for taking the time to read this story.

This edition was revised with an enhanced style.

Thank you for reading, commenting, and reviewing.

— Hank Dolworth
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 ONE





MOLDING MINDS




















PROLOGUE











My name is Jeremiah Jackson,
 and I can mold people’s minds.

As I sit down near the beginning of my forty-first year on this planet, I want to write down a memoir of the preceding 40 years. The most influential people in my life have been with me for half my time on this spinning blue orb we call earth. This memoir will reflect on how we met, became entangled, and fell in love.

This story started while I was in college. I was studying computer science and also attending ROTC. I didn’t know what I wanted to do with my life when I was 20, but I thought having some military instruction was probably a good place to start. I might not get a commission, but I would learn some life skills. At least, I hoped.

That winter was when I discovered that I wasn’t like other people. I had a hidden power that was about to manifest in my life and would change my life’s direction. I have never sought the spotlight with my talents. On the contrary, I’m taking a bit of a risk committing them to this digital form. The names in this tale have been changed to protect my family and me, but the people and the stories are as accurate as I recall them.

I have tried to use my powers to enrich people’s lives. I explicitly help people fall in love and stay in love. I can help design relationships; I mold two people to become their own best fit. I charge for my relationship counseling services, my client list is confidential, and my methods are extensive. With my partners’ help, I design my clients’ relationships so they last and grow. I want both partners to develop and enrich their relationships with their significant loves and the rest of their community. My designs are meant to last, and I’ve been fortunate to watch these relationships grow and strengthen firsthand.

To understand my unique ability, one must grasp two simple concepts everyone uses in their daily lives: morality and willpower. Morality is like the walls of a castle; they protect what’s inside and provide a boundary for our ego that allows us to behave within a set of rules. Willpower is like a cadre of armed guards that protect the walls of morality, further protecting our beliefs, actions, and satisfaction. By manipulating these two constructs in a person’s psyche, I can design them to be the perfect fit for different people. It takes time and repeated sessions, but it’s lasting and permanent when done correctly.

My clients are in many different phases in their relationships with their life partners. I assist in making these essential connections permanent. I’m interested in seeing monogamous unions of incredible people. I have a solid moral belief in monogamy, though I am not monogamous. I am firmly committed to creating and maintaining my designs to become permanent, resulting in a lasting, mutually fulfilling relationship for all my clients.

My track record is almost flawless. Like with any skill, I made many mistakes in the beginning. This story will be my confessions of my missteps as I learned and mastered the necessary skills to become who I am. This story will reveal how my initial use of my powers led me to become entangled with more than one soul mate. It has been an incredibly fortunate turn of events. I’m blessed that my soul mates continue to enrich, empower, and encourage me.

We need to roll the clock back about twenty years. I’m not sure when my ability started to manifest. I assume it was coincident with late puberty. I might have had the powers before a fateful night during my junior year in college. That was, however, when I first became aware of my ability to change a person’s morality along with willpower drastically.













CHAPTER
 ONE












That winter,
 I attended a competition at another university in a neighboring state. My ROTC team had finished its round, and we were enjoying a night of revelry roaming the unfamiliar campus.

My life until then had mainly been regimental and structured. I didn’t do drunken partying. I studied hard and relaxed with books and television. This trip away from home allowed me to let loose a bit. I knew I didn’t like being drunk, so I watched my consumption and had a nice buzz. I was not fully shit-faced. I had that slightly fuzzy feeling, like all my nerves were somewhat paralyzed.

I was roaming a nearby dorm with friends when a local coed walked past. We must have all watched her together because she frowned and sneered at the four of us. One of my friends made a crude comment in her direction.

“Fuck off!” she replied.

“Is that a promise?” I asked as she walked swiftly away from us.

I never got an answer, and the four of us laughed and headed to the next party down the hall. Where we danced, drank, and flirted with girls. Thinking back, it was depressingly typical, and I had no clue how my life would suddenly change.

Another reason why I’m not particularly eager to drink heavily is my tiny bladder. When I did drink, I tried to keep a near 1:1 beer-to-water ratio. Because of this, my bladder often kept me heading down the hall for relief. My last time back, I took a different stairway to the next floor up, trying to find my way back to my room, and get a good night’s sleep before flying home the next day.

I rounded the flight of stairs and saw the same girl we’d noticed earlier leaning against the stairway wall, head down, weeping. Her blond hair was like a soft curtain hiding her face. I knew she couldn’t see me as she was lost in thought and looking down at the floor. I stopped and took a long examining look at her. She was not inconsolable, just soft weeps and sighs. She stood about six inches shorter than me, with a slender curvy frame obscured by an oversized college sweatshirt and faded jeans. Her shapely bust stretched the school logo, and her shoulders rose up and down as she processed her grief.

I paused on the landing, studied her, and felt something shift in what I could sense from her thoughts and feelings. I probed this new sensation and felt her moral boundaries. Somehow I understood that she was struggling with how her strong morals fit the situation she had experienced earlier in the night. She was troubled that perhaps her morals had impacted a relationship that may have grown to be significant.

I didn’t know how I knew this, but I felt it as I focused on her. I could feel the outline of a wall around her. It was not a physical wall, but it was as if I could sense her morality, the concepts vital to her personality, values, and self-image.

I started up the steps to her. She lifted her head to look above like praying to the heavens. She caught me approaching.

“You never answered my question,” I stated quietly.

She looked at me, not recognizing me before, and asked, “What question?”

I walked closer. Recognition passed over her face. She shook her head and looked directly at me, rubbing tears from her eyes.

“Oh yeah, you were with those assholes, ogling me,” she sneered

“Yes. You told me to ‘Fuck off,’ and I was wondering if the offer was still open?” I cockily asked.

Admittedly I was still a bit drunk, and dancing with other girls had made me more than a little horny. She was gorgeous, now that I could see her eyes. Her figure had some amazing curves, even hidden under an oversized sweatshirt. Lush blonde hair, light blue eyes, everything about her was alluring. In my slightly intoxicated state, it made sense to try to flirt hard to see if anything could happen.

She lifted her chin defiantly and straightened her posture, her blue eyes flashing in something between anger and sadness. Her light mascara darkened her eyes where she had wiped her tears.

“I don’t think you’re brave enough to find out!” she challenged me.

The alcohol had removed my more reserved personality, and I wanted to meet her challenge confidently. I stepped closer to her, invading her space. I lowered my fingertips down to her chin and lifted it so I could look into her eyes. I sensed some fear but also a strong will coupled with defiance.

“I want to find out,” I stated, lowering my mouth to kiss her.

She resisted, her lips tight. I felt her willpower rebel against me, fortifying her moral walls. My kiss revolted her. My immediate intimacy challenged the struggles she was rehashing while I was studying her mind. In reaction to her battle, I mentally pushed down the moral boundary I sensed in my mind.

Her self-control tried to rally as I kissed her. She put her hand on my chest. Her body stiffened momentarily, but my talent had destroyed the moral walls. Left unprotected, her self-control retreated. Her mouth opened, and she allowed my tongue through her open lips. She opened her mouth and relaxed, leaning her body into mine as I continued to kiss her deeply. She slid her hands up around my neck. I lowered my arms to her hips and pulled her into a tight embrace.

I realized later that when I lowered her walls, I effectively eliminated her sense of morals. She wasn’t immoral or evil; she was amoral. Where seconds prior she was struggling with what was good or bad, my kiss felt wonderfully good to her with the sudden absence of any moral constraints. She wanted more pleasure, kissing, touching, and responding to me. She was suddenly actively seeking more of what made her feel good. With no morals, her self-control had nothing to defend. It was like a platoon of soldiers simply laying down their weapons and going home.

She suddenly kissed me hungrily. At the time, I thought she was just horny, another teasing college coed. I was sure she’d soon put her hand back on my chest and push me away. I didn’t understand what I had done. Her rising passion and lust had no limiting boundary. Without the protection of her moral structure, she followed the pleasurable feeling. Instead of pushing me away, she moved her hands to my belt and started to pull it open. We would have had sex on the stairs if I’d allowed it. However, while she was happily amoral, I still had my sense of right and wrong.

That sounds twisted as I type it now, remembering what I had done to her moments before. My only excuse is that I didn’t know what I’d done until much later in the evening.

“Can we go to your room?” I groaned into her ear. My hand squeezed her breasts from outside her sweatshirt.

“Yes, um, good idea, but hurry!” she huskily agreed.

Looking into my eyes and kissing my lips, she took my hand and led me up the remaining steps and into the hallway. I’m not sure how many doors we passed. She quickly slid her key from the pocket of her jeans and opened the door. In a single movement, she tossed her key on a shelf, pulled me inside, shut the door, and pressed me against it. Her lips sealed around mine pushed her tongue deep into my mouth and sought my tongue.

This time I didn’t stop her hand from unbuckling my belt. Instead, I pulled off my tee shirt and tossed it aside. Then, I reached down to pull her sweatshirt off while our lips were separated. Her hands unfastened my belt and then lifted her arms into the air. This allowed me to pull her sweatshirt up and off, tossing it in the same direction as my tee shirt.

Her hands slid up my bare chest, and her eyes lifted to mine. I reached behind and twisted open the closure of her bra, feeling the tight band slacken. She shrugged out of her bra in a moment, releasing ripe round breasts. Her nipples visibly stiffened in the cooler air, and her light pink aureoles crinkled in arousal.

My hands couldn’t grasp them fast enough. She moaned softly as my palms pressed into her firm tits. I leaned down to kiss her, looking into her eyes as she closed them in passion. I lifted my eyes, looking past her to a bed directly behind her. We kissed lustily, lips and tongues exploring each other. I guided her back step by step as her fingers moved to the waist of my button-fly jeans.

Her denim-clad calves hit the edge of the bed. Her body arced in a delightful curve as I broke our kiss. My mouth moved down to her exposed neck, suckling a small trail of kisses. She arched her back, lifting her breasts to me as I kissed down to meet them. I slowly lowered her down to the raised platform and her mattress. She rested her bottom on the edge of the bed while her fingers reached to unbutton my fly. My lips gained command of one of her nipples, gnawing on the stiff bud. My hands shifted to her jeans as mine started sliding down my ass. Her hands lifted to my back. Her moan betrayed her enjoyment of my lips and teeth, worshipping her hard nipple.

My body bent over hers as she lay back. Her shoulders met the bed, and her hips lifted slightly as I pulled down her jeans and panties in one motion. Our eyes re-engaged as I pulled her jeans and panties down her thighs. She helpfully lifted her legs high, and I dragged the bundle of denim and lace off her shapely calves, tossing them behind me.

My eyes finally drank in her completely nude form. I stood smiling and wriggled my ass, coaxing my jeans to pool around my ankles. Her eyes laughed as I did a short teasing reveal, dancing in my boxers. My erection tented the light cotton and popped through the slit in the front. Her eyes darted to look at the engorged head. Caught up in the moment’s passion, I stopped the dance, shoved my boxer shorts, and stepped out of them.

She looked angelic in the soft moonlight pouring through her large dorm window. Her long blonde curls arrayed around her cute dimpled face like a halo. Her bright blue eyes were luminous with lust, passion, and happiness. An unsuppressed smile had replaced the surly smirk from when she first recognized me on the stairway. Her breasts heaved as she sighed as her eyes roamed over my frame. Her slender taut tummy rose and fell with her short breaths. My eyes lowered, catching golden moonlight glints off her trimmed pubic hair. My eyes lifted back up to her eyes, questioning.

She moaned, “Your cock will feel so good inside me!”

Her eyes were focused on my erect cock at the moment. Feeling my pause, she lifted her gaze from my muscled torso and met my eyes. Then she nodded to my unspoken question. I fell to my knees in front of her bed. My eyes never left hers as I spread open her legs.

I whispered, “I want to taste you first.”

She smiled and nodded, lifting her hands to her breasts. A soft moan encouraged me as her legs splayed apart. Her fingers pulled on her hard nipples. I lowered my mouth and kissed her smooth inner thigh, teasing her with my lips and tongue. My fingers traced up and down her thighs as our eyes were still locked on each other.

“Oh yes, please.” She cooed as my mouth covered her blond tufted mound.






*Knock Knock*









“Shit!” she said as she quickly sat up.

I looked at her with wide eyes, frozen. She smiled confidently and then kissed me.

“Wait right here, don’t you fucking move,” she commanded.

Her naked form slipped past mine as I retracted my tongue, enjoying the salty tang of my last kiss. Forgoing even a robe, she went to the door and opened it a crack.

“What?” she asked softly.

“Kelly, is everything all right? I heard what Carl did! I heard you fought with him. They said you left crying,” said the faceless voice beyond the door.

“It’s okay, I’m fine, thanks, “ she said, trying to re-close the door.

“Kelly, wait! Do you need to talk about it?” The voice behind the door was insistent.

“No, I’m fine,” Kelly said hastily.

I saw a white sneakered foot slip inside, blocking the next attempt to shut the door.

“Are you sure?” The voice behind the door was also nosy.

Kelly reacted to the intrusion by opening the door all the way. She posed for a moment in her nude glory, twisting coquettishly for her friend.

“I’m kinda busy, Jenn. But I’m fine!” She turned her head back to me, still kneeling on the floor, “Wonderful.”

And “Oh!” was the reply as Jenn saw her naked friend, then turned towards me.

An awkward silence followed as she retracted her foot. I’m not sure if she saw me in the darkened room. I was caught in the spell of Kelly’s nubile form. I did notice a small glimpse of Jenn, her eyes searching past Kelly.

“I won’t bother you then,” said Jenn, as the door began to shut.

Kelly giggled as she danced seductively, closing the door.

“You’ve got to tell me everything tomorrow,” Jenn hissed as the light from the hallway was extinguished with the click of the door. Another click followed—the lock engaging.

Kelly marched back to the bed and leaned down to kiss me. I was still on my knees as she slipped past me and laid on her back.

“We shouldn’t be disturbed again,” she sighed as she shifted into a comfortable prone position. She opened her legs again, moving her eyes back to mine. My shocked expression turned to lecherous greed as I licked my lips. I slid my fingers down her outstretched legs and lowered my mouth to her extended pink lips.

“Oh, yes!” she cooed as my mouth touched her coral lips.

My tongue slipped along the edges of her labia, softly peeling them apart. The tip revealed a slick sparkle along the crevice, evidence of her excitement. My tongue extended, and I felt her hard button of a clit pop free of its hooded enclosure.

She moaned wordlessly again as my mouth enveloped her entire open womanhood. My tongue slipped back and forth, up and down her distended lips. They were thick with her arousal and felt alive. I mixed her juices with my saliva. I reveled in the tangy taste of her womanhood. I sucked and drank the viscous fluid.

Her hips began to undulate as I lifted my eyes to watch her fingers pull on her taut nipples. She tossed her head back as her back arched and swayed with the dance of her muscular pelvis. My lips and tongue encouraged her pleasure and lust. My hand slid under her raised ass. I pulled her writhing pelvis to me. I held it tight against my munching lips and tongue. The feel of sliding my tongue through her lips elicited a moan. I felt her body jolt as the tip of my tongue lapped at her firm clit.

I slid one hand to the cleft of her ass. Sliding a finger along the groove and past her puckered rose, I pressed into her slick opening. Her trail of juices oozing from her over-excited vagina eased the passage. I moved my mouth to focus on her clit, and easily slipped my index finger inside her molten sheath. She was tight, but her abundant lubrication allowed my finger to invade her entrance.

Another finger coated with the mixed cocktail of my oral exercise joined the first. My tongue continued its assault on her engorged clitoris, battering the lump like a boxer’s speed bag. Two fingers sliding inside Kelly’s tight liquefied tunnel elicited a moan of encouragement. Her back arched, wanting more. Her hips rotated to pull my fingers in deeper.

“Oh god, don’t stop doing that, ever!” Kelly exulted as my fingers sawed in and out of her sex.

Sliding them partway inside her, I fluttered the tips against the top of her vaginal wall. I was seeking the soft spongy point I pressed into it. Above my fingers, my tongue fluttered across her clitoris. She couldn’t stop moving. Her breaths came in short gasps. Moans and whimpers filled the room as my mouth and fingers brought her higher and higher.

“OH FUCK!” she panted as her hips lifted from the bed.

Her pussy lips flowered in a spasm as I reflexively pulled my head back. Her pussy quaked and clenched my fingers as she came! As she ejaculated in a stream of clear liquid, my surprised face looked up at her.

“Oh god, that’s sexy!” I said in awe.

My fingers soothed the orgasmic pulses coursing through Kelly’s jerking body. As she calmed, I gently slid her body onto the bed, turning her to lie lengthwise as I raised a knee and climbed onto the mattress. Her eyes fluttered as she recovered. Her eyes found mine and returned my smile ten-fold.

“I hope there is more of that to come,” Kelly breathed, her sex still shivering in orgasmic bliss.

I knelt between her knees, smiling. I was struck dumb at the vision of an orgasmic sex goddess. I simply nodded and then crept forward on my knees. I slid my hand along the length of my cock, feeling its weight. Her eyes lowered to watch me jerk myself. I squeezed the bulbous head and spread the resulting pre-cum around the sensitive glans.

Her eyes widened as she watched, then traced back up my torso to meet mine. I notched the glistening crown into her open dewy petals. Her eyes lidded closed at the sensation. At the feel of my shaft spreading her open, her mouth opened wide, and she sighed. I pressed my cock into her slowly, sliding deep into her drenched passage.

My pre-cum was wasted on the slickness of my post-orgasmic beauty. Her pussy readily accepted my girth and length in a satin embrace. Her hips lifted to pull me deep inside her as she wrapped her strong legs around my ass, holding me deep. Our eyes met when I was fully sheathed, her rapturous lidded eyes opening and encouraging me. I retracted and started a slow, steady fucking.

“Oh yes, fuck me! I don’t even know your name, but fuck me!” Kelly encouraged.

“It’s …J,” I panted as my piston-like strokes quickened.

She squeezed me with her pussy muscles, milking my cock as it slid in and out of her.

“Then fuck me, Jay! Just keep fucking me!”

I, of course, obliged. My mind became distracted as I lived out a real live Penthouse Letters moment.

“This kind of thing doesn’t just happen to guys like me.” I thought to myself as I went balls deep into the gorgeous coed.

I realized that I wouldn’t even know her name were we not interrupted by her friend, Jenn.

I slid out and held my cock in my hand. Kelly looked up at me. Was that panic in her eyes?

“Let’s try you on your knees,” I soothed.

Kelly gasped, then smiled and quickly flipped onto her belly. She raised her pert bottom to me, rising onto her elbows. She looked over her shoulder with one eye and that heavenly mane of blonde hair.

“Do me, now!” she cried.

The momentary lapse in contact between us evaporated in an instant. In the heat of the moment, I grasped her firm hips and slid against her. She slid a hand between her thighs and guided my engorged shaft back between her dripping lips. She held her hand to her sex until I was fully engaged in her cunt, then leaned down on her elbows as my cock sunk into her depths.

“Oh god, yes! You fill me so deeply,” Kelly moaned as her head melted into the mattress.

I grabbed her hips and slid in and out, finding the right pace. I quickly discovered the right length of my backstroke to stroke my entire length in and out of her gripping sex. She returned her hand to her pussy, feeling me enter her chute. She moved her fingertips to rub her engorged clit. My strokes became faster, more frantic, as she rocked back to meet my thrusts. The sound of my thighs slapping against her firm, round ass filled the room, joining our chorus of moans and groans.

I hunched over her, my hands sliding up from her hips to cup her swaying breasts, capturing one in each hand and pulling my fingers down to pinch each of her hard nipples.

“Fuuuckkk,” Kelly gasped as she turned her head sideways against the mattress, wisps of her mane of blonde hair covering parts of her face as one eye stared back at me as we fucked.

We rutted like animals, our ministrations getting more and more frantic. My thrusts quickened. I pressed deeper and more demanding, and I groaned loudly. Her fingers fluttered against my shaft and then rubbed her clit. I could feel her pussy begin to quiver around my cock as it had around my fingers earlier. I slammed into her, arching back as my hands lifted, pulling her upward against my chest.

My cock convulsed. She screamed as she came. My hands gripped her breasts as she arched back into me. I shot a jet deep into her. Then her hot juices flowed against my shaft. The change in position and her involuntary squeeze made me plop out. My cum erupted in jets past her thighs and onto her mattress. My cock jerked in a spasm between her open thighs, bouncing against her fingers still glued to her clit.

Our bodies quivered. Frozen like a perverse statue as we experienced mind-numbing orgasms, our sexes firing against each other and prolonging the bliss we both felt. Then, as if letting go of the end of the balloon, we deflated, and I fell backward. I pulled her back, her prone body outstretched across my chest. Our legs unbuckled, spreading out towards the head of the bed. I wrapped my arms under her breasts, holding her tight as I breathed evenly. I rested, my eyes focused on her ceiling as she purred and turned her head, then rolled on top of me, pressing her breasts into my chest.

“Oh god, that was good,” she purred, kissing my fingers along my jaw.

I smiled up at her. “I’m glad you answered my question!” I quipped.

A confused look passed over her eyes. Then remembering her earlier profanity in the quad, she giggled as she leaned down and kissed me tenderly on the lips.

“Sorry about that,” she said, “I wasn’t my best.”

She lowered her arms, crossing them in front of her breasts. She raised her head and settled easily onto me. Her legs were between mine as my deflating cock pressed into her belly. She wanted to talk.

“I had just had an argument with my boyfriend when you guys passed by.”

‘Oh crap!’ I thought.

I looked tenderly into her eyes. I tried not to betray my conflicted feelings about enjoying sex from a rebound.

“His loss is my gain, I guess,” I said tenderly.

I combed her mussed hair from her cheek to capture her eyes with mine. She shifted and rolled onto her side alongside me. Her hands roamed over my naked form, exploring my body.

“Oddly, it was about sex. He wanted to have sex, and I didn’t.”

Her fingers entwined in my coarse pubic hair as she sighed. She looked back into my eyes as her fingers caressed the outline of my cock.

“I’m not sure why I resisted. It was a difficult relationship. I think I loved him but didn’t like that he thought I owed him sex.”

She realized the irony of the situation and giggled. Her fingers gripped my slick softened penis. She kissed me deeply. Then pecked my chin. As she spoke, her fingers slid up and down my awakening cock.

“Seeing you…” She kissed under my neck.

“on the stairs….” She moved down to kiss my left nipple.

“I was mad at all men….” She pressed another kiss to my other nipple.

“Then you approached me with your smile….” Her lips pressed into my belly button, and then a soft lick along the rim.

“And I got… I dunno…” she looked up at me, “Aroused, angry, horrified, disgusted.” She looked conflicted for a moment.

“But just when you kissed me…” another kiss just above my pubic hair, her fingers sliding up and down my renewed erection.

“I no longer cared….” Her tongue curled around my engorged crown. Now it was my turn to moan as I watched her look up at me.

“Your kiss felt so good. I just wanted more…” she sucked my purplish knob into her mouth as she looked up at me, shifting and kneeling between my thighs.

“And more…” she breathed, then concentrated on sliding her mouth up and down my suddenly rigid shaft.

I moaned, thought back, and remembered the moment I mindlessly destroyed her moral walls with my thoughts. It clicked. I had done this, somehow. I started to panic, but then she swirled her tongue around the tip of my glans. She licked up the vee-shaped valley under the head of my cock, and I could no longer think. I blissfully watched her suck my shaft back into her heavenly mouth.

She worked my shaft, feeling it elongate in her mouth. Satisfied with its hardness, she slid up and straddled my hips. I squeezed my legs together, giving her room to maneuver. She held my stiff shaft and lifted it, moving over my cock. I watched her lower her still oozing pussy to rub my saliva-covered head along her lips. After teasing her petals, she rolled her hips slightly and sank onto my rod.

“Your cock feels so good inside of me!” she gushed as she lowered herself.

She grunted softly as her pubic hair mashed into the root of my pubic bone. She leaned forward to kiss me deeply. Her hips started the rolling movement, squeezing her muscles as she milked my shaft. She lifted her thighs and slid her pussy up and down my cock, fucking me smoothly.

My eyes closed as I lifted my hands to her hips, my butt clenching to meet her downward movement with an upward stroke. We again rutted like animals. Her kissing was continuous as our mouths opened to each other, my hands lifting to cup her swaying breasts, capturing them and caressing her hardened nipples between my fingers and thumbs.

“So good, so good, it feels so good,” she chanted as she lifted her torso.

As she rose, her knees squatting along my side, I lifted my mouth to her breast and captured a stiff nipple. She pulsed her hips as she rode my hard cock. We moved like that for an undetermined amount of time, my mouth moving between her two breasts, worshipping the goddess riding me to some unheard thrum of ancient drums. Her fingers slid through my hair as I enjoyed her breasts. I suckled the nipples. Then pressing her tits together, I sucked both nipples into my mouth. She breathed heavily into my ear. My tongue danced between the two nipples in my mouth. She hugged me to her undulating body, her pace quickening.

I sat up, breaking our contact. She moaned in irritation, eyes looking up at me wildly. Her need was written across her face. I slid a leg up and over one of hers, entwining our bodies together like a pretzel. I leaned over and grabbed her hips, pulling her closer. She smiled as she caught on. She grabbed hold of my cock and scooted closer. She lifted her ass and guided my cock back into pussy as our bodies met. I leaned back on my palms, and she mirrored the motion.

We started rutting in a wide vee. Our groins pushed and pulled at each other. Our hips lifted together to embed me inside her, then relaxed to slide out before rising again. Her pussy muscles squeezed me tight at the apex of each thrust. We took our time with this slow, awkward fucking, enjoying the meeting of our bodies. I was lost in a mindless haze, watching her body move. My hard lifting thrust sent a quiver up her torso, causing her pendulous breasts to sway and fall back as we slid apart.

The sheet and mattress below us still pooled with our previous mingling while our slow grinding only churned more of her copious juices into the pool. She quivered through three mini orgasms before I felt my ejaculatory revival begin to coil in my core. I reached for her, bending over to grab her around her shoulders. I fell back, pulling her back on top with my hands. She squatted over me, resuming her ride. I cupped her breasts as my hips lifted up and down to meet her sex, making a sloppy slapping sound.

She must have sensed my need because she lowered her torso back onto me. She pressed her breasts into my chest as my hand grabbed her ass and pulled her down. She started a swift piston-like up and down motion. She was like a jockey coaxing a stallion on the racetrack, urging herself faster and faster. Her pussy gripped me like a fist, and her action was as swift as if I used my hand, jerking me to orgasm.

I froze, lifting my body into her intense fucking. I exploded, my cum jetting in rivulets deep into her pussy. Feeling my explosion, she tensed, then arched and screamed. She fell onto me as I spurted deep in her womb. I could feel her pulsing orgasm as her slick juices sluiced down my shaft and pooled in my already sodden pubic hair.

I pulled her down and gasped as our bodies relaxed, my eyes closed, and I dozed as she slumped on top of me.

I don’t know how long I was out, but I awoke as my softening cock slipped from her lubricated pussy. She elicited a sigh as I quietly turned and laid her on her side. I pulled her quilt bunched at the foot of her bed over us. I pulled her into me, and I spooned behind her pulling her close as we fell asleep.

As I lost consciousness, I recalled my revelation regarding how I had dissolved her moral boundaries, and I dreamt. My dreams were disturbing, and I knew I would have to control myself.













CHAPTER
 TWO












In philosophy, ‘tabula rasa’
 is described as an empty or erased slate. It is thought to be the state of an infant with no prior knowledge. As the child grows, their ‘slate’ is filled with experiences and environment. The theory has been around for centuries and is not always accepted as truth in our post-modern world. The concept of an erased slate is an excellent way to explain my ability and what I had done to Kelly. She still had her experiences and knowledge, but my hasty interference effectively reset her morals within her psyche.

My troubled dreams kept me from sleeping soundly as we spooned beneath her soft quilt. I did not want to disturb the sensuous sleeping form curled into my torso. So, as I softly held her, I scanned her boundaries again. Her steady breathing was calming as my acute senses traced the remains of her moral wall.

Scanning a moral boundary is hard to explain. It is much like tracing your tongue along the ridge of your teeth. I can feel the sharp edges, peaks, and valleys of a person’s sense of what is good and evil. As Kelly’s warm and slightly moist skin rose and pressed into my chest, I noticed that her morality had significantly changed from when I first scanned her in the empty stairwell. Before I pushed her walls down, they were high and strong. Now the walls were not completely gone but much smaller, and its profile had changed significantly.

Pondering the dramatic changes, I realized I had the power to alter this strange wall. This epiphany was both exhilarating and disturbing. The discovery that I had changed her resistance and manipulated her sense of what was morally right and wrong. Those changes enabled our physical interaction, leading to our first rigorous sexual encounter. I understood my hasty push caused that sequence of events, and it disturbed me. I was not entirely comfortable with invading her mind, destroying her pure attitude towards sex. She had rejected a sexual relationship with her boyfriend. However, my hormonal response to the inherent sexual power of my actions was arousing, and that arousal was manifested with a hardening erection.

She stirred quietly as my tumescent shaft pressed into Kelly’s soft bottom. A soft moan escaped her lips as she unconsciously moved back against my erection. I sensed small fluctuations along her moral equalizer. Her moral graph pulsed in various sections as her body responded to the stimulation.

”Mmm, is that for me?” she sighed as she quietly awoke.

“I don’t see any other woman here,” I whispered.

I brought my right hand up to her right breast and cupped it, my fingers raking softly over her nipple feeling it rise. I monitored how her moral graph shifted in response to my enticing touch. I perceived that she knew what brought her pleasure, sought more of it, and felt no shame that it involved a physical relationship with a virtual stranger. The immediate feedback of my actions only made my excitement, as well as my erection, grow. My cock stretched and nestled between her velvety ass cheeks.

“Oh, I like that I have that effect on you,” she soothed as she rolled towards me and onto her back.

My erection slid out between her ass cheeks and pressed into her firm thigh as I lowered my mouth to her engorged nipple. Her hands came up to comb her fingers through my short hair, moaning softly to her delight. I slid my fingers down her delightful stomach and through her sodden mound of pubic hair. The tips of my fingers curled into her core as they traced the outline of her outer labia. My thoughts scanned how my actions affected her new understanding of morals. Her moral graph shifted through the pleasure of my physical touch, lighting up parts as she reacted to the stimulus. I mentally made a map of each moral segment and the vibrations along certain sections.

”Mmmmm,” she sighed as she lifted her hips into my fingers and pressed her juicy folds against them.

“You’re still soaking wet,” I growled, pulling my lips from her breast and rising over her.

Feeling her positive response to the pleasurable sensation of my finger, I slid over her thigh. She squirmed sensuously, allowing me room to kneel between her opening thighs. My crown pressed into her belly, then slid down as I retracted my hips. Watching her eyes and sensing her need, I felt myself slip into her open folds.






*rattle-click*









My brain had trouble reconciling the odd noise with the incredible sensation of my cock sliding into Kelly’s tight sheath. While Kelly’s desire modulated slightly as she heard a sound more familiar to her experience.

“My roommate!” Kelly hissed, eyes wide as she felt my balls press against her ass cheeks.

My focus shifted from her lustful expression to the door as a thin bright line appeared and grew wider. As my eyes closed against the glare, my moral sense moved from Kelly to the unnamed roommate, who was now starkly silhouetted by the bright light from the hallway. The roommate’s moral graph was robust, drastically different from Kelly’s now nearly blank slate. I sensed the new person’s surprise, shock, disgust, and, was that desire?

“OH MY GOD!!!, I’m sorry! I didn’t know…” said the voice from the shadow.

The shadow froze when I bottomed out, deeply embedded in Kelly’s smooth snatch. Her features were blank as my eyes fought with the contrast in lighting. I could make out a girlish figure slowly resolving into a recognizable person. My senses perceived that her alarm at finding her roommate having intercourse was also calling into battle her self-control soldiers. They manned her solid moral castle walls, and I tried to adjust her battlements as I had with Kelly in my greedy lust.

Nothing.

Well, not entirely nothing. Instead of backing out of the room, the roommate entered and closed the door behind her. I re-evaluated her moral graph, and while it wasn’t wholly collapsed, my mental effort had slightly lowered the walls. Her emotions moved from being shocked and revolted to more of a cautious curiosity with a slight increase in desire.

”Um, I can—Uh, maybe I’ll grab my pillow and sleep in the lounge,” said the apparition.

Her features became more distinguishable as my eyes adjusted. She was about the same height as Kelly, just slightly skinnier but, with a smaller bust, set atop a lithe frame. Her curly auburn hair collected in a ponytail, which swayed as she turned, focusing on her bed to her left. She tried to avoid looking at us but could not keep turning back every few steps. Perplexed about what limited my powers with this new subject, I stayed fully sheathed inside Kelly and craned my head, watching the roommate move.

“Lexi! I’m sorry!” Kelly said as she collected herself to speak, “Um, you don’t have to sleep in the lounge. You can stay and watch if you want.”

“That’s interesting,” I thought as my focus shifted to my newly amoral partner’s mind.

“Are you kidding?” exclaimed Lexi in an embarrassed tone. Her moral signals revealed some shame and disgust, with a hint of curiosity quickly surrounded by a cadre of self-control.

“Oh, Lex, you should try it!” moaned Kelly, undulating and squeezing my cock.

Kelly tried to continue fucking me while I stayed deep inside her. I looked down at Kelly, raising an eyebrow as I slowly flexed my muscles, causing my cock to enlarge inside her and eliciting a moan of pleasure from Kelly.

“That’s a bit weird, don’t you think?” stammered Lexi, “I can’t feel anything by just watching.”

Despite her hesitant words, my slight adjustment to Lexi’s moral graph limited her self-control. Her curiosity rose as she understood the lusty passion Kelly was emoting. Lexi approached the bed coming closer to me. I instinctively grabbed her hand when she stepped close enough to our bed.

”It might be weird or could be exciting.” I said, trying to appeal to her increasing curiosity.

Then in a fit of horny lust, I repeated the same moral shove I had with Kelly on the stairway. The physical touch did the trick, and my abrupt and uncontrolled push smashed her wall and scattered her self-control army into disarray and retreat. Now unrestrained by a moral code, her curiosity expanded rapidly. She accepted my hand and stepped closer, dropping the pillow she was carrying. I sensed a rapid rise in arousal and desire while her previous spiked fear and shame beat a hasty retreat.

“I guess I hadn’t thought of it that way,” considered Lexi, leaning in to kiss me.

“Oh, that’s hot!” cheered Kelly, her hips lifting, screwing her pelvis in small circles into me.

Lexi broke the kiss and looked back at her friend, smiling like the cat that caught the canary.

“He kisses good,” Lexi gushed, “do you mind sharing him with me, Kel?”

“You’ll have to earn your place,” I offered cockily, “show us you can keep up by stripping for us.”

Lexi looked down as if discovering that she was clothed for the first time. Her body was covered by school branded t-shirt stretched tight over her pert bosom, and her baggy cargo-style capris obscured her lower body as she kicked off her sneakers.

“Challenge accepted!” Lexi quipped as she stepped back into the part of the room brightly lit by the moonlight.

“I’ve always thought you were sexy, Lexi,” cooed Kelly as she used her pussy muscles to squeeze my invigorated cock, “I’ve always wanted to see you naked.”

The frank statement enticed Lexi to unbutton her capris and slide them over her hips revealing firm thighs and muscular calves as she rocked free of her bottoms. Dancing to a tune in her head, Lexi crossed her hands and grabbed the bottom hem of her tee shirt. She pulled it up seductively, releasing her unburdened breasts with a lovely wobble, then tossed her tee shirt aside. Her b-cup breasts were smaller than Kelly’s tits but perfectly fit her lithe, athletic body.

“What do you think now?” Lexi asked as she posed against the wall.

“I think you need to come closer,” I interrupted, “and lose the panties too.”

Lexi giggled delightfully as she slid her black, boy-short panties down her muscular legs, flicking them at me playfully as she approached. Her small breasts shimmied as she sauntered over to us. Kelly and I both extended a hand in welcome. She drew each of them in her warm palm around her hips as she leaned over and kissed Kelly.

Their kiss allowed me to examine Lexi more closely in the moonlit room; her skin was slightly paler than Kelly’s tan figure, freckles delightfully arrayed across her skin in enticing patterns. My hand slid down her hip and over her tight buttocks, squeezing and appreciating her firm musculature. My eyes followed the curve of her hip along a flat belly and slid up towards her smaller breasts as they pressed into the valley between Kelly’s bountiful mounds. The two girls moaned as their kiss deepened.

My hips started to slide back, finally retracting my shaft from Kelly’s tight pussy, then beginning a slow fuck. My fingers explored Lexi’s ass, sliding between her two round orbs and traveling the valley between them. Without breaking her kiss with Kelly, Lexi widened her stance, allowing me to cup my hand over her neatly trimmed bush, feeling her heat and gathering moisture on my fingertips.

“Oh god, yes. Touch me there!” Lexi sighed as she broke the kiss and looked over her shoulder at me, her bright eyes and sexy smile encouraging me. I looked past her to Kelly’s bright eyes, her smug smile only encouraging me more as my eyes focused back on Lexi, “I think there’s room for one more if you straddle Kelly,” I instructed, a finger sluicing through her moist outer lips.

A thought passed through Lexi’s mind as she considered the options and reached back and grabbed my shoulder. She pulled on me to step onto the bed, her feet settling on either side of Kelly’s hips. Then leaning forward from her hips, she lowered her mouth to Kelly’s, kissing her. Lexi’s bending motion, reminiscent of a Downward Dog yoga position, opened her tight ass cheeks and exposed her moistened pussy lips to my vision. Unable to resist the lusciousness literally before my eyes, I leaned forward and kissed her pink lips, her amber pussy hair caressing my cheeks as my tongue slipped between her nether lips.

Engaged with both girls, I forgot my mental exercises of monitoring their moral profiles and dived into the pleasure feast before me. My hands wrapped around Lexi’s thighs as my mouth kissed, tongued, and gnawed at her lubricated labia. My hips began a slow piston motion that sped up as my ears heard the muffled sighs and moans between the girls’ passionate kisses.

“Fuck, you taste divine,” I gruffly spoke, my nose nestled against Lexi’s puckered rose, a shiver of delight coursing through her frame.

“Oh god, yes, suck my pussy, suck it.” Lexi panted as her hips pressed back into my face.

My tongue slid inside her entrance as my lips surrounded her sex, sucking her outer lips into my mouth and savoring her taste. My inflamed cock grooved in and out of Kelly’s cunt, feeling her squeeze me as she moaned into Lexi’s mouth. I reached one of my hands around Lexi’s thigh, sliding along her belly and down along her trimmed bush to find my munching chin. I pressed my digit down against the apex of Lexi’s slit and fiddled with the hard nub. Instinctively, I licked at my finger, coating it with a viscous mixture of my saliva and Lexi’s fluid and then rubbing that elixir across her engorged clit.

“I love your kisses,” Kelly moaned as Lexi arced back with a primitive moan from my oral and digital ministrations, “and your tits feel so good pressed against mine,” she continued as she lifted her ankles around my thrusting thighs.

”FUCK! Jay, I love your cock fucking me,” Kelly encouraged.

“Unnhnn, you should feel his fucking tongue… Mmmmm,” moaned Lexi.

My seesawing motion pressed my mouth deeper into her drooling cunt. My mouth worked tirelessly to collect and savor her flowing juice. Lexi arched her back, then hungrily lowered her mouth to Kelly’s bouncing tits.

”I want to suck your nipple, Kel. Mmmmm!” Lexi moaned as she enveloped one rigid tip between her lips.

“Oh yes, Lex! Nibble it. Fuck, this feels fantastic!” Kelly exulted as her hips started to lift to meet my downward thrusts, our slapping sounds becoming louder as I continued to saw in and out of her slippery tunnel.

The aroma from Lexi’s fragrant sex, the visual of her firm bottom, the tactile feel of my finger on her clit, the thrum of my tongue lapping between her lips, and the silky pleasure of my engorged cock sawing in and out of Kelly’s cunt brought me to the brink of sensory overload. The sounds of their heated moans, coos, and words of encouragement fired inside my brain. I convulsed and slammed hard into Kelly’s pussy, roaring vocally into Lexi’s pungent pussy as my cock ejected spurts of cum deep inside her.

My orgasm and vocal response bounced off the sapphic figures writhing under and before me, triggering their orgasms as they lost the use of words and grunted their ecstasy. Our bodies vibrated in spasms as three full-body orgasms rocked our senses, bounced off one, and rebounded into another. The echoes of our shouts and moans fed into a heated cycle of orgasmic bliss before we all collapsed into a pile.

Lexi slid down to the top of Kelly, then rolled to one side, and I rocked and slid down on Kelly’s opposite side. Our breaths came in short gasps as our bodies clung to each other, almost overflowing the small bed frame.

Finally, able to form a coherent thought, I reflected on what had happened. Oddly I worried about how I had recklessly destroyed the moral profiles of the new conquest. I had doubled my troubles and added to my regret in my rutting lust. However, my cocksure outer facade masked my inner distress as I rolled over on my side and propped my head on one arm while tracing fingers over the quivering flesh of my conquests.

“So? Was it weird? Or was it exciting?” I queried the panting pair.

They turned their faces toward me with impish smiles as they spoke simultaneously.

“Can we do it again?!”













CHAPTER
 THREE












I sighed tiredly,
 “Love to, but I think I’m out for at least one round,” indicating my limp organ, still dripping the mixed elixir from my ejaculation into Kelly’s juicy pussy.

”Oh, that looks like it needs a tongue cleaning,” gushed Lexi.

She sat up sensuously and crawled over Kelly’s body, licking her lips.”I want to find out what you and Kelly taste like together,” Lexi continued.

I sensed her innocent curiosity as her mouth gently kissed my deflated head, “fuck, gently, it’s very sensitive!” I warned.

Lexi opened her mouth, carefully enveloped the tired knob, and sucked softly. I groaned as small shocks pulsed through my strained nerve endings. I reached down and combed my fingers through Lexi’s red hair, my touch assuring her that I appreciated her careful cleaning.

Kelly watched Lexi’s soft sucking and licking. I used my power to process Kelly’s desires as she watched the nubile shape of her roommate suck my cock. Kelly only wanted more.

”I want to taste Lexi,” Kelly softly moaned, then snaked her body under her friend’s leg, lifting it as she stretched her neck up and kissed her wet lips.

“She tastes incredible!” I reported, licking my lips in remembrance of her juicy twat as Kelly reached around her friend’s hips to pull her friend’s pussy closer. Suddenly, I moaned uncomfortably, my hips twitching reflexively. I gently lifted Lexi’s head from my sensitive glans.

”Your mouth is magical, but too much too soon, Lex,” I growled quietly with a smile.

Lexi licked her lips and smiled at me, then closed her eyes and moaned as she felt Kelly’s tongue slide her lower lips open.

”Oh god, Mmmmm,” Lexi panted, eyes opening but still lidded with lust, “You both taste delicious together, so I’ll finish cleaning up, Kelly.”

I smiled lustily as Lexi slid over and lowered her mouth to Kelly’s open pussy. She eyed a dollop of creamy white fluid oozing from Kelly’s open lips and curled her tongue to collect a mouthful. She rolled her eyes and moaned as she savored the taste.

I slid off the bed and stood, looking around the strange dorm room. I spied what I thought was the door to the attached bathroom. Stretching, I looked back at the two roommates, slowly licking and nibbling each other like it was the most natural thing in the world. I walked toward the bathroom tuning back into their moral profiles to evaluate how their lovemaking changed the outline.

I opened the door to the bathroom. Finding it empty, I cautiously searched the small room from where I entered to the opposite door that opened into the neighboring dorm room. I found two shower stalls opposite each other in the center of the room. On the far side, another closed door, with a toilet on one side and a sink opposite it. That same arrangement was repeated on the side where I entered.

I sighed, relieved there wasn’t yet another coed inside. I’m certain. In my horny state of mind, I would have corrupted any new coed I met in the small bathroom. That thought disturbed me deeply, was there no limit to my depravity? Would this new power end up corrupting me? I tried to figure out how I had co-opted and demoralized the two sexy women, happily pleasuring each other. Sitting on the toilet closest to the room I entered, I relaxed, relieved my bladder, and contemplated my situation.

I looked back into the dorm room, past the entwined figures softly moaning, and out the window. The horizon was starting to glow as the morning was breaking. I looked at my watch: 5:51 a.m.! I struggled to remember my schedule for the day. Then I realized that our teams would be loading buses to the airport in about four hours for our flight back home.

“Crap!” I thought, “What can I do in that short time to undo the damage I have done?”

My eyes lowered from the dawning of daybreak on the horizon to the still undulating forms of the roommates exploring their newfound mutual love for sex. They were enjoying the taste of each other using their tongues and lips, moaning lustily. I observed Kelly slide her fingers into Lexi’s pussy, then move her fingers in and out, eliciting a new moan from her target. Still slightly disturbed at the results of my powers, I switched to monitoring their moralistic settings. I noticed that some areas were modulating as they rode the flood and ebb of their pleasures, while other segments of the graph were silent.

In my ignorance of how my power worked, I had collapsed all the areas of both young women. I realized the sexual morality parts that controlled how each woman felt about engaging in sexual acts were clustered in the same graph area. I knew I had needlessly and recklessly knocked down all of their boundaries, but could I rebuild what I had destroyed? I concentrated, trying to reverse my previous manipulation, and felt all of the edges slowly rise. The cost was a dull headache. I watched, straining in mental effort from a distance. Gradually, their moans quieted, and motions slowed.

Their emotions morphed from enthusiastic exploration to subdued shame and increasing disgust. As my push knocked everything down, my lifting raised all the boundaries, and now the girls began to doubt their actions. I could sense some fear and guilt as I exhaled and gave up. I continued my examination and sensed all their levels deflate back lower again. Without any self-control, the exquisite feelings of their physical ministrations encouraged continuous exploration. I made a note that the baseline wasn’t immoral but amoral. With enough pleasure attached, the girls had no reason to maintain the high moral boundaries they’d started the night with. I felt a bit defeated but shamefully smiled. I heard their moans become increasingly active as the fear and guilt dissipated.

“Fascinating,” I thought to myself.

It was easy to destroy the moral boundaries, almost too easy. However, trying to rebuild a moral border with my power was difficult and seemed fruitless. Especially if the subject had no good reason to form that boundary. Maybe I just needed to practice. I concentrated again on a quiet section of Kelly’s map, unaffected by her current behavior. Trying to raise this section of the graph was easier mentally. The wall rose slowly and stayed elevated after I stopped. I duplicated the same process on Lexi, matching the same settings on each girl’s map.

“I wonder what I just did?” I thought, not having anything to align those new walls with actual behavior.

I rationalized my action as at least one way to undo my destruction. I was also relieved at the little control I was able to accomplish. I stopped to evaluate what I had discovered in the few hours since I first kissed Kelly in the stairway. It was much more of an effort mentally to raise a wall than to knock one down, and I felt drained. I filed what I discovered in the back of my mind because the exultant cries from the room had reignited my youthful desires. I stood up slowly, my cock swelling at the girls’ moans and screams.

“Oh FUCK! Your fingers, Kel!” chanted Lexi as she lowered her mouth to flutter her tongue on Kelly’s clit.

“Damn, Lex, your tongue is heaven,” grunted Kelly as she worked three fingers into her friend’s drooling snatch, her head lifting to suck and lick at her friend’s red-haired mound.

I watched for a few more seconds, my hand idly stroking my cock as I stood near Kelly’s end of the bed. Kelly noticed me as the sun peaked over the horizon and smiled at me, then lifted her mouth to suck my cock into her mouth as she continued to probe Lexi’s gaping cunt.

“Mmmmm yeah, your mouth feels so fucking good,” I whispered to Kelly with an encouraging smile.

When she popped off my glistening cock head, I slid onto the bed, my knees on either side of Kelly’s head, and positioned myself behind Lexi’s rocking backside. I grabbed Kelly’s wrist, pulled it from Lexi’s pussy, and guided it to my engorged rod.

“Mmmffhhhhh. Don’t you dare fucking stop!” moaned Lexi in a frustrated tone as she turned her head to look back at what Kelly was doing.

“Mind if I take over?” I responded as Kelly guided my cock, notching it back into Lexi’s open petals.

“OH FUCK,” Lexi exclaimed as her mouth opened at the touch of my cock head, “YES! I mean, no… I mean… Just FUCK me with that gorgeous cock!”

She pushed her hips back and moaned as her lips enveloped my bulbous knob. I thrust forward, en-sheathing myself into her tight slick tunnel. My balls dragged over Kelly’s brow and nose, landing in her open mouth. Kelly didn’t miss a beat, sucking one of my testicles into her mouth and swirling her tongue around the sensitive orb. I bottomed out into Lexi’s cunt, her hips pressing back into me as she panted. Remembering her friend’s oozing cunt below her, Lexi lowered her mouth to Kelly’s pussy.

I rocked back, my balls sliding from Kelly’s mouth. She responded by raising and licking along Lexi’s stretched lips where her labia met my rock-hard shaft. Finding Lexi’s raised bud, I felt Lexi buck as Kelly sucked her clit.

“FUCK YES, FUCK FUCK, MMMMMMMMMMMM,” Lexi moaned.

Lexi’s mouth lifted from Kelly’s mound as I started sawing in and out. My hands squeezed the firm, round orbs of Lexi’s ass. I found a steady groove that kept me fucking Lexi’s with full long strokes as Kelly continued her clitoral magic.

“FUCK!!!” Lexi screamed as she gave up trying to munch Kelly’s twat and looked back at me, “You feel so fucking good. Ooooh, Fuck… You are making me… MMMM!”

I felt Lexi’s pussy quiver, tighten, and quake as I slammed in and out, not stopping my swift strokes as I rode through her intense orgasm. Lexi arched her back, hair flowing free of her ponytail, as her lush amber locks cascaded over her freckled shoulders. She looked beautiful in the brightening morning light as her body shook. I pulled out, and Lexi collapsed on top of Kelly. As my cock head disengaged, I lifted my knee, pulling away from Kelly’s mouth, still licking my rigid shaft.

“Rotate!” I commanded as I stepped off the bed and walked to the foot end where Lexi lay head resting between Kelly’s spread thighs.

Kelly eagerly helped Lexi to roll to the side and lie on her back. Lexi’s unfocused eyes blinked as I stood over her, and she gasped. A silly smile glued to her face as her eyes looked up at me with gratitude. Lexi glanced over at Kelly just in time to see Kelly’s knee lift and settle on the far side of her head, then her eyes focused back on me and drifted down to where my hand stroked my cock, waiting for Kelly to get into position.

“Open your mouth, Lex,” I ordered as I knelt closer to the bed and fed my cock with her orgasmic juices into Lexi’s eager lips, “Taste your cum.”

Lexi’s eyes widened in lustful satisfaction as her mouth enveloped my head. Her tongue swirled as I slid my length into her mouth, feeling her suck as my cock head bounced against her throat. Her cheeks hollowed as I slowly pulled back, sucking her juices from my cock as I withdrew. She lifted her hand and grasped my shaft, licking her lips as she closed her mouth and swallowed. Then she lifted and licked Kelly’s lips, spreading them open as she guided my cock into her roommate’s ready slit.

“Fuck her, Jay! FUCK. HER. HARD!” Lexi gushed as she let her tongue wander and explore Kelly’s pussy, my cock shaft, and my balls, suckling the collected dewy moisture from her explosive orgasm on my cock.

I was right on the end of the bed, and Kelly’s tight cunt was just the right height that I could stand and slam my cock deep into her. Lexi leaned her head off the end of the bed to continue cleaning my balls while lapping at the steady coupling of my shaft into Kelly’s pussy. I fucked Kelly in solid and long strokes. In front of me, Kelly hungrily lapped at Lexi’s pussy, lapping the copious liquid sprayed all around her sex. Kelly moaned loudly with each thrust of my cock.

“Sounds like someone is enjoying themselves!” came a strange voice from the direction of the bathroom.

“Crap! I left the door open!” I thought.

I steeled myself to resort to using my newfound powers to corrupt another young mind as long as I could continue this incredible fuck fest. I looked towards the bathroom and saw a stunning black-haired Latina coed, completely naked. Her round dusky breasts heaved as she watched the three of us engage in our frenetic ministration. One hand was pulling on a dark chocolate nipple while the other was engaged beneath the dark, lush forest of her sex. Her legs were wide as she fingered herself, watching us fuck.

I monitored her moral frequency, slowing my thrusts as I evaluated the new situation. Her moral structure was intact, lower than my playmate’s initial settings, but still solid. Her self-control army was absent, and she had absolutely no resistance to being accepted into what had become an orgy. I saw Kelly’s head lift, looking back over her shoulder, wondering why I slowed. Then catching the direction of my eyes, she doubled back and noticed our observer.

”Carmen!” Kelly breathed, “You look so sexy finger fucking yourself. Come closer. I want to see your pussy.”

Carmen blinked, surprised at the words, and glanced at me, eyebrow cocked. I nodded and gestured for her to come over to the bed. Carmen stood, rising along the doorframe to her full height, taller than Kelly. She strode towards the bed confidently.

“Isn’t she a fox?” gushed Lexi from below me. I looked down at her as she turned her head to watch Carmen before looking back at me between Kelly’s spread legs. “I want to taste her too,” said Lexi, suddenly a connoisseur of sex fluids.

Carmen stood next to the bed, and Kelly shifted her head to press a kiss on the woman’s hips and sucked her mocha-brown skin. Carmen looked over at me and gave a sexy shrug as if to say, “Why have you stopped fucking my friend?”I regrouped and then plunged my cock deep into Kelly’s gripping pussy.

Lexi slid back, pushing herself from underneath Kelly, and sliding off the bed. She stood up, walked past me, and then wrapped her arms around Carmen from behind. Kelly nuzzled into the dark black curls of Carmen’s mound and opened her mouth as Carmen leaned back into Lexi’s supportive frame. As Carmen tilted slightly back, she lifted her hand to the back of Kelly’s head and pulled her mouth against her sex. I just watched as I fucked Kelly steadily, watching her body sway into Carmen’s body with each firm thrust.

“I never thought I’d see you two chicas lapping each other, let alone fuck a sexy man,” Carmen cooed, then moaned as Kelly’s tongue lapped at her pussy.

My cock was on autopilot, numbed from the stimulation of our earlier trysts. I was still a long way from my climax. I happily watched the three girls play with each other, plunging my cock in and out of Kelly’s tight pussy. I tuned into Carmen’s moral profile again and then my other two conquests, comparing the three.

I realized Carmen’s profile was much lower in the same areas that rippled with activity along the roommate’s profiles as we continued to play. That explained why Carmen wasn’t shocked. Her morals regarding sexuality were already very open. Mentally filing away that profile section, I checked back into the action and accelerated my thrusts, hard fucking Kelly’s pussy.

Lexi was having fun playing with Carmen’s full breasts, her light fingers a stark contrast as she traced her fingertips around Carmen’s dark chocolate nipples. Her fingers pulled each hard nub, stretching the sensitive buds, as Carmen gasped and moaned lustfully.

“Kelly, oooh, your tongue! how did you learn to lick a pussy so well?” Carmen praised as she smiled down at the bright blue eyes of my first conquest.

“I’ve been practicing with Lexi!” Kelly said brightly, “I’m just repeating what she did to me when she licked all of Jay’s cream from my pussy a bit ago.”

Carmen cocked an eyebrow and lifted her eyes to mine, “That so, hm?” she smiled and turned to Lexi, who was licking and kissing Carmen’s neck, “Did his cum taste good, Lex?”

“Carmen, it was so tasty, and Kelly’s tangy cum made such a yummy mixture.” Lexi whispered in Carmen’s ear, “I’m sorry you weren’t here to share, but I ate all of it myself.”

“You greedy cunt,” laughed Carmen, returning her eyes to mine, “I will just have to get some of that for myself,” she proclaimed as she licked her lips.

I smiled back and felt Kelly begin to buck back against me, her hips rolling frantically in the now familiar rhythm that preceded her ascent to orgasm. I redoubled my thrusts, shortening the length of my strokes, pressing my hand along her hip and under along the top of her pussy, reaching to finger her hard clit.

“Hold that thought, Carmen,” I quipped as I increased my pace with Kelly, who reached around Carmen’s hips to pull Carmen’s pussy against her gasping mouth, “I should be ready in a second.”

Carmen’s eyes widened as she watched, then lidded as she felt the effects of Kelly’s labors and tossed her head, reveling in the lustful ministrations of our shared fuck toy. Lexi stood behind Carmen as she slumped down slowly, the pale Irish girl leaning over the dark Latina, her red hair cascading in a curtain over half of Carmen’s face as she pressed her open mouth to the gasping Mexican’s lips. Lexi’s fingers and thumbs softly twisted the dark brown nipples as she french kissed Carmen, eliciting a sharp scream, then an intense moan.

“Unnnh mi Dios, girls!” Carmen huffed, “What has gotten into you sluts?”

“MMMMMMMMMM CUMMMMMIIINNNGGG” screamed Kelly into the dark muff of our new partner as her body shook.

I slammed deep into Kelly, feeling her pussy clench my cock tight, feeling the rippling pulses of her orgasm milk my shaft as her body shook. Kelly’s spasms induced her juices to flood the base of my cock and ran down my balls, puddling on the cool tile between my feet. Kelly froze, then her body slowly collapsed, her eyes rolling back in her head as she rolled on her side near the foot of the bed, curling into a fetal position as her body quaked in post-orgasmic bliss.

“Lie down, Carmen.” I gestured to the head of the bed, “I want to fuck you first before I cum on those amazing tits,” I commanded confidently.

She looked at me with confusion as she weighed my statement. I felt a bit of resistance, but her unbridled lust overwhelmed her. She crawled onto the bed and then rolled onto her back, lying sideways on the bed. Lexi stood alone and looked at me, wondering what to do.

“You can either guide me into Carmen’s pussy, or straddle Carmen and let her taste you,” I shrugged, allowing the sexy Irish minx to make up her mind.

“I’ll do both,” smiled Lexi, and she approached me and pulled me close to her, opening her mouth and sharing a short deep passionate kiss that tasted remotely of Kelly.

Lexi slid her hand down to my slick engorged cock, then walked to Carmen, pulling my cock alongside. She knelt on the bed beside Carmen and then pulled Carmen’s leg open; she guided my cock down, aligning me deep inside the dark forest of Carmen’s sex.

“Slide it in, Jay,” Lexi encouraged, “Slide that fabulous fuck stick up this Mexican bitch’s cunt.”

Lexi turned and winked at Carmen as I did as bidden, my cock head combing through the coarse hair mingled with Carmen’s lubrication and Kelly’s wet saliva. My knob slid along the swollen Latina’s lips and pushed between the slick, rubbery folds. Carmen’s eyes widened, then rolled back. She tossed her ebony hair behind her, clearing her flushed face as I slid my cock deep inside her. Lexi watched as I took three strokes, going deeper with each new thrust, before she scooted off the far side of the bed and straddled Carmen’s head, sliding forward to present her fiery tufts and coral pink lips to the dark Latina’s open mouth.

“Lick me, Car,” gushed Lexi, “Taste all the juices that wonderful cock coaxed out of me.”

“OH FUCK YES! YES!!!!.” Carmen moaned as I started sawing in and out of her cunt, “Fuck me while I lick this Irish stew!”

I laughed at the lusty quip. The two girls were friends. Although I don’t think they’d been this friendly with each other before. I wondered how much I’d changed that equation as I watched Carmen tilt her head back to lap at Lexi’s paler flesh. I watched Carmen’s luscious mouth suck Lexi’s sweet coral petals, then looked over at Kelly, relieved to see her sitting up watching me fuck her neighbor while her roommate ground her sex onto Carmen’s face.

“Did you ever think this would happen to you three?” I questioned Kelly as I felt the quiet beginnings of my final orgasm build.

“Only in my darkest dreams,” Kelly offered honestly, finding my eyes with her gentle blue ones. Her flesh seemed to glow in the morning light, “I’ve never acted on my passion before tonight.”

”We’d hear Carmen fucking on Friday nights,” Lexi offered casually, hips rolling on the lusty Latina’s mouth, “and we’d act offended and disgusted. Still, inside, I think we both wanted to feel what Carmen felt,” she continued, looking from me to her blond friend.

“Mhmm, deep down, I always wanted to feel Carmen’s passion,” nodded Kelly.

I continued to fuck Carmen as she sucked Lexi’s dripping cunt as if this conversation was the most natural thing in the world.”I usually had to distract myself,” Kelly sighed, “because I felt sex was wrong for some reason.”

“MMMMMMM,” panted Lexi as she rubbed her pussy into Carmen’s lips, “yeah, me too. Boy, were we both wrong about sex? It’s fucking awesome!”

“I’m glad I could help you out,” I offered, a bit more encouraged after the short honest conversation, “now, UGH, I’m going to pop my nut all over Carmen’s tits.”

I started to rut, deep and fast, like a piston into Carmen’s tight cunt, watching her tits bounce and sway as she reached back and pulled the lithe Lexi onto her tongue.

“Ugh, God yes, Carmen, Eat my cunt. Lick my pussy.” gasped Lexi, “You. Are. Making. Me. CUUUMMMMM!”

Carmen tilted her chin and sealed her mouth around Lexi’s quivering sex, throat flexing as she swallowed and held on while Lexi’s body stiffed, jolted, trembled, then collapsed backward. Overcome, Lexi leaned back against the window sill, now bright with the early morning sun. I opened my mouth and flexed my ass cheeks, driving deeply into Carmen, and she lifted her head and looked at me, licking her lips.

“One more stud, are you ready?” the passionate Latina cooed at me.

I could only nod as I pulled out of her. Quickly crawling onto the edge of the bed, my hand jerking my cock, I leaned back and watched a rope of cum jet out and splash between Carmen’s dark tits. I continued to jerk my cock. As Carmen swiftly bent towards my pulsing rod, another bolt of cum struck her under her chin. She grabbed my rod and slid it into her mouth. She sucked me deep into her mouth, easily deep-throating me. My cock jerked in her mouth, pulsing two more jets before slacking. Carmen’s cheeks hollowed out as she sucked the cum from the stem of my cock. She pulled her mouth off my cock with a pop and then turned to rest against the headboard opposite Kelly.

Mesmerized and drawn by the oozing white cum pooled between Carmen’s breasts and dripping down her neck, Kelly crawled up from the foot of the bed. She licked up between Carmen’s breasts, licking my cum with her tongue, collecting all the remnants. Turning to me, she opened her mouth, revealing the cum on her tongue. She turned and leaned into Carmen and kissed her deeply, sharing the remnants of my load with her new sexual friend.

I breathed deeply, collecting my ragged breaths and thoughts as I watched the scene around me. Lexi was on the floor, leaning against the edge of the window sill, a slightly glazed but happy glow as she looked up at me. Together we turned to watch Kelly, the tan blond appearing pinker as she leaned over the mocha brown Carmen, kissing her deeply. Looking back at each other, I smiled at Lexi.

“I need a shower. Do you want to join me?” I offered.

“Yes, but I need your help to stand up,” Lexi sighed.
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 FOUR












I needed
 a shower because I was leaving in about three hours, and I reeked of sex and sweat. Lexi needed my help because she had just experienced a series of mind-blowing orgasms and didn’t look like she could rise to stand without assistance. She appeared simultaneously sexy and petite.

Sexy because her dark red hair tousled off her shoulders in just-been-fucked-hard haphazard manner. It was plastered to one cheek where perspiration adhered the red locks to her freckled cheek. Her breasts rose and fell, small ivory orbs topped with pinkish conical nipples fading to a rosy red at the still erect tips.

Petite, because I suddenly became aware of her innocent age. She was most likely a freshman, just a few months past her eighteenth birthday. Her fit, healthy body was luminous with youthful vigor. She smiled tiredly, looking up at me with her tantalizing green eyes revealing she’d enjoyed herself. Her exhausted posture showed she was a bit overwhelmed by the rigorous foursome we enjoyed together.

I nodded at her and crawled over the bed to where she lay against the window sill. I was careful because I didn’t want to disturb the bed’s occupants. Kelly, my first victim, was busy exploring her neighbor Carmen’s mouth with her cum filled tongue. Kelly’s luscious blond locks were soaked and glued to her back and shoulders from the vigorous exertion of our affair. Carmen had wrapped her shapely dark calves around Kelly’s lighter thighs. Carmen pulled Kelly into her with her heels, drawing the pair closer.

I got to the other side and knelt beside where Lexi was sitting. She wrapped her arms around my neck. I cradled one of my arms behind her back, the other under her knees, and lifted her. She nestled her tired head against my chest, her amber hair tickling me under my chin as she held on to me. I turned and walked around the foot of the bed, looking back to the pair on the far end.

Kelly seemed to shimmer in the morning light, her flesh contrasting with Carmen’s mocha tone. Kelly lowered her mouth to Carmen’s brown tits, mouthing and sucking on one nipple to Carmen’s evident joy. Kelly’s fingers were rolling the free nipple between her thumb and fingers while her hand flexed, massaging Carmen’s luscious breast. Carmen was doing her part, hands wrapped around Kelly’s round bottom, pulling her between her legs, lifting her hips to mash their fevered sexes together, their bodies writhing in passion. I considered how tired Lexi felt in my arms and was amazed by Kelly’s stamina as she feverishly worked her lusty magic on the Latina lass.

I made it to the bathroom and reached with one hand to start the water running. Lowering Lexi down carefully, I helped support her as I let her feet rest on the floor. She rested against the edge of the shower, looking up at me with a tired smile.

“What is Lexi short for?” I asked with a smile.

“Alexis,” she smiled, “Alexis Anne, but everyone calls me Lexi or Lex. I promise I’m not evil, though, like Lex Luthor.”

“Pleased to meet you, Alexis,” I bantered back, “I don’t think I introduced myself. I’m Jeremiah, though I’m not a bullfrog. That’s why everyone calls me J.”

Alexis giggled up at me as she rested against the shower wall. I tested the temperature of the water. Satisfied with the warmth, I slipped under the spray pulling Lexi in with me. She turned her back to the mist, and I watched rivulets of water run through her red hair and cascade down between her freckled breasts. She looked up at me, blinking, as she rubbed her hands through my sparse chest hair. She reached over and grabbed a bar of soap, rubbing her hands together and creating a lather.

“I’m kinda glad we met the way we did, instead of the formality of introductions and awkward tea parties,” she commented as she rubbed the lather into my chest, handing me the soap bar.

“Yes, I love skipping past the chaperoned dates and right to the sex!” I laughed as I lathered the soap and rubbed the foam into her chest.

I rubbed her shoulders and around her neck before moving the slippery suds back to her upper chest, then around her small breasts. I paid more attention to massaging the perky mounds before I zeroed in on her delicate pink nipples that hardened visibly as I rubbed. Lexi was paying close attention to washing my chest, teasing my nipples with her small fingertips, and then rubbing down the hairline to my belly button.

“I never thought I’d be introduced to sex so abruptly,” said Lexi, looking down and sliding her soapy fingers around my flaccid penis.

“Wow, you were a virgin?” I asked, feeling slightly ill at the thought of my reckless interference.

“Technically, yes. I’ve never had intercourse,” she said softly as she looked up at me.

Her hands and fingers massaged the suds into my shaft, around the glans, and under my testicles. She continued to talk to me as she washed me. I could not sense any feelings of regret or shame.

“I have masturbated since I was 14 and made out with many boys. Heavy petting, mostly. I’ve given head and had orgasms. I think I busted my hymen riding horses since I’ve never had any problems with toys.”

“I didn’t realize you were a virgin; I’m sorry?”

“Why are you sorry? I’m not,” she smiled, “I’ve never done anything that erotic. My only regret is that I haven’t done anything like that sooner.”

“How long have you known Kelly?” I asked, turning her to face the spraying water.

She released my cock and balls and reached under her breasts. Holding them under the spray, she let the water sluice between her uplifted tits. She rubbed the suds away as I started soaping up her back, collecting her soft red hair in a ponytail and letting it fall over her shoulder.

“We met at freshman indoctrination,” Lexi continued after moving her face from the refreshing spray, “We were fast friends. We had a lot in common, both near the top of our high school classes. We enjoyed the same books and TV shows and stayed up late just talking.”

“Had you to messed around together?” I asked as my hands made their way down her back to her pert round bottom dusted with her ever-present freckles.

“Oh no! We both avoided the topic of sex. Kelly was a virgin too. I was surprised she was having sex because I knew she was fighting with Carl, her boyfriend, over being pressured about sex.” She looked back at me, “Ex-boyfriend now, I guess. It shocked me when I realized you weren’t him.”

“I. It was unexpected for me too,” I stammered, my fingers enjoying caressing her buttocks, then reaching around her hip and drawing her back to me, “I guess we just hit it off perfectly.”

“Well, I’m certainly happy you did,” Lexi sighed.

Lexi leaned into my chest as I rubbed the soap suds through her amber pubic hair. I traced my fingers trace through her slippery folds eliciting a moan. She reached back to comb through my hair, leaning into me and opening her hips to my touch.

“Where’s the shampoo?” I asked as I slid my fingers up her sides and cupped her cute breasts as the water sprayed across them.

“There,” she pointed to the shelf, tossing her hair back across her back.

“Tell me about Carmen,” I questioned as I poured some shampoo into my hands, rubbing them together and then lathering her amber locks.

“She lives next door, she chased her first roommate away with her frequent gentlemen callers, and now she lives alone.”

“Ah, how many boyfriends does she have?” I asked, “and are they bigger than me?”

“Don’t worry, J, Carmen isn’t a whore,” Lexi grinned, “Nor does she take shit from her men. She just likes sex a LOT. She’s become a good friend too. She found out I’m a runner, so we go on runs each Saturday morning and talk girl talk. Aside from her frequent and loud lovemaking, she’s a great neighbor.”

I twisted Lexi back around, and she tilted her head back to wash the shampoo from her hair. I took the opportunity to lean down and kiss her on the lips. Her eyes opened in a smile, and her lips accepted my kiss and pressed with her tongue. Our tongues met and entwined. Her hands wrapped around my neck, and I lowered my hands to her ass. Our kissing deepened as our bodies began to respond to our mutual passion.

We were interrupted by applause and wolf whistles from a tired-looking Kelly and a smiling Carmen. They laughed as Carmen reached in, started the other shower, and stepped in to test the water. I pulled Kelly under the water from our shower, the hot spray flattening her blond locks to her skin as she crowded into the small shower pushing Lexi into the corner.

“Hey!” Lexi laughed, “He was kissing me!”

“I saw him first,” giggled Kelly as she lifted on her tiptoes to kiss me firmly.

“You two ladies wash the sex off you,” said Carmen in a tone that offered no argument, “I want to have a word with lover boy.”

She reached in and pulled me from the stall as Kelly laughed, “Okay, Lexi, get to work, missy. I’ve got a LOT of sex to wash off me.”

Lexi laughed, grabbed the soap, and started soaping up Kelly’s chest, paying careful attention to Kelly’s bountiful chest.

Carmen pulled me into the opposite stall and shut the shower curtain before I could complain. The other ladies didn’t seem to mind much as the bathroom filled with their joyous laughs, then soft moans, as they discovered the secrets of shared showers. I looked at Carmen cautiously, and her return smile mirrored mine. I took a moment to scan her lush body with my eyes, enjoying the smooth olive tone of her luminous skin and the perfect offsetting color of her dark nipples.

“Okay, cowboy,” Carmen started, a flirty smile on her face, “Now that you’ve gotten your eyeful, why don’t you start washing the cum from my skin.”

“Certainly,” I smiled back, reaching for the soap.

“Also, what in the fuck did you do to my friends?” she asked, suddenly serious.

“What do you mean?” I asked, looking into her eyes as I touched the soap to her upper chest.

Carmen shoved me back against the shower wall fiercely. She was leaning against me, her eyes filled with intensity and determination.

“Don’t fuck with me, motherfucker!” Carmen breathed lowly, “Those sweet girls over there are my closest friends, and I know you’ve done something to them. Last night they would have been cringing in the corner at the sight of a naked man in their room. Now they’re feeling each other up and sucking each other’s pussy? That shit doesn’t add up..”

Her eyes flashed in anger. She was in protective momma bear mode and wasn’t taking any shit. At first, I was taken aback and began to get defensive. Seeing her ferocity and intensity, I sank back, defeated. I was also relieved. I was worried that I’d done something darkly wrong. I lifted my eyes to her, reflecting my inner turmoil and genuine concern for the pair.

“I don’t know exactly what it is,” I began to explain, “At first, it just was a feeling I got that I could… It’s hard to explain.”

“I have nothing but time, asshole,” Carmen said, relaxing her hold on me.

“I don’t have much time to explain,” I answered, “I have to meet back with my team in a little bit to fly back home. But I’ll tell you what I know.”

“Well,” she smiled back at me, sensing my honesty, “you can still wash me while you tell me since you’re pressed for time.”

“Well, I saw Kelly crying in the stairwell,” I began.

As I lathered up Carmen’s body, I spilled the whole story. I told her how I pushed down Kelly’s resistance at my first kiss. I told her how she responded. I explained that we heatedly rushed to her room to have sex. I told her Lexi interrupted in the middle of our third go-round. I also admitted to adjusting Lexi’s protective walls and our explosive threesome. She listened carefully, asking questions as they came up. I answered everything honestly. I tried to explain how I was able to scan their moral profile and was able to modify it. She grew concerned.

“Did you fuck with mine?” she asked angrily.

“No, Carmen, I scanned you,” I explained, “but I sensed that you were willing, so I didn’t adjust anything.”

“But, you would have if I’d reacted differently?” she questioned.

“Yeah,” I shrugged honestly, “I wasn’t thinking it all through.”

“No,” Carmen interrupted, “you were thinking with this head,” she spat as she grabbed my cock, “Not this one!” she rapped her knuckles on my skull.

“True enough,” I admitted.

”So, I’m glad you didn’t fuck with me,” she modulated, “I’m also glad you realize you fucked up. What are you going to do about it?”

“I don’t know,” I admitted, “I’m scared that I can’t undo what I’ve done. I didn’t know either of them before tonight, and if I mess up the re-adjustment, I might make them religious zealots or something.”

“That’s true,” Carmen allowed, “what will happen if you leave them like this?”

“I don’t know that either,” I confessed, “I know they’ll need a good friend. I’m glad you walked in when you did and that you’re concerned about Kelly and Lexi. I just don’t know what to do.”

“How can I help?” Carmen asked honestly, her eyes meeting mine and holding them steady.

“Well, I can’t do anything about leaving now, and I’m sure there isn’t anything a medical doctor can do. I need to figure out how my power works, and I’ll need to come back here and try fixing them as soon as possible. What you can do is look out for them. Babysit them… if that makes sense?”

“What the hell?” Carmen laughed, “This is the most fucked up explanation I’ve ever heard, but for some fucking reason, I believe you. I care about Lex and Kel like my sisters, so I’ll babysit them. But, how do I know you’ll ever come back?”

“You don’t,” I answered honestly. “Look, do you have email? You can write me a daily message to help me figure out what I did to them. I’ll write you back with my progress, and we’ll figure it all out. I swear I won’t quit until they’re back to normal. Or at least normal enough for you since I don’t know what is normal for either of them. Deal?”

I offered my hand. She looked at me, and my hand glanced back up and cocked her eyebrow. Finally, she took my hand and shook it.

“Deal,” she said, “as if I have a choice.” She pulled me closer, pulling my hand around her back as she leaned her breasts against me.

“If I’m going to babysit those two brats, I will need an advance payment. Got another round in you stud?”

She reached down and felt my cock. It stiffened in her hand as she stroked it in the warm water. I gasped a question in my eyes, not entirely understanding how we got back to sex.

“Seeing you three together was so hot,” Carmen moaned into my ear as she embraced me, “just thinking of it still makes me wet, and when you fucked me, hombre, that was the best sex I’ve had in months. If you listened to Lex, that gossipy bitch, you know that’s saying something.”

My ego was effectively stroked, along with my cock. Amazingly (though not surprisingly), my soldier responded positively to her pleas, heroically coming to attention. I moved my mouth to hers, kissing her deeply for the first time. Her lips opened, and her tongue drove into my mouth. She leaned into me, smashing her heavy breasts into my chest. I lowered my hands to her hips, then grabbed around her firm, round ass, lifting her to her tiptoes. Her hand pulled on my cock, feeling it lengthen in her palm but still not fully erect.

She pulled back and looked at me lustily, “I’ll get it ready, don’t worry,” Carmen breathed as she lowered herself to her knees.

The warm shower struck my chest, and rivulets of water ran down my stomach and through my pubic hair. Carmen looked at me with her dark, brown eyes, stroking my cock in her hand. She opened her mouth and sucked my head between her luscious lips. Watching her mouth encircle the head, I felt a surge of intensity, and my cock responded by thickening and lengthening. Her eyes smiled up at me in triumph as she rocked her mouth up and down my cock, swirling her talented tongue around the shaft and glans.

“Fuck! Carmen,” I gushed, looking down at the olive-skinned beauty squatting beneath me, “I’m ready; put your hands against the wall!”

Smiling triumphantly, Carmen stood and kissed me deeply. She turned towards the shower head and put her hands on the wall. The water sprayed against her tits as she spread her legs apart. It was my turn to kneel, and I did. I wanted to taste that dusky snatch badly. I reached my fingers and spread her tight cheeks, revealing her brown puckered asshole. She leaned forward slightly, revealing her ready sex, outlined by lush dark curly pubic hair. I leaned forward and enveloped her flower with my mouth, sliding my tongue between those meaty lips. She tasted spicy as I munched at her sex, using my language to lick and my lips to suck her heavenly slit.

Tasting her excitement and satisfied she was ready, I stood. I held my cock as she looked over her shoulder, catching my eye with her lustful gaze. I notched my glans between her folds and slammed my hips forward. I entered her with a vigorous thrust; her bottom bounced as I reached around her and captured one of her breasts. I pulled my hips back and started to fuck Carmen quickly, causing her to toss her head around and moan lustily.

Our shower curtain was tossed back, and suddenly we had an audience. Kelly and Lexi stood side by side, and their wet hair draped back over their shoulders. Their breasts, side by side, added to my enjoyment as I compared Lexi’s small, pert, pear-shaped tits to Kelly’s large bountiful round orbs. The two girls smiled at us as I continued to rapidly fuck Carmen.

“Oh fuck… You bitches watch close,” Carmen huffed, “this is how you fuck.”

“Fuck her, J, slam it into her!” Lexi shouted, reaching out and slapping my ass with a loud smack.

“Damn, that’s sexy,” moaned Kelly, a hand drifting to squeeze one of her breasts as she reached and held on to Lexi’s other hand.

I was speechless as I continued to rut in and out of Carmen as she leaned into the wall, thrusting her hips back to meet my thrusts. I pulled out and took a step back. Carmen turned swiftly, reached for me, strode across the short space, and pulled my head down to hers, kissing me deeply. She grabbed for my cock, as I went around her hips. I grabbed her hips in my hand as she guided my cock to her pussy. I lifted her as she shoved my dick back in her open pussy. I held her securely with my hands supporting her firm ass cheeks. She wrapped her legs around my hips. Our kiss deepened as she humped her hips back and forth.

“Watch out!” I panted as I stepped toward the naked pair in the middle of the shower room.

The girls stepped back as I carefully walked out of the bathroom carrying Carmen. Carmen clung to me as I walked back into Kelly’s room. I inhaled as I walked and noticed the pungent smell of sex that infused the whole room. I walked back to Kelly’s sodden bed and lowered Carmen onto the mattress. I sunk onto Carmen and started my hips moving as I continuously kissed her deeply.

Carmen lifted her hands to my face as we kissed, her hips rolling as I sawed in and out of her pussy. She combed her fingers through my hair and moaned loudly, breaking my kiss. She arched her back, spasming as an orgasm passed through her, eyes flashing at mine.

“I want your cum in me. I want to feel you jet in my belly,” Carmen interjected.

Being the gentleman I am, I made sure to comply. I nodded, then started my final sprint to the finish, hips flashing like lightning as my pace quickened. I leaned back, raising my knees on the edge of the bed to fuck her intensely. Kelly knelt on the bed and leaned over to suckle one of Carmen’s perfect nipples. Lexi rubbed her hand over my ass as I stroked in and out, then leaned down and kissed Carmen deeply. Lexi kept coaxing my thrusts as her other hand cupped and stroked Carmen’s free breast.

Overcome by the collective stimulation, Carmen tossed her head back and screamed. She lifted her hips, inner walls gripping my cock. I slammed deep into her, feeling her pussy walls ripple with her orgasm. Her lusty motion triggered my release, and I roared. Arching my back and pressing my cock deep inside her, I felt it pulse and jet two strong ropes deep into her womb. As her orgasm continued, her powerful vibration coaxed two more pulses. It felt as if her pussy were milking the cum straight from my balls. I groaned and shivered as I watched her body spasm.

Kelly and Lexi watched us shake in orgasmic bliss, looking back and forth, then over at each other. They leaned over Carmen’s twitching body and kissed deeply. They lifted their hands to each other’s breasts, enjoying a deep passionate kiss as Carmen and I recovered. I stayed deeply embedded in Carmen’s gripping chute until my cock softened and slid out.

I staggered back a step, and Kelly looked over at me. She looked down at Carmen’s pussy where a white pool of our mingled juices began to ooze out. Kelly leaned over and put her mouth over Carmen’s pussy, licking the mixture and collecting it in her mouth. Lexi slid off the bed, kneeling before me. She carefully lifted my cock, and slid her mouth over the sensitive glans. Lexi’s tongue hungrily swirled around my softening cock, cleaning the viscous fluid of our coupling from its still twitching skin.

Lexi looked up at me and licked her lips. Then she swiveled around and leaned over to Kelly, her hand lightly lifting her head from Carmen’s pussy lips. Kelly and Lexi looked at each other, then leaned together to share a kiss. Their lips and tongues meshed, sharing the mingled taste of Carmen’s and my ejaculations. It was sexy as hell. I watched, mesmerized, as they shared the perverted communion before turning and sucking my cum from Carmen’s oozing pussy.

I ran my fingers through my short hair and sighed. I looked at my watch and realized how little time I had. I searched the room for my discarded clothes, finding my tee shirt on one side, and my jeans and boxers under the edge of the bed. I had to nudge Kelly aside to reach them. She thankfully was still enjoying Carmen’s tasty pussy, or she may have induced me to start up again with her. I didn’t have the time.

I dressed as I backed away from the sensual sight. Remembering my promise to Carmen, I went through the bathroom and into her neat bedroom. I found her computer and, taking a sticky note, I wrote my email down and stuck it to her monitor. Then I retreated towards Kelly’s boudoir.

Carmen met me in the bathroom. I raised an eyebrow in question as she hugged me close.

“They’re on Lexi’s bed, lapping each other’s cunts,” She said bawdily, “They said Kelly’s was too soaked to be comfortable.”

“Yeah,” I laughed, “We abused that poor bed.”

“Lover, you rock my world,” Carmen moaned softly as she kissed my lips, “I know you have to go. I wanted to tell you goodbye for the three of us.”

“I wish I could stay. I have so much I need to fix,” I said softly.

My concern and worry must have shown on my face. Carmen scanned my eyes and ran her finger through my short, cropped hair.”I know you’ll do everything you can,” Carmen said comfortingly, “Did you leave your email address?”

“Yeah, on your monitor. Send me one, and I will answer it when I get home tonight.”

“I will, and don’t worry; I used to be a nanny to toddlers. Taking care of these two bitches shouldn’t be a problem.”

“I hope you’re right,” I said seriously.

I looked at my watch and did the mental time-distance problem for getting back to my dorm, packing my bags, and making it to the bus in time. I didn’t have much time to waste.”I need to go,” I said softly, leaning down and kissing Carmen again.

“Go, use my door; I don’t think you’d make it back out the other way,” she laughed and pushed me away.

I made it to the bus with two minutes to spare. I took the ribbing of my teammates as they hooted and hollered, making inaccurate guesses as to where I ended up. I assured them I passed out drunk and woke up in one of the dorm’s communal bathrooms. That made them laugh harder and kept them from asking all the questions my true story would’ve prompted.

The bus ride passed slowly, and I tiredly trudged through the airport to our gate. Once I boarded the plane, I fell asleep. I was finally resting with only a few disturbing dreams. In my last dream, the three girls were angry at me and chasing me on a hotel’s roof. I ran away from them, then tripped and fell over the side.



*falling*



I snapped awake to the shock of the plane landing back home. I realized I was in over my head and needed some serious help.













CHAPTER
 FIVE












I slept again
 on the hour-long bus ride home from the airport after collecting my bag from baggage claim. I kept my thoughts to myself, listening and laughing at my friends’ jokes on our way through the terminal. Then I collapsed in the back of the bus and zoned out. I missed a perfect opportunity to scan a collection of different moral profiles, but I was too wrapped up in my mounting distress to care.

We arrived at our home campus, and I hiked back with a couple of my housemates to our six-room group home. I walked up through the door and up a flight of stairs to my top-floor bedroom, passing the small shared kitchenette and my top-floor housemate, Alyssa, on the way. Waving a tired hello, I went to my room and shut the door, allowing Alyssa to enjoy her bowl of noodles in peace.

I fired up my souped-up 386 computer and plopped down in my desk chair as I waited for it to complete its boot cycle. As I waited, I replayed the events of the previous 12 hours in my mind.

The whole mess started with me getting pleasantly drunk with my teammates. Then on the way back to a party, meeting Kelly, a voluptuous blonde, in a stairwell. Incredibly, I mentally pushed down her moral resistance to sexual intimacy when I kissed her impulsively. The effect on Kelly’s willingness to copulate was instantaneous and led to a torrid sexual encounter in her dorm room.

Midway through coitus number two, Kelly and I were interrupted by her roommate, Alexis. The slim athletic redhead preferred to be called Lexi. In the heat of the moment, I also ransacked Lexi’s moral restraints, and Lexi enthusiastically joined Kelly and me in a mind-blowing ménage-à-trois.

Quickly developing a voracious appetite for sexual pleasure, Kelly and Lexi continued their sapphic tryst while I took a timeout. While recovering, I determined I should try to undo what damage I’d done to their moral profiles. I tried unsuccessfully rebuilding their moral walls, save for a minor adjustment that controlled an unknown moral preference.

Revived by the sights and sounds of the two first-year students frolicking, I rejoined. I had intercourse with Lexi first, then switched to Kelly when we discovered their nymphomaniac neighbor Carmen was observing. Carmen, a feisty dark-haired Latina who needed no moral adjustments, enthusiastically joined our threesome. Ultimately, I deposited my seed between Carmen’s beautiful tits after completing a hat-trick in the fucking follies.

Afterward, Kelly's tongue cleaned my spunk off Carmen while I took Lexi to the shower. I bathed and talked with Lexi for a few minutes discovering neither she nor Kelly had engaged in intercourse before I changed their moral boundaries. I was contemplating the consequences my meddling had wrought when Carmen pulled me away from Lexi to interrogate me about the whole situation.

Carmen had noticed the drastic changes in her previously chaste friends and angrily wanted to know what I’d done to them. Feeling guilty and shocked, I confessed that I’d somehow messed up their moral equilibrium and didn’t know how to fix what I’d broken. I promised her I would try to figure it out and asked her if she might help me. She agreed to babysit my amoral Amores while I figured out how to un-fuck the whole situation. I left her my college email address, hopped on a plane, and came home.

Reviewing the whole scenario in my head, I almost thought I had gone completely insane. It sounded like an unbelievable alt-sex newsgroup story. Shaking my head, I turned to my computer, fired up my terminal emulator, and logged into my computer science account.



*knock knock*



“Come!” I called out as I logged into my mail program.

“Who pissed in your Cheerios?” quipped my flatmate Alyssa as she shut the door behind her.

”Huh, what do you mean?” I responded, automatically scanning through my list of emails.

I spied an email from Carmen with the subject, “Bitches need to wear clothes!” I inwardly groaned as I typed the command to read that message. I heard Alyssa sigh and move towards me to sit on my bed behind me. “Jeremiah,” she softly chided.

I ignored her as I focused my eyes on the screen.



From: Carmen

To: Jeremiah

Subject: Bitches need to wear clothes!

I don't know what the fuck you did, Jeremiah, whose name I needed to learn from Lexi as she was licking my pussy, the insatiable slut. But somehow, K&L has developed some weird moral aversion to clothes! Mind-blowing orgasm aside (they are both quick learners in cunnilingus, by the way), I need them to get dressed so we can hit the cafeteria to eat food.

Any idea, genius?

xoxo Carmen





“Fuck me!” I said aloud, recalling my impromptu attempt to raise their moral blockade. I slumped in my chair and rubbed my face into my palm.

“I’d rather not, thank you,” said the voice behind me.

I spun my chair around, remembering Alyssa had come into my room, and looked over at her. Alyssa and I had been friends since a creative writing class our first year two years ago. She moved into the house I shared with four teammates when we needed one more tenant to pay rent for the six-room dwelling.

Alyssa and I were close friends and weren’t romantically attached. Partly because she was a lesbian, but mostly because we acted like brother and sister when we were together. Alyssa’s appearance is best described as ordinary, with one exception; her intensely blue eyes that were slightly magnified by the thick-framed glasses perched on her cute nose. Her brown hair hung down her shoulders as she sat on the edge of my bed, leaning to listen to me.

“Oh, sorry, I know better!” I offered, “It’s something else that happened this weekend. You wouldn’t believe me if I told you.”

“Well, a girl does appreciate being asked a little nicer,” Alyssa smirked, trying to lighten my dark mood.

“Yeah, right, as if that would work with you,” I bantered back and returned to my computer.

I heard an exasperated sigh as she flopped dramatically back on my mattress.

“What does a damsel need to do to be ravished by a handsome man?!?”

If I didn’t know she was teasing me, I would have freaked out that my power had claimed another victim. I went back to my email list without wanting to continue that disturbing stream of thoughts that was too on the nose for comfort. Carmen had sent another email, so I opened that up and scanned the screen.



From: Carmen

To: Jeremiah

Subject: Incentive and rewards worked - off to dinner!

I used my powers of persuasion to entice the girls into a suitable set of clothes. I promised them a severe tongue lashing if they put on clothes and ate dinner. Something I'm mostly looking forward to since they'll most likely reciprocate, don't you think?

So now we are all dressed, scantily, and off to the cafeteria. I hope the bitches keep their clothes on and their hands to themselves. Because I'm hungry and dehydrated. Fuck.

This is some kinda wild shit, jefe.

xoxo Carmen





Breathing a sigh of relief and being reminded that I was hungry, I logged off the server and swiveled back around to Alyssa.

“I’m starving. Want to come with me to Bonanza?” I asked, referring to a nearby buffet.

“I just ate noodles!” Alyssa complained, lying on her side, her head perched on her hand, “However, I have a penchant for their banana pudding. So, It’s a date!”

“I’m such a fuck-up, Aly,” I confessed as I looked over at her morosely.

“I know that, J,” Alyssa comforted, “and you also know I don’t care,”

She sat on the bed, carefully studying me, feeling my inner pain, and leaned over and pulled me into a comforting hug. I let my head slump into the joint between her neck and shoulders and, for the first time, let my emotions come to the surface and started to sob

“Hey, hey… J, it’s okay,” she soothed softly in my ear, “it’s not the end of the world.”

My body quivered as I cried out of regret, frustration, and exhaustion.

“I don’t know what to do, Aly,” I croaked.

Alyssa pushed me back and captured my eyes with her electric blue, holding the gaze until I looked back into her eyes.

“Whatever it is,” Alyssa said soberly, “we’ll figure it out, Jeremiah. I promise. I won’t let whatever happened to ruin my best friend.”

“I dunno. I seem to be good at ruining stuff.” I coughed, wiping my eyes, “I’ll tell you everything on the way to Bonanza; maybe I’ll gain perspective with some food.”

“Good idea,” Alyssa cheered, “Let’s go; I’ll drive.”

I confessed the whole scenario to Alyssa as we walked out of the house and to her car. I continued the story along the drive, and Alyssa listened and asked questions. She was studying psychology and wanted to be a counselor after school, so this behavioral adjustment superpower was right up her alley.

We fell silent as we entered the restaurant. We were both lost in thought as we went through the buffet line. Still panicked and remorseful, I loaded up my plate with comfort food from the 24-hour breakfast bar; sausage, biscuits and gravy, a pile of bacon, and scrambled eggs. I filled another plate with pancakes and waffles.

“Breakfast for dinner?” Alyssa asked as I filled my tray.

“The last meal I ate was dinner Saturday night before I started drinking,” I confessed.

“Well, after your night, I guess you need to replenish the protein,” teased Alyssa.

“Har-har,” I groaned, “I’m sore all over to tell you the truth.”

We finished with the buffet line and paid for our meals. Alyssa had filled a large plate with salad from the salad bar and a small plate of banana pudding. Alyssa was a vegetarian but wasn’t a vocal evangelist for the lifestyle, though she did sniff her nose disapprovingly as I stuffed a slice of bacon in my mouth.

“Slow down, Jeremiah. We aren’t in any rush.”

“That’s true,” I admitted.

Noticing her disdain for my choice of breakfast meats, I quickly scanned Alyssa’s moral profile, noticing an area rippled with activity and a cadre of willpower coming to attention. A mischievous thought passed through my mind.

“So, J, let me understand,” Alyssa began, “You attended a party. Got drunk. You kissed a sexy blonde coed, followed her to her room, fucked her senseless, then she introduced you to her roommate, whom you also fucked. Then as an encore, they invited their sexy neighbor, whom you fucked as well.”

“Yes,” I admitted, chewing my bacon slowly, still monitoring.

“Why do you think it was your fault?” Alyssa asked, “Maybe they were just typical dorm sluts?”

“Well, for one thing, Kelly was initially offended by me before I kissed her and pushed down her moral wall.” I offered.

While speaking, I slowly pushed the wall down in the area of Alyssa’s curve that lit with action as she was offended by my delight in pork bellies. She nodded, and her eyes moved back to my pile of bacon slices, and she sniffed again, this time enjoying the aroma.

“Okay, but maybe you’re just an excellent kisser?” Alyssa rationalized.

“Ha! I haven’t had a steady girlfriend since high school! When did I practice enough to get good?” I admitted, still adjusting her moral section down.

“Beginner’s luck, then?” She queried, hand moving to my plate and touching a piece of bacon.

“Could be,” I admitted, “but I still think it was something I did to them,” her bacon wall was as low as the girls’ entire graph by this time.

Alyssa inhaled again as she felt the greasy end of pork meat. She cocked her head, bit her bottom lip, then picked up the slice. With a fluid motion, she pulled the bacon off my plate, opened her mouth, and took a bite off the end.

“Mmm, okay. I’m sorry, but I don’t believe in this magical power!” She continued as she savored the taste of the bacon, licking the grease off her lips.

“Then why are you eating my bacon?” I laughed.

“Because it tastes good!” she started as I pushed her bacon wall back to its standard height.

Alyssa froze, then dropped the rest of the bacon to the table. Her dazzling blue eyes widened, then locked on mine with a sharp surprised look.

“Jeremiah Jackson! You fix me right now!” she hissed lowly, looking around as if embarrassed to be caught eating bacon.

“Already adjusted, Aly,” I confidently asserted, “I don’t like to share my bacon.”

Aly made a dramatic show of swishing a mouthful of water around her mouth before swallowing it. She then fixed me with a glare, which faded into astonishment, before sliding into fascinated interest.

“Oh wow, You DID do something to those girls,” She admitted, “that is freaky!”

“I’ve figured out some control, I didn’t change but a small part of your wall,” I commented, analyzing my hasty experiment.

Alyssa looked at me, shock and sadness, then a fit of rising anger passed through her dazzling blue eyes. Suddenly I felt like shit. I realized I’d done it again; I played god with someone else’s values, adjusting it as if it were a game. I blushed, lowered my head, and dropped the slice of bacon I was holding. I was suddenly not hungry at all.

“Oh, Aly, I’m so sorry!” I offered, raising my eyes to hers. “That was wrong of me, I just wanted to prove my powers to you, but that was 100% the wrong way to do it.”

Alyssa looked at me intensely, face red with anger. Seeing my obvious discomfort and genuine concern in my eyes, her glare softened. She looked past me for a second, lost in thought. Then she opened her mouth as if to say something. Then blinked as she worked on another idea and closed her mouth. The silence increased as she repeated the same motions a few times as if solving a problem, starting to tell me, then realizing that it wouldn’t work, stopping and going back to the beginning.

Finally, she looked at me and said, “Yeah, you’re fucked.”

“Fuck me,” I said softly, holding my head in my hands.

“I’d rather not, thank you,” Alyssa replied.

I looked up at her as a smile crossed her face. She caught my eye and winked.

“If I asked nicely?” I queried the way a best friend would tease another.

“Jeremiah!” she gushed, in faux disgust, “You know I’m a lesbian!”

“I know that, Aly,” I smiled, “and you also know I don’t care,” completing our familiar refrain.

She smiled back at me, reached over, and grabbed my hands in hers. She leaned over the table and whispered in my ears.

“Don’t worry, J,” she assured me, “we’ll figure something out; I’ve got your back, 100%.”

I picked at what was left of my food while Alyssa enjoyed her banana pudding. Alyssa and I were both lost in our thoughts. I endlessly replayed the moments when I first kissed Kelly in the stairway, trying to understand what I was thinking. I had no idea what my powers could do, and the results were disturbing.

Physically, of course, part of me was amazed at the building orgy that resulted. However, each of the three girls left an imprint on me, and I wanted to ensure my hasty actions didn’t ruin their lives. The problem was the girls I had met weren’t the same as the girls I left. That confusing thought trapped me in the middle of a labyrinth of arousal, self-loathing, guilt, and fascination.



*snap snap*



“Hello, earth to Jeremiah?” said Alyssa, waving her hand before my eyes, “We need to go home.”

I snapped back to reality and nodded, “Oh, right.”

We stood and walked out to Alyssa’s car. We drove back to our house in our little thought bubbles. Suddenly Alyssa grabbed my hand.

“Super-Ego!” Alyssa said.

“Look,” I responded, “I might be a little cocky, but I’m not overly egotistical.”

“No. No.” Allyssa answered, “The Super-Ego as in Freud!”

“Um. You lost me, Aly.” I admitted.

“It’s like a little parent inside each of our brains. I think you’ve altered Kelly, and…” Aly started, then froze, trying to remember a name.

“Lexi,” I helped.

“Yes, Lexi,” Alyssa repeated, ”You’ve altered their super-ego. I need to do some research to test my theory. Can you get any information about what they were like before you met them?”

“I can email Carmen,” I started, then remembered, “Crap, I should have replied before we left. We’ve been gone a long time.”

“I’m sure she’ll understand,” Alyssa reassured me as we pulled alongside our house.“I’m not so sure,” I remarked, remembering the Latina’s fiery disposition in the shower.

“Get out. I need to go to the library and check out some books,” Alyssa explained, “Send Carmen an email to find out as much as you can about the last 48 hours of their lives. It might help.”

I leaned down to say goodbye when Alyssa put the car in gear and sped off to the library. I shook my head and headed up to my room. I turned back on the computer, logged into my campus email, and saw the following list of unread items.



01. Sunday 19:03 From: carmen

Subj: Re: Asshole! + Fucker! + Creep! + Jerk!

02. Sunday 18:33 From: carmen

Subj: Re: Asshole! + Fucker! + Creep!

03. Sunday 17:58 From: carmen

Subj: Re: Asshole! + Fucker!

04. Sunday 17:24 From: carmen

Subj: Asshole!





I typed the command to read the latest one and inwardly cringed. I remembered Carmen’s fierce eyes when she went into protective momma bear mode. I checked my watch as the screen updated, it was almost 7:30 p.m.



From: Carmen

To: Jeremiah

Subject: RE: Asshole! + Fucker! + Creep! + Jerk!

You sick fuck! I knew you'd fucking skip off. Are these emails even going anywhere? Nothing from you, Jeremiah! OR did you lie to Lexi when you told her your full name? I think J is short for JACKASS. You're nothing but a pool of crusty day-old cum in the sodden front of white cotton underwear!

Fuck off and Die, with love, Carmen.

P.S. Kelly just squirted. Again. And ruined the THIRD set of sheets. I guess they'll sleep on bare mattresses.

> Fucking hell! It’s been an hour since I called you

> an asshole, and I've decided you really

> are some sick creeper that preys on young first-year students.

> Fuck Damn Shit... you're a cunt J

> C

> P.S. Lexi's got the most fabulous tongue.

> Thank you for that much. Asshole.

>> Damn it, you fucking asshole, would it be too

>> much to have you answer a fucking email,

>> you devious jerkwad!

>> xo, Carmen.

>> P.S. love your cock, jerk.

>>> Hello? Asshole! Answer my email!

>>> I need some help with the pussy twins!

>>> xoxo Carmen.





I sighed, not sure whether to laugh or cry. I replied to the string of emails.



To: CarmenFrom: Jeremiah

Subj: RE: Asshole! + Fucker! + Creep! + Jerk!

Chill out, Carmen.

I'm back, and I'm here. What's up?

J.





I typed the send commands and went to pour myself a cup of coffee, figuring this might be a long night. I was bone tired, I still hadn’t slept since Friday night, and even then, my team had to compete early that fateful Saturday morning. Then everything that happened in the last 24 hours had me on the brink of collapse.

I got back to my computer and refreshed the email listing. Split between being relieved that Carmen replied and frightened to read the following screed. I hit the ‘R’ key and read:



From: Carmen

To: Jeremiah

Subj: RE: Asshole! + Fucker! + Creep + Jerk! +

Thank god! Call me





She left her number in her email. It was long distance, but I didn’t use long distance often and rationalized the cost would be appropriate for my egregious sins. I went out to the kitchen and used the phone that Alyssa and I shared to call Carmen.

“Hello?” Came the now familiar voice via long distance.

“Carmen?” I asked, even though I recognized her voice.

“Jeremiah?” She replied, her tone more excited but still sounding tired.

“Yeah, what’s up? Is everything okay?” I asked. Her voice had a physical effect on me as I again recalled the last time. I saw her.

“For the moment, yes.” She said, with a long sigh, then continued briskly, “The Boinksey Twins are sleeping. Finally. I also wanted to make sure it was you. I’ve kinda lost track of time since you left.”

“I’m sorry, Carmen,” I said sincerely, “I got your two emails, and saw that you had made it to the dining hall, so I left to eat dinner with a friend. I just got back.”

“I understand,” she said, and I envisioned her flirty smile as I felt her voice relax, “I was getting panicked when I didn’t hear back from you. Things are fucked up, Jeremiah. They’re insatiable. All they want to do is fuck. Until they started eating food. Then they didn’t want to stop, focusing on the dessert bar until they were almost sick from eating so much. Don’t even get me started on getting them dressed. That was just plain weird.”

“Sounds crazy.” I said, then heard footsteps on the stairs, “Hold on a minute.”

Alyssa appeared, four heavy books in her arms. I indicated the phone and held my hand over the receiver.

“Carmen is on the phone,” I said, “Want to listen? Have any questions?”

Alyssa thought for a second, then asked, “Have they shown any other strange behavior? I mean beyond being sluts, which I understand to be counter to their norm.”

I held the phone away from my ear, so Alyssa could lean in, and listen, while I spoke into the phone.

“Carmen, What things have they done that have been out of character.”

“Weren’t you listening? Just about everything! Fuck!”

“I want to… uh… write it down. Could you repeat everything, please? Start back from when I left. Go over everything.”













CHAPTER
 SIX












Alyssa placed
 her books on the counter, pulled out a notepad and pencil, then leaned back into the earpiece of the phone I had to my ear. I was talking to Carmen, long distance, about what had happened between Kelly, Lexi, and herself after I had left them roughly eight hours ago. Alyssa proceeded to take notes while I just listened. I trusted Alyssa to listen dispassionately and valued her feedback in helping me fix what I had done.

“Okay, let me think,” Carmen started, “You left and Lexi was on her bed with Kelly lying between her legs licking Lexi’s pussy. It was just playful and exploratory, more relaxing and intimate. Kelly’s bed was a mess from the night before. I was satisfied but tired from not very much sleep. I realized that neither of the girls had slept since Friday.”

I looked at Alyssa, and she nodded at me. I figured she was tracking with what she recalled from when I told the sordid tale to her at the buffet.“Okay, go on,” I said into the receiver.

“So I went and sat down next to Lexi and kissed her to get her attention. She looked at me and smiled her lovely but weary smile. ‘You tired, Lex?’ I asked. She looked at me for a moment. Then it was like she realized there was something other than sex and nodded. I combed through Kelly’s hair, coaxing her to lift her head and look at me. She licked her lips, savoring the taste. She smiled at me. She acted like licking Lexi’s pussy was the most natural thing. ‘Kelly, you need to get some sleep, girlfriend,’ She went through the same mental process as Lexi and sat up.”

Carmen continued, “I examined the room and realized the other bed was unusable. So I helped Kelly lie down next to Lexi and pulled the covers over them. They cuddled into a ball and fell asleep quickly. I thought to myself, ’This won’t be so hard.’”

“Have you changed that assessment?” I asked, dreading the answer.

“Oh, fuck yes, these bitches….” Carmen began.

“Wait. Stop. I know, sorry,” I interrupted, “Continue, what happened after they went to sleep?”

“Okay, so I look around,” Carmen continued, “I figured that Kelly’s sheets wouldn’t wash, so I stripped her bed, put on my robe, and took her sheets and blankets down to the laundry. I started the load, returned upstairs, and fell asleep in bed.”

“It’s good you got some rest,” I said.

“You don’t even know, Jeremiah,” Carmen lamented, “I had so many thoughts racing through my brain I couldn’t even process them. I was still amazed at the changes in Kelly. She went from a frigid ice queen to a lusty lover. Lexi had changed too, but not as drastically as Kelly.”

“I didn’t know much about Kelly,” I admitted.

“I didn’t either. We’d only started talking to each other a few weeks ago.” Carmen stated.

I looked at Alyssa, and she wrote something on her notepad.

“How long did you sleep?” I prompted, reading from Aly’s note.

“Only a few hours,” Carmen laughed lowly, “I woke up to the wonderful feeling of two mouths on my breasts. Kelly was on my left, and Lexi was on my right. I had left both bathroom doors open, so I would hear them if they woke up. They ended up quietly coming into my room. I sleep naked. Did I tell you that?”

I lost track of what she was saying for a few moments, imagining her asleep in the nude. I shifted a bit, re-crossing my legs and adjusting a growing erection, partly because of my memories of the three sexy coeds and the knowledge that I had initiated the whole incident by this new power of my will. Such power was arousing, erotic, and also horrifying. I wasn’t altogether comfortable with my physical reaction to the story. Thankfully, Alyssa didn’t seem to notice.

“Anyway,” Carmen rambled, “They were suckling on me, then looked up at me. Once they knew I was awake, they lifted their heads and spoke almost simultaneously, ‘We’re hungry!’ like a couple of toddlers. I said I was hungry too. Then I told them to get dressed.”

“Oh. My. God!” Carmen exclaimed, “The expression on their face at the mention of clothes was like I was asking them to go murder a goat. ‘In clothes?’ Kelly gasped, completely disgusted. Lexi couldn’t even form words, just made gagging sounds.”

“That is… interesting,” I stammered.

I looked at Alyssa, widening my eyes in shock and remorse. She looked at me with a cocked eyebrow, clearly wondering what had me spooked. I gulped silently, then explained to Carmen so Alyssa could hear.

“I may have done that,” I started, “Before you joined us, I was in the bathroom and tried an experiment. I was able to shift their moral profile up in a specific section, but I didn’t know what area I adjusted.”

“Huh?” Carmen questioned, “I’m not understanding.”

Alyssa held the eraser of her pencil to her lips in thought, then nodded at me, indicating that she agreed with my theory.“That means that by adjusting that profile, that area might have affected how they respond to clothes. So my adjustment might have made them nudists,” I explained, “I’m sorry.”

“Well fuck, you’d better be sorry!” Carmen laughed, “Okay, yeah, that might make sense. They have like the opposite reaction to sex, totally open to anything. With clothes, though, it was like pulling teeth, getting them decent enough to go to the meal hall.”

“I’m sorry, I didn’t know what I was doing,” I confessed.

“Clearly.”

“Okay, then, what about the meal hall?” I questioned, ready to move past another of my mistakes.

“They didn’t have any moral whatever over the food. They were little piggies. They turned heads in their skimpy outfits, piling their plates with food. They kept going back again and again to the dessert bar. I think Lexi ate at least her weight in food before I forced her to quit.”

“So they didn’t reject any food but focused on the tastiest food?” I asked, repeating the question Alyssa had written on her pad and circled, holding it up for me to read.

“Yeah, pretty much. After that, they wanted to play again. So we returned to our dorm, and we all fell into my bed. I was a bit exhausted from herding them around. Don’t blame me. I have a healthy libido, and they weren’t wearing many clothes.”

“Okay, so pretty much sex from after lunch until dinner?” I said, trying to shorten the call as my long-distance meter was spinning so fast it could probably cool a PC at this point.

“Yeah, and dinner was pretty much the same,” Carmen related, “I don’t know how many orgasms they’ve had, but I’m a bit overstimulated, and I need to rest. Tomorrow is going to be a long day.”

“Do they have classes?” I asked.

“I think I’m going to call them in sick,” Carmen offered in a motherly tone. “It’s clear they wouldn’t know what to do in class, and they might start something sexual that might get them tossed out of the University.”

“Yeah, good plan,” I said as Alyssa nodded her approval. Finally, I read Alyssa’s last question, “Can you write an email tomorrow that details as best you can what you know about Kelly and Lexi before I met them? I need to understand what they were like to figure out how to fix them.”

“Yeah, I can do that,” Carmen yawned. “Will you read your email tomorrow?” she teased.

“Promise,” I stated, “I think I’m staying home sick too.”

“Okay, Jeremiah, sweet dreams, stud!” Carmen made a kissing sound and hung up.

Alyssa looked at me and saw how bone tired I was, “You go to bed too, I’m going to study these books, and we’ll pow-wow in the morning.”

“Deal,” I said flatly and hung up the phone.

I walked the six steps to my bed, fell into it, and didn’t move until morning.



From: Carmen

To: Jeremiah

Subject: You're a sick, perverted bastard.

And I think I love you. Or at least I love having sex with you.

Jeremiah, you asked that I write out what happened in the last 24-48 hours from my point of view. I hope this helps. I think you'll use this to jerk off, but I’ll do my best since I signed up to help. I suck at writing. Hello? Dance Major! But I'll do my best.

So I'll just write what I know about what my friends were like before they came into contact with you, Jeremiah.

But first, let's talk about me! My favorite subject!!

Besides majoring in Dance, I also major in drama (unofficially). I consider myself a nympho-maniac, meaning I love sex! Both genders, by the way, but you knew that already. I especially like lots of sex, as often as possible! As long as you’re careful, I don’t see anything morally wrong with sex. I'm in college, and on the pill, so I'm living the dream.

That is part of the story. My ex-roommate didn't like seeing my thong draped over the doorknob most nights of the week or the loud moans and screams that rang out under the door and moved out. Without a roommate, I had more and more sex. My sex is how I met Lexi and Kelly.

Our dorm rooms connect via a common bathroom, as you know. So I couldn't help bumping into them, but I never spoke with them until after I had my room to myself. Then one night, I was studying (I'm not a total slut, I do want a degree!) I heard a soft knock on my bathroom door.

I called out, "Come in!" The door slowly opened and shuffled Kelly and Alexis. Kelly was the spokeswoman, and Alexis stood about a step behind her as Kelly shuffled in and walked toward me. She was stiff and looked directly at me. It was like she was afraid to look around the room.

"Hi!" she said in a way that reminded me of a cheerleader or one of the goody-two-shoes from the Honor Society in high school, "I'm Kelly, and this is Alexis - but you can call her Lexi."

"'sup?" I nodded, "I'm Carmen. What do you need?"

I tried to be happy and smiley, but she appeared slightly scared.

"Well, Carmen, Lexi, and I wanted to discuss your, um, extra-curricular activities..." Kelly started.

"You mean when I'm having sex." I interrupted. I don't beat around the bush.

"Yes, we don't care what you do," she continued, non-judgmentally, "We only ask that you try and keep it down after midnight or move your headboard to the other side of the room."

"Oh," I said, a bit embarrassed, "that bad, huh?

She nodded, then half-smiled. "We just need to sleep for classes, that's all."

"That's cool," I smiled back, relieved that it wasn't too much drama, "I'll try to remember that next time. I can't promise anything. I can get pretty loud when I come, but I'll try," I added, just to tweak her a bit.

"Thank you, Carmen. I hope we can all be friends!" she added, and Lexi nodded at me, then they left.

The next time I saw one of them, I was at the track, getting in a few laps running, when I saw Lexi running on the opposite side of the track. I waved, and she waved back. In a few laps, she caught up to me. The girl is crazy fast. When she caught up, she slowed down and matched my pace, and we started talking. Having a common topic, running, to talk about really opened her up from the quiet sidekick she appeared to be when Kelly and her first visited me.

She encouraged me to keep running and volunteered to run with me on the weekends away from the track, "Just for fun!" she added, as she kicked it up a gear as I slowed to a jog. She raced off as I sat on the infield stretching and must have run eight more laps before she finally slowed down and started her cool-down stretch next to me.

"You're really fast!" I said, "I'm impressed."

"I used to run cross-country in high school, and I'm hoping to try out for the team next fall." she explained as she stretched.

"That's cool. I run to keep my butt nice and round and my endurance up for my late-night fucking." I replied

She blushed terribly, "Well, um, I wouldn't know anything about that. But running helps with most things. I'm trying to shave about 30 seconds off my 5k time." she said, trying to change the topic.

I decided to push her boundary; something told me she wasn't as reserved as she let on. In my bedroom, she let Kelly take the lead in the conversation, not saying a word but showing support for Kelly's idea. However, she looked around my room, curiously at my hanging dance clothes and unmade bed. Here on the track, she was more confident, even meeting my eyes and talking directly to me.

"I just want to be able to keep my breath going while my partner slams me hard, or if it's one of my girlfriends,” I made a point of looking at her, "to keep licking her while I cum from her tongue."

"You do that?" she asked breathlessly before blushing and averting her eyes.

"Aha! she's a curious one," I thought, "too bad she is rooming with Bible Belt Barbie."

I had been investigating Kelly. She was an active member of several quasi-religious clubs and promoted celibacy pacts with other girls in our dorm. She had a boyfriend, who I’ve sure suffered a bout of blue balls at least three times a week. Kelly was smoking hot, blonde, curvy in all the right places, with round full breasts and killer legs. Despite her prudish attitude towards sex, she was also a very nice girl, seeking me out a few times in the cafeteria to chat about college life during a meal. She was a mystery to me, and I grew to like her more.

I remembered this first run with Lexi because we ran together every Saturday for over an hour. We didn't run Lexi's blistering normal pace, but we enjoyed a pace where we could talk comfortably. She became my best friend, and we teased each other regarding our nationalities. I'm a mixed bag of genes but mostly Mexican, mixed with a bit of everything else. Lexi was a purebred Irish-American lass; red hair, freckles instead of tan, and green eyes lit up when she talked. She was just wonderful.

Saturday, the night of our threesome, collided with you, Jeremiah. It was a troubling day.

Okay, back up...

Friday night, Kelly had gone out on a date with her boyfriend, and they returned to her room. She and Carl were talking ("kissing and petting with clothes on.") I had brought over my latest paramour, and we were having a good time. I must have been a little too loud, and after I came, I kicked my boy out (I like to sleep alone).

I heard arguing from next door. A door slam later, I heard a knock on my door. As I covered myself with my sheet, I rolled my eyes and called for Kelly to come in. She was crying and upset.

"I hope you're happy, Carmen!" she cried. "Your moaning and carrying on got Carl all hot and bothered!"

"I'm sorry, Kel, I couldn't help myself. Antonio’s cock felt so good." I explained that I didn’t mince words with Kelly; surprisingly, she didn't seem to care. Well, usually, that is, tonight, she wouldn't have it.

"Carmen, stop it. I can't take it. Carl is getting more demanding, and I can't let myself have sex yet. Your constant carrying on with whoever is closest doesn't help. I'm a young woman trying to resist the lure of sex, and I hear practically every night either you having sex with a guy or crying out a girl's name. I don't even want to KNOW what THAT is about… It's maddening, and sometimes I think I'M GOING CRAZY!" she ranted before returning to her room and slamming the door.

I rolled over and went to sleep. I can be a bitch.

The next morning I met Lexi in the cafeteria for breakfast so that we could plan our run in the afternoon.

"Car-car, you got to Kelly last night?" Lexi started looking across the table at me.

"Lex, give me a break. I'm not going to stop having sex just because SHE doesn't want sex." I complained.

"It's not that; she’s just hit her breaking point. I think she almost let Carl go further last night. But your orgasm scared her, and she pushed him away. He got mad, and they fought horribly." Lexi continued.

"I'm sorry, I had no idea." I offered, "Although, I'm not sure why I need to clear my social calendar around when Kelly wants to give up her v-card."

I was getting a bit hot about the whole situation, but Lexi just looked at me calmly, waiting for my Latin blood to cool.

"Carmen, I think she's going to break up with Carl tonight." she confessed, "I don't want to be around when she gets back. At least just, not right away. I don't like drama. Want to catch the midnight movie with me?"

"Um," I cocked my head thinking, "Yeah, that sounds fun. I don't have any dates tonight. Let's have a late dinner, go shopping, then see the show. That should keep us from drama central should the shit hit the fan."

She nodded, and we ate silently. I didn't understand why Kelly had such a big hangup over sex, but I also kind of respected her willingness to stand up for her values, even if it meant ending a relationship. I felt a bit ashamed at being wrapped up in my little world.

"Lex," I started, "I'm sorry, I was being a bitch. I feel bad about what happened. I'm sorry you'll catch the brunt of the breakup drama. Should I apologize to Kelly? I'm so horrible at manners."

"Apology accepted," Lexi smiled, "Though you have nothing to say sorry to me about. I like living my sex life vicariously through your loud lovemaking." She laughed, and her eyes sparkled, then got serious again, "Just tell Kelly, 'I'm sorry,' she'll respect that, and this will all blow over in a week or so."

So after we returned from our run, I saw Kelly in our shared bathroom as I stepped out of the shower. I was modestly dressed, towel over my boobs and everything, when I said, "I'm sorry, Kelly, I hope you and Carl can work it out."

"Thank you, Carmen," she said, "But, It's too late, I think. He's taking me to dinner in a few minutes. He says he wants to talk, but I think he will break up with me. I don't know how I'll take it."

"Well, I'm sorry, but whatever happens, Kelly, I'm glad to be your friend. I'm here for you if you need to talk about it."

I started getting ready for a girl’s night out with Lexi, and Kelly left with Carl. From there, our paths split. Lexi and I stopped at the 24-hour diner for pie after the movie, partly not wanting to return to the aftermath we'd assumed happening and also because running makes us ravenous! We got back to the dorm around 3 a.m., and I waved to Lexi and went into my room.

I was tired. I heard noises from next door and figured the drama had started, so I put in my headphones, loaded a cassette tape in my Walkman, and zoned out. A bit later, I heard some bizarre noises, like screams and moans, but by the time I took my headphones off, it had silenced. I dozed off shortly after that.

Then I woke up with a full bladder and opened my side of the restroom to take a piss. I noticed Lexi's door was open, so I kept quiet. Finishing my business, I heard some moans, which didn’t make sense, so I tip-toed to their side and looked through their door.

I just about fainted. The sight was such an unexpected shock. Kelly was on all fours over who had to be Lexi. Lexi, MY Lexi! was getting fucked hard by some dude I'd never seen before. (that was you, Jeremiah, xo!) Kelly was busy licking his balls and lapping at Lexi's clit, and Lexi had her head down, munching on Kelly's pussy.

You could have knocked me over with a feather.

I’m pretty sure you know the story from there, J.

Between this and our phone call, I think I've covered everything you missed, Jeremiah. So I'll stop. I don't know what you did to my friends. But I kind of love it and fear it. I know your heart (despite no real evidence, mind you) is to do the right thing. So long as you do ME again, all will be forgiven.

Speaking of doing, Lexi is kneeling patiently beside me, waiting to lap my pussy.

So adios.

xoxo, Carmen.





“What was it like?” Alyssa asked after she got done reading Carmen’s email.

“What was what like?” I asked, rubbing my eyes.

“Having sex?” Alyssa explained.

“Which time?” I laughed jocularly.

“Um, with Kelly the first time?” Alyssa clarified seriously.

“Kelly wasn’t my first time. I lost my virginity in high school. I’ve just been under a dry spell for the last couple of years,” I reminded her, “And thank you SO much for bringing that up.”

“Well, it explains your lack of self-control,” Alyssa teased, “you animal.”

“Whatever,” I sighed, “I mean, the first time with Kelly was amazing. We just did what came naturally. She was up for anything, and so was I.”

“Was it the same with Lexi?” Alyssa queried.

“Yeah, pretty much, at least after I grabbed her hand and adjusted her. From that point, she was game for anything.” I said.

“Carmen?” Alyssa asked.

“Carmen was different,” I explained, “she joined in without any qualms, but in the shower afterward, she voiced some serious reservations over what happened. Kelly and Lexi were just happy.”

“See, that reaction is consistent with an intact super-ego,” Alyssa declared, “as far as Carmen’s concerned.”

“You’re going to have to simplify that, doctor,” I teased.

“Okay,” Alyssa started adjusting her glasses, “Think of a human as three parts, an infant, a child, and a parent. The infant is full of the basic needs, food, sleep, and pleasure, that where in the libido is.”

“Wait, what?” I interrupted, “My libido is part of my inner child?”

“No, your inner infant,” Alyssa corrected, “and don’t interrupt until I finish the whole thing. It’ll make more sense.”

Alyssa pushed up her glasses and continued, “The simplest part of you, the infant, isn’t a good term. Freud used ‘id,’ but that is confusing too. It is the part of a person that is all about pleasure. The middle part is called a child or ego. It exists to relate the id to reality and works with the real world to find experiences to satisfy the id.”

“Okay,” I nodded, still not getting it entirely.

“Well, the super-ego is like the parent. It’s the part that sets boundaries and enforces morals that are picked up from our environment, our parents, and our religious experiences. The parent bosses the ego, keeping it from getting in trouble.”

I thought for a moment and nodded.

“This is my theory,” Alyssa began, “Your powers influence other people’s super-egos. When you eliminated Kelly’s and Lexi’s super-egos, you freed their egos to do nothing but find pleasurable experiences for their id. They are kids without parents, which isn’t necessarily bad.”

“You haven’t read ‘Lord of the Flies,’” I quipped.

“Shush, I still have the conch,” she parried, “The super-ego does have a role, but it can also cause repression if it’s too controlling. Where the ego rebels against the parental super-ego, many issues can crop up with poor interactions between the two egos. Without a super-ego, the girls will feel no remorse, guilt, or shame.”

“Not even when they stick a knife in one of our backs,” I offered darkly.

“I agree with you; we do need to fix things,” Alyssa offered, “But as with the newfound aversion to clothing, an example of a misaligned super-ego, you need to understand how that super-ego is constructed, what it is shaped like. What areas control what part of their behavior.”

“Okay,” I nodded, ”how are we going to do that?”

“We need to experiment!” Alyssa stated, eyes flashing with excitement.
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 SEVEN











CARMEN


I’ve decided
 to keep the doors between my room and Lexi’s room open, so I can hear what the bitches are up to. Mainly, based on the noises and sounds from their love-nest, it is primarily sexual exploration, love-making, heavy fucking, and sleeping. If I’m not forcing clothes on the two horny bitches, or taking them to eat in the dining hall, they’re usually fucking. I typically stay in my room and let them have fun. It makes me too horny to watch.

I’d thought I needed to try and get them to do more than just fuck. I feel like a maid in a cheap, by-the-hour hotel, constantly washing cum stained sheets. The bitches, besides their insatiable appetites for both food and sex, seem to be as they used to be before Jeremiah inadvertently turned them into pleasure-seeking sluts. I’m not going to lie; I’m a bit jealous. However, they act like their usual selves when we talk until a nipple gets brushed or a thigh gets squeezed. Then they start getting aroused, losing track of the conversation, and are soon back at it again. I thought I was bad.

Anyways, I’ve decided that I’m going to reward good behavior and start enforcing some discipline. Calm and assertive, that’s me!

JEREMIAH

Alyssa was very excited about conducting psychological experiments. She has a fetish for psychological evaluation, and she’s trying to pull me into her web of academia. When it comes to her favorite topic, most of what she says, for a computer science major, flies over my head. But some of the concepts she goes on sound familiar from my studies in artificial intelligence. I’ve decided to trust her in designing the experiment. She seems to possess a keen insight into how the human mind works, so listening to her might do the trick.

First, she wanted to know everything I could tell her about my talent. I explained how I perceived a person’s moral graph by scanning and how it felt like running my tongue across my teeth. She said that sounded disgusting but asked if I could draw out a picture of a graph. So I scanned her and drew a sketch of a wave, sort of like what a chart of a formula calculus looks like on an x-y axis, little more than a sine-wave that fluctuates. Then she asked me to draw what I remembered from Kelly, Lexi, and Carmen. So I drew two more graphs. Kelly’s and Lexi’s were much lower in a specific area that I’d come to recognize as associated with sexual pleasure, while Carmen’s was more like Alyssa’s but different.

“So I think we need more samples,” Alyssa examined the graphs.

“How can we do that?” I asked.

“I have an idea,” Alyssa responded, “but first, you said you could feel activity along the graph. Can you explain that more?”

“Well, when you run your tongue over your teeth, you can feel roughness or where little scraps of food get stuck between them. I noticed that all three girls had the same type of feel in the same area when we had our orgy,” I explained and circled one spot on the drawings, where Carmen’s graph dipped almost as low as Kelly’s and Lexi’s.

“Interesting, still a bit disgusting of an analogy, but I get it,” Alyssa commented, using her finger to trace the same portion on the graph I drew of hers. Her sex section wasn’t much higher than Carmen’s, but she was drastically different in other areas.“Why do you think the profile is different?” She asked, looking over her glasses at me.

“Well, Carmen is bi-sexual, and you are a lesbian,” I offered, “Maybe that’s why, also, you’re not a nymphomaniac like Carmen.”

“Well, technically, according to Kinsey,” Alyssa cited. “Most people are bi-sexual, with only a few strongly homosexual or heterosexual. This begs the question, can you sense your graph?”

“Hmm, I’ve never tried,” I admitted.

I tried to turn my talent inwards and could not sense any part of my curves. I tried different methods, not knowing what would work. I must have made funny faces because Alyssa smiled and laughed at me.

“Don’t give yourself an aneurysm,” she giggled, “we’ll just have to get some male subjects that you can scan.”

“What do you mean?” I asked.

“We’ll need to set up a way that you can scan a person while I ask them questions to test their moral preferences.” Alyssa theorized, “That way, you can start to identify the areas of the graph that have to do with other moral values besides sex and clothing.”

I nodded and listened as she explained her plan to me.

CARMEN

After folding the third load of sheets in the dorm’s laundry room, I returned to our rooms for a surprise. I was putting away the sheets in my room when I heard an unfamiliar voice in the girls’ room.

“Oh, Kelly, YES!” said this new voice.

“Oh fuck, now what?” I said to myself as I walked through the bathroom.

I saw a brunette friend of Kelly’s. Jenn is her name, I think. She was sitting against Lexi’s headboard, moaning while Kelly was lapping away at her pussy. Lexi sat beside Jenn and was busy licking one of Jenn’s breasts. Jenn’s clothing was only halfway off, her skirt around her hips, her shirt unbuttoned, and her bra pulled down. It looked like the girls had attacked her.

“MMMMFFH, Kelly! I’ve wanted this….” Jenn was moaning, combing her fingers through Kelly’s hair.

“Why didn’t you ever say,” Kelly asked, literally glowing, asked between sucks and licks.

“I just never… FUCK! Don’t stop licking!” Jenn instructed.

This conversation would have to wait. I watched, fully dressed, as the three girls made out, and Kelly made Jenn come twice. It was hard not just to strip, pull Lexi off of Jenn, and force her to lick my dripping cunt, but I didn’t. When the moaning and groaning slowed, I coughed.

“Um, hello.” I started, unsure how to start a conversation with Jenn, “I’m Carmen, the next-door neighbor, uh. It’s good to meet you.”

“Car!” Lexi exclaimed, running over to me and hugging me before starting to undress me.

I slowed Lexi down as best I could while allowing her to undress me. Jenn looked at me, glowing in the refraction from her orgasm, and reddened in embarrassment.

“Oh, don’t worry about it. Any friend of Kelly’s is a friend of mine,” I offered, the strange words rolling off my tongue. Was I friends with Kelly now?

“I’m sorry, I just came over to ask Kelly what happened to her Friday night,” Jenn explained, “I knew she was sad over breaking up with Carl, but when I came by, she was with some other guy completely nude. I was shocked. I thought Kelly wasn’t into sex.”

“Are you into sex?” I asked, moaning softly as Lexi attached herself to one of my breasts.

Jenn’s eyes brightened as she watched Lexi undress me, obviously enjoying the view, “Oh yes, I just don’t play around with boys.”

“Oh, mmmm, I see,” I managed because Lexi had pulled down my skirt and rubbed her fingertips along my bare pussy.

“I’ve had a crush on Kelly, but I didn’t think she liked girls,” Jenn continued pulling Kelly up between her legs, “Well, not until she kissed me when I stopped by a few minutes ago.”

“Uh-huh,” I muttered, licking my lips as Lexi slid down to her knees to lick my other lips.

The conversation faded as Lexi persuaded me to lie down on Kelly’s bed and hungrily lapped at me. I was delighted. I remember looking over and seeing Jenn between Kelly’s legs returning the favor. The rest of the night, we swapped back and forth. I had a wonderful time.

JEREMIAH

Alyssa ran our experiment out of a study carrel in the library. It was a small windowless room with a single door, a table, and four chairs. She had me sit beside her on one side of the table. She told me to draw each person’s graph; as she asked questions (she had a list of 25 numbered like an outline for a technical paper). I was to indicate by number what part of the subject’s graph was activated during her interrogation.

The questions were a mix, but all were to be answered simply with either a “yes” or “no.” Or at least that was the plan. What ended up happening was when the interviewee was conflicted and couldn’t make a decision; they’d try to explain their answer. This worked better for me because their graph lit up like a Christmas tree in the area they struggled with while explaining their conflict. At first, Alyssa tried to stop them from explaining, but I soon convinced her to change tactics. The simple answers didn’t give me enough time to evaluate the graph. Explanations made it more accessible.

We spent hours in the carrel, discussing all sorts of moral problems and sexual questions, but the majority were more ethical and mundane. It was pretty dull, and I became more interested in mentally undressing the cute coeds and evaluating their sexual curve. Of course, I pretty much ignored the male candidates, but I did get a pretty good understanding of how their moral graphs worked.

Overall there were some significant differences between a male subject and a female subject. But the areas of the graph were roughly identified thanks to Alyssa’s various questions. I was pretty surprised by how varied the sexual curves of the ladies and the men were. Surprisingly the majority of both were lower than I expected. I always thought men were more open about sex than women, but our data showed the same openness to sexual experimentation.

“So, what do you think?” asked Alyssa.

“I think I’ve been underestimating my chances,” I admitted.

“Chances? Chances for what?” Alyssa said.

“Chances for getting laid by some random girl,” I admitted as I blushed, “I’m a bit shocked that so many of the girls, and many of them hot girls, weren’t more disinclined towards sex.”

“That’s so sexist,” Alyssa proclaimed with a cute wrinkle on her nose. “A woman’s sexual appetite is no different than a man’s. While the women you scanned may have been open about sex, you might be misinterpreting the data. Besides, you’d think grabbing a sexual trifecta over the weekend. You’d understand how some girls work.”

“That’s not fair. I changed Kelly and Lexi!” I offered, “How could I be misinterpreting the data?”

“Ask me to have sex,” Alyssa dared, “then pay attention to my graph.”

“Okay,” I shrugged, “Alyssa, how about we get naked and make out?”

“No,” Alyssa said teasingly. I scanned her graph and noticed some activity outside the usual sexual range, “Now tell me how my sexual portion of my moral graph is compared with the others you’ve observed.”

“Hmm, your sexual graph is on the low side, not as low as Carmen’s, but nowhere near as high as Kelly’s and Lexi’s used to be,” I explained, “So why don’t you want to have sex? With me?”

“One, I’m a lesbian,” Alyssa started as I monitored where her moral graph was active. “And Two, you’re my friend. I don’t want to mess up our friendship with romantic feelings.”

“Who said sex had anything to do with romance?” I retorted, “I’m perfectly able to separate the physical act of sex and the relationship. Besides, I can have sex with you and not use my penis.”

“Oh. My. God!” Alyssa exclaimed, “Whether or not you have a penis has nothing to do with my sexual orientation!”

“Gotcha,” I said and winked at her.

“Damnit, Jeremiah, you’re an ass,” Alyssa said but smiled back at me.

“Teasing aside, this was a good conversation,” I started, “I learned something new about the interactions. While I was asking you to have sex and your response, I noticed part of the graph unrelated to the normal area begin to light up with activity. Would you be willing to let me experiment? I promise I’ll fix you after the test.”

The stream of pretty coeds had got me pretty worked up. Working closely with Alyssa also attracted me to her differently than our friendship. The way she absently curled her fingers through her hair was sensual. The bright, passionate eyes lit up when she was interested in the conversation. Although dressed in ordinary clothes, her body was nicely shaped, which I had begun exploring in my imagination.

“I dunno, J,” Alyssa sighed, “I worry our friendship could get messed up.”

“Alyssa,” I comforted, “you are my closest friend, my confidante, and I would share anything with you. I don’t see how that changes. Ever.”

“Hmmm,” Alyssa looked at me, her blue eyes magnified in her glasses as she considered the consequences. I also noticed some activity in her sexual range as she thought about her options.

“Look, I’ll set my alarm for 15 minutes,” I offered. “After that time, I’ll revert any changes I make back to what they were. If nothing happens, no big deal. I still need practice making adjustments. All I’ve done all day is scan.”

“Okay, Jeremiah,” Alyssa allowed, taking my hand while looking at me seriously, “15 minutes.”

CARMEN

I woke up spooning some other woman. The hair was brown, so I knew it wasn’t Lexi or Kelly. I recognized my bedroom but couldn’t remember how I got back to bed. Flashes of many orgasms and four bodies enjoying sexual explorations reminded me of Jenn’s unexpected visit.

“Jenn?” I asked softly, enveloping her in my arms, feeling her breasts move as I embraced her tenderly.

“Hmm,” she murmured as she rolled her back, pressing her bottom into my hips.

“It’s morning. Do you have class?” I offered, trying to remember which day it was.

“No class for me until 2 p.m.,” she yawned, rolling towards me and reaching an arm back around my head as she blinked her eyes, trying to focus on mine.

“I have class at 11,” I explained, looking into her bright green eyes, my hands exploring her sides and curves.

Having just met Jenn last night and being pulled into the tryst by Lexi so quickly, I hadn’t had a chance to appreciate her assets. She had beautiful brown hair streaked with blonde and red strands. Her bright green eyes were mesmerizing. Her skin was a light olive with no tan lines and smooth as a baby. Even her pussy was without hair or stubble. Her breasts were a little smaller than mine but not as small as Lexi’s and had puffy nipples, and the whole areola would swell when she was aroused. I was doing my best to get them stiff with my fingers as I rolled to my side, letting her roll onto her back. My fingers traced circles over her nipple as I spoke to her.

“Um, would you mind keeping an eye on Lexi and Kelly while I go to class?” I asked.

“Why do they need watching?” Jenn questioned, lifting her mouth to kiss along my jawline.

“Um, it’s hard to explain,” I started breathlessly, “I just need someone to keep an eye on them while I’m at class. I don’t want anyone else to be surprised by their change in behavior.”

“I kind of liked their behavior change,” Jenn giggled, kissing me, sliding her tongue along my lips, teasing the tip between them.

I enjoyed the kiss and kissed her back, rising on my arms over her. Our breasts touched as I lowered my body to hers. My hard nipples pressed into the soft, warm skin of her bosom. I slid one of my legs between hers, and she lifted her sex to my thigh as I thrust my hips to grind into her thigh. Finally, I broke the kiss but looked at her as we continued to hump each other.

“Oh, I do too,” I moaned, remembering their touches, moans, and unbridled passion, “But I think we need to be careful in case the change is temporary.”

Jenn bit her lip, closing her eyes in a moan as she pressed into me. Then she looked up at me and smiled with half-lidded eyes.

“Do I have to behave myself?” she questioned.

I shook my head and lifted off of her. She sat up, a look of need and frustration on her face. I smiled at her as I went to my closet. I pulled out a small duffle bag and brought it to my bedside. Her eyes widened as I unzipped the opening, revealing my collection of sex toys.

“I’ll even let you use my toys,” I smiled and grabbed a strap-on harness, “But you have to promise, no one else comes in their room.”

Jenn slid back on her back and spread her legs. I fitted the strap-on harness snuggly to my hips, then attached a life-like dildo.

“You can be very persuasive,” Jenn giggled as she let her fingers spread moisture over her bare labia.

I slid my hand along the fake cock, as I kneeled on the bed, sliding my knees between her legs, “So, do you promise?” I asked huskily, feeling her hand tug at the fake dick, pulling me into her.

“Yes, I promise…” she began, “Just fuck me! NOW!”

So I did.

JEREMIAH

I finished setting my alarm and turned to face Alyssa. She was sitting cross-legged at one end of my bed. I turned and rested against my headboard and looked at her. I smiled and started monitoring her moral graph. I was looking for the right spot to adjust.

“Are you still a virgin?” I asked seriously.

“Technically, yes, since I’ve never had intercourse with a male,” Alyssa began with precision, “I’ve been sexually active since 16, at first with a few boys, just heaving petting and a couple of blow-jobs. Then at a sleepover, I messed around with my friend Tammy. We ended up breaking each other’s hymen with our fingers. Afterward, we knew that being with another woman felt more natural than with any boy.”

“I see,” I started, homing in on the active part of her curse during her explanation, and modifying the profile, “Do you have a partner now?”

“No,” she admitted, “after Tammy and I broke up to go to college, I’ve been mostly celibate. You know that, Jeremiah.”

“I know,” I nodded and slid closer to her, holding out my hand.

She took my hand and leaned into me when I pulled her close. She let her legs slide around as I pulled her into my chest. She leaned against me as I combed through her brown hair. My secure hug and soft caresses helped her to relax into me.

“It’s just easier not being attached. I can focus on my studies,” she explained, her hand pressing into the center of my chest, feeling my heartbeat.

“I know,” I said, lifting her chin with my fingers to look at her eyes, huge behind her thick-framed glasses.

I leaned down to kiss my friend. She pursed her lips, kissing me back, our lips tight. I wrapped my other arm around her and kissed her again. Both of our mouths opened as we felt our passions stir. I’d only adjusted a small portion of the graph, but she was responding to the stimulating kiss.

She pushed softly against my chest, breaking the kiss, and rose on her knees. Sitting back on her haunches, she looked at me, evaluating her feelings.

“That felt good, J,” she allowed, “You certainly are a good kisser.”

“But…” I responded as I sensed her resistance and probed her moral boundary again.

“But,” she continued, “you are my best friend; I just don’t feel that way….”

Her voice trailed off as I adjusted the new section alive with her resistance. I reached for her again, just holding my hand out. She blushed and took my hand, letting herself be pulled back into my arms.

As I lowered the resistant section, she became less stiff, relaxing her body into mine. Our lips met and resumed our oral exploration. Her hesitancy was silent, her self-control retreating, surrendering to her building desire. Without any additional changes to Alyssa’s curve, our kiss deepened. I modified a different area of her curve, where I felt some resistance.

She unbuttoned my oxford shirt while I lifted my hands under her top and cupped her bra-encased breasts. She slipped a hand inside of my shirt, feeling my chest hair. Her fingertips ran across my nipple, then, curling her fingertips, she raked her short nails across the sensitive nub. As she finished the rest of my buttons, I broke the kiss with a gasp of pleasure. I pulled my shirt off my shoulders, looking at her wildly. She pulled her top off in a flash, smiling wickedly as she lowered her mouth to mine.

She started kissing my chin and down my neck. I reached around and unfastened her bra. She shrugged out of the constraints as I lifted my palms to cup her heavy breasts. Her round mounds were shaped perfectly, sized just right for my hands. She moaned as she kissed my chest. I kissed the top of her head as I squeezed and massaged her full, perfectly shaped breasts.

I slid my hands down her sides as Alyssa kissed and nibbled on my sensitive nipples. I slid my hand along the waist of her yoga pants. I pushed both hands inside and cupped her firm, warm ass, pulling her closer to me. She rose as her body slid closer, and our mouths found each other. Our tongues battled in the small space between our faces.

Our eyes locked for a moment as we both recognized the passion between us. Her fingers fell to my trousers, squeezing my erection through the rough denim. Then she started unbuttoning them hastily. I pushed her yoga pants past her pert bottom and down her thighs.

“Why have we never done this before?” I wondered to myself as Alyssa finished unbuttoning my jeans, pushing them down. I lifted my hips as she pulled them off. She looked at me hungrily, watching my eyes as she wriggled off her yoga pants bunched around her thighs. For the first time, I saw my best friend naked. She was gorgeous. Her body, usually hidden by geek couture, was wonderfully curved in all the right places. Her pink nipples perfectly capped her round breasts. Her brown hair framed her lovely face, and I smiled.

“You are beautiful,” I said simply, “I never knew.”

“You are hot, Jeremiah,” Alyssa allowed, “I’ve always known that.”

Her eyes lowered to catch sight of my erect cock. The tumescent shaft bounced as I slid down, lying on my back. I pulled her to me, and her chest pressed into mine. We kissed deeply, our naked bodies fitting together perfectly. Her hand went to my shaft, and my hand slid down her belly, curling into the light brown tuft of pubic hair damp with excitement.

“Tell me what you’re thinking,” I moaned, breaking the kiss.

“I’m thinking you ask too many questions,” Alyssa sighed as she lifted her leg over my hips.

She lowered her mouth to mine, kissing me with her lips. Her hand gripped my stiff shaft and nestled it against her lower lips. I gasped into her mouth as I felt my sensitive glans peel apart her labia and slide slowly inside her slit.

“Oh yessssssss,” Alyssa sighed, tossing her head back as she sank onto my manhood.

She paused, my cock mostly inside her, looking at me intensely through her glasses. I lifted my hands to her breasts, cupping and supporting them. She smiled her mischievous smile as she lifted her hips. Then she broke our gaze as she closed her eyes to the sensation of my cock sliding deeper into her core.

“FUCK, JEREMIAH!” she gushed, “you feel so good inside me.”

I was speechless as I watched my best friend bouncing up and down on my cock. She looked like an angel, her expressions so perfectly—Alyssa. While the sensations of her pussy gripping my cock, and her breasts pressing into my palms were almost foreign. I fucking loved it.

“Kiss me, Jeremiah!” she groaned, leaning down and pressing her tits into my chest. She worked her hips up and down my shaft as I held her body close. She gyrated her hips in a wondrous arc. My cock plying along her cleft as I lifted my hips to meet her downward thrust.



*beep beep beep beep*



Alyssa froze to the sound of my alarm. I reached for it and tossed it across the room, silencing the bothersome noise. She held still, my cock embedded inside of her. She lifted her head, her eyes finding mine. We both remembered what that alarm meant. She bit her bottom lip and looked at me, a question behind her eyes.

“A deal is a deal,” I started.

“Jeremiah, DON’T you fucking. DARE. fix me.” She threatened, her vaginal muscles gripping my cock.

So I didn’t.

CARMEN

“I’ve never felt so tired,” I thought to myself as I walked back across campus from my dance class.

The past few days had been filled with incredible sex, ever since Jeremiah invaded my life—our life. I truly enjoyed every second of our arduous explorations. However, the sheer volume of sex and the mental toll of worrying over my friends took a toll both emotionally and physically. I was on the edge of totally shutting down. I would either abandon myself to the fleshy desires of my friends or strike out at them in frustration.

The non-sexual part reminded me that my friends were at college to earn a degree. It reminded me that they had family and friends outside of our group. I scolded myself for being seduced into trysts at all day hours. I tried to rationalize it, hoping it would blow over and the girls would begin to resume their everyday lives.

That thought was destroyed when I walked back into my room. I heard the now typical whines and moans coming from Lexi’s room. I tossed my gym bag into a corner. Steeling myself to be strong, I walked through the bathroom. The smell of sex hit me midway through, and the scent of the pheromones began to weaken my resolve. What I saw when I entered the room shocked me back to my senses.

Jenn was unconscious, handcuffed with my fur-lined cuffs to Lexi’s headboard. Lexi was standing over her prone body, eyes closed, hands firmly holding Kelly’s face to her thrusting sex. Kelly wore the strap-on and thrust my most enormous dildo into Jenn’s doll-like figure. Jenn’s poor body was shaking like a rag-doll with each thrust, her boobs bouncing grotesquely.

“What the fuck!?” I interjected.

“Car!” Lexi exclaimed, “Hurry over! Jenn’s not playing anymore!”

“The fuck I will!” I shouted. “Kelly! Stop it!”

I had to pull Kelly off to disengage her from slamming her hips into Jenn’s unconscious body. That also brought a howl of discontent from Alexis, as she started to cry!

“I didn’t cum yet!” she wailed, “It’s not fair. I need to cum.”

“Stop it!” I yelled in my do-not-fuck-with-me voice.

The girls froze and looked like small children on the edge of tears when their favorite toy was taken away. They looked at my rage, then started crying like babies. I must have scared them because they shrank from me as I went past them to check on Jenn.

Jenn was still breathing, but a few slaps did nothing to raise her. I un-cuffed her from the bed and slid her down to lie comfortably. I propped her head up on a pillow. Her body was covered by a sheen of sweat and other fluids, so I pulled a warm blanket over her, then turned back to the girls.

“Get. some. clothes. on.” I said slowly and evenly.

Despite their aversion to textiles, they obeyed, understanding that I was not in the mood to be messed with. They kept their distance as they each found clothes to put on. They got fully dressed and looked almost presentable. Their eyes looked haggard, and their hair a mess of sweat, cum, and something else. I looked around the room and saw an empty bottle of lube.

“Well, that answers that question,” I thought to myself.

“Lexi, go sit on my bed,” I ordered, “Kelly sit on your bed. Entertain yourselves, read a book, but let me take care of some things. No sex!”

I ran my fingers through my hair, all my emotions on a razor edge. Thankfully, the girls obeyed me. I realized I’d done them a disservice by giving into their raw sexual needs. I understood I needed to become more of a parent. I started picking up the mess, collecting the messed sheets, and retrieving my sex toys.

“That was a stupid idea, Carmen,” I scolded myself.

After I got back from starting a load of laundry, I checked on Jenn. She was awake and dazed.

“Drink some water, Jenn,” I told her, offering her a water bottle.

She looked at me, half scared and half tired.

“What happened?” she whispered.

“I think they almost fucked you to death. You were unconscious when I got back,” I explained, “They weren’t slowing down at all. I’m glad I got back when I did.”

Jenn’s eyes filled with tears, and a shiver went through her body. She curled her legs up as a look of pain passed across her features. I sat down on the edge of the bed and comforted her.

“The best thing for you is water and rest.” I advised, “I’ll walk you back to your dorm after you’ve recovered some.”

“Thank you, Carmen,” she sighed, then curled into a ball and closed her eyes.

I looked over at Kelly, who was watching quietly, a frightened look in her eyes. I got up, went to her, and hugged her in my most proper and motherly way. I was careful not to try to engage any potential trip-wires of desire. I held her to me and just hugged her close.

“C’mon, Kelly, let’s talk with Lexi,” I said, pulling her up to return to my room.

Lexi wasn’t in much better shape. She was curled in a ball at the foot of my bed. Her tired eyes belied her exhaustion, and tears lined her bottom lashes. She sat up as I approached the bed, and I sat down next to her, and Kelly lowered herself beside me. Lexi leaned into me, enjoying a comforting hug.

“Girls,” I started, “I think we need to talk.”

They nodded, understanding without words that something was wrong. Their silence allowed me to show them I cared by kissing the top of each of their heads. They tasted like sweat and cum, with an aftertaste of chemicals from the lube. I laughed lightly.

“First, you two need to shower,” I said, “Separately!”

They looked at me and smiled. Then they looked at each other and got up and went to the bathroom, and I listened. I only relaxed when I heard two separate showers start spraying.

“Ay caramba!” I thought to myself.

I turned on my computer and drafted an email to Jeremiah.



From: Carmen

To: Jeremiah

Subject: HELP

Jeremiah, I can't do this much longer. I need you to fix them or fix me. I can't help myself. I try to be strong but end up facilitating their sexual desires.

They have barely eaten. They haven't gone to any of their classes.

They almost killed another poor girl while I was in class. She's all right, but I can't leave them alone anymore.

What can we do?!

Carmen.





JEREMIAH

Alyssa rested her head on my chest as I leaned back against the headboard. She was running her fingers through my chest hair, her touch relaxing, mesmerizing me. I was lost in thought. I’d just had fantastic sex with my lesbian best friend. I loved her even more. I knew in my core. I was also feeling a bit of shame that I had to mess with her moral profile. Even if she consented, I felt like I had crossed a line.

“Hey,” she asked, looking up at me, “What are you thinking.”

“I’m thinking I should change you back and see how you feel,” I answered honestly.

“No,” she started, “Not yet. Let me evaluate what I feel now.”

She looked up at me with a content smile. I brushed her hair back, so I could gaze into her beautiful blue eyes, getting lost in them. I returned her smile, unable to hide my glee at being so intimate with her. She blushed and looked back at her fingers, tracing through my maze of hair.

“I…” she started, then looked back up at me, “I loved it, Jeremiah. Honestly, I loved every second of it.”

“I love you,” I admitted bluntly, “I know we’re friends, but I love everything about you.”

She looked up at me and bit her bottom lip, eyes bright, “I love you too, Jeremiah.”

We fell silent, both processing the feelings rushing through us. I hugged her close and kissed the top of her head. This encounter was the least expected of all the sex I’d had with four women in the last four days. It was also the most satisfying, physically and emotionally. I feared that would change when I shifted Alyssa back to her normal settings.

“I don’t think you have to fix me,” Alyssa offered, sensing my reluctance, “I’m not unhappy.”

I lifted her chin, aligning my irises with hers, “I don’t want you just to be, ‘not unhappy,’ I want you to feel joy, with no remorse or guilt.”

“That’s just it. I don’t feel guilty at all,” she admitted, “Remember when I ate the bacon?”

“Yeah,” I blushed, “I’m still kicking myself for doing that.”

“Well, stop because I remember the same sense as I savored, and I do mean savored,” she repeated, “that one small bite of pig flesh. Then I remember the remorse I felt when you fixed me. Jeremiah, I don’t want to feel any remorse over this.”

She was serious.

I was concerned.

“But you wouldn’t have even given this a second thought had I not fiddled with you,” I began.

“Does that even matter?” she asked, “On this side, it’s already been done, and I feel wonderful. I’m in love with my best friend. I just had great sex. I don’t think it’s fair to feel remorse over those feelings. Maybe your adjustment just sped up what would have eventually happened naturally.”

“By that argument,” I mused, lightly running my hand down her arm, “You’re saying that Kelly and Alexis were meant to be sluts. I’m not sure that would’ve happened.”

“Not a true comparison,” she parried, rising and straddling my hips, “You affected their entire moral structure. That’s not the same.”

She looked at me, biting her lip as she rubbed her still slick labia over my tumescent phallus. I reached around her hips and held her bottom holding her down. I flexed my inner muscles, sending a bolt of blood through my shaft, engorging the head of my dick, and pressing it between her swollen lips.

“I suppose that’s true,” I allowed, “But I’m curious why you think we’d happen naturally.”

“Your such a typical male,” Alyssa laughed boldly, rubbing her sex against my manhood, “I’ve loved you for years, I thought platonically, of course. But this—this feels so right and natural. I have difficulty thinking we wouldn’t fall in love.”

I rose, drawing my arms across her back, pulling her to me, and kissing her deeply. It did feel so right and natural, kissing Alyssa. Her naked body felt light against me, her sex burning against my recharged erection. It felt natural kissing her lips, her tongue sliding between my lips to explore my mouth. I loved the feeling of her puffy nipples pressing into my chest. It was almost too good to be true. The dark part of my brain assured me that if it was too good to be true, it probably was. I told the dark side of my brain to shut the fuck up.

I twisted, slowly lifting Alyssa as I rotated. I knelt on one knee as I turned, still kissing her as she wrapped her arms around my neck, sliding her ankle around my thigh to support her weight on my frame. I lowered her to the bed and kissed her lips, nose, and chin. I kept kissing downwards, losing myself in breast worship as she combed her fingers through my short, cropped hair.

Our conversation stilled as we used our bodies to communicate our love. Words became soft moans, coaxing and encouraging exploration. My mouth enjoyed tasting her nipples, breasts, abdomen, and belly button. I worked my way down to kiss her soft pubic hair before sliding my tongue along her ready lips. She arched her back into the mattress, lifting her hips, and pressed her core into my hungry mouth. Tasting our mixed cocktail inflamed my desire as I lapped hungrily at her sex.

I growled lowly as I rose, crawling on my knees. She spread her legs and lifted her knees, allowing me to slide closer. I used my hips to slide my crown against her sex, watching her eyes as I maneuvered to find purchase inside her slippery folds. The feel of my turgid head spread her engorged lips; I pressed forward as she breathed in sharply. We exhaled together as I buried my shaft into her snatch. We moved together, our hips moving in perfect concert.

I didn’t let doubt creep into my mind again.













CHAPTER
 EIGHT











JEREMIAH


I waited
 until the morning before I started to evaluate the tremendous changes between Alyssa and me. I woke up with my arms around Alyssa, her back against my torso. I was supremely content and had no doubts about the sudden change in our relationship. I was still troubled about Kelly and Lexi. I had changed them so drastically; that I couldn’t let my mind rest. I disengaged myself from Alyssa, not wanting to disturb her slumber. I sat in my office chair and flipped on my computer. While my computer was booting, I swiveled around to look at Alyssa slumbering in my bed.

She was beautiful—angelic. Part of me wondered if I had been altered, so drastic were the changes in my feelings for her. Her face was always cute. Now I saw only deep beauty. I wanted to spend hours counting each light freckle dusted across her nose, her breathing slow, steady, and erotic. I felt myself stir and would have given up my quest if not for the loud beep of my computer finally booting to a command prompt.

I resigned myself to my fate, turned to my screen, logged into my campus email account, and read Carmen’s latest email.

I felt so much remorse. Carmen didn’t ask for this. What could I do?

The past few days, I learned a lot about my talent and even demonstrated fine control with Alyssa in making delicate adjustments to her profile. I could not do anything here because I was five hundred miles away from Kelly, Lexi, and Carmen.

“What’s the matter, lover?” asked Alyssa, sitting in bed.

“It’s getting worse with the girls, and I can’t figure out what to do,” I complained to Alyssa.

She thought for a moment, then mused, “Let’s go on a road trip, I’m done with classes this week, and you can blow off your P.E. class.”

“We cannot drive five hundred miles!” I complained, “Seven hours there, seven hours back! That’s not enough time to do anything.”

“Have them meet us halfway,” Alyssa countered, “It might be good to get them away from their school before they create much more of a stir.”

“Not a bad idea,” I reconsidered, reaching for my road atlas.

We poured over the maps and found a town that was roughly halfway. We called a chain hotel in the area and discovered the rates were within our combined budget. Alyssa was reasonably well off, and I was doing all right. I’d be doing better in a month when I turned 21 and gained access to a trust fund from my grandfather.

I picked up my phone and called Carmen, with Alyssa listening.

“Hola,” Carmen said when she recognized my voice. “Why are you calling so fucking early, J?”

“Up for a road trip?” I asked.

“What?” Carmen asked incredulously, then paused, “Gimme a second.”

I heard the phone drop to the ground and heard footsteps, then the faint sound of a toilet flush, followed by returning footsteps. The phone rattled, and I heard Carmen’s voice again.

“Did you say road trip?” She asked, sounding more awake, “Like in a car?”

“Yeah,” I replied, “I know how I can fix the girls, or at least make them better than they are now, but I can’t drive all the way to where you are. We could meet in the middle.”

“Good thought, Romeo,” Carmen chuckled. “If I had a car, I walk or ride my bike everywhere.”

“Does Kelly or Lexi have a car?” I asked, feeling a bit defeated.

“Let me check,” Carmen said.

Again the phone dropped to the floor, and we heard fading footsteps. Then some muffled voices. More footsteps returned, accompanied by excited voices and giggles.

“You still there?” Carmen asked.

“Yeah, sounds like you have company,” I answered.

“Yeah, it seems Kelly has a new SUV that daddy bought her, and they’d love to go on a road trip,” Carmen reported.

We heard clapping and excited yells. After the commotion, I told Carmen the name of the hotel we were to meet. We both decided to try and get on the road that morning and would hopefully meet at the hotel for dinner.

Alyssa kissed me on the cheek, then left to pack her bag. I packed a quick overnight bag, a few pairs of jeans, a few tee-shirts, a sweatshirt, a few pairs of underwear, and socks. I tossed in my shave kit and then scratched my head, wondering what else I needed to bring. I wondered if packing was as easy for Carmen and her charges.

CARMEN

Days kept getting crazier.

Not only was I still trying to control the libido twins, but now I had to herd them into Kelly’s car.

Would Kelly drive? What if she got turned on and forgot about which lane she was in? Did I want to go 300 miles with Kelly and Lexi unfettered? I looked at my toy box and decided to at least pack it in the back; at least it had a couple of pairs of handcuffs, fur-lined, should I need to use restraints.

The girls happily packed their bags, tossing in clothes because I told them they had to have three suitable outfits or I would not go. They seemed to behave better if I treated them like eight-year-olds. Amazingly, they had slept last night after taking their showers. The smell of sex still lingered in our dorm rooms, but it had lessened.

Recalling last night, I had walked Jenn back to her dorm room. She looked shell-shocked but smiling about it when we got to her dorm. I hoped she’d be okay, and more than anything, I hoped she would stay quiet about how sex-crazed Lexi and Kelly had become. If all went well and Jeremiah could pull off a miracle, things would be different when we returned to school.

I packed my clothes and went to the bathroom to pack my overnight bag. Looking through the shelves, I saw a bottle of Dramamine. Smiling, I took the bottle and shook it; it sounded like it had a few pills left. A good dose of the anti-motion sickness drug might knock the girls out long enough to get most of the way to the hotel. I slid the slim bottle into the pocket of my jeans and finished packing.

“We’re ready, Carmen!” Kelly said as she and Lexi walked back into my room.

They looked decent; tight jeans and college sweatshirt covered their bodies. A marked change from their usually more skin revealing, if not slutty attire of the past few days. The whole night of rest had refreshed their drawn faces. Clean and ready for an adventure, I couldn’t help but smile at their restless enthusiasm.

“Did you bring your running shoes?” I asked Lexi, “Maybe we can get in a run on Saturday morning.”

She nodded, making me glad that she still remembered much of her routine. Her sexual antics had precluded her standard training, and that worried me. I hoped whatever Jeremiah had planned would work.

“Then let’s hit the road!” I said.

“Yippee!” they shouted.

“I think I should drive, Kelly,” I offered, hoping she wouldn’t mind.

“I’d like that, Carmen,” Kelly said, yawning, “I think I want to sleep a bit more.”

So we went down and piled into Kelly’s black SUV. I got the girls situated in the back, giving them both a motion-sickness pill and a thermos of water. They drank it down without question. We left the parking lot, stopped at a fast food place to grab a greasy breakfast, and were on the road before 9:30 a.m. without any incident.

JEREMIAH

Alyssa met me in the hall that joined our two rooms. She was dressed in comfortable jeans and an oversized sweatshirt, perfect for a day-long drive in her car. I greeted her with a hug that she returned, melting into my body.

“You sure you want to drive with me in the car all day?” I asked with a flirty grin.

“I can’t think of a better person to spend the day with,” she replied, smiling and giving me a soft kiss.

“We’d better get a move on, lots of road between here and there,” I shared while grabbing her bag, “Want to grab breakfast?”

“Sure,” she agreed, wrapping her fingers around my elbow as I carried our bags to her car.

I put the bags in the back and slipped into the passenger seat. We drove through a fast food place, grabbing coffee and food. Then I paid to fill up her tank with gas. We drove past the city limits sign just after 9 AM and settled into our seats. I looked through my map book and navigated as we wound through the nearby highways to the interstate.

I was also a little concerned. I’d be sharing a hotel with four women in a few hours. All who I had been intimate with in under a week. I looked over at Alyssa, who had her hair pulled into a loose bun, a pencil stabbed through the knot as she watched the road. I certainly didn’t want to hurt her, but I also knew I had developed protective feelings for Kelly and Alexis. I also maintained a bit of a crush on their sexy, unfiltered neighbor Carmen. I worried that the collision of all four females in one place would hurt someone’s feelings.

“So,” I started softly, “Um, isn’t it a bit weird that you and I are driving to meet up with my random hook-ups from last weekend?”

“Jeremiah,” Alyssa replied with a comforting smile in my direction, “this whole situation is weird. Yesterday I was a lesbian. That I have a strong feeling of finding an empty parking lot and having my way with you is weird.”

“Do you think you’ll be jealous of the other girls,” I asked honestly, “Now that we’re together? I don’t want you to get hurt.”

I reached over and held her hand as she rested it on the gearshift between us. She lifted the back of my hand to her lips. She lightly kissed my hand before returning her hand to the gearshift.

“J, I trust you beyond words,” Alyssa explained. “You are an honest, caring, sensitive man. You messed up, but you’re willing to make things right. You’ve accepted responsibility for your mistake. That’s all part of why I adore you.”

“Okay, Aly,” I blushed. “Thank you. What if I can’t fix them? What if I need to spend more than just a weekend trying to sort out the damage I did? Would you start to resent the time I spent with them?”

Alyssa thought for a moment before looking at me, her eyes thoughtful and serene. I was filled with a sense of hope and dread. My thoughts were jumbled as I tried to process the different scenarios in my head.

“Jeremiah Jackson, I don’t think you fully appreciate what you can do,” Alyssa said quietly.

“What do you mean?” I asked, somewhat dreading her answer.

“You have shown me that I can enjoy bacon. You’ve changed me to fully embrace a heterosexual relationship with you, my best friend,” Alyssa confessed, “Don’t you see that you can overcome any emotional hang-ups that I might have, or Kelly, or Lexi, or Carmen?”

I was silent; the concept of being able to adjust people to be happy in their situation was mind-blowing. I wasn’t comfortable playing god with people’s value systems—especially someone I loved and cared about, like Alyssa. I also knew I wasn’t comfortable adjusting people I hardly knew, like the three girls on a collision course with us in about seven hours.

“Look,” Alyssa continued, “I understand you are not comfortable with using your powers. That is why I trust you to use them wisely, now that you know you have them. I don’t think you realize how conflicted I was about you before your last night experiment.”

“Conflicted?” I asked. “We were best friends.”

“We ARE best friends, silly,” Alyssa smiled at me, “I also struggled with wanting more, but that conflicted with who I thought I was— lesbian. I couldn’t see myself in a physical relationship with a man, even if I knew we made a great pair emotionally. I remember being torn over that; trying to make both desires possible was irreconcilable. You, Jeremiah, fixed that struggle inside of me.”

“What’s the cost, though, Aly?” I stammered, “Are you still you? Or some twisted version of you?”

“I feel like me. My emotions and desires don’t feel any different than yesterday,” Alyssa explained patiently, “The only thing that’s missing is the under-the-surface conflict. I feel at peace holding your hand. It feels normal to want to kiss your lips.”

She checked the road ahead of us and, seeing it clear of traffic, leaned over to kiss me. Her tender kiss quieted my troubled soul. There was no doubting that she was fully involved in the kiss. As she pulled back, she looked at me steadily.

“Your fix was a blessing, Jeremiah,” Alyssa said compassionately, “Don’t ever doubt that.”

“I hope you still feel that way after meeting my other experiments,” I said with a smile.

I settled into my seat and leaned against the window. I watched the road fly past, lost in my thoughts before I slipped into dreamland.

CARMEN

I was lost in thought as I sped down the highway. The girls were slumped together, sleeping in a drug-induced coma thanks to the drowsiness of the anti-motion sickness medicine. Kelly’s SUV was an easy car to drive as I effortlessly weaved through the sparse traffic along the highway. I finally had some quiet time to process my emotions from the last few turbulent days.

First, I thought of Jeremiah. I don’t know why I had such strong feelings for the guy. In our few short hours together, my emotions ran from unbridled lust, passionate anger, compassionate understanding, and a willingness to help my roommates. The man was good in the sack, but that wasn’t my only feeling towards him. I understood that he had a strong character through emails and phone calls. I knew he felt a loyalty to not only myself but my favorite bitches in the backseat.

That was so different than most boys I dated. I call them boys because they lacked the character that Jeremiah showed. Jeremiah did a silly, foolish thing, but he was man enough to admit his mistake and find a way to fix it if he could.

I looked in the rear-view mirror at the peaceful faces of Kelly and Lexi. Lexi had quickly become my friend. She accepted me as I was, didn’t cast judgment, and only wanted to be friends with me. I loved her before the changes Jeremiah inflicted on her. I loved her even more since she was still Lexi, but like Lexi unleashed. I was protective of her—wanting her to stay innocent. I also understood that while I was uncomfortable with the drastic changes in her, she seemed happy with how she was.

Kelly was more of a mystery. I didn’t like her the first time I met her, mostly because I felt guilty that my loud lovemaking made her uncomfortable. She didn’t judge me, though. She only asked me to be more polite. I was the one judging my behavior. Even before the change, Kelly was a good person. After the change, I got a taste of my own medicine, listening to Kelly climax explosively and often in the days since Jeremiah left. I had a chance to understand how she might have felt about me. I also noticed that even though her behavior had radically changed, she was happy within her skin. Something that I often had problems with as I tried to reconcile my sexual desires with everyday social living. The girls didn’t seem to have any hang-ups about that. That worried me, and it also excited me.

Jeremiah told me he hadn’t changed me. I trusted that he did not see the need. I willingly joined in the orgasmic fling with the girls. I actively sought out another good fuck from him before he left. Deep inside me, however, I hoped that Jeremiah could help me. If I could be as seemingly happy as the two new nymphomaniacs, I’d be okay with him using his powers on me.

JEREMIAH

We had made excellent time and stopped for an early lunch at a taco stand along the highway. Aly had vegetarian fajitas, while I enjoyed a steak chimichanga. After eating, we switched places; it was my turn to drive the rest of the way to the hotel.

I wondered what kind of progress the girls were making. I had devilish thoughts as I remembered Kelly’s voluptuous body and Lexi’s lithe, flexible frame. Thinking of the sinfully sexy Carmen, with her fiery temperament, also affected how blood flowed through my body. The thought of Kelly and Lexi, trapped in a car for four hours while being so free with their sexuality, had naughty images flying through my brain as I drove down the highway.

Alyssa noticed the results of my imagination, reaching across the seat and settling her hand in my lap. Her fingers traced the outline of my hardening erection. She looked up at me, her eyes catching mine as she looked over the top of her glasses.

“What ARE you thinking about, Jeremiah?” Alyssa teased, stroking my hard-on.

“I was thinking about what Kelly and Lexi might be doing trapped in that car,” I answered honestly, “If my dirty thoughts are close, I think they might drive Carmen crazy.”

Alyssa bit her lip as her fingers manipulated my organ through my jeans, “You think so?”

“From Carmen’s emails,” I explained, “it seems they can’t help touching each other in all the right places.”

“I can understand the feeling,” Alyssa snickered; her fingers moved and started popping the buttons of my fly open.

“What!” I stammered, not expecting her to be so bold, “I’m driving!”

Alyssa looked around, “There isn’t anyone on the road. Just drive straight, Jeremiah.”

I gulped and nodded, two hands on the wheel. I moaned as she pulled my fly open and slid her hand inside the fly of my boxers. Her fingers made contact with my shaft and fished it through the cotton, releasing it from the confines of my pants. She looked up at me and leaned over. Her hand slid inside my fly and cupped my balls as her mouth made contact with the head of my penis.

“Fuck,” I breathed softly, “You can keep doing that forever.”

She giggled as she opened her mouth. Her tongue slid around the crown of my knob, coating it with her slippery saliva. Then she lowered her mouth over my cock, and started bobbing her head. Her fingertips drummed against my scrotum as she took me deep in her mouth. Her mouth sucked hard as she pulled up, an audible pop as she lost contact with my engorged head.

She rose to kiss me on the lips. Her kiss was quick, shifting back in her seat and unbuttoning her jeans. She shoved her jeans and panties down to the floorboards. She looked over at me as she ran her fingers up and down her sex. Her eyes smoldered in passion as she shifted in her seat. She knelt on all fours in the cramped passenger seat. She extended sinuously, lowering her mouth back over my engorged cock. Her hips moved up and down as her fingers played with her pussy. Her mouth kept time going up and down my cock.

“Wow,” I said unsteadily, fixing my eyes on the road.

I concentrated on keeping the car straight, both hands on the wheel. However, I had to lift my elbows to give my lover room to give me a blow job while we sped along at over 60 miles per hour. I pressed the cruise control button, ensuring our speed was not excessive. With cruise control engaged, I swiveled slightly, spreading my legs to give Alyssa more access while keeping one foot near the brake pedal.

My moans and groans were keeping time with Alyssa’s slurps and grunts. My hips lifted into her deep, sucking nods. Her hips moved faster as she moaned her desire around my shaft. The reverberations of her sounds along my cock only heightened my arousal. Her fingers cupped my balls, and I’m sure she felt them tighten up against my pelvis. She pulled back, keeping my head inside her lips as she sucked.

I jerked my hips as my orgasm flew through me, cum erupting into her ready mouth. I felt her tongue lap along the tip of my cock before another bolt of cum spewed against her tongue. She sucked steadily as my cock spasmed and then pulsed. She pulled off my cock, and rolled back into her seat with a satisfied smile. She opened her mouth and showed me the contents before licking her lips and swallowing. She leaned back and settled her fingers into her wet pussy, sliding them up and down.

I caught my breath, the aftershocks of my orgasm tingling up my spine. Making sure I was still in my lane and wasn’t roaring up the backside of any cars, I shook my head to clear my senses. Assured of the relative safety of our journey, I slid my hand over to Alyssa’s thigh and then ran my fingers towards her open lips. I ran my fingers through her pubic hair and spread her lips, sliding a finger on either side of her hooded clit.

Feeling my hand take over, Alyssa lifted her hand under her sweatshirt. I could see her hands play with her breasts as I slid my fingers up and down her lips. She looked at me with lidded eyes and opened her mouth as I fingered her. Two fingers slid inside her, burrowing into her hot, wet sex. I curled my fingertips to explore the upper section of her tunnel, finding the rougher texture that puffed with arousal. I wiggled my fingertips in a come-hither motion and watched Alyssa’s eyes widen, the snap shut as she tossed her head back.

Alyssa’s breaths came in short gasps as I found my rhythm. With one hand on the wheel and my eyes on the road, I held my fingers inside her and rapidly fingered her snatch with short strokes. The car filled with the sounds of her increasing passion, and the fluid flowing from her pussy made sloshing sounds as I drove her to orgasm. Alyssa arched her back, eyes closed, and her glasses askew on her face as her hips tried to keep time with my fingers.

Finally, she drew in a breath and screamed, her whole body convulsing as I quieted my hand, holding it inside her pulsing sex. My fingertips flexed in a slow beat against her stimulated spot, extending her orgasm as she rode the wave of passion. As her body quieted and the highway noise resumed its steady sound, we both looked at each other and started laughing.

“Oh. My. God,” Alyssa breathed, reaching down to find her abandoned jeans and panties.

“Wow,” was all I could utter as I tucked my flaccid dick back into my open pants.

Alyssa pulled her pants over her hips, leaned over, and helped me get buttoned backup. It wasn’t comfortable; my shorts had bunched in all the wrong places. Alyssa wriggled in her seat, trying to get her clothes back in the right place. We looked at each other again and laughed.

“Yeah, poor Carmen,” Alyssa giggled.

CARMEN

Lexi woke up first. I saw her stir in the rear-view mirror. She stretched and raised her arms above her head. Her red hair and sexy lips were an exciting change from the dreary road I’d been concentrating on for many hours. When she lifted her green eyes to the mirror and smiled at me, I felt a rush.

“Good morning, sleepyhead,” I welcomed her, even though it was afternoon.

“I’m hungry, Carmen,” she stated sleepily.

“I stopped and grabbed some snacks at the gas station I stopped at an hour ago,” I explained, “You two were still sound asleep. I hope you like what I got.”

She slipped between the two front seats, leaning between them as she opened up the bag of junk food. Her body brushed against mine as the uneven road tossed us together.

“Whoa,” I thought to myself as one of her breasts brushed against my arm, “keep focused, Carmen. No time for that until we get to the hotel.”

Lexi picked out some fried fruit pies, a can of soda, and some chips and slid back into her seat.

“Thanks for the food, Carmen,” she said evenly, “What time is it?”

“Just past noon,” I answered, “about an hour and a half before we reach the hotel.”

I looked back and saw Kelly stretch and moan softly at our conversation. Her bright blue eyes fluttered as she tossed her blond hair back. She blinked a few times, waking up, unconsciously pulling her blonde hair into a loose ponytail and wrapping a band from her wrist around it.

“Where did you get the food?” Kelly asked Lexi.

“Carmen bought us goodies,” Lexi explained, pointing to the bag in the front seat.

Kelly leaned forward and kissed me on the cheek, wrapping her arm around me in a thankful hug. Her arm lingered, and she rubbed her palm on one of my breasts as she hugged me. A stiff nipple rewarded her against her palm as she released. She smiled at me, like sharing a secret, before turning and grabbing a collection of snacks from the bag in the front passenger seat.

“How long were we out?” Kelly asked, popping open a bag of cheese curls.

“About three hours,” I guessed, “we’ve made good time, just about 90 minutes left.”

“Mmmmm,” Kelly mused, “I hope Jeremiah is waiting for us.”

“Yeah, with a hard dick,” quipped Lexi as she sipped her soda.

“Oh yeah,” Kelly gushed, “Carmen’s toys are fun, but not the same as J’s throbbing cock.”

I rolled my eyes but also silently agreed with Kelly. I’d never heard them talk so boldly about cocks, dicks, and sex, but they chatted away on the topic naturally for a few minutes while they filled their stomachs. The conversation did nothing for my one erect nipple except give it a twin on the other side of my chest. I daydreamed about seeing Jeremiah again and thought of how well he’d fucked me when we first met. I wiggled in my seat and shook my head.

“Come on, Carmen,” I thought, “hold it together. We’re not going to an orgy!”

The girls became restless after eating their snacks, and their conversations grew similar arousal within them. I watched as they peeled off their oversized sweatshirts in the comfortable heat of the car, and I could see their erect nipples stretching into their tight tee shirts. Kelly reached over to play with Lexi’s right nipple, and Lexi moaned softly, sliding her hand into Kelly’s lap.

“Uh oh,” I thought, “keep your eyes on the road, Carmen.”

I was mostly successful. Their moans and groans attracted my attention as I tried to stay between the lines. Catching glimpses of tee-shirts being pulled off, jeans unbuttoning, and panties slid down their lovely thighs. My insides churned with the desire to pull off to the side of the road and join them in their unrestrained exploration.

I forced myself to watch the road and raised the radio volume to help drown out their passionate sighs. I counted to ten, then to twenty, but I couldn’t help looking back. Kelly was on her back head opposite me on the back bench seat. Lexi was face to face with her, kissing her passionately. I could see their breasts mash together as Lexi moved her body up and down Kelly’s voluptuous curves.

I fiddled with the mirror to catch a glimpse of the view behind my back. Kelly’s legs were spread, and her knees pulled back towards her chest. Lexi was kneeling between Kelly’s thighs, pressing her sex against Kelly’s hand. Lexi had one hand cupping Kelly’s pussy, sliding a finger in and out. Kelly’s hand mirrored the motion as Lexi moved her body in a rocking motion. They were unhurried, enjoying the slow finger fuck while entwined in each other’s arms.

“Aye!” I thought, “Only an hour and fifteen minutes. Did time slow down?”

I focused back on the road. The minutes were the quickest and the slowest I’d ever experienced.

JEREMIAH

For the last hour, I drove over the speed limit more than usual. The weekday traffic was very light, and I made excellent time. I wanted to be the first to the hotel and get checked in before the girls showed up. I looked over at Alyssa, and she seemed to share my determination.

“We’re close,” I thought aloud.

“Yeah, we should get checked in quickly,” Alyssa said, “I’m horny after this long in the car.”

I laughed, “Yeah, me too. Imagine poor Carmen.”

Alyssa looked at me and grabbed my hand, “Jeremiah, what is the first thing you want to do when we’re there with them?”

“I don’t know, I have so many different thoughts,” I confessed, “I want to be with you, I want to be with Carmen, I want all of us to unwind together. I don’t want it to be awkward or make you feel jealous or uncomfortable.”

“From what I’ve heard of Kelly and Lexi,” Alyssa began, “I’m looking forward to seeing what they’re like. The thought of unrestrained passion is extremely arousing.”

“That so,” I asked, cocking an eyebrow at Alyssa teasingly, “I guess that’ll be okay with me. Would you be okay with Carmen and me together?”

“Hmmm,” Alyssa teased and then turned serious, “Jeremiah, all I want is to be in your arms at the end of the day. Whatever happens between now and then, we’ll figure out.”

She smiled at me, and I smiled back, taking the final turn off onto the exit for our hotel. We pulled into a parking spot in the front. I went into check-in while Alyssa grabbed a luggage cart and returned it to the car.

“Two rooms, under Jackson,” I told the attractive desk clerk.

She typed into the computer and then raised her eyes to me. She gave me a courtesy smile, her warm green eyes met mine, and her smile became more genuine. She combed a stray blond curl behind her ear as she read off the screen.

“I have your reservation here, a total of 5 guests, for three nights,” she said professionally.

“That’s right; we’ll be leaving Sunday,” I replied, “Can I put it on American Express?”

“Certainly, Mr. Jackson,” she said, taking my plastic, “Please sign here, and I’ll get you your key.”

I watched her turn around and walk to the other end of the desk. Her neat uniform hugged her curves as her hips swayed. She bent over at the waist to run my card and then opened a drawer to retrieve a key card. I lost myself in thought, and she caught me running my eyes up and down her body as she turned back with both keycards and my credit card. She blushed a lovely shade of pink at my attention, and her smile grew wider.

“Down, boy,” I thought to myself, as I unconsciously evaluated her moral graph, “You’ve got more than enough trouble to handle.”

She smiled a welcoming smile, and after scanning her graph, I realized that she would probably be a willing participant. I laughed nervously as she approached, blushing a bit myself.

“Busted,” I admitted to her when she returned to the desk, “It’s hard not to enjoy the scenery.”

“Oh yes,” she flirted back, “this hotel does have a nice view of the river.”

I coughed at the double meaning as I looked out the large window showing a great view of the large river flowing under a bridge. It was a lovely view, almost equal to her feline movements behind the desk. I let the flirting stop there and lifted my cards in salute.

“Thank you,” I smiled.

“Top floor, adjoining king-sized suites, as you asked.” She said professionally. “It should be nice and quiet for you and your party.”

“I’m sure we’ll be fine, thank you, Miss….”

“Please call me Becky, Mr. Jackson.”

“Jeremiah or my friends call me J.”

“Enjoy your stay, J.”

I turned around and walked back to the entrance. Alyssa had loaded our two bags on the cart. We started rolling the cart inside when a large black SUV pulled up and came to a jerky stop beside us.

The passenger door flew open, and Lexi had plastered her body around me in a flash. Her arms wrapped around my neck as she lifted herself onto me, wrapping her muscular thighs around my hips.

“J!” she squealed as she hugged me close.

Kelly emerged next, sliding from the passenger door and embracing Lexi and me in a hug. She lifted her hands and pulled me down to kiss her lips. She pressed her mouth hungrily to mine, kissing me deeply.

I, bashfully, disentangled myself as the girls excitedly hugged and kissed me. I watched Carmen roll her eyes as she undid her seatbelt and opened the driver’s door. I smiled at her, and she smiled back, kissing me hungrily as she hugged me in greeting.

“Uh, girls, this is Alyssa,” I said, “Alyssa, this is Lexi, Kelly, and Carmen.”

I smiled over at Alyssa, who was slightly shocked at the exciting reunion. She looked at each young face, then at me. Then she reached over and hugged each, starting with Carmen and ending with Lexi.

“J’s told me so much about each of you,” she said graciously, “Let’s get your baggage loaded into the room.”

The two girls jumped excitedly as they went to their task. Meanwhile, Carmen grabbed me and whipped me up against the fender of the SUV. She looked in my eyes and then hungrily kissed me.

“J, I need your dick in me, now!” she rasped in my ear.

I blushed and looked over at Alyssa. She looked at me oddly, having heard the whispered need, then shrugged and smiled her fantastic smile.

“I’ll take care of Kelly and Lexi. Why don’t you take care of Carmen,” Alyssa said.

I handed her a key to one of the suites. Carmen smiled thanks to Alyssa, grabbed my hand, and pulled me through the lobby. Becky watched as my Latina lover was drug into the elevator and thrust against the wall, her mouth finding mine hungrily. As the elevator doors closed, I saw Becky’s eyes light up in a smile as my eyes slid down to find Carmen’s. She looked up at me, her dark eyes wide in intensity as her fingers found my jeans.

“Dick. In me. NOW!” she huffed.

Somehow we made it to our room before that happened.
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Carmen spent
 the ride up the elevator unbuttoning my pants and had her hand inside my boxers before I could persuade her to wait until we were behind closed doors. She intensified my building lust with a deep kiss, spearing her tongue back against my tonsils.

“What’s happened?” I asked breathlessly.

“Bitches,” Carmen sighed, her pet word for Kelly and Lexi, “spent the last hour fucking in the back seat.”

“Really?” I asked as the elevator door opened, and we walked into the top-floor hallway.

“I had to watch in the rearview,” Carmen explained, “then it was too much to watch, then the moans, and … Just, please, Jeremiah. I need…”

I understood what she needed. I used the keycard to unlock the door, and she rushed past me, pulling her top off and pushing down her jeans. As I closed the door, she turned towards me in a black bra and panties. She was as stunning as I remembered her, black hair curled along the top of her breasts. She pulled her bra off, releasing her heavy breasts with a delicious bounce. Her rigid nipples were apparent as she bent down and pushed her panties. She pulled her feet clear and flopped on the bed, her fingers sliding up and down her moist sex.

I walked to the bed, watching her play with herself. Her eyes locked on mine as I pushed down my jeans, then pulled off my top. Her eyes were wide with need. I smiled and took my time pushing down my boxers, enjoying her needy sexy body.

“What did you say you needed?” I scolded as I held my growing erection.

“Your cock!” Carmen spat and sat up, then crawled to the edge of the bed.

Carman grabbed my shaft and slid her mouth over my knob. Her lust-filled eyes looked up to mine as she sucked my length into her mouth, her lips pressing into my pubic hair. She exhaled through her nose with a puff, then started to mouth fuck me. I closed my eyes and grabbed a fist full of her ebony hair, enjoying her oral talents. I pulled her head back, and my cock popped out of her mouth and bounced before her face.

“And where did you need it?” I teased.

“In my cunt! “ Carmen panted, turned around, and lifted her ass to me, looking back over her shoulder, “Now, please, J. I need it now.”

I stepped to the edge of the bed and slid my crown up and down her dripping snatch wetting my head and finding the right spot. I pressed my hips forward and thrust my cock deep into her tight cunt. She growled as she felt me fill her, pushing her hips back into me, lowering her head to the coverlet. I felt her pussy grip my cock as I held myself buried in her sex.

Waiting until I felt her impatience simmer, I slowly pulled out, then began an even thrusting stroke. I accelerated quickly as I sensed her need. I grabbed her hips and pulled her back into my forward thrusts. Her moans and keens exhibited her enjoyment as I fucked her hard, deep, and fast. She reached her hand between her thighs and felt my shaft slide in and out of her needy twat. I felt her fingertips slide up and start to circle her clit, pressing into her pussy. I stood taller, adjusting the angle of my thrusts to press the tip of my cock along the top of her tunnel.

She moaned, “AHHHH FUCK, YESS… FUCK FUCK, CUMMMMM!” she exploded.

I pulled her back, embedding myself into her quivering tunnel. I felt her hot juices flow against my groin and drip down my balls. Her tremors milked my cock deliciously, trying to coax me to pulse my load into her. I held myself past the first ripples, then started back with the same hard tempo.

“OH, GOD. DON’T STOP, FUCK. YESSS!” Carmen ranted as I kept up my furious pace.

I spanked her ass as I pulled out. Slamming forward into her, then spanked again on the next backstroke. Her moans increased, encouraging me to redden her dusky cheeks with my arduous slaps. Finally, I leaned forward, cupping her breasts and feeling her hard nipples against my palms. I lifted her, squatting slightly to stay inside her as I pulled her onto her knees. Sawing in short strokes, I kissed her neck, my hands massaging her tits. I pulled out, and she turned towards me, her eyes almost panicked. I pulled her towards me, kissed her deeply, then pushed her onto her back. She smiled cattily as she spread her legs, pulling her knees back. I knelt on the bed and crawled forward, notching my cock into her open slit. She closed her eyes as I slid into her, lowering my mouth to one of her rigid nipples.

Carmen’s hips met my thrusts as I sucked and licked her nipples. She ran her fingers through my short, cropped hair. Her moans were music to my ears. I lifted my head to find her dark eyes seeking mine. I locked onto her as I felt my balls tighten.“Look at me, Carmen.” I moaned, “Watch me, watch me as I cum.”

“Fuck! YES… SHOOT INSIDE ME!” Carmen screamed as I slammed deep into her.

Our eyes widened as my body shook—a shiver of electricity pooled in the pit of my core. My hips flexed instinctively, and a lightning bolt shot up my spine. My cock erupted inside her, my body rocking as I kept my eyes locked on Carmen’s dark brown irises. Carmen wrapped her legs around my thighs, holding me tight. Finally, her eyes rolled back, and I felt her pussy pulse and ripple as her back arched into the mattress. I loved watching her come.

We stayed like that for untold moments. When I regained movement, I lowered my mouth to her heaving breasts, suckling a hard nipple tenderly. Carmen’s fingers massaged the back of my head as I nursed lovingly.

“Jeremiah,” Carmen said softly, “I didn’t realize how much I missed that.”

I looked at her, “I only left five days ago,” and laughed.

Carmen laughed, and I slid up her body and kissed her tenderly. We were enjoying our first after-sex cuddle. Her body, moist with the exertion of our coupling, felt warm against my chest. Her breasts pillowed against my chest as we kissed slowly. We enjoyed the afterglow of our lovemaking until my shrinking cock slipped from her pussy. I rolled to her side, and she moved to face me.

“Did you mess with that other girl?” Carmen joked, “What is her name?”

“Alyssa,” I reminded, “and no, I didn’t … well, kinda… It’s hard to explain.”

“Jeremiah!” Carmen exclaimed, shoving me gently, “I thought you’d’ve learned your lesson.”

I got a bit defensive and rolled off the bed. I walked to retrieve my boxers, pulling them up my legs. Carmen watched me with her teasing smile, and I couldn’t stay mad at her. I rubbed the top of my head and looked down at her as I stretched.

“It was an experiment,” I explained, “She knew I was doing it to her, and afterward, she didn’t want me to reverse what I’d done.”

“After what?” Carmen asked.

“After we made love.” I continued.

“Made love, or fucked her silly?” she teased.

“Is there a difference?” I joked, “Seriously, Alyssa and I are officially an item.”

“What?!” Carmen exclaimed, “then why the fuck are you here with me?”

“Because you needed it?” I reminded.

“Ay caramba!?” She exclaimed, “are all males foolish?”

She slid to the edge of the bed and started sliding her panties back on. She quickly slid them up and stood up, holding her bra. She looked at me angrily as I looked at her, confused.

“You don’t get it, do you?” Carmen sighed, putting her bra on, and sliding the straps up her shoulders.

“We talked about it,” I stammered, “I knew that you, Lexi, and Kelly, would need me.”

“Bullshit,” Carmen sputtered as she walked to the door and pulled on her jeans, “You just wanted to keep fucking up, typical male.”

I shook my head. I admittedly never understood females, and Carmen’s sudden anger made no sense to me. I pulled on my jeans and tee-shirt. Carmen pulled down her sweatshirt and looked at me.

“Let’s go, lover boy,” she ordered.

“Where?” I asked.

“To go talk to your girlfriend,” she explained, exasperated.

We went next door and knocked. We waited, and no one answered. We knocked again. Finally, we had to go back downstairs and get another key from the front desk. Becky smiled knowingly as she looked at Carmen’s tousled hair. I’m sure we smelled of sex as she gave us another key card.

“Glad you’re enjoying your stay, Jeremiah.” Becky flirted.

Carmen punched me hard in the side, then walked back to the elevator.

“What was that for?” I asked, slumping against the side of the elevator.

“Jeremiah, I forbid you from messing with that poor clerk!” Carmen said furiously.

“I wasn’t going to,” I replied, irritated.

“You’ve messed with every other girl you’ve come in contact with,” Carmen spat.

“Except you,” I said truthfully.

I hadn’t even scanned her since our reunion. She looked at me with her dark black eyes and considered my words. Her eyes softened, but her mouth was still in a firm frown.

“And why is that?” she asked, “Because I like fucking?”

I sighed, “Or, maybe since I found out I have this fucked up power, I don’t want to fuck with anyone.”

“Except your girlfriend,” Carmen countered, exiting the elevator and storming down the hall.

“That’s not the same thing!?” I said as I chased her.

Carmen reached our second suite, swiped the key card, and opened the door. I held the door open as she slipped inside, followed her in, and closed the door just in time.

“What the fuck is this!?!” Carmen shouted.

I looked past Carmen and saw Kelly, Lexi, and Alyssa all naked. Their heads were all lifted from the daisy chain of bodies to see who was yelling. None of them showed any shame and looked to be entirely happy. Finally, after a few moments of awkward silence, Alyssa rolled over and off the bed and stood up, walking over to Carmen.

“You must be Carmen,” Alyssa said, “We didn’t get to meet downstairs.”

Carmen was taken aback, looking up and down Alyssa’s nude body. I spent a few seconds appreciating the view before walking around Carmen and sliding my hand around Alyssa’s hip. Lexi and Kelly simply rearranged themselves until they lay on their sides, opposite each other, and started back licking each other’s pussies.

“Do you know what Jeremiah did to you?” Carmen asked unsurely.

“Yes, and I told him not to change me back,” Alyssa stated.

“What did he change?” Carmen asked.

So Alyssa explained everything to Carmen. She explained she self-identified as a lesbian. She said she had loved me as a friend for the last couple of years. She explained how she struggled with her emotions and sexuality until I adjusted her. Then she said she was happy with the change. She turned and hugged me close and kissed me on the cheek.

“Did you know that he was fucking me?” Carmen confessed, still wary of the unusual circumstances.

“Yeah, well, you made that pretty clear.” Alyssa said, “I didn’t think I could stop you or him. To tell you the truth, I was curious if I would still enjoy lesbian sex. So it was a good experiment to try right off.”

“And?” Carmen asked.

“Oh, I still love it,” Alyssa admitted, “And those two? Wow, they are very considerate. Thank you.”

“Thank me?” Carmen gaped, “For what?”

“They’ve had a good teacher.” Alyssa complimented.

Carmen held her fingertips to her lips, shaking her head. Then she sat down on the chair in the room and held her head in her hands. She started to cry, a soft cry.

Alyssa kneeled in front of her, concern on her face, “Carmen, what is wrong?”

“I don’t know if I can handle this?” Carmen sobbed, “It’s all weird, strange, messed up, awesome. I have so many mixed feelings about what has happened.”

Alyssa sat on her haunches, looking up at Carmen and nodding, listening to her spill her guts.

“Part of me loves the newly open relationship I have with those two twits,” Carmen started indicating Kelly and Lexi.

“We love you too, Carmen,” Kelly and Lexi said, sitting on the edge of their bed, looking at Carmen with concern. Carmen’s cries had distracted them from their explorations, and now they were concerned for their friend.

Carmen smiled but said, “But it’s so unlike you two! I also want you to be who you are supposed to be. Even if that means we stop… It is so confusing.”

“It is confusing,” Alyssa nodded, “That is so great about Jeremiah’s ability. He can help.”

“I can?” I asked.

“Yes, lover, you can,” Alyssa stated, “The problem is Carmen’s morals conflict. Her open sexuality conflicts with what she understands as a normal relationship. I think. She protects her friends and wants what is best for them.”

“We all do,” I interrupted.

“We do,” Alyssa started, “We want them to continue with becoming Kelly and Lexi. That has to include a new understanding of who they are now, not solely who they were before you met Kelly on the stairs.”

“I’m not sure I understand,” Carmen confessed, “What can Jeremiah do?”

“Jeremiah, scan Carmen, tell us what you see,” Alyssa said to me.

Carmen stiffened, her eyes wide with fear.

“Carmen, relax,” Alyssa soothed, “Jeremiah won’t do anything to you without your permission.”

Carmen softened and looked at me. I scanned her and saw where her graph was active, two parts sparking as her psyche struggled with two conflicting ideas. Remembering our experiments, I roughly identified her conflict.

“You seem to hold a strong moral value for a committed relationship, but that conflicts with your openness towards sex with both males and females,” I offered.

Alyssa nodded as Carmen looked at me quietly. I could see Carmen thoughtfully mull over my diagnosis. Her eyes lifted to the ceiling, and I scanned her again. The activity sparked in the same place but was centered lower along her wall.

“Tell me what you’re thinking,” I asked Carmen as the change in location was curious.

“I remembered all the failed relationships I’d had,” Carmen confessed, a tear falling down her cheek.

“Fascinating,” I thought to myself. I realized the reflections on her past were affecting the part of the wall that was active as she recalled her history. I turned my attention to Kelly and Lexi and scanned them for the first time since I had left. Their moral walls were changed, some parts different than what I remembered.

“Wow,” I said aloud.

“What?” asked Alyssa.

“I think people’s walls are changed slowly as they have different experiences. Like a bad experience might make a certain section stronger, or try to protect something,” I theorized.

“That’s what I suspected,” Alyssa offered, rising and taking my hand. “You can fix the ‘scars’ of past events, so people aren’t stuck in their past.”

“You mean I’m stuck?” Carmen asked.

“Tell us what you were remembering,” Alyssa asked, sitting on the arm of Carmen’s chair and running a hand up and down her back.

“I was thinking about how I could never keep a relationship going,” Carmen started, “How I’d be in love with a guy and have great sex. I’d believe that we were serious. Then I’d be crushed when the guy would leave. The same thing happened so many times; I just gave up on the idea of a relationship I had in my mind. I started seeking just sexual relationships.”

Carmen started crying again. Alyssa let her cry, removing her hand from her back as Carmen confronted her emotions.

“But sex didn’t help,” Carmen wailed, “It felt good, but I couldn’t stand to be with anyone. I’d kick out whoever I was with, then cry myself to sleep.”

I watched as Carmen processed her past. I could sense her abnormally high wall in the relationship section started to lower as her emotions processed her reactions. She was correcting herself, just really slowly.

“I can help,” I said softly, “I know what I can do to help if you want me to, Carmen.”

Carmen looked up at me, eyes brimming with painful tears. She looked at Kelly and Lexi, who focused on Carmen with concern in their eyes. Carmen smiled, then looked up at Alyssa. Finally, she looked at me. A glimmer of hope, or trust, flashed behind her eyes, and she nodded.

“Okay, Jeremiah,” Carmen said, forcing a smile, “what the fuck? Go ahead.”

I focused on the center of the section as I reached for her hand. She grabbed my fingers, and I pushed. I directed my talent against the strong bulwark she had built up as the perfect relationship. I lowered it, watching her eyes, body, and face. It was like a light was going on, shining behind her dark eyes. The smile that was forced relaxed into a grin as her inner turmoil quieted.

“Thank you,” Carmen breathed, almost in awe. She then turned to Alyssa, “Thank you too, Alyssa.”

Alyssa hugged Carmen to her bare breast, “Oh Carmen, you’re welcome.”

I released Carmen’s hand, took a step back, and leaned against the wall. I slid to the floor, deep in thought. I was processing what I could do, amazed, humbled, confused, and drained. Alyssa released Carmen and came to me, wrapping her arms around me. Carmen went to bed and hugged the two girls.

“It’s going to be okay, Kelly,” Carmen said, “We’ll be okay, Lexi.”

“We know that Carmen,” the girls said in unison, “Jeremiah makes everything better.”

I focused on Kelly and Lexi as Alyssa embraced me. I focused my talent on correcting my mistake in creating a moral affront towards clothes. With that fixed, I turned to Alyssa and kissed her, pulling her into my lap. She giggled as she wrapped her arms around my neck and nuzzled her nose against mine.

“I’m hungry,” I said.

“For me?” Alyssa asked, wide-eyed.

“Well, yes,” I admitted, “but that can wait. I think we should all eat dinner first. Then we can come back for dessert.”

“We’ll get dressed,” said Kelly and Lexi together.

“Fuck me,” said Carmen, amazed at their willingness to put clothes on.

“Maybe I will,” said Alyssa, “after dinner.”

Carmen and I looked at each other and laughed. The three of us shared a short hug. Carmen excused herself to fix her makeup. I opened the adjoining door to our additional suite, then left to let Alyssa dress for dinner. I returned to the other suite and grabbed a bottle of water from the mini-bar. I sat in one of the armchairs in the small room outside the bedroom and collected my thoughts.

I had discovered how much Carmen had struggled with how she valued relationships. Her expressive sexuality masked her pain from unsuccessful relationships. She used sex as a coping mechanism, but any relief she felt was short-lived. Alyssa realized this so much quicker than I had; even after scanning her responses, I wasn’t sure I’d be able to figure out what needed fixing.

I heard a soft knock from the opposite side of the adjoining door to the other suite.

“Come,” I called, still musing over what had just happened.

“Jeremiah,” Alyssa chided, “you have to unlock it.”

I laughed to myself as I stood and walked to unlock the door. Alyssa greeted me with her brilliant smile and lovely blue eyes. She was back in her traveling clothes. She leaned into me, and we shared a soft hug.

“That was amazing,” Aly said softly, her head on my shoulder.

“I know,” I admitted, “I couldn’t have done that without your help.”

“You’d have figured it out eventually,” Alyssa encouraged.

I shrugged and slid through the adjoining door. I pulled our bags off the baggage cart and returned them to our room. I was puzzled about who would sleep in which room, but I figured I’d claim the room I was initially in. I also knew I wanted Alyssa by my side. Alyssa slid beside me and slipped her hand in the crook of my arm as we walked back to the girls’ suite.

“Are y’all almost ready?” I asked, unloading their luggage from the cart. “I’m famished.”

“We’re coming!” came a chorus of voices from the bathroom.

I looked up as I pulled the cart to the suite door and saw three happy, sexy women filing into the sitting room. Lexi smiled brilliantly at me in the lead, her red hair drawn back into a ponytail. Carmen was right behind her, her eyes still bright from her emotions but with a light that had her look much more hopeful than I’d ever seen her. Kelly brought up the rear, her voluptuous body a delight to the eyes, her blonde mane cascading down her shoulders. They were all radiant.

Alyssa slid beside me and, on her tiptoes, whispered in my ear, “See what you’ve done to them. They all look so happy.”

“They do,” I agreed.

I didn’t let my darker thoughts cloud the small victory. It was true that we’d helped Carmen make a breakthrough. I was worried about how I would be able to fix Kelly and Lexi. Would my adjustments erase their radiant smiles? Would I be able to reconcile their past with their present? I was glad I had Alyssa to help me with the task. I trusted her as much as she did, but I was still worried.

“Let’s go eat!” Alyssa offered, opening the door.

I let the girls file out ahead of me. I could not resist admiring each of them as they walked past me. Their comfortable road trip outfits covered bodies that I knew too well. I felt myself become aroused at the thought of what the night held. Then I felt the icy revelation of how uncertain everything was until I had figured out how to make everything right. Sighing a heavy sigh, I pushed the luggage cart into the hallway.

We took the elevator down to the first floor. I pulled the cart back towards the front desk as the four girls walked out the door to the restaurant across the parking lot. I smiled at Becky, the front desk attendant, as I pushed the cart back to its storage location. After I stowed the cart, Becky waved me over with a curious look.

“Hi, Becky,” I said.

“Pardon me for asking, Mr. Jackson,” Becky asked with a slight blush across her cheeks, “I couldn’t help but notice you arrived with one girl. Rode up the elevator with a different girl. Then came back down with two more. It just made me curious.”

“Curious about what?” I probed, leaning against the counter with a confident smile, ”Please call me J.”

“Of course, J. Um, are they all with you?” She asked, “I mean….”

She blushed and looked down at the desk. I scanned her moral profile as she struggled with asking what was on her mind. I noticed several aberrations near the well-known sexual profile and activity in the area around where I’d adjusted Carmen. I concluded she was having trouble determining the nature of my relationships.

“I’m sorry, J,” Becky finally admitted, looking back up at me and finding her brilliant smile, “it’s none of my business. Your companions just looked so very happy.”

I smiled back at her as I processed that outside observation. Internally, I struggled with my relationship with four beautiful, sexy women. My young libido suggested that Becky could make an excellent fifth addition to the team. I ignored my libido for the moment.

“They are happy,” I answered, “amazingly, they are happy to be with me.”

“That’s not what I meant,” Becky gasped, touching her fingertip to her lips, “Oh, please don’t think that I….”

“It’s okay! Becky,” I replied, reaching out to take her hand and smiling a comforting smile, “I’m amazed they’re happy too. Frankly, I’m still trying to work out how that happened.”

She smiled back, a bit relieved at my response. I scanned her a bit more, enjoying the emotions that crossed her face. Her sexual portion lit up with activity. She leaned down towards me, lowering her eyes.

“How do you manage, all four?” she breathed, lifting her eyes back to mine.

Her short intake of breath also gave away her intimate thoughts. My libido nudged me, almost painfully stabbing at me as I felt her process the different combinations in her psyche. I blushed as part of me tried to do the physical arithmetic of one man and four lusty females. I smiled up at her and answered honestly.

“One at a time, Becky,” I grinned.

“Oh, Jeremiah!” She giggled, slapping my hand away.

Her playful smile held some promise. I winked at her as I walked towards the exit. One at a time might be the best way to handle the daunting task ahead. My mood brightened as I left the hotel and walked to the restaurant. I looked to the west and enjoyed the spectacular sunset view as I went to meet my four beauties for dinner.
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Alyssa met
 me at the restaurant door, embracing me with a hug.

“It’s your favorite, J,” she smiled, “breakfast served 24 hours a day, including bacon.”

I laughed and enjoyed a close hug with just Alyssa. I was still pleasantly surprised by how well we worked together to help Carmen.

“Where are the others?” I asked.

“They went with the waitress to our table. I volunteered to wait for you,” Alyssa explained, “I wanted to ask you a question.”

“Ask away,” I smiled.

“I enjoyed helping Carmen,” Alyssa explained, “I wanted to make sure you were okay with my help.”

“Of course!” I said, “Aly, I would be lost in all this without you. Your theories of what I can do help me to understand it better. You know all this head-shrinking stuff. I’m just a programmer. Logic, I understand. Brains, especially female brains, get me confused.”

“I think you know us better than you think,” Alyssa said, rising to kiss me.

I kissed her back but felt my stomach rumble.

“Let’s go order,” I said.

“Okay, but I think we should concentrate on Lexi next,” Alyssa said as she led me through the diner.

“Can’t it wait until after dinner?” I whined, a bit tired and drained.

“Dessert is for after dinner,” Alyssa said with a wink. “We need to make some progress before playtime, make some adjustments, and see how Lexi is in the morning.”

“She and Carmen are close friends,” I mused. “They usually go running on Saturdays, according to Carmen’s email. Maybe they’ll resume that routine in the morning.”

“That’s a good goal,” Alyssa said conspiratorially as we arrived at the table.

Carmen sat between Kelly and Alexis on one side of a round table. Alyssa sat next to Lexi, and I slipped into my seat between Alyssa and Kelly. I picked up the menu to look at it and immediately felt two hands move up and down my thigh. One belonged to Kelly and was a bit more aggressive than Alyssa’s more comforting caresses. I must have shown a bit of concern because Carmen started laughing.

“See J?” Carmen teased, “See what I’ve had to put up with for the last week.”

I smiled at her and noticed that Kelly’s other hand wasn’t on the table but spread out towards Carmen’s lap. Lexi’s hands made similar motions with Carmen and Alyssa.“Okay, this is a bit out of hand,” I mumbled.

I slid my hand under the table and held Kelly’s hand, touching it gently. Then I concentrated my will on her sexual section and pulled it up from the shallow setting to a more normal healthy level. Kelly smiled at me as she slid her hand into mine.

“I’m glad you’re here, Jay,” she said, then let go of my hand and used two hands to pick up the menu.

I saw Carmen squirm and noticed Alyssa blush as she wriggled next to me. I reached across Alyssa’s lap and touched Lexi’s hand. I adjusted her sexual graph as I pulled her hand from between Alyssa’s legs. She lifted her head and smiled up at me.

“I’m glad to be here with all four of you lovely ladies,” I said as I looked at each of my partners.

With their libidos reset to a normal range, we all read through our menus without disturbance. It would be interesting to see what they ordered. If Alyssa’s theories were right about the girls, they’d order sweet and fatty items, seeking the easy, tasty treat. Sure enough, Kelly and Lexi ordered sugary pancakes and waffles, Alyssa ordered a salad, and Carmen ordered a burger. I ordered steak and eggs with a side of bacon. I caught Alyssa’s eyes as I ordered the bacon and winked at her. She blushed and just shook her head.

While waiting for our orders to arrive, Alyssa started to question Lexi. I listened carefully while I scanned Lexi’s moral profile.

“So, Alexis,” Alyssa started. “What did you do in high school?”

“Oh, please, call me Lexi,” Alexis replied. “It’s odd for my friends to use my full name. I ran cross-country and track, mostly longer distances. I loved mathematics and science classes too.”

“I’m a big science nerd,” Alyssa confessed, “but I’m no runner. How much do you run?”

“I usually run about 20-25 miles a week,” Lexi stated, “seven or eight miles every other day. This last week I’ve hardly run. I’ve, uh, been busy with other activities.”

Lexi blushed as she raised her eyes to Kelly and Carmen, who only returned their bashful smiles. She also caught my eye, and her dazzling smile made me smile in return.

“Well, you probably deserved the rest,” Alyssa comforted, “I can’t imagine running a mile, let alone seven!”

“I need to get back at it,” Lexi confessed, “Carmen told me to bring my running gear, so maybe we can go for a run in the morning, Carmen?”

“I’d love to, Lexi,” Carmen said, “I need to burn off some excess energy.”

“Lexi’s going to try to walk onto the college cross-country team in the fall,” Carmen bragged to Alyssa.

“That’s a great goal,” Alyssa said.

I noticed where the activity along Lexi’s moral profile was happening. I felt Alyssa squeeze my thigh. Understanding without words, I modified Lexi’s running section. Our experiments had a few questions focused on physical fitness, and I remembered roughly how the more athletic subjects’ moral profiles were shaped. I pushed hard across the table, but the moral shape only changed slowly. I reached my hand out to Alexis.

“I hope you make the team,” I said, “I used to love cross-country in high school.”

“Your school has a great cross-country team,” Lexi offered, taking my hand, “I’ve considered before looking to transfer to be a part of a better team.”

I pushed, and my adjustment to her walls responded much more effectively, thanks to our physical touch. She smiled at me while I adjusted her curves, almost faithfully accepting that I was fixing her waning dedication to her sport.

“Really,” I asked, “you’d transfer to my school?”

“Seems I have a good reason to,” Lexi flirted, then smiled at Alyssa, “Now that I have friends there.”

I was uncertain about having Lexi so close, but I also enjoyed toying with the idea. She was a fun person to be around. I’d only known the Lexi I had modified, but Carmen’s emails showed her to be a good, honest, loyal friend.

“Well, as an ambassador for our school,” I spoke playfully, “and for the good of our cross-country team, I encourage you to transfer.”

“I’d like that too,” Alyssa said brightly, which took me a bit by surprise.

Carmen looked at me, “Your school has great connections to the dance studios in Portland.”

“Oh, that’s right,” Alyssa parried. “You are a dance major. What type of dance are you interested in?”

“Modern mostly,” Carmen started, “though I love all types, from ballet to hip-hop, I love to be on the stage.”

“Yeah, I can see that!” I laughed.

Kelly slid over next to me and slid her hand into mine. I accepted her hand and looked over at her. She looked at me, her blue eyes saddened and brimming with tears.

“What’s the matter, Kelly?” I asked.

“It’s sounding like you are stealing my best friends,” Kelly stammered, “after I have started to love them so much.”

She bent her head and started to sob. Carmen looked at me, shocked. It was the first time we had seen either of the girls show anything more than happiness. I scanned her moral curve and saw a section bustling with activity. It was near the relationship section, which, for Kelly, had grown a bit since my first adjustment. She must have developed strong feelings for both Lexi and Carmen. I could understand why she felt sad about the talk of moving schools.

“Oh, Kel, I wouldn’t move without you!” Lexi soothed, moving behind Kelly and hugging her close.

“What are you studying,” I asked, “I’m sure our school has something for you.”

I realized I hardly knew anything about Kelly. She was stunningly beautiful and, thanks to my adjustments, a fantastic sex partner. I didn’t know any of her interests. Carmen’s emails focused more on Lexi. Kelly and Carmen’s relationship was strained before last weekend because Carmen’s overly sexual persona conflicted with Kelly’s morals at the time. My adjustment tore that wall down, but what Kelly was really like, I didn’t know.

“She’s studying Business,” Lexi offered.

“What type of business?” I asked, trying to be helpful.

Kelly sniffled and lifted her head to look at me, “I’d like to get into the hospitality business, hotels, restaurants, you know.”

“Oh, I know we have a great hotel and restaurant management program,” Alyssa offered, “I’m sure you could transfer without any problems.”

I was a bit shocked. I started this weekend with the idea that this would be the last time I’d see Kelly, Lexi, and Carmen. Suddenly, my new (previously lesbian) girlfriend invited the three beautiful coeds to transfer schools to be with me. I didn’t even know what to think. Luckily the waitress arrived with our food. We all started eating, and the conversation died down. I was lost in thought as the conversation started back up. The four girls began talking and making plans like they were old friends.

I forced myself to relax and scanned the four girls. I noticed they were all active in the same area of their graph.“This must be where the female bonding happens,” I thought.

As they chatted and learned more about each other, their moral profiles began to construct a healthy boundary in the relationship area of the graph. I wondered what my moral profile looked like, was I also building my relationship graph and attaching myself to all of these women? I listened as they talked, discovering more about each woman.

Kelly’s family owned a small but exclusive Bed & Breakfast on the coast. Her parents were also very successful business professionals. They treated their property as a hobby and wanted their only daughter to pursue a similar career. Kelly understood the business and had a keen effortless charisma and personality. She tried to use her natural ability to make people feel welcome, but her parents resisted a career solely in hospitality.

Lexi loved being active, and running was one of several athletic activities she enjoyed. She loved being outdoors and enjoyed rock climbing, kayaking, and various aquatic sports. She was studying general science but was interested in biology and thought she might try to make a career as a physical therapist. She thought that would be the best mix of her passions.

Carmen was very serious about dance. She loved all types and styles. I knew her body flowed in such a smooth, natural rhythm. I could see her becoming an outstanding dancer. I remembered our brief sexual encounter in the hotel room, as she laughed loudly and started to get aroused again. Her whole being was brimming with sexual energy and the thought of seeing her on stage… I knew she would be a star.

Alyssa, whose story and background I was already familiar with, appeared happy learning about these girls. She quickly related to each of them, and because she was a few years older than each of them, she took on a mentoring role in the conversation. I knew she was applying her knowledge of psychology to the puzzles of the girls, but her interactions were so natural that I could see her being a wonderful counselor. She was always willing to help people.

I leaned back and stretched, smiling. I found myself becoming more enamored with the group of girls. Three of them were so randomly thrust into my life but seemingly so comfortable being together with me included. Though I was quiet, they continued to engage with me. Their eyes sought mine, and their hands reached for mine. Smiling at me, laughing with me, I felt very much at home. After dinner had been cleared, Alyssa took my hand, squeezed it, and leaned toward me.

“Pay attention now,” She whispered, “a few little adjustments might be needed with Lexi.”

I nodded in return, understanding her intention. Alyssa redirected the conversation toward Lexi while I started scanning. She used the same type of questions that she developed for our experiments to discover how Lexi processed some of the moral difficulties we had quizzed our subjects on. I scanned Lexi’s profile and made slight adjustments to raise the parts of the graph that I’d destroyed in our first meeting. I was impressed with how well Alyssa led the discussion, though part of me was uneasy that I was meddling too much. Outwardly, Lexi didn’t show much change. Her engaging personality shone through all the questions.

The process took about 15 minutes, and Kelly and Carmen listened carefully. As the conversation focused on Lexi, Kelly became more distracted, and her hand returned to my thigh. When I glanced in her direction, I saw Carmen leaning against Kelly’s neck, whispering in her ear. Kelly was blushing, and her hand moved up my thigh. I tried to split my attention between Lexi and the two beautiful flirty women on my left, but it was a fool’s game. I was getting too aroused to be much more helpful to Lexi.

“I think we should head back to our room,” I said when a break in the conversation ebbed.

“Me too,” Carmen said as she turned to me, one of her hands reaching under the table towards Kelly.

“Yesss, please,” cooed Kelly as she squirmed beside me.

I wondered what Carmen was doing to Kelly under the table.

“I think that’s a great idea,” Aly said, standing up, smiling at me, and squeezing Lexi’s hand.

I had already settled the check, so there was nothing left to do but leave the restaurant and head back to the hotel. We all linked arms as we walked across the parking lot. I felt better than I had in weeks, finally putting aside my worried remorse over what had happened last weekend. I was looking forward to exploring more of our budding relationship in our suites.

I entered the lobby and noticed Becky at the front desk, with a new person I hadn’t seen before. I decided to swing by and greet Becky and see if she was still as curious as she was earlier in the day. Carmen grasped my arm and walked with me as I headed to greet the charming hostess.

“Jeremiah,” she warned, “what are you doing, you crazy man?”

Alyssa linked arms with Lexi and Kelly and headed to the elevators.

“I’m just saying, ‘Hello,’ Carmen, don’t worry,” I said, then to Alyssa, “Hold the elevator! I’ll just be a minute.”

I looked at she nodded to me with a trusting smile. I looked to the front desk, and Becky smiled as she looked at Carmen and me. The younger man beside her was busy at the check-in computer system, so Becky waved us over to the counter a few steps away.

“Becky, I want you to meet Carmen,” I said, smiling.

“Hello, Becky,” Carmen said flirtatiously, “I’m sorry I was such a bitch earlier.”

“Oh, please!” Becky said, eyes gleaming with a bright smile, “Traveling can make us all a bit off.”

I absently scanned Becky for practice and noticed that her sexual graph was sparking with activity as she spoke with Carmen.

“Maybe there is something Carmen can do to make it up to you,” I offered casually.

Carmen looked at me oddly, and I winked at her.

“I’m just getting off shift in a few minutes,” Becky began, “what did you have in mind?”

“Well, if you can stop by our suites,” I flirted, “I’m sure Carmen will figure something out.”

Becky’s eyes met Carmen’s, and I could see her pupils dilate in attraction. Carmen squirmed slightly as she let her eyes drop and examined Becky’s attractive body. Carmen reached behind me and pinched my ass.

“I think I’d love to make it up to you,” Carmen agreed, winking.

Becky was left speechless, and Carmen grabbed me by my elbow and steered me to the waiting elevator.

“I’ll, uh … okay!” Becky finally stammered as we left the front desk area.

“Jeremiah,” Carmen whispered to me, “did you do anything to that poor girl?”

“No, Carmen, I only observed that she was more interested in you than in me,” I reported.

“Oh, thank god!” Carmen smiled, squeezing my arm.

“I thought you’d like a little gift for all your hard work,” I laughed as we joined the other three in the elevator.

“What’s that?” Alyssa asked.

“Oh, remember Becky at the front desk?” I said, “She’s coming up in a few to visit with Carmen.”

“Really?” Alyssa breathed, “She was lovely.”

Lexi and Kelly were too busy kissing in the corner of the elevator to participate in the conversation. Carmen and Alyssa grinned at each other while I took Alyssa’s hand. We waited together as the elevator rose, and I could feel the sexual tension rise as we passed each floor. Kelly was busy trying to get Lexi’s sweatshirt off when the elevator stopped, and we all exited onto our floor.

I opened the door to Carmen’s room and watched as the stream of horny women walked inside. I walked in and flipped the door lock to keep the door from closing all the way. I was betting we would have another body in a few minutes. While Lexi and Kelly undressed, I understood they still shared a strong sexual bond. Carmen wrapped Alyssa in a close hug.

“I never said I was sorry,” Carmen said softly.

“For what?” Alyssa asked, leaning back and combing a stray lock of Carmen’s hair behind her ear.

“For stealing away your boyfriend for a quick fuck,” Carmen smiled.

“Think nothing of it,” Alyssa answered, leaning forward to kiss Carmen’s lips, “He’s a pretty good lay.”

I laughed and enjoyed the view. Lexi laid Kelly on the bed, knelt between her splayed legs, and kissed her pussy lips. Alyssa started to pull Carmen’s clothes off, and Carmen was pushing down Alyssa’s traveling yoga pants. I stayed fully dressed and decided to watch and save my strength; the night was still young.

Watching Alyssa undress Carmen was so erotic. Alyssa allowed Carmen to peel off her yoga pants. Then as she stepped out of them, she stood in front of Carmen with just her panties on and held her fingers to Carmen’s lips.

“Hold still, Carmen,” Alyssa instructed, “let me undress you.”

Carmen’s eyes widened, and she suddenly was very self-conscious. I could see a faint blush color her skin dusky skin. Alyssa lowered herself to her knees and lifted her hands to Carmen’s waist. Looking up at the squirming Latina, she leaned in, lifted Carmen’s shirt, and planted a soft kiss on Carmen’s flat stomach. Her fingers pulled open the button at the top of Carmen’s jeans and slowly lowered the zipper. Alyssa slowly kissed each new section of exposed skin, then slowly dropped the loose denim to the floor. Carmen stepped out of the jeans and exhaled softly, closing her eyes to hold off her impatience.

I heard a soft knock on the door and stood to open it. Becky was outside, and she smiled up at me. Her eyes looked me up and down and tried to look past me into the room. I leaned against the frame and smiled back at her.

“Are you sure you want to come in?” I asked seriously.

“Yes, J,” she affirmed, “ever since I saw all those beautiful sexy girls smiling with you, I’ve been curious what your secret is.”

“You won’t get in trouble with the hotel?” I asked again, not wanting to get Becky in trouble.

“Jerry is cool. I’ve covered for him before,” Becky assured me.

I opened the door and let her walk past me. She stopped a few steps into the suite, and I closed the door behind her, putting out the Do Not Disturb sign and locking the latch. I stepped up behind Becky as she watched Alyssa slowly pull Carmen’s shirt up, drawing it out with small kisses across Carmen’s caramel-colored skin.

“She’s unwrapping her for you.” I whispered to Becky, “Can I unwrap you for her?”

“Oh, yes…” she uttered, captivated.

I stood behind her and unzipped the side of her uniform skirt, pushing it down to pool at her feet. Becky took a step out of the bundle, and I reached around her and unbuttoned her blouse. I could feel the heat of her body as I undid each button. I felt her nipples harden under my forearms as I undid the middle buttons. I secured the bottom button and pulled the top back over her shoulders and down over her body. Becky took another step forward when the blouse settled against her bare toes.

I looked past her, and Carmen was nude. Alyssa had turned her towards us and was standing behind Carmen. Alyssa’s pale hands were cupping Carmen’s round tits as she whispered things in her ears. Carmen’s eyes watched Becky lustfully as I undid Becky’s bra strap. Becky kept her eyes looking forward. I could only imagine the smoldering look she was giving Carmen as I pulled her white lace bra from her chest. Her body was tanned all over, with no tan lines over her large round breasts. I looked over to appreciate the sexy blonde’s body and saw her small rosy nipple hardened in arousal.

Finally, as Alyssa ran her hands all over Carmen’s body, I took off the final piece of wrapping paper. I hooked my thumbs into Becky’s white lace panties and slowly pushed them to the ground. I looked at Carmen and watched as her eyes traced down Becky’s legs in line with the travel of the underwear. When the panties touched the top of Becky’s feet, she took one final step forward and leaned into to kiss Carmen lightly on the lips.

Carmen lifted her hands and wrapped her arms around Becky, pulling her into her dark body. They kissed deeply, and Becky slowly pushed Carmen back towards the bed. I took hold of Alyssa’s hand, and she stepped from behind Carmen into my arms. Carmen sat on the bed as Becky stood over her, leaning down, still engaged in their kiss. Suddenly Kelly’s blond head came from behind Carmen’s shoulder, and her hand slid around Becky’s side. Becky lifted her head in surprise. Then Kelly was kissing her from behind Carmen. Lexi slid off the bed and walked toward us.

“It’s getting too crowded on that bed,” Lexi giggled. “Can I join you two?”

“I’d love that,” Alyssa said, pulling Lexi in for a deep kiss.

I coaxed them through the adjoining door and guided them to the bed. I looked in the other room where Carmen had laid back with Kelly leaning over her. Kelly was deeply kissing Becky, the two tanned and busty blondes almost mirrors above the dark lithe body of Carmen. I turned back to my room as I finally started to undress. I enjoyed the view of Lexi lying over Alyssa, her knee between Aly’s open thighs.

I watched as Lexi kissed Alyssa deeply. I undressed and watched Lexi kiss her way down Alyssa’s curves. She took her time, enjoying Aly’s soft round breasts before kissing down her abdomen. Freeing myself from my clothes, I gripped my hard-on as I walked to the bed. Sliding down next to Alyssa, I kissed her deeply, letting my tongue dance across her lips.

“Watching you undress Carmen was so hot,” I said as she opened her eyes to look at me.

I lost myself in her blue eyes, magnified by her ever-present glasses. She smiled back at me and slipped her hand behind my neck, pulling me back to her open mouth. She exhaled a moan into my mouth, and I assumed Lexi had found her honeypot.

“Mmmmm, yes,” Aly moaned, “I wanted her for myself, but there is time for that later.”

“Will you let me watch you?” I asked softly, running a finger down her chest, then tracing the outline of her crinkled areole.

“I might,” Aly teased, “if you’ll let me watch you fuck… God! Lex, your tongue feels so good.”

I lowered my mouth to Aly’s nipple and sucked in the stiff nub. She ran her fingers through my short hair sensuously—her soft moans were music to my ears. I felt a hand on my thigh and looked down to see Lexi looking up at me while she was lapping Aly. Her eyes brightened in a smile as her fingers found my hip, then traced along til her wrist bumped against my erection. She moved her hand to grip my shaft softly.

“Ohhh, don’t STOP!” Aly cried as Lexi lifted her mouth to suck on the head of my cock.

Lexi quickly returned to lapping Aly’s crevice. Aly placed her hands on Lexi’s head to ensure her tongue wouldn’t wander again. Lexi used her palm and fingers to spread her slippery saliva around my throbbing knob. I wondered if my powers could be used to make Lexi a second mouth. I moved up and kissed Aly on the mouth, and she hungrily kissed me back. Lexi’s hand on my cock seemed to match Aly’s moans. Our breathing fell into time with Lexi’s oral ministrations.

Overstimulated, I disengaged and rolled from Lexi’s hand. Sliding off the bed, I walked around where Lexi’s tight behind was raised as she knelt between Aly’s splayed legs. I walked behind her, and she spread her legs slightly wider. I knelt on the floor and kissed up her thighs until I could nuzzle my nose between her buns and lap my tongue around her nether lips. I found I had to share time with Lexi’s fingers as she was frigging her clit and lapping Aly’s labia. Tasting Lexi’s sweet, tangy nectar, I rose to my feet. I slid forward and nudged my purplish knob against her gaping lips. Lexi moaned into Aly’s cunt, eliciting an echoed moan from Aly. Lexi reached back; her fingers returned to my shaft and guided me to her needy lips.

“Oh god, YES! I missed feeling your cock in me!” Lexi moaned, looking back at me over her shoulder.

I smiled at Lexi as I slid my cock deep into her, feeling her ass press back against my thighs. I looked past her and saw Alyssa, arched back lifting her hips to where Lexi’s lips had been. Lexi returned to her pussy eating, and I started to drive my shaft in and out our Lexi’s velvety tunnel. Each time I thrust into her, I could see Aly’s body shake, her luscious boobs bouncing as I rammed Lexi further in Aly’s needy sex.

I saw a blush lift Aly’s chest as she arched back, combing her fingers through Lexi’s red curls and pulling her to her core. I accelerated my thrusts, pulling almost out of her tight snatch before drilling back in deep. I set up a seismic wave that traveled through the trembling flesh in front of me as I drove my cock deeper and faster. I grabbed Lexi’s firm hips and started to pull her back before my hips thrust her forward.

”OHHHH FUCK! YES! MAKE ME CUM!” Aly finally shouted, lifting her head, eyes wild and unfocused. She managed to lock on my eyes as I watched her body rut instinctively, her hips quivering into Lexi’s hungry mouthing. I stared back at Aly and was lost as my body went into automatic drive. We soared together, sandwiching Lexi between us. We drove our heated bodies into a lusty climax.

“CUMMING!” Alyssa exalted.

Her body spasmed as she fell back, her eyes rolling around as her legs shook with involuntary twitches. Lexi sealed her mouth around Aly’s quivering cunt, and I could only imagine how wonderful her tongue felt as she lapped up Aly’s juices. Aly’s orgasm heated my own, and my thrusts became animalistic.

“OH FUCK! YES! SLAM THAT COCK INTO ME!” Lexi shouted, pulling her face from Aly’s twitching flesh.

I pulled Lexi back onto my cock, pulling her firmly into my groin. I felt my balls lift tight against me. I slammed into Lexi and felt my crown pulse as my cum ejaculated deep inside her womb. My ejaculations triggered Lexi’s orgasm, and her tight pussy trembled in waves milking more of my cum from my shaft.

“OH MY GOD!” Lexi raved as her body shivered on the bed.

I stepped back, pulling my cock from Lexi’s pussy with an audible plop. Lexi rolled to her side, then rose to snuggle against Alyssa. Alyssa combed through Lexi’s hair, her eyes closed as she recovered from her orgasm. They shared a sweet, tender kiss, and Lexi curled her body into Alyssa’s, their hands roaming gently over their skin.

“Oh, Carmen! Lick my pussy!” I heard from the next room and stepped towards the voices.

Becky was on her knees, and I could see Carmen’s dark hair cascading down the end of the bed as she lapped at Becky’s pussy. Kelly was bent over between Carmen’s legs, and though I couldn’t see her head, I knew she was feasting on Becky’s nipples. I felt a jolt quiver through my cock, and I followed the voices and wandered back into their room.

I leaned over Becky’s shoulder and kissed her neck as her head rolled back. Her hips moved up and back as she rubbed her pussy on Carmen’s willing lips. I looked down and caught Kelly’s eye as she suckled Becky’s nipple into her mouth, noticing that Kelly’s free hand was busy shoving two fingers into Carmen’s pussy below her. Becky kissed my cheek, and I turned my head to find her lips. I gasped as she thrust her tongue into me and felt a wet tongue on my cock head.

“Mmmm… that tastes like Lexi,” Carmen cooed.

I pulled away from Becky and looked down as Carmen tilted her head back and sucked my crown into her mouth. Becky kept rocking. Carmen sucked my shaft into her throat, and I felt Carmen’s head slowly move back and forth as Becky rubbed her cunt into Carmen’s chin. I let Carmen continue to suck my cock back to life.

I looked over Becky to Kelly, “Lie on your back, Kelly,” I instructed.

I nuzzled into Becky’s neck and nibbled next to her ear as she continued to ride Carmen’s chin slowly. Kelly laid back on the bed and opened her legs, sliding her fingers up and down her slippery snatch. Kelly’s lips were open and dusky pink in arousal.

“Look at Kelly,” I whispered, “you should have a taste of her.”

Becky turned to me, and kissed me, then nodded.

“Will you fuck me if I do?” She asked softly.

I simply nodded. Carmen pulled off me with a slurp. Becky leaned down and crawled towards Kelly, who locked eyes with her blonde friend. Carmen disengaged and rolled off the bed. She wrapped her arms around me beside me and hugged her sexy body against mine.

“Thank you for my present,” she cooed into my ear, “she is an awesome pussy licker. Can I help you fuck her?”

I could only nod as I climbed on the bed. Carmen grabbed my cock, and pulled me closer to Becky’s raised bottom. I crawled forward on my knees between Becky’s legs while Carmen aligned my revived knob with Becky’s engorged lips.

”I got her ready for you, stud,” Carmen said, “ride her home.”

I slid my cock slowly into Becky’s pussy. Her shaft was tight, but I slid into the root. Carmen kissed me, thrusting her tongue into my mouth as I started a slow rocking motion.

”Mmm Becky, lick my pretty pussy,” Kelly coaxed.

I moved my head to watch Kelly as I rocked in and out of Becky’s sex. Kelly lifted her breasts, her fingers playing with her rigid nipples as she moaned to Becky’s oral urging. Carmen grabbed my ass and pulled me into Becky, encouraging me to fuck her new friend faster. Kelly lifted one hand to Becky’s head, holding her golden locks steady as she rolled her hips, lifting them to meet her tongue.

As my motions steadily accelerated, Carmen crawled up to Kelly and kissed her deeply. They shared some quiet words that I couldn’t hear. My thrusts smacked my thighs against Becky’s ass in a rhythmic slapping. Then Carmen rose and lifted her leg over Kelly’s head and straddled her blond mane head. She faced me and lowered her dark curls over Kelly’s outstretched mouth. Carmen raised her eyes to mine, and we locked into each other’s stare for a second before Carmen’s eyes closed. Kelly lifted her arms, wrapping them around Carmen’s thighs and pulling her down to her mouth.

Thanks to my last orgasm, my rigid cock went into automatic. I would have surely blown my load there and then had I not already just cum. The scene was so erotic, Carmen’s lusty body undulating over Kelly’s beautiful face. Their lovely breasts swayed in time with my thrusts into Becky’s pussy. Becky’s golden locks swayed as she enthusiastically lapped at Kelly’s needy sex. We seemed to lock into a hive mind as we let our bodies slowly accelerate into our bliss.

Becky was the first to fire off, her pussy clamping around my cock, holding me deep inside her as she cried out in a scream of agonizing ecstasy. Carmen went off next as she watched Becky’s body shiver. I felt Becky convulsing as I rode her through her orgasm and watched Carmen’s pussy flood Kelly’s face, her juices running down Kelly’s throat. That set off Kelly, and her whole body seemed to levitate off the bed. The room seemed to glow as her back arched in passion. Her nipples were obscenely hard as her breasts rose between the four of us. The sight of the three quivering launched me, and I groaned my lust into the moaning room. I rammed my cock into Becky’s cunt and blasted three jets deep into her belly.

My orgasm set Becky off again, and the whole cycle went off as all the girls quaked together. Carmen rolled to one side of Kelly while Becky slid down the other. I staggered back, cum drooling from the tip of my cock, as I watched the three women twitch and shake as their bodies were still overloaded from the exertion. I felt four arms wrap around me, four breasts pressed into my back.

”Damn, hon!” sighed Alyssa, “that was fucking hot!”

“I’ve never seen anything like that,” Lexi confessed.

“I think I need to lie down,” I said.

I let myself be led back to the other room. Alyssa slid down on the bed and pulled me beside her. Lexi leaned over and cleaned the oozing cum from my cock with loving care. She looked up at me, checking to see if her touch was too much, then licked all of the slick remains of the explosive orgasms from my cock and balls. I pulled Alyssa to me and found her mouth to kiss her deeply. I dozed off to her tender kisses and light caresses.













CHAPTER
 ELEVEN












I am
 unsure how long I dozed to the soft touches of Lexi and Alyssa. I wake up to wonderful sensations centered on my phallus and nipples. I shook my head to lose the cobwebs and tilted my head to see Alyssa’s blue eyes looking up at me from my chest.

“There you are,” Aly smiled. “Lexi and I were afraid you were out for the night.”

“Just resting, love,” I expressed.

“I hope you indulged in enough rest for one more round,” Alyssa teased.

I looked past her to where Lexi was giving me a luscious blowjob. My cock seemed to be reviving again. Lexi looked at me as she ran her small hand up and down my erection.

“I want to watch you fuck, Aly,” Lexi said bawdily.

“Who am I to refuse two lovely ladies?” I asked and started to sit up.

“No,” Aly said, pressing down on my chest, “Let us do the work this time.”

I lay back on the bed and tucked my hands behind my head. I tried to appear calm about the situation, but inside I was still amazed. I recalled the erotic scenes that I had just engaged in. First, fucking Lexi while she licked Alyssa into orgasm. Then I stumbled into our adjoining room and invited myself to the threesome of ladies frolicking. I fucked Becky, the desk clerk of the hotel we were staying at, while she licked Kelly, while Kelly was mouth fucking Carmen. Our orgasmic climax still echoed in my mind’s eye.

My eyes flickered back to the present as Alyssa rose to her knees and lifted one of her legs over my abdomen. She settled in over me and leaned down, kissing me deeply. I felt her soft breasts pressing into my chest, her hard nipples like marbles rolling on my skin. The grip on my cock tightened as Lexi moved my erection towards Alyssa’s pert bottom. Alyssa rocked back, and I felt the knob of my cock nestle between her engorged slick lips. Lexi’s fingers slid down my shaft and cupped my heavy balls as Alyssa slid down.

When she impaled herself on me completely, she pushed off my chest. Lifting her hands to her breasts, she cupped her tits and wrapped a thumb under each hard nipple. Wrapping her fingers around the tips, she pulled erotically. She wriggled her hips, seating my cock in her cunt, and started a slow, rippling ride.

Looking up at Alyssa, I saw Lexi’s red hair appear from behind her. She wrapped her arms around Alyssa’s waist, pressed her mouth to the nape of Alyssa’s neck, and kissed her sensuously. Alyssa closed her eyes as her head rocked back in passion. Lexi lifted her eyes to mine as I watched her suck on Alyssa’s exposed neck. I unconsciously licked my lips as I watched Alyssa turn her head and kiss Lexi’s cheek. Lexi faced her and locked lips with Alyssa engaging in a deep soulful kiss. Alyssa’s gyrations on my cock were like a soft grip, rocking up and down, while small circles of her hips twisted my shaft in her molten tube.

Alyssa lowered her hands to my chest and concentrated her movements to ride my cock. I lifted my hands to her heavy breasts, only to find I had to adjust to the second pair of hands. Lexi had her fingers pressed into the tender flesh. I grabbed Lexi’s hand, pulled it away, and continued pulling. She twisted around Alyssa’s undulating body and lay on the bed next to me. I kissed her mouth, sliding my tongue between her open mouth. She moaned softly as she slid her tongue into my mouth.

“I want to taste you again,” I moaned into Lexi’s ear when our lips parted.

She smiled, her green eyes wide with passion, and crawled up the side of me. Alyssa rose, still impaled on my cock, and licked her lips as she watched Lexi lift her leg over my head. I curled my hands around Lexi’s thighs as she lowered her sex to my mouth. My tongue extended from my lips and lapped along Lexi’s extended inner labia, flush with excitement. I tasted the remnants of our earlier copulation; my spunk mixed with her tangy juice was delicious. I hungrily covered her mound with my lips and sucked deeply, extending my tongue into her slit.

From between Lexi’s muscular thighs, my view was limited. I imagined Lexi leaning forward to kiss Alyssa as she rose and fell on my cock. I dreamed of watching their pillowy breasts press together as they embraced above me. I lifted my hips, encouraging an increase in the speed of Aly’s thrusts. I eagerly lapped and cleaned every crevice of Lexi’s cleft. I used my hands to pull her pussy tight to my mouth and was rewarded with a delicious rubbing as she worked her pussy onto my face.

Lexi’s sweet juices soon flowed freely from her excited slit and lapped like a kitten, swallowing small mouthfuls. Her moisture collected on my cheeks and chin as my tongue found her hard button. She squealed as I swirled around her clit my nose pressed between her heated lips. Alyssa lowered her hands to my hips, supporting her as she rapidly rode my cock. I could feel my balls begin to tighten and used my body to ride the wave of ecstasy and transfer the lusty passion to my bedmates.

Our bodies quivered, and the voices of the girls above me rose loudly. I was moaning as our ministrations reached a crescendo of passion. I felt Alyssa slam her pussy down onto me, then grip my cock hard. Vibrations from her orgasm rippled along my shaft, coaxing my ejaculation. I lifted my hips as I poured ropes of cum deep into her womb. Lexi’s hips went into overdrive as I held my tongue to her hard clit, and with a final thrust, she stilled, and a gush of her fluid poured down my face. I moved my mouth to her flowing slit and drank from the lusty well.

Lexi fell to one side of me, then curled around snakelike to rest against my side. Alyssa rose off me, releasing my spent cock to flop against my belly, and laid on my other side. Their breaths came in gasps as they recovered. My chest rose and fell as if completing a marathon. I drunkenly pulled the sheets over us, then turned and nuzzled into Alyssa. Lexi wrapped her arms around me, spooning me from behind. As our breathing slowed, we all dozed and then slept.






*beep beep* *beep beep*









I awoke to the sound of Lexi’s alarm. She lifted her arm across my chest, turned off the beeping from her watch, then stretched and kissed me.

“Time for my run,” Lexi sighed, “I wonder if Carmen is awake.”

“What time is it?” I asked softly, not wanting to wake Alyssa on my other side.

“6:30 a.m.” said Lexi sitting on the edge of the bed, “I love to run just as the sun is rising. It’s so beautiful.”

“Come back to bed, Lexi,” I offered. “It’s way too early!”

“Jeremiah,” she soothed, leaning over and kissing me lightly, “I need to do this, and I’m beginning to feel guilty for letting my training go. I know we’ll have time later.”

“Okay, Lex,” I agreed, happy that my adjustments last night took hold, “have fun.”

I heard her walk into the other room, then some complaining from Carmen, and more rustling. My bladder indicated it needed relief, so I quietly withdrew from Alyssa. Sliding off the bed carefully, I walked toward the bathroom. I looked into the other suite on my way.

Lexi wore her thermal running tights and pulled on a tight, long-sleeved jersey. Carmen pulled on some baggy sweatpants and looked around for her sweatshirt that Alyssa had stripped from her last night. Kelly was fast asleep past the two dressing runners on the bed while Becky was awake and looking at her watch. Lexi and Carmen sat on the edge of the bed and slipped on their running shoes as I leaned against the doorway adjoining our rooms.

“I don’t see why we can’t run later,” Carmen complained. “It’ll be warmer, brighter.”

“Let’s get this done now,” Lexi lectured. “Starts the day right, then we watch the sunrise.”

“Whatever, I said I’d run with you,” Carmen lamented. “Let’s do this.”

As they stood up, they noticed me watching them, naked, from the doorway.

“Ack!” Carmen joked, laughing, “Don’t tempt me with that thing! Let’s go, Lexi, or I’ll never leave!”

Lexi smiled at me and kissed my cheek as she passed their door. Carmen walked up and kissed me on the lips.

“I’ll talk to the both of you later,” she said, squeezing my flaccid cock.

“Enjoy your run,” I called.

Becky had found her panties and was tracking back, picking up her clothes. She looked up at me as she rose, hands full of her clothes. Her round breasts bounced nicely as she found her bra and dropped the rest of her clothes on a side table.

“I need to get out before the next shift starts,” she explained.

“I enjoyed having you here,” I began watching her dress with a smile.

She smiled back at me as she fastened her bra in the front and rotated the band, so the cups were dangling below her belly. I felt my cock swell a bit as she pulled her arms through the straps and helped pour her breasts into the garment.

“Down, boy!” she laughed, “I wish I had more time, but all I have is my uniform. I can’t let the next manager see me walking out in this, smelling like sex.”

“Oh, I understand,” I smiled back as she stepped into her skirt and finished dressing, “Take it as the highest of compliments. After last night, I thought I wouldn’t get an erection for a week.”

She laughed and stepped towards me as she buttoned her blouse, “Thank you, J, it was wild.”

She kissed my cheek, grabbed her flats, then left without another word. Left alone with two sleeping girls, I decided to use the bathroom in Kelly’s suite. I pulled the outer door slightly closed to let Alyssa sleep more and walked into the bathroom. I realized how sticky and dry my crotch was while peeing and decided to take a quick shower.

I was enjoying the hot spray with my eyes closed, recalling the last few hours’ events. I let the water run down me as I remembered that I’d had more sex in the previous week than I’d had in the rest of my life. I smiled cockily and reached for the soap. I felt an arm wrap around me, and I turned quickly.

“I’m beginning to think that you’re withholding something from me, J,” said Kelly with a flirty smile.

“What would I keep from you, Kelly?” I asked, smiling and wrapping her in my arms.

“This,” Kelly said impishly, grabbing my tumescent shaft, “It’s been inside every other girl in this room. I want my turn!”

I laughed, “I was saving the best for last, Kel,”

“Flattery will get you everywhere,” she smiled, wrapped her arms around my neck, and pulled me down to kiss her.

I turned her around, so the water poured over her blonde hair, watching it darken slightly as it plastered to her tanned skin. The brownish golden strands draped down her chest, the water cascading between her round globes. Her hand stayed on my shaft, firmly letting her fingers slide up and down its length. I kissed her slowly, softly, opening her lips with my tongue as we kissed deeply.

As we kissed, I recalled how I first met her. The torrid sex we shared in the next few hours, where I’d enjoyed the feel of being inside of her three times. It was true that since we all got together yesterday, Kelly was the only one my cock had not been inside. I was disturbed at the thought; I reckoned I was more of a gentleman. Kelly must have sensed my regret because she broke off the kiss and looked up at me, her blue eyes smiling.

“What’s the matter, J?” she asked in her sweet voice.

“I was feeling bad about not being with you,” I confessed, “a bit guilty over everything that’s happened.”

“Oh, Jeremiah, I was just teasing,” Kelly scolded, “You are only one man!”

“Last week, you didn’t even know me,” I replied, my erection softening as I processed my feelings, “You were breaking up with your boyfriend because he wanted to have sex with you. You’ve changed so much; I think it’s all my fault!”

“Jeremiah,” she hugged me close, “stop that. Stop. I couldn’t be happier.”

I sighed, not wanting to get into a long conversation. I reached and grabbed a bar of soap. I started to soap up her chest and smiled down at her. I pushed my feelings aside and put on a brave face. She seemed to buy it, smiling up at me as I lathered up her breasts.

“I think we need to wash the sex off you,” I commented, remembering our first short shower.

“Oh yes, I have a lot of sex on me,” Kelly giggled, obviously remembering the same thing.

I handed the bar of soap to her. She started lathering up my chest, and we were playfully cleaning each other. We started on the safe places, the upper chest, and arms. She turned, and I soaped her back, enjoying a few rubs on her round bottom. She turned, and I offered my back to her, and she took much more time squeezing my hard buttocks.

“I think you have a great ass,” she commented, “but I get more joy from this,” she reached around and grabbed my penis.

I chuckled and rotated so she could clean my private parts. Her actions resulted in a growing erection, and she smiled at me gleefully. I smiled back and pulled her to me, her soft breasts pressing into my skin. Her fingers and hand kept sliding up and down my expanding cock, pressing into her belly as we enjoyed our hug.

“Now that the sex is all gone,” I started. “Let’s dry off and get it all over us again!”

“Oh goody!” she squealed and quickly started rinsing the suds from our bodies.

We found towels and spent a few moments drying off so we wouldn’t drip puddles through the bathroom. Then I chased her to the bed and spent a few minutes drying each part of her body and tenderly kissing all over her warm, soft. After toweling her off completely, I laid down and let her do the same. It felt very sensual, the soft towel rubbing against my skin. The soft touch of her body parts as she leaned over me. In the end, my cock was rigid with arousal. She tossed the towel away, kneeled between my legs, and looked up at me.

“I remember when we first had sex,” Kelly said, “you laid me down and licked my pussy.”

Her hand lightly held my cock, slowly stroking its length, “It felt so good having you lick me,” she continued, “I want to return the favor.”

She looked radiant. Her wet hair cascaded down her shoulders. Her heavy breasts swayed as she rose to open her lips and licked the tip of my cock. Her blue eyes locked on mine as she licked around the rim. I gasped in pleasure when she slid her mouth over my knob and filled her mouth with my manhood. She proceeded to suck much of my length into her mouth and bobbed her head up and down. Her cheeks depressed as she sucked, delivering a delicious feeling up and down my engorged shaft. Her fingers dropped to my balls and softly caressed my jewels.

She soon had me gasping with pleasure.

“Kelly,” I moaned, “if I cum in your mouth, I’m not sure I can fuck you.”

She looked up at me and paused, considering her options.

“I want to fuck you, Kelly,” I clarified, “I want to fuck you now.”

She smiled and pulled her mouth off my cock with a soft plop. She crawled over my body, trapping my erection between our bodies as she kissed me. She relaxed on top of me, her breasts pressing into my chest as we kissed deeply. With a low growl, I wrapped my arms around her and twisted, rolling her onto her back on the bed.

She gasped at the rapid turn and wrapped her legs around my waist. I lifted my hips and reached between us to notch my head between her wet lips. I looked into her eyes and felt my head engage between her lips. I slowly thrust into her, and her eyes widened in arousal before they rolled back as she moaned.

“Oh, Jeremiah,” she sighed, “I’ve missed this. I’ve missed having your cock in me.”

I lowered my mouth to hers, slipping my tongue between her lips. She sucked on my tongue as I thrust my cock in and out of her velvety pussy. She was so tight, but I easily slid deep inside. Her ample lubrication encouraged me to fuck her with several swift strokes. She moaned loudly as her whole body shook with my thrusts. I slowed my thrusts, enjoying a slow, languorous fuck. Her warm, soft body felt wonderful as I moved over her.

I hungrily lowered my mouth to her breast, enveloping her nipple with my lips and battering her firm nipple with my tongue. She wrapped her heels behind my bottom, pulling me tighter to her. I moved my mouth to her other breast, my hand grasping the newly freed breast. I switched back and forth, distracting myself from the sensual feeling of sliding my prick deep inside. I pressed her breasts together so her nipples were side by side and slid my tongue between the two hard nubs. Then I sucked both nipples deep into my mouth.

I popped off of her breasts and rose onto my knees. I reached back, wrapped my arms around her calves, and gently pushed them back. I lifted her legs, forcing her knees back towards her ears. This motion allowed me to thrust deeper into her fevered cunt. Kelly responded by holding her knees back with her hands as I started to piston into her with animalistic vigor. I watched as my cock slid out of her slit, her engorged labia clinging to my shaft and wrapping around the ring of my head. When I slid my cock back in, the lips slipped back inside. I lowered my thumb to Kelly’s engorged clit, and flicked it.

That was too much for Kelly, and she jerked hard. Unable to arch, her legs splayed so far back, her whole body quivered. I felt her pussy spasm around my cock, and her ejaculation pulsed into my groin, sluicing down my shaft and dripping off my balls. I roared as my release overcame me and slammed deep into her, jetting off pulses of cum deep inside.

I rested, letting Kelly’s legs slide down. I stayed deep inside her pussy, feeling electric pulses as her orgasm subsided. As I slowed my breathing, I lowered myself to kiss Kelly softly. Then I felt the bed move, and a hand caressed my ass. I turned my head and saw Alyssa crawling up beside me with a smile on her face.

“Jeremiah,” she said sensuously, “I love to watch you fuck.”

I smiled back, a bit surprised to see Alyssa beside me while I was still embedded in Kelly. I needed a second to settle my thoughts as she leaned over to kiss me softly, then leaned down to kiss Kelly. Kelly traced her fingers through Alyssa’s soft brown hair, and I gave up my insecurities and hugged the two beautiful women I was sharing a bed with. Kelly and Alyssa parted, and I slid between them, my cock slipping from Kelly’s pussy, and sliding over her thigh wetly.

“Great!” Kelly laughed, “I’ve got SEX all over me!”

Alyssa and I laughed, and the girls leaned over to kiss me. They took turns, apparently having a competition to who could kiss me more passionately. I enjoyed their oral exercises and felt my cock begin to swell with increased arousal. Alyssa rubbed down my chest, and as her hand slid lower, she felt my hard-on.

“Jeremiah,” she exclaimed as she wrapped her hand around my shaft. “Don’t you ever get enough?”

That made us all crack up in laughter. Both girls started moving their kisses lower, a slow-paced race down my chest, across my abdomen, until they met in a dead heat, kissing the tip of my cock. I raised my elbows and watched as Alyssa and Kelly shared slow licks and quick sucks of my engorged cocks.

Suddenly, the door opened, and we saw Lexi and Carmen walk into the room. They stopped in mid-stride, the door closing behind them. They were both glowing with sweat from their run, their faces flushed.

Carmen rolled her eyes, “Ay yie you, don’t you ever stop?”

Lexi clapped gleefully, “Oooh, I want to join in!”

Carmen grabbed Lexi’s hand, “A shower first, speedy. I promise I’ll clean you very thoroughly.”

The girls laughed at the interruption. Carmen tugged Lexi into the shower room while Lexi kept her eyes on the three of us. Alyssa took advantage of the interruption to swing around and slide her legs over my abdomen. Kelly held my cock steady while Alyssa lifted my cock and fitted it inside her pussy. She looked down at me, her brown tresses cascading like a sheet around her face. Her blue eyes, magnified by her ever-present glasses, locked onto mine as I felt my shaft fill her tunnel. I lifted my hands to grip her breasts as she started to ride me.

Kelly grabbed my head and turned it to her, kissing me deeply while Aly fucked me. I moved one hand over to grab one of Kelly’s breasts as we kissed. I explored the difference between each lover’s boob in my hands. Kelly’s felt heavier, but Alyssa’s nipples seemed harder. Aly’s nipples were more petite, and Kelly’s light pink aureole was less apparent. This brief exploration did little to distract me from the delicious feeling of Aly riding my cock.

Having just orgasmed, I wasn’t too sensitive, but Alyssa was riding me hard. She was chasing her orgasm and was racing to the finish as quickly as she could. I lowered my hand to rub her clit from her breast, and she started bucking hard. Inhaling in gasps, she moaned loudly.

“OH FUCK, I’M CUMMING!” Alyssa screamed, and I wondered if we had any neighbors.

She collapsed down onto me and rolled off on the side of me opposite Kelly. As she rolled off, a quickly showered Lexi was ready to pounce. She crawled up on the bed and took a quick suck from my knob, enjoying the taste of Alyssa. Then with Kelly helping, she slid onto my cock and started up where Alyssa left off. I was starting to feel like a life-sized Sybian machine.

“Ready to race?” Lexi asked, sliding her fiery hot pussy over my rigid shaft.

I could only nod as she moved her athletic body up and down. She lifted her knees and started moving up and down my cock. With a perverted deep knee bend, she found a quick pace and rattled off a dozen repetitions, leaving me breathless. Then moving into a jockey position, Lexi leaned into me and rode me hard. Her small breasts ran up and down my chest as she galloped towards her orgasm. Looking up at me with wild eyes, she tossed her hair and moaned.

“FUCK! YES!” she exalted, slamming down onto me one last stroke.

Her pussy quivered deliciously, her tiny body quaking as she rode through her orgasm. Spent, she slid off me, revealing Carmen standing behind her.

“Damn, Lexi!” Carmen said, “I hope you saved some for the rest of us?”

Carmen winked at me, kneeling between my legs, and climbed onto the bed. She lowered her mouth over my twitching cock, took my whole length in her mouth, and slowly sucked as she pulled it back out. Feeling my balls rise, she used both hands to jerk up and down my cock. She held her mouth over the cock head, sealing her lips around it, as she bathed the slit with hungry lapping licks. I lifted my hips and roared.

“You’re gonna make me CUM!” I shouted as I felt the first pulse start in my balls.

Carmen took my first jet in her mouth, then pulled off with a plop. She continued to milk my cock, pointing it at my belly, and four more ropes of cum shot up against my chest. The streams of cum slowed, coating my abdomen with my seed. Carmen smiled at me as I watched her milk a couple of oozing drops onto my pubic hair.

“Have some breakfast, ladies!” Carmen announced to the other three girls.

Carmen treated herself to sucking the cum from my stem while Kelly and Lexi knelt together on one side, with Alyssa on the other. The three heads licked up the cum, like kittens drinking milk from a saucer. Then Kelly and Lexi shared a kiss, their tongues deep in each other’s mouths. Alyssa slid up to me, her blue eyes wide with awe.

“That was amazing to watch,” she said before kissing me deeply.

I tasted the salty tang of my seed on her tongue. Which only overloaded my senses, and I felt my cock pulse weakly once more before retracting from the last eruptive orgasm. Carmen squealed with the unexpected treat, sucking the load from the over-sensitive tip. I moaned in response, overcome with too many sensations.

“STOP!” I cried, suddenly sitting up and pushing Carmen away from my deflating prick.

“I’ve had too much,” I tried to explain to her shocked eyes.

I hurried off the bed, so many thoughts and emotions passing through my brain. I knew I’d say too much or wrong if I spoke. I looked at all four lovely girls. They looked back at me with shock. That look was too much. I was sure they despised me. I turned my back on them and walked to the other suite. I held my sobs until I’d passed through the portal, then cried as I headed to the bathroom. The noise of the shower would dampen the sound of my crying.

The shower’s hot water stung my skin as I stood under the spray. I needed the scourging heat to help me begin to assess my thoughts. I allowed myself to cry; I wasn’t sure which emotions prompted the tears. Was it frustration, remorse, sadness, or guilt? Maybe it was just pure exhaustion. I couldn’t process all my feelings at once. Since we returned from dinner, I had intercourse with five lusty females, one I had only met hours before. Two of them had been altered by me, allowing our first sexual sessions only a week ago. The other two had been modified by me differently. I cycled through dark toxic thoughts that I had selfishly facilitated everything by using my powers.

I was sure I had crossed some cosmic line, drifting across it with reckless use of my powers. I tried to determine if my energy was corrupting my soul. I could justify my actions by telling myself that all the girls were happy, but how could they be free when I could use them so quickly for my lust? I cried my remorse into the steamy spray as I worked through the pain in my thoughts.

I felt a pair of hands wrap around my chest, under my nipples. Soft breasts pressed into my back. I stiffened, not wanting to be tempted again so soon. I stood rigidly, trying to control the sobs that coughed through my throat. I thought I couldn’t let any of the girls see my emotions—I had to be strong for them.

“Baby,” Alyssa asked, the concern in her voice breaking my resolve, and I regressed into body-heaving sobs.

“Baby, baby… shhhhhhh.” Alyssa soothed, just holding me as I cried.

“Aly, I’ve….” I started, “I’ve ruined those girls. They’ll never be the same.”

“Jeremiah,” she consoled, “I love you, baby, but you give yourself too much credit. You haven’t ruined anyone, but you might be ruining yourself.”

“I don’t know what you mean,” I gasped, “I’ve forced myself on five women without any regard for their values.”

“Jeremiah, stop it,” Alyssa said, turning me around and finding my eyes, “you have not forced me or any of us. You’ve changed us, enabled us to make choices, choices we made gladly, happily.”

“But,” I started, “How can I trust what you say is true? Since I’ve changed you too.”

“Stop, Jeremiah,” Alyssa said sternly, “be quiet and wash me. When I’m clean, I’ll get out—alone, while you finish your shower. Then we need to talk.”

“What about the others?” I asked.

“I’ll tell them we’ll meet them for breakfast,” Alyssa said, “they’re washing the SEX off again.”

Her teasing smile brought a quiver of a smile to my lips, and I nodded. I grabbed the hotel-provided shampoo and started to wash her hair. The routine, though sensuous, experience calmed my nerves. After she rinsed her hair, Alyssa exited the shower wrapping a towel around her breasts. Blowing me a kiss, she shut the shower door.

I concentrated the cleaning ritual on myself. I used a dab of shampoo to wash my cropped hair. I shut off the water while I soaped up my body. I roughly scrubbed my torso, legs, and groin, not punishing, just reinforcing that I was alive and this was real, not a dream or nightmare. Turning the water back on, I leaned my head back and let the water sluice down my face, rinsing the suds from my scalp and flowing down my face, neck, chest, then finally the rest of my body. I let myself stay still under the hot water until I had cleared my head of my torturous thoughts.

I opened the door and reached for a towel, drying my skin roughly with the cotton fabric, leaving a rosy blush on my skin. I wrapped the towel around my hips and walked back into our suite. Alyssa was sitting cross-legged on the bed, drying her hair with a towel. She was fully dressed in our weekend uniform of jeans and a tee shirt. She smiled at me as I came into the room.

“I’m sorry, Aly,” I started, “I left so abruptly. I think I was just overloaded. Did I upset any of the others?”

“No, Jeremiah,” Alyssa assured, “I told them you were just over-stimulated. I don’t think any of them, save me, understand how you are torturing yourself.”

I found my bag and opened it up. Rustling through the contents, I found a pair of briefs and slid them on under my towel. Suddenly it didn’t seem right to parade my naked manhood in front of Alyssa. Deep inside, I understood that a counseling session had started, and I was the subject. I pulled on a pair of jeans and then let my towel fall as I buttoned the fly of my jeans.

“Put on a shirt too, please,” Alyssa smiled, “I don’t want to be distracted by your abs while we talk.”

I laughed, understanding the situation. Alyssa and I always seemed to have an intuitive relationship. We knew when the other felt sad, happy, angry, or hopeful. I sensed I was missing something in what was happening, and Alyssa was about to fill in the blanks. I pulled over a comfortable tee shirt and sat on the bed opposite her.

“Okay, I’m ready, doctor,” I said, trying to inject some levity.

Alyssa leaned over and took my hand, “Jeremiah, I love you. Period. No questions. I have for quite a long time. Never question that. Never say that you made me love you. I already did.”

I gulped as I realized how serious her tone was. I loved her, too, though I hadn’t consciously realized it until we physically made love. That question was nagging in the back of my head in the past few days as we both engaged in wild sexual activities.

“I love you too….” I started, then ceased as she put a finger to my lips.

“I know, Jeremiah.” She finished with a smile. “I need you to understand that what you adjusted in me allowed me to express my love for you physically. That allowed my love for you to grow and our relationship to change. I love that we can be more than friends and are becoming truly lovers.”

I smiled, waiting — dreading the next word.

“But,” she started, then frowned as I began to frown, tears welled in my eyes, “Oh Jeremiah, hush, baby. Let me finish. I can’t stand to see you hurt. Listen, honey. Nothing is changing.”

I blinked and swallowed, shaking my head before forcing a smile to my lips, my heart beating hard in my chest.

“However,” Alyssa altered, “I am still very much attracted to women, particularly all the women you’ve brought into my life. I can feel myself falling in love with them, a different love than ours, but still, really love. I look forward to exploring that love emotionally and physically. I want to have that experience with you, Jeremiah.”

I gulped and nodded.

“I sense that you are feeling a lot of guilt about using your powers on all of us,” Alyssa said. “Can you tell me what you are feeling?”

“I don’t know if I can,” I admitted, “but I’ll try.”

I took a deep breath, then exhaled long and slow, collecting my thoughts.

“I sometimes wonder if any of you would choose to be with me if I hadn’t used my ability.” I started, “I know that Kelly and Lexi were celibate before I adjusted them. I feel guilty because I worry that I’ve made them into sluts, only hungry for sex. Before we met, Kelly broke up with her boyfriend because he wanted sex. Now, because of me, she is having sex with women and me. I feel like I’m responsible for corrupting her.”

“So you think sex is wrong?” Alyssa asked, “That it’s dirty and only to be used for procreation, not enjoyment.”

“No,” I admitted, “I love to explore.”

“So you just don’t want women to explore?” Alyssa extrapolated.

“Not that either,” I said. “Watching all of you explore each other was the hottest thing I’ve seen. I’m just worried if it would’ve even happened without my influence.”

“I would have,” Alyssa admitted honestly, “Carmen wanted to, and so did Becky, and both of them you haven’t adjusted. From my perspective, females enjoy exploring each other’s sexual responses. Your adjustments to Kelly and Lexi lowered their taboos about same-sex relationships and sex outside of a formal relationship. That preference is not exactly abnormal these days, Jeremiah.”

I shrugged, still unsure.

“Have they had sex with any other males besides yourself?” Alyssa asked.

“No, not that I know of,” I admitted.

“Would it bother you if they did?” she asked; her question caused a bit of pain in the back of my head.

“Would I be horrible if I said, yes, it would bother me,” I responded.

“Perhaps you have the issues, Jeremiah,” Alyssa stated flatly, “I am secure that you love me. I harbor no restrictions to who you decide to have sex with, so long as you are honest with yourself and me. I see sexuality as an expression of love and think love is a universal notion.”

She reached for my hand as I listened to her speak. Her eyes sought mine. When she locked her soft blue eyes on mine, she continued.

“I love you, Jeremiah,” she stated emphatically, “I love Carmen, Kelly, and Lexi too, just differently. I think it’s entirely okay if you love all of them as well. It’s not conventional. If we all stay together, it will be difficult. But we can find a way to all be together if that’s what you want. You must understand that YOU can control this, but you must make peace with your feelings.”

I lowered my eyes to where our hands met. I ran my fingers over the back of her hand as I processed my thoughts. I did have a deep feeling of responsibility for all of the girls. Even before I helped Carmen, I felt like I owed her something. Was that love? A facet of love, perhaps. What if we all left at the end of this weekend, and I never saw the other three again? I felt a pit of panic in my stomach as I processed that, and I understood. I nodded and opened my eyes to meet Alyssa’s blazing blue irises.

“I do love them all,” I admitted, “the thought of losing any of you, but you especially feel like lead in the pit of my soul. I didn’t want to admit I loved them because I thought I couldn’t love you too if I loved them.”

Alyssa smiled and nodded at me, “Love isn’t limited to only two people. Love is magnified with each new relationship. Love doesn’t mean sex, Jeremiah. Sex is just a physical way to show love. I think you still need to work on that. However, I think it’s wonderful that you love them, baby. I do. I also know you and I belong together, regardless.”

“What if they don’t feel the same way? What if they want me to choose?” I asked, dreading the answer.

“Jeremiah, you will never have to choose,” Alyssa said quietly. “You have the unique power to make sure you’ll never have to make that choice. You might choose never to exercise that power, making things interesting as we all deal with whatever choices each of us makes. If I were in your shoes, I’d keep it so we all feel the same way.”

“Even if it means modifying them?” I asked dumbfounded; it seemed unethical, perverse.

“Yes, even then, because your power doesn’t affect who each of them is,” Alyssa explained, “It only limits how they exercise their choices, whether they feel guilt or remorse. Your power can ensure they are free to act as they choose. As well as reinforce that choice with positive feedback.”

“I need your help, Alyssa,” I admitted, “I’ll always need your help. I need you to keep me honest.”

“I will, Jeremiah,” Alyssa said earnestly, “that’s what I’m doing now. You have something that Kelly and Lexi now lack, a super-ego that can influence either positively or negatively how you make choices. You’ve adjusted Carmen’s and mine to be more open, not more controlled. I’m trying to explain that to you. You need a fix, a modification.”

“I can’t see myself. I can’t modify myself,” I said on the edge of panic.

“Yes, you can.” Alyssa assured me, “we all can adjust without you, but it’s a slow process. A lot of psychiatry has to do with addressing these same feelings you are processing now. It requires us to be honest with ourselves and each other. We need to think things through and communicate our feelings. You’re fixing yourself right now, talking to me.”

I swallowed, trying to process what Alyssa was telling me. I could not see and adjust my moral boundaries. What I understood Alyssa meant was that my power was a more direct influence than a psychiatric session. I didn’t know how I felt about that, but if I could work on my feelings of repression and guilt, talking about them made my emotions less overwhelming.

“I feel a little better,” I admitted, “ thank you for being so patient with me.”

Alyssa leaned forward, and for the first time since she hugged me in the shower, she broke through the physical barrier and slid beside me. She wrapped her arms around me and kissed me on my cheek. She nibbled on my ear, then pulled my face to hers and kissed me on my mouth, a sweet, loving closed-mouth kiss.

“I love you, Jeremiah,” Alyssa smiled at me, running her fingers around the base of my skull, “counseling session is over. Can we eat? I’m so hungry; I could eat bacon!”

I laughed and slid my arms around her and lifted her. She wrapped her hands around my neck as I slid my arm under her knees. I carried her to the door to our room, then set her down and kissed her again. I opened the door, but Alyssa held her hand to it, stopping it from opening. I lifted an eyebrow in question.

“We need to adjust Kelly like we did Lexi last night,” Alyssa reminded, “so listen for my cues and be ready. Stay engaged with us, Jeremiah; you need to learn not to drift off when we’re all together talking.”

I nodded, then smiled at her, “I thought counseling was over?”

She playfully punched me in my belly, and I confessed, “Yes, doctor, I’ll be good.”

“Good!” she said, opening the door, “Because when we’re done with all this, I want you to be bad again.”

I groaned playfully but felt my loins stir at the thought. “I’m incurable,” I thought to myself. I slid my hand through Alyssa’s, and she folded her fingers between mine as we walked to the elevator. I could tell she was thinking of something because she was nibbling on her lip, a nervous habit that I found endearing.

“What about self-control?” she finally asked, looking up at me.

“What about self-control?” I answered. She hated when I repeated her question, and her blue eyes fired at me.

“You said you could feel self-control, along with their moral boundaries. So far, you’ve just been adjusting the moral profiles up or down. Can you influence someone’s self-control?”

“I don’t know,” I answered honestly.

“We’d have to experiment again,” she answered absently, retreating into her thoughts.
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The thought
 of being able to influence someone’s self-control was too tempting. I quickly scanned Alyssa’s profile in the elevator and centered on her familiar sexual curve. I pushed along the top of her moral curve with a slightly different tactic. It felt like flicking my tongue across the edge of my teeth. I wanted to reduce her usual level of self-control, but I wasn’t sure what, if anything, would happen.

I observed her as she was thinking her private thoughts. I heard her soft, sensual intake of breath as if just reliving an erotic memory. Her lips pressed together, then opened, the tip of her tongue slipping along the slight gap. Her eyes drifted down to my crotch, and I felt myself get aroused as she let go of my hand and slid her fingers up my thigh. I looked up at the elevator lights, noticing we were getting close to the lobby. I felt her hands cup my bulge, fingers exploring the outline of my tumescent cock.

I sighed reluctantly and tried to reverse my push across her moral profile. More of a mental pull back than a push. Alyssa looked up at me, and leaving the lingering touch of her fingers, she removed her hand from my crotch and returned to interlocking her fingers with mine.

“I guess that answers the question,” She laughed, her blue eyes sparkling.

I smiled at her as we exited the elevator. We shared a quiet silence as we walked through the hotel lobby and left the building. We walked the short distance to the restaurant. We entered the restaurant and found the three girls sharing a table. They’d already helped themselves to the breakfast buffet, so we quickly filled our plates and joined Carmen, Kelly, and Lexi at the table.

They were all smiles and beautiful. I sat down next to Kelly, with Alyssa beside me. Kelly leaned over, kissed me, and rubbed her hand along my thigh. I smiled back at her and gave the self-control pull-back command I’d just learned. Kelly moved her hand back to her lap but smiled at me.”

“Maybe I could make this work!” I thought to myself.

“How was your run?” I asked Lexi as I started eating.

“Sucked.” Lexi admitted with a slight frown, “I felt like I couldn’t keep even the slow pace I usually run with Carmen.”

“Hey!” Carmen teased, “I’m not slow!”

“You know what I mean, Car!” Lexi continued, “I just think missing a week of running affected my training.”

I was busy monitoring the areas of Lexi’s moral profile, and as she talked about running, I tried to reinforce any self-control around her running regions. I hoped that might help get her back on track. I felt guilty that my recklessness might have affected her goals. Perhaps sensing my regret, Alyssa squeezed my thigh. It comforted me, knowing that she could sense my uneasiness.

As we ate, Alyssa started questioning Kelly, asking the standard questions. I held Kelly’s hand as they talked, scanning and adjusting as I listened to her answers. It wasn’t a perfect plan because, with such a drastically altered moral profile, there were many things that she no longer seemed to feel strongly about. There was a topic I wanted to know more about, so when Alyssa’s questions slowed, I stepped in.

“Kelly, tell me about Carl?” I asked gently, “Were you two serious?”

Kelly dropped her eyes slightly, “I don’t know, Jeremiah. I think I wanted it to be more serious than it was. I’ve been thinking about him this past week. Wondering if we’d been happy if I’d reacted to his advances the way I did with you.”

I gulped quietly; I wasn’t sure if she knew how I’d affected her. It wasn’t that she had accepted my advances. My adjustment made it easier for her to choose to have sex, so it wasn’t the same thing. I watched her closely.

“The more I thought about it, the more I realized that Carl…” Kelly stated, “Carl wasn’t in love with me. He was in love with the idea of having sex with me. All our conversations eventually led to making out. We never talked about other topics, like Alyssa was asking about just now. I think he just wanted to have sex with me.”

I stifled a sad sigh, convicted at the bluntness of her realization. I was just like Carl when we first met. I was just as guilty.

“With you, Jeremiah, I felt different.” Kelly continued to explain. Alyssa held my other hand, comforting me as Kelly explained herself.

“Even though I wanted to have sex with you after the first kiss,” Kelly laughed, “I felt like you were interested in more than just putting tab A in slot B. You were so good to me, ensuring I experienced all the wonderful things about sex. Then you talked with me, stayed the night with me. You even planned a special weekend, this weekend, with all of us. Carl would never have done anything so special.”

Kelly leaned over and kissed me on my cheek. Her hand slid behind my head, turning my face to her, before kissing me softly.

“Thank you, Jeremiah,” She said, lifting her eyes to mine, “I feel like you’ve given me a gift.”

I smiled back at her, but I couldn’t resist asking another question, “Are you bothered that I’m not only with you? I mean, I’ve had sex with everyone at this table.”

I heard a giggle and turned to see the waitress had stopped by to clear some dishes and had overheard me. Lexi saw her pause at my statement and giggled. Carmen laughed as she saw the waitress look at me, then all the girls. I turned about every shade of red at once, and the waitress smiled at me, shook her head, and backed away with her hands up but grinning.

All four of the girls laughed joyously. I was mortified but then laughed too. I had either made the waitress curious or scared her away. We were many miles from home, so it didn’t matter what other people thought about me. Also, the look on the poor lady’s face was priceless.

Kelly leaned into me and spoke loud enough for all of us to hear, “I didn’t always feel this way. I know I used to have very different feelings about sex and relationships. In the past week, however, I’ve grown to love Lexi and Carmen as much as anyone I’ve ever known. I hardly know you, Jeremiah, but I feel I can trust you, and Alyssa has been so helpful with sorting out how I feel about everything. It doesn’t seem wrong to me that we’ve all shared you. It just seems natural. I don’t know why.”

“Thank you for being honest with me, Kelly,” I started, then turned to look at each of my lovely companions.

“Do each of you feel the same way?” I asked, “Is it awkward for any of you?”

Alyssa reached over and took my hand in hers, holding mine softly. She watched the other girls as she waited for either Carmen or Lexi to speak. Lexi shifted a bit, then looked at me.

“I love being with you, Jeremiah,” she started, then looked at the other girls in turn, “and you, Kelly, and of course you, Carmen. Alyssa, I loved being with you last night and this morning.”

Lexi shared her wonderful smile with us, her eyes bright with happy emotion.

“I can see all of us sharing our love more often,” she continued, then looked directly at Kelly, “When I first moved in with you, Kelly, I had a crush on you. I was too timid to admit it. You seemed to be so perfect, so pure. I quickly put it out of my mind.”

She then turned and looked at Carmen, holding her hand as she spoke with her, “When I met you, Carmen, at the track, I felt an immediate bond of friendship. I also started fantasizing about being with you, especially after hearing you have sex so often.”

Finally, Lexi met me with her eyes, “Since I met you, Jeremiah, I’ve felt freer with my sexuality. I feel like I can finally be me, who I am on the inside and out. So yes, I feel exactly like Kelly.”

We all looked towards Carmen, who smiled brightly and laughed, trying to lighten the mood that had become serious.

“Fuck, I just like fucking y’all,” Carmen said candidly, then lowered her voice, “Seriously, you guys know I have had my share of fucked up relationships.”

She looked directly at me, “But ever since I met you, Jeremiah, I knew you were a different sort of man. You have always shown concern for my friends and compassion for me.”

She looked at Kelly, then Lexi, “I’ve grown to love both of you crazy bitches like sisters; I don’t ever want to be apart from you.”

Then she looked directly at Alyssa, “You were so sweet to me when I felt so horrible yesterday. Thank you. I think you’re sexy, and I’m calling first dibs on you tonight!”

The table laughed at Carmen’s statement, but Alyssa turned to me before speaking, “Jeremiah always has first dibs on me.”

I sighed and kissed her softly, then said, “I love you, but I’ve watched you looking at Carmen all morning. I don’t think I could keep the two of you apart.”

Alyssa smiled, then looked around the table, meeting each girl’s eyes. “I hardly know any of you, but we all share a common love of this man,” she squeezed my hand, “I love him, and though I have just met all of you, I can’t imagine that we won’t all be together soon.”

The thought of all of us together beyond this weekend hadn’t registered with my brain. It was at once arousing and horrifying. I knew in my gut that I uniquely loved each girl. The responsibility of providing for all of them, and their happiness, was a weight I almost felt physically. At the same time, I had a sense of joy. I freely admit that I felt a solid connection to each of the girls, regardless of the randomness of how we met. It felt like fate had made all of this happen. I smiled and held up my water glass to all of the girls.

“A toast!” I began, “To us! Let’s find out how this will work. I’m all in.”

They all raised their glasses and repeated in chorus, “To us.”

The conversation shifted with the acceptance of our new weird family. The girls started to discuss what needed to happen excitedly. The end of the semester was only a few months away, and Alyssa promised to find out the requirements for transferring. Kelly pledged to talk with her parents about her change in major, and she seemed very determined to have the conversation. I buttressed her self-control in that area as she spoke of her plans.

Soon, though, the conversation died down. Carmen started looking at Alyssa in her predatory way, which was very sexy. I began to get aroused, and Alyssa felt me stiffen. She turned to me, then followed my eyes to Carmen’s. When she saw Carmen’s smoldering eyes lock into hers, she flushed and caught her breath. I called for the check, and soon the five of us were hurrying out of the restaurant and back to our suites.

Once again, we barely reached the elevator before Carmen pulled Alyssa into her, kissing her hard and passionately. I remember thinking idly, I could reinforce their self-control — but then where is the fun? I pulled Lexi and Kelly to me and kissed one, then the other, waiting for the elevator to make it to our floor. Had I mentioned that the elevator was somewhat slow? When it reached our floor, Kelly rubbed my erection through my pants, and I had my hand up Lexi’s shirt, caressing her firm breast.

We spilled out of the elevator, and I’m not sure who moved down the hall faster, Carmen or Alyssa. The three of us watched them enter Carmen’s side of our adjoining suite while I walked Kelly and Lexi to my door and opened it, letting the two girls enter first. They pulled off their clothes and headed to my bed as they entered. I paused at the adjoining door and took a moment to see what Alyssa and Carmen were doing.

Alyssa was on her back, with one leg between Carmen’s open thighs. Carmen bent over Alyssa, kissing deeply, grinding her center into Aly’s core. Carmen’s hips’ slow, sensual, rotating grinding motion revealed her talented dancing movements. Alyssa’s hands clung to Carmen’s hips, pulling her closer. I couldn’t see but could imagine that Alyssa was arching her back, trying to press harder into the juncture of Carmen’s thighs.

I closed the door part way and turned to my bed. Kelly and Lexi were both naked; heads leaned back against the headboard on each side of the king-sized bed. They were both on their backs but kissing each other deeply. Each had a hand in the other’s pussy, rubbing up and down the other’s slippery pink lips. I stripped slowly, enjoying the show on my bed. I slowly walked towards them, with my hand idly stroking up and down my engorged manhood.

As I crawled from the foot of the bed, both girls’ heads turned toward me in unison. Smiles grew on their faces as they watched me slowly stroke my cock. Each swiped their tongue along their lips, moving with odd synchronicity, swiveled their bodies, and crawled towards me. Lexi’s athletic form was almost feline in its sensuous flow, while Kelly’s fuller curves moved with practiced grace. As they reached where I knelt, they rose and kissed me. I turned and kissed Kelly first, enjoying her open mouth and languid tongue. Then I moved to kiss Lexi, who kissed me fiercely, her tongue darting into mine.

In some unspoken agreement, they pulled and then pushed back towards the head of the bed. I fell and twisted onto my back. As I bounced into the mattress, my cock bounced erratically. Lexi reached out a hand and steadied the rod, and Kelly leaned over and sucked the head into her mouth. Lexi bent over from the other side of my body and kissed down the side of it, then kissed my balls, sucking one testicle carefully into her mouth. I moaned appreciatively, my fingers combing through both blond and amber locks as they worked in tangent on my cock.

My hands traced down the back of their head and along their spines. Tracing along the curve of their buttocks, my fingers slid around their round cheeks and between their thighs. Cupping each of their sexes, I wriggled the tips of each finger between their aroused lips, coating the ends with the wetness of their arousal. My ministrations only encouraged their love of my cock and balls. They switched places, Kelly’s sensuous mouth moving to my other testicle while Lexi’s more aggressive mouth worked its way down my shaft.

After tracing my fingers along each of their pussies, outlining each lip, and circling the differently shaped firm nubs, I slid one finger deep into each slit. Each finger slid in easily, and I added a second finger to each of their accepting tunnels. They moaned over my cock and balls as their hips undulated their sexes against my hands. As I continued exploring inside their pussies, it was almost like being a puppeteer, my fingers eliciting delicious feedback as the girls kissed, sucked, licked, and nibbled my sensitive organ.

Finally, I pulled my fingers from their pussies, and tapped their bottoms, indicating that we needed to rearrange. The sensations flowing through my core were nearing the brink, and I didn’t want to crest too soon. Sensing my intention, the girls moved away from my twitching shaft, slid alongside my prone form, and kissed me. I could taste myself in each kiss. I kissed one sexy coed deeply before I turned and plunged my tongue into the other’s accepting mouth. Exploring with my lips and tongue until I could tell the difference between each person with my eyes closed.

I felt a hand reach and grip my shaft. I could tell it belonged to the body associated with Kelly’s sweet mouth. That body moved, and I felt her leg swing over my hips. Her hand pulled my cock to align with her slippery sex, and I moaned into her mouth as my cock slid deep inside her. Her mouth disconnected, and her face withdrew as she rose to ride my cock like a cowgirl. A halo of red hair obscured my vision as Lexi leaned into me and kissed me deeply as I moaned in passion.

Then Lexi’s mouth separated, and I could watch Kelly’s voluptuous form bouncing on my groin for a few moments before a freckled thigh blocked my view. I followed the line of the muscular leg up and was treated to the sight of her smoothly shaved mound with the gaping aroused lips. I licked my lips and lifted my mouth to her tender crease as Lexi lowered herself onto my extended tongue. The weight of her body pressed my head back into the mattress as she ground her sex into my willing mouth. My thoughts became sparse as I focused on licking every millimeter of Lexi’s delicious cunt.

I felt Kelly’s body moving up and down on my cock. Then a slight change in my entry angle and the feeling of Lexi’s pussy shifting against my tongue indicated the two girls were joined in a kiss. I imagined watching the pair arched over my body. My mouth and cock used their sexes for pleasure while they pleasured themselves above me. We fell into a slow sensual rhythm, interrupted by spasms of frenzy, backing off before plunging over the brink—the triangle of our bodies vibrating in erotic passion.

After untold seconds or minutes, the frequency of our delicious vibrations pulsed us over the edge. I felt both girls’ gyrations increase frantically. I lifted my hips into Kelly, bouncing my buttocks off the bed to thrust into her deeper. I reached around Lexi’s thighs and pulled her down onto my mouth as I encircled her pulsing lips and flicked my tongue back and forth over her clit. I felt both bodies above me part, and moans erupted into the air. The sounds of their lusty shrieks were muffled by the hard press of Lexi’s thighs against my ears. I let go, thrusting hard and arching my back, pounding my cock upwards into Kelly’s pussy and ejecting cum deep into her womb.

It seemed as if we froze in that position together, three bodies shivering in orgasmic ecstasy. Then in concert deflating, our bodies collapsed against the soft mattress. Only the sound of our breathing filled the air as the girls rearranged themselves against my side, and our breathing slowed. Then an odd sound begins, like a tapping. Confused, I lift my head to see Carmen and Alyssa at the door to our adjoining room.

“Amazing!” Alyssa said softly, clapping her hands playfully.

“Oh My God,” Carmen sighed sensuously, “I hope you have some left in you, Jeremiah.”

Carmen crawled onto the bed and softly cleaned the combination of Kelly’s juices and my cum from my shaft and balls. Soon Alyssa joined her, and the pair made neat work of lapping every stray drop. They paused periodically to kiss as if sharing the taste of some unique concoction before lapping up a new section of sexual excretions. By the time they had finished, my cock was fully aroused again.

Carmen rose, satisfied, and held my shaft as Alyssa rose and straddled my aching erection. Alyssa slid down my shaft, and I watched Carmen climb up the bed towards my face. Lexi and Kelly made room while Carmen lifted her firm olive-skinned thigh over my head. I raised my face to inhale her musky scent. Then lost myself in the sensations of being worked again by two of the women I loved. My hands soon found purchase on the spare bodies, and I caressed the skin of Kelly and Lexi. All five of us moved together. I lost myself in the sensation, utterly unaware of the passing of time. I don’t know how long the five of us made love until we fell asleep.

I woke up surrounded by naked bodies and twisted sheets. We started playing around noon, and now the windows dimmed with the fading twilight. I stayed as still as possible, listening to my companions’ quiet breaths, and tried to figure out who was where without waking anyone up.

I moved my eyes and saw a mane of light brown hair on my chest, rising and falling with my breaths. I knew it was Alyssa, her ear pressed to my chest and listening to my heartbeat. My arm was around another body, a head pressed against my shoulder, the blond hair tickling my jaw; Kelly. Behind Alyssa, a freckled arm draped over my lover’s shoulder, and I knew Lexi was snuggled in behind Alyssa on my left. So that meant the hand and fingers idly playing with my soft cock and balls belonged to Carmen. A slight lift of my head so I could look down my body, and I saw her black mane of hair on my belly. She faced away from me and must have been just looking at my cock as she played with it.

Smiling at the thought, I flexed my inner muscle and made my cock engorge a tiny bit, and I heard Carmen’s sharp intake of breath. She turned her head and looked up at me with a smile. Then shifted her body to kiss my cock. I groaned and shook my head. I felt almost raw. She smiled and gave it a friendly peck on the tip, then slid up my body to look at me.

I mouthed, “Are you hungry?” not wanting to wake the other three.

She nodded and smiled. Then she laid her head on my abdomen and combed her fingers through Alyssa’s hair. Alyssa stirred her head, moving back before relaxing back into my chest. She must have smiled at Carmen because Carmen’s smile slightly changed. Carmen moved up and kissed Alyssa, dragging her breasts across my skin. I felt my dick pulse responding to the sensuous movement, prompting Carmen to look at me. Then Alyssa moved to look at me and smiled. Her movement woke Lexi, who slid over Alyssa to kiss Carmen, while all the motion stirred Kelly, who started kissing my chest and rubbing her fingers across my chest.

I could have stayed in that bed forever.

Instead, I shifted my body and sat up as the girls all moved into sitting positions. We enjoyed a comfortable closeness that, while sexually charged with our nudity, was also just a relaxing respite. Eventually, everyone started sliding off the bed and moving to find clothes. It was almost like we didn’t have to say anything to understand that it was time to eat. In a few minutes, we were all dressed. Then we looked at each other and realized that all the girl’s hair was messy, sex hair, and we all laughed at each other.

While the ladies entered the bathrooms, I sat in a chair and collected my thoughts. The day we had today was without drama. I didn’t feel bad for enjoying all of my women. However, I didn’t know what to call all of them. My girls sounded too possessive; My harem too middle eastern; My family was the closest fit. But that didn’t completely define who we were. I felt our connection was more profound than any relationship I’d ever observed, even more than my parents, whom I hardly knew, or my grandparents.

Was it because I had shifted their minds? Was my mind changed because of that interaction? Did my initial careless push bind us together forever, or was it the more careful minor fixes that slowly knotted our psyches? I knew that Alexis and Kelly were slightly different from Alyssa and Carmen. Alyssa and Carmen still seemed to be their selves. They are drawn to me but willing to make up their minds. Lexi and Kelly always wanted to check in to see if I was okay. The three of us seemed to share a more intuitive understanding of each other’s minds, almost like a hive mind where the swarm does the queen’s bidding.

Wait that would make me the queen? I smiled at my joke. No, I was a king, and these four were my princesses. As I wrapped up that thought, they all returned to the main suite’s sitting room as if on cue. They all had their hair back in ponytails and looked radiant. I followed them out of the room and down to the hotel without saying another word.

I wondered what additional control I had over the other girls’ minds. My perception was I could affect their moral values and their self-control. I thought they still retained the ability to choose, a modified free will. I decided to try another experiment; could I directly influence their behavior? Could I make them choose to do something? Without speaking, I tried to push the thought of getting into Kelly’s car and driving to a new place to eat. As we exited the lobby, Kelly took the lead, and soon we were all in the car without another word. I was somewhat amazed that I was able to influence them that easily.

I pushed another thought. This time, I pushed the desire to kiss Alyssa towards Carmen. They were sitting on either side of me in the back seat, with Kelly driving and Lexi beside her in the passenger seat. Slowly Carmen’s hand slid over my lap, pulled Alyssa across me, and kissed her a soft sensual kiss. My mind quivered in arousal, shock, bewilderment, and questions; oh, so many questions.

“What made you kiss Alyssa?” I asked, finally breaking the silence.

“Suddenly, I wanted to kiss her,” Carmen replied, “I felt like I wanted to reassure her that I was thinking about her.”

“And you?” I asked Alyssa, “What were you thinking just now?”

“When she grabbed my hand and pulled me across your lap, I felt she needed a kiss,” Alyssa admitted, “I guess it felt natural to accept her kiss and return it.”

My face must have gone pale because Alyssa suddenly looked at me with concern.

“What is the matter, J?” she asked.

“I just thought about how much I wanted to see Carmen kiss you,” I admitted sheepishly. “I was shocked when she kissed you. I think I caused it. The same thing in getting in the car to go to dinner; no one spoke, I just thought it.”

Alyssa looked up at me, and I could tell she was thinking about what I had just said. Her eyes lidded in concentration. I could imply she was weighing her experience along with something unspoken. Rationally, I considered that it could all be a coincidence, that I pushed a thought, and the others acted independently. I knew Alyssa was thinking the same thing.

“But two…” I began.

“Different thoughts,” she continued.

“In a row.” We finished together.

A chill ran up my spine. I suddenly knew that we were linked. I was quietly freaking out, and Alyssa tried to help by holding my hand, grounding me. The interior of the car seemingly teemed with nervous energy.

“You’ve got to calm down, love,” Alyssa said quietly, “deep breaths, find a center; you’ll terrify us all.”

I closed my eyes and took a deep breath. I looked at her and focused on her brilliant blue eyes. Her brow knotted in intensity, and suddenly I felt awash in a deep sense of peace. I squeezed Alyssa’s hand in mine and looked at her.

“Thank you,” I said, “I think it might flow both ways, suggestions—At least between you and me.”

“Why do you think that?” Alyssa asked, her brow knitted as she processed her thoughts.

“Because weren’t you thinking that?” I tried to explain, “I thought you might be sending me thoughts of peace and …. “

“I was only worried that you’d freak out, and we’d all feel it,” Alyssa said, “Whatever you felt was the power of your control of the situation.”

I breathed out and tried to concentrate on my thoughts without sending worry and stress out to the rest of the car. It felt weird trying to guard my thoughts, but it became easier. The rest of the vehicle, which had fallen into a quiet, solemn tomb, soon returned to the happy vibe we’d felt as we left the hotel room.

We drove to the mall, and Kelly picked an Italian restaurant on the edge of the parking lot. At that point, I was trying to stay neutral in my thoughts, so I was relieved that Kelly had determined where we would eat on her own. I was disturbed thinking that I had created a woman drone army. I guess I let my imagination run away with me. Kelly and Lexi got out of the car, followed by Carmen. Alyssa leaned across the seat and grabbed Carmen’s hand.

“Go get a table. I need to talk to Jeremiah real quick,” Alyssa said.

Carmen smiled knowingly, “Don’t be too long. We still have a long night ahead of us.”

I blushed, but I knew this wouldn’t be a quick fuck as Carmen assumed. When Carmen shut the door, I knew counseling had started. I was glad because I was on the verge of freaking out.

“Jeremiah, tell me what you’re troubled with,” Alyssa started

“I think my powers have changed, or I have discovered something new!” I began cautiously. “Beyond just shifting morals and self-control, I think I can control people.”

“Control people?” Alyssa questioned, “Explain how can you control people?”

“Just now, I pushed a thought to have Carmen kiss you,” I explained. “Before that, I suggested we all get in the car. No one said anything, but all of you just went to the car. I don’t want to have that much control over anyone!”

“Okay, Jeremiah, calm down.” Alyssa soothed, “I did feel both suggestions, but I didn’t feel like I couldn’t say no to it. Try to suggest something to me now.”

I pushed a thought of her taking off her top and presenting her breasts to me.

Alyssa blushed, then spoke, “Oh Jeremiah, I do like that idea, but we should eat. Don’t you think?”

I sat speechless for a moment, “What did you think I wanted you to do?”

“Pull up my top and show you my tits,” Alyssa said simply with a smile.

I opened my mouth to say something, but no words came out.

“I think you’ve established a bit of telepathy with each of us,” Alyssa explained, “I don’t think it’s that surprising; you’ve established a deep physical and sexual connection with each of us. There is something that happens in the brain when two people have sex. It’s something science doesn’t understand very well. Think about it, though, Jeremiah. How well do you remember the people you’ve had sex with?”

I thought for a moment, then answered, “Each person has been special to me, and I can remember them vividly. Even just the people I’ve kissed.”

“That’s right,” Alyssa continued, “that’s what I’m talking about. So with your connections with each of us and your powers, I think you can send us ideas, thoughts, feelings, and emotions. We are still free to accept those or reject those thoughts.”

“Don’t you think that’s just weird,” I asked, “won’t it freak the other girls out that I have such control.”

Alyssa thought for a moment, then asked, “Can you tell me what I’m thinking, not generally but an exact thought?”

I scanned and saw her moral profile centered on food and relationships. I tried to zoom in more but shook my head.

“No, all I can tell is that you are thinking about food and social relationships.”

“Okay, so you can’t read our minds, exactly,” Alyssa said. “You can tell I’m hungry and thinking about how we all relate together. That’s not surprising. You’d know that without your powers. So I think if we can explain that to all the girls, they’d understand it just another way that you are an exceptional person.”

I bowed my head in thought, then sought her eyes. She smiled at me, then reached up and grabbed my hand. I knew the counseling session was over and was relieved.

“Jeremiah, we all trust you. You’ve shown all of us that you have our best interests at heart,” Alyssa said softly, “I only wish you would start trusting yourself.”

I smiled and opened the door. After I got out, I held my hand and helped Alyssa step out of the car. We held hands as we entered the restaurant, and soon we were all seated around another table. The other three girls met us with smiles, and we were all eating and talking as usual.

After a bit, I needed to start discussing what would happen next. So I pushed a thought out to all of them with a question about what they would like to happen. I didn’t want to influence any of them with my desires. I just wanted to get the conversation going.

“Ugh, I’m dreading the ride home tomorrow,” said Carmen with her usual bluntness.

“Well, thanks, Carmen,” said Lexi teasing, “I’m looking forward to driving in the car with you. Now that Kelly is back to driving, maybe we can share some alone time.”

“I hadn’t thought of that,” returned Carmen, “now I’m looking forward to the drive.”

“If you think I’m going to drive with you two having sex in the back seat,” Kelly exclaimed loudly. So I pushed a suggestion to lower voices, and Kelly’s voice dropped in volume, “You’d better think again! I think we can set up a rotation.”

“I think I’m going to sleep the whole way back,” said Alyssa, “I love all of you, but I need to start exercising to increase my stamina to keep with all of you.”

“What will all of you do when you get back to school?” I asked, “You all missed a week of classes. Will any of you struggle with your grades?”

All three thought for a second then shook their heads. I paid attention to the part of the graph they were focusing on and pushed a boost in self-control and a suggestion to study hard and make good grades. Transfers worked better with good students, and I was beginning to look forward to having my family all together.

“I think I can buckle down and catch up on the missed week,” said Kelly, “finals aren’t for another month; if I apply myself, I might get Dean’s list this semester.”

Lexi nodded and agreed, “Yeah, classes won’t be an issue, I was ahead a bit before last week, so I’m not too far behind. I should make Dean’s list again.”

Carmen rolled her eyes, “Dean’s list?! I’ll be lucky to get a few Bs. I’m just a dancer. All this core class work is tough for me.”

Kelly and Lexi both turned to Carmen and agreed to help her with her classes. I slightly adjusted Carmen’s mental profile to help her see the value in studying and give her the self-control to stay on task.

“Are all of you still going to transfer to State for the fall semester?” I wondered if the conversations from last night and this morning were still serious.

They all nodded and talked about how their school was too cold during the winter and would like to live in a more moderate area like State. After talking with Alyssa and me, they said that State sounded perfect for all their plans. Kelly brought up her parents again, and I increased her self-control and moral boundary, which lit up when she talked about the conflict.

“Maybe I should meet your parents,” I offered and, for the first time, considered using my powers to help one of my friends.

“Oh, would you?” asked Kelly excitedly. “I don’t live far from the State campus. I only went to my school to put a bit of distance between my parents and me. I think they’ll be fine with me transferring. It’s the change in major they’ll resist. Still, I’d love to introduce you to them.”

I nodded, and we agreed to talk more after the semester. As the conversation wound down, I called for the check. The restaurant that Kelly drove us to was outside the local mall, and I suggested we browse for a bit before going to the hotel. The girls, of course, agreed. I say, of course, because they are girls, and shopping seems to be part of their DNA, but I also wanted to give them all something, so I pushed a strong suggestion along with my words.

We left the car parked in the restaurant lot and walked the distance to the mall entrance. Once inside, I found a jewelry store and started looking. The girls all looked at the rings with wide eyes. I knew they weren’t expecting me to buy them rings. Looking at rings is just another thing that girls like to do. I was looking for something more specific.

After looking through the different cases, I found what I was looking for, a small pendant in silver that had a four-section Celtic knot.

I asked the shopkeeper, “Do you happen to have four of these, along with silver chain necklaces?”

The shopkeeper eyed my four companions, then nodded knowingly, “Yes, sir, I believe I have four of that item. Let me check.”

He returned to the back room while I kept looking through the cases. I had checked the pendant price and was sure I could afford to put the fine jewelry on my AMEX card. In another month, I’d turn 21, and the balance of my trust fund from my grandfather would be available. It wasn’t millions of dollars, but it would make the rest of my college life a bit more enjoyable.

Finally, the jeweler returned with four black boxes, displaying each for me. The delicate knot looked terrific with a fine silver chain. I nodded and slid across my card, and soon the transaction was complete. With a nod, I thanked the jeweler. I then sent a suggestion to leave the mall and go back to the hotel, becoming more comfortable with my newfound ability to influence my girls.

After we drove the short distance to the hotel and returned to our room, I asked all the girls to come into the main sitting room. I passed each of them one of the slim black necklace boxes, then asked them to open it together.

“I want each of you to have a symbol for what each of us means to each other,” I said, taking the time to look at each one with a smile. “In the short time I’ve known you three, and in the past week, Alyssa, I’ve discovered such a strong bond between us. I love each of you and want to be with you all.”

They all smiled back at me, taking the necklaces out of the boxes and looking at them in the light. I went first to Alyssa and helped to fasten it behind her neck. I kissed her neck, where the chain touched her skin. I continued around the room and repeated the same ritual. A sense of love and warmth filled the room as I sat back in my chair. I wanted to hear from each of the girls, so I quieted my mind and tried just to listen.

Kelly smiled at me, “Jeremiah, I will proudly wear this because it will remind me that you are looking out for me. That you care for me, and I care for you too.” Then she looked around the room at the other girls, “This also symbolizes that I care for each of you, that we are sisters together in this relationship.”

Lexi spoke, her eyes were bright with emotion, “Everything that Kelly said is true for me too. This past week has been amazing, and this weekend was like icing on the cake. I will cherish you; this symbol will always remind me of you.”

Carmen held her head down, her hands covering her mouth. Her hair was covering her face, and I felt strong emotions from her. I resisted the impulse to scan her because I wanted everyone to be honest in what they said. Finally, Carmen lifted her head to speak, tears streaming down her cheeks.

“I don’t know what to say,” she started, “I started this weekend confused over what a true relationship meant. I have a real and honest relationship near the end of this weekend I’ll never forget. The most fucked up relationship I’ve ever heard of, but the best thing that’s ever happened to me. Thank you, Jeremiah. Thank each of you.”

Before Alyssa spoke, she slid a small black box out of her purse and gave it to me. I opened the box and saw a similar pendant on a heftier chain—four loops around a central circle. As I saw the chain, it started to get blurry, and I felt tears fall down my cheeks. Alyssa stood up and fastened the chain around my neck.

“We all chipped in to get you this chain, Jeremiah,” she started, “we were talking while we were looking at rings and wanted to give you a gift. To show you how we all felt about you. So with this chain, our circle is complete. I am all in. I love you, Jeremiah, and I love Kelly, Carmen, and Lexi too.”

I was silent. With what I had learned today, the synchronicity of the purchase wasn’t a surprise. But the questions in my mind wouldn’t stop, did I cause them to want to buy me a symbol by wanting to buy a similar sign for them? The whole idea was like infinity, never-ending. Perhaps their thoughts had influenced my decision. I couldn’t deny that we were inexorably linked, and tearing apart that bond would hurt us all. The one thing I never wanted to do was to harm any of these women.

Slowly, wordlessly, we all rose and began to undress until the only thing we wore were the silver knots on silver chains. Then we all walked into the main suite’s bedroom and began showing each other our physical love for each other. There were moans and sighs. Words weren’t spoken as we enjoyed each other’s bodies. The lovemaking was slow and sensual, like a slow boil. When the crest of our emotions finally peaked, we all shivered in orgasm. I sent my feeling of bliss to each of the girls, who all shuddered as they felt my passion pass through them.

We slept in a tangle of bodies, not waking until the sun just peaked through the windows. As we untangled and showered. Each of us said our goodbyes as we packed for our rides home. Words were spoken, and we restated our promise and commitment to each other. The goodbyes were short because we knew we’d be together soon. We left that hotel and headed in opposite directions. I felt empty as we left, but as I fingered my pendant, I felt more at peace than I had in days.
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After the weekend
 at the hotel, we all fell into a sustainable routine. Alyssa and I continued to grow closer, physically and emotionally. We heard regularly from Carmen, Lexi, and Kelly. Mostly we concentrated on school and other hobbies. It was normal, but I felt a huge emptiness at times when Alyssa was off studying and I was alone.

Alyssa reported the same feeling, so we stayed together whenever we could. The behavior change didn’t go unnoticed by the rest of our housemates. Alyssa and I shared a house with four other people, namely four men that were on my team. Often during the week, all of us and some of my teammates’ girlfriends would share pizza and a movie. So when Alyssa and I started acting like a couple, the teasing started as well. We both enjoyed the attention and our new status as a couple.

Alyssa and I had always enjoyed hanging out together. However, as we became closer emotionally, we also enjoyed being physically closer—constantly touching whenever possible. It helped to touch each other. We were both missing Kelly, Lexi, and Carmen, and our physical touches seemed to soothe the emptiness we both felt.

“Should we all try to live together?” I asked Alyssa one day, “Do you think that would work?”

Alyssa knew exactly who I was thinking about but thought for a moment before answering, “I think we have to at least try, don’t you?”

“Yeah, but finding a place for five people to live is going to be hard,” I started, then winked. “Oh wait, would you want to live here?”

“Could we get the others to move out?” Alyssa asked.

“It doesn’t matter. I can evict them,” I answered with a smug smile.

“You what?” Alyssa asked.

“I never told anyone this before,” I confessed, ”because I don’t think much about it. When my trust fund came through, I became the owner of this fine off-campus residence.”

The house was owned by my grandparents and was part of my grandfather’s estate. It had been held in trust until I reached 21 when ownership would pass to me. My grandfather’s estate had rented the house for many years to college students, generating a good amount of income. The proximity to campus was a big reason the house was a good investment. The house was paid for many years ago, so rent was cheap. That and the rest of my inheritance gave me a nice nest egg for the next few years.

As Alyssa and I discussed using what we now thought of as our house, we determined that it would be rude to evict everyone, especially since we would continue to live there. So we announced the news to my buddies. All the other housemates did not joyously receive the information. Now faced with the need to find new housing for the next school year, one of my friends was not happy with me. Ron, the alpha male of our house, got pretty angry and came close to threatening me.

“Dammit, Jeremiah, I don’t have any place else to live,” Ron said a few days after I broke the news.

Ron was a pretty tall guy, but sinewy, not bulky. I was almost as tall and outweighed him by more than a few pounds. Physically we were a match, and physical confrontation was always Ron’s first option. I assessed him, taking a moment to scan his moral profile to get an idea of where I could find some leverage. I hadn’t examined many males, but the shapes were pretty similar. It appeared that Ron was worried about finances and his relationship. I knew he had been seeing a girl named Robin reasonably regularly. Maybe she was how I could encourage him to move on.

“Why not see if you can move in with Robin?” I asked, “She’d probably like someone else to share her rent.”

“I dunno, she’s been pretty weird lately,” Ron said. “Robin wants me to be more serious, more stable. I don’t know what the fuck she wants. I do know this place has one of the lowest rents in town. Are you sure you don’t want at least one renter? I’d even take one of the basement rooms.”

“Not an option, Ron, sorry,” I said quickly.

I had some ideas about what to do with the basement, and none of them had anything to do with athletic, aggressive alpha males like Ron.

“Maybe I can talk to Robin with you?” I offered, “Alyssa and I could go on a double date with you, so she doesn’t think it’s an ambush.”

Ron thought about it. It took a while for Ron to think about anything. I scanned him again and sensed he was hesitant about any relationship with any woman. Ron’s hesitancy was disappointing. Robin seemed like a nice, responsible girl, though what she was doing dating Ron was always a mystery to me. Ron usually liked his girls a bit dumber than he was.

“Okay,” Ron said, “I’m willing to talk with her about it.”

“Great, I’ll have Alyssa give her a call and set up a date for Friday.” I finished, then walked back upstairs to my room.

When I got upstairs, Alyssa was lying on my bed, reading a book. I slid in beside her and snuggled close.

“Want to go on a date?” I asked.

“Mmmm… Maybe,” she teased, “what type of date are you thinking about?”

“Going out on Friday with Ron and Robin,” I asked, then held my breath. Alyssa didn’t like Ron.

“Why would I willingly subject myself to dinner with Ron?” Alyssa asked.

“We must persuade Robin to have Ron move in with her,” I explained.

“Poor Robin,” Alyssa said, “I’m almost sorry I introduced the two of them.”

Alyssa met Robin in one of her psychology classes and shared many of the same interests. Alyssa invited Robin to one of our house parties and introduced her to Ron with many reservations.

Ron was handsome, so it wasn’t surprising that Robin was attracted to him. Unfortunately, Robin also entertained the idea that she could fix bad boys. Ron’s unbalanced personality certainly fits that description. He was rude, uncouth, and could be a real asshole.

Knowing him better than most people, I knew he didn’t have good social skills. He got flustered and frustrated easily but also had a stubborn streak a mile wide. The combination of all his flawed character traits made him pretty difficult to get along with. Robin had stuck around longer than most of his girlfriends because she did see the diamond under the surface. I didn’t think Ron would ever change.

I guess my thoughts must have leaked into Alyssa’s brain because suddenly, she turned to me.

“J,” she said with some excitement, “this might be a way to help Ron and Robin.”

“Huh?” I asked, not understanding how a little date to talk about Ron’s living conditions would help either one of them.

“You could help them!” Alyssa said, eyes sparkling mischievously.

”Oh hell no!” I said, “I like Ron, probably more than most people, but there is no way I’m letting him into my head.”

The telepathy I’d developed with Alyssa, Carmen, Lexi, and Kelly freaked me out. It did come in handy with Alyssa now and then. I admit sometimes, I took advantage and encouraged Alyssa to get physical with me. I probably could have just asked her, but it made it more exciting to do it wordlessly. I hadn’t changed anyone else since the weekend with the girls because I feared that I’d develop more psychic connections with more people.

“I don’t think that would happen,” Alyssa said, “I’m pretty sure your telepathy develops from a sexual connection. Unless you started having sex with Ron, I think you’d be safe.”

A shiver of disgust ran through me at the thought of having sex with Ron. However, I remembered what Alyssa had said about the power of a sexual connection. I knew that nothing ever sexually would happen between Ron and me, so I agreed it might be safe to try. Anything to help Ron move out of my house was worth trying.

”Okay,” I asked carefully, “what do you have in mind?”

“I see both of them needing an adjustment. Robin is a bit of a busybody. The only reason she’s stayed with Ron this long is because she sees him as a project. Ron is a mess, but I’m sure you can help him become more of a gentleman. I think you’d need to try and get some good scans of them before our date. I can look them over and figure out what we need to do.”

“Okay,” I shrugged, “I’m not thrilled about adjusting Ron, but if it gets him out of the house to make room for our family, I’m game for anything.”

Alyssa hugged me close. I hugged her back. We seemed to crave more closeness with each other whenever we thought about Kelly, Alexis, and Carmen. It had only been a little over a month, but the emptiness of not having them close was almost palpable. We shared a quiet moment thinking of them and hoping they were safe and happy.

“They’ll be here soon, just a few more weeks,” I comforted, “I miss them too.”

“It’s so strange,” Alyssa replied, “before that weekend, I didn’t know any of them. Now I miss them so much. I know it’s because of you, Jeremiah. The connection is so deep. Sometimes it’s as if I can feel them.”

“I know what you mean,” I agreed, “that’s why I’m so hesitant to try and change others. I get uncomfortable thinking about what my powers can do.”

“Jeremiah,” Alyssa said, looking up at me with brilliant eyes, “I trust you because you are so careful about how you use your powers. You need to trust yourself because I think you can make some wonderful things happen. Not just with the girls and us, but with anyone that needs more than just the normal help. Like you did with Carmen.”

I swallowed carefully. Carmen had been in a self-destructive pattern when I met her, seeking solace in random sexual encounters with all types of men. She had elevated normal relationships to an unrealistic level, and since no real relationship could match that, she would find solace in sex. When Alyssa and I figured that out, I adjusted her understanding of a good relationship. Since then, according to her emails, she had kept her sexual appetite constrained to only Lexi and Kelly. No more one-night stands with random men. By all accounts, she was much happier after my adjustment than the quiet torture she inflicted on herself before.

“So you think I can fix Ron?” I asked.

“Yes, but Robin also needs adjustment,” Alyssa replied. “The vibe I get from her is that she thinks she’s perfect, and other people need to change. That’s not true, no one is perfect, and the only people we can change are ourselves.”

She paused and looked and me and laughed.

“Well, except you, you can fix other people.” Alyssa kissed my cheek, “You are the only exception.”

The next few days, I spent some time with Ron and was able to draw some fairly detailed curves. Alyssa evaluated the curves along with the baseline from our experiments. She also invited Robin over to study several times, so I could get some decent moral values from scanning her across the room. Alyssa spent a lot of time looking over the curves and developing a plan.

Friday was the day that Alyssa and Robin had set up a date for dinner and a movie. Alyssa figured I could adjust them both during dinner, then evaluate the changes during the movie. She chose a movie we’d already seen so I wouldn’t be distracted.

”Okay, I have a question.” I finally asked Friday afternoon, “Usually I have to touch someone to make adjustments to their curves. Won’t it be awkward to grab Ron? I might be able to get away with touching Robin a couple of times.”

“Yeah, I hadn’t thought of that.” Alyssa looked at me thoughtfully, “How long do you need to touch someone before you can accurately adjust them?”

“I don’t know a minute, maybe more.”

“What if you and Ron arm wrestled?” Alyssa asked, then giggled, “You know us girls love to see our men demonstrate feats of strength!”

I pondered that for a second, then nodded, “I guess that would work. God knows Ron would jump at the chance to prove his manhood.”

I thought I could take him, especially if I altered a specific part of his moral graph right when we started. Part of my brain told me that would be cheating. I ignored that part of my brain.

We arrived at a local restaurant. It was a nice restaurant with semi-private booths specializing in steaks and local seafood. On cue, Ron immediately made an ass of himself. He was so flirty with the hostess that it bordered on harassment. It was classic Ron, just trying too hard, smiling too much. I scanned his profile to figure out what parts were active. I realized that he was insecure and overcompensated by trying to be charming. It wasn’t working. I felt bad for Robin, but as I scanned her, I saw she was busy thinking about relationships and scholarly thoughts. She was experiencing Ron through the lens of psychology. Alyssa was right. Robin was cataloging how to fix Ron.

When we finally got to the table, I confronted Ron just to push his buttons.

“What was that all about, Ron?” I asked, “Robin isn’t enough for you? You trying to get a second date for the movie?”

“Huh?” Ron asked, truly confused, then his face flushed with embarrassment, “Oh, that? I was just joking.”

An uncomfortable silence fell across the table as I realized I’d overstepped my place. It was awkward. Always a fan of awkwardness, I charged forward.

“You know what, never mind,” changing subjects quickly. “Wanna arm wrestle?”

I felt Alyssa squeeze my thigh, and I looked over at her. She gritted her teeth at me like she wanted me to understand something. I tried to give her my ‘I got this under control look’ and plopped my elbow on the table. Looking over at Ron with a confident challenge in my eyes. Both of the girls tried to blend into their seats.

Ron’s eyes blazed with the challenge, as well as a bit of malice from my biting words. As we grabbed each other’s hands, I felt some energy drain from me as I tried to adjust Ron’s moral curve. Ron was amped and quickly tried to thrust my hand through the top of the table. As my changes took effect, I was able to recover and push my hand up, returning to vertical. I locked eyes with Ron and saw his eyes cloud with confusion. He suddenly wasn’t concerned with the challenge of arm wrestling. I kept our hands in the center because Ron had ceased to fight. Ron looked over to Robin and slid his hand out of mine.

“Robin,” Ron started, “I’m sorry about what I said to the hostess. I was just really nervous being out with such a lovely woman as you. Can you forgive me?”

Robin’s eyes widened, total surprise and shock registering on her face. I slid my leg under the table and was able to press my bare calf against hers and push the changes that Alyssa had indicated to make to Robin. Her eyes closed suddenly, then a tear brimmed in the corner of her eye. When she opened her eyes, she looked at Ron.

“I forgive you, Ron.” Robin said, “We all make mistakes. I’m just glad to be here with you.”

I breathed a slow sigh of relief. It seemed the changes were both made with few problems. I slid my hand into Alyssa’s and squeezed. She looked up at me and then leaned into my ear.

“Jeremiah, sometimes you are as subtle as a bull in a china shop.” She hissed, then giggled. “It looks as if the direct approach may have worked.”

The rest of the dinner was really fun. Alyssa, always the conversationalist, led the four of us through various topics. I monitored both Robin and Ron as the discussion moved through our test topics. I had memorized the sections and the questions, as well as the modified curves that Alyssa had indicated. I made a few more alterations. Once the first touch and changes were made, it was easier to make new changes. I tried to keep any further alterations to a minimum, not wanting more people inside my head.

Finally, as we were finishing dessert, the conversation turned to Ron’s living arrangements.

“Have you found a new place to live, Ron?” Alyssa asked.

“Not yet,” Ron frowned and looked at me with dark eyes, “I was really hoping Jeremiah would change his mind.”

“Sorry, pal, I’ve got changes planned for the whole house,” I said.

“Are you looking for a place, Ron?” Robin asked, “I have room in my apartment, and frankly, I could use help on the rent.”

“You are, I’d like …” Ron stammered, then looked at Robin, “Um, are you sure? I really like being around you, but I don’t want to be just roommates.”

“I don’t want you to be a roommate either, Ron,” Robin said with a blush, “I want you to live with me.”

“That’s acceptable, isn’t it?” Robin turned to Alyssa, “It’s almost the twenty-first century. A girl can ask a guy to move in with her, right Aly?”

Alyssa smiled and nodded.

“So what do you say,” Robin smiled, looking back at Ron confidently, “Will you share my apartment with me, Ron?”

“How soon can I move in?” Ron asked with a big grin.

He leaned over and kissed Robin softly, wrapping her in his arms.

After that, we left the restaurant and headed to the movie theater. Ron and Robin were inseparable and acted like a normal couple on a date. Ron’s attitude had changed, and he became quite the gentleman, opening Robin’s door and escorting her from the car to the ticket line. I was really impressed, and so was Alyssa. She clung to my arm as we walked, hands sliding up and down my arm. I was getting very aroused by her expressive touching.

When we got settled in the movie theater and the lights darkened, Alyssa allowed my hand to slide inside her thigh. She leaned over to me and kissed me on the cheek.

“I’m so aroused right now,” Alyssa said, “I knew you could help them, but I’m so impressed with the changes. Ron is being such a gentleman, and Robin has stopped being controlling. I think it’s so hot that you made that happen. Can you feel how aroused I am?”

As she was talking, she slowly pulled my hand between her legs. My fingers touched her silky panties and felt her moisture. I curled my finger along the edge of her gusset and pulled it aside, and stroked her outer lips.

”Mmmmm,” Alyssa moaned in my ear, “be careful, Jeremiah. I might have an orgasm right now.”

“That’s what you want, isn’t it?” I asked.

I sent a mental push for Alyssa to orgasm, and she suddenly moaned loudly. Robin turned around from the seats in front of us. Luckily my jacket was draped over Alyssa’s lap and hid my arm from her view.

“Are you okay?” Robin asked.

Alyssa moved my hand away from her open thighs and put on a look of discomfort, “I think I ate too much at dinner. I don’t feel well, is it okay if Jeremiah and I go home?”

“Oh honey, sure,” Robin said with concern in her voice, “Ron and I will be fine. You feel better.”

Robin turned around, hugged Ron then whispered something in his ear. Ron put his arm around her and pulled her close, then looked back at me and nodded as if to say, “See ya!”

Alyssa and I quickly left the movie theater and hurried to her car. I slid into the driver’s seat, and Alyssa slumped into the passenger’s seat.

”God, Jeremiah,” Alyssa moaned. “That wasn’t fair… It was glorious, but I need more… and quickly.”

I quickly returned to our house, and Alyssa quickly ran to our room. Well, my room, Alyssa, had practically moved in with me since we returned from our weekend with our girls. She’d only use her room to store her clothes, but she slept, studied, and did everything else with me.

Alyssa raced up the stairs, outpacing me like it was a race. I decided I would let her win and slowed to a walk. A confident walk. I was feeling fairly good about myself. The feeling of power from using my unique abilities to help others was intoxicating. For once, I didn’t feel guilty but in control. I pushed an image to Alyssa as I walked up the stairs.

When I got to the room and opened the door, I saw that Alyssa had received my thought and had obeyed. She was naked except for her ever-present glasses. Her face and eyes were obscured by her brown hair hanging in front of her face like a curtain as he bowed her head. She was kneeling on the bed, her bottom resting lightly on her heels, knees slightly apart. Her hands were resting on her thighs, palm up. The epitome of submission, which made my dick throb. I stood mesmerized at the door and quietly undressed. Watching her heavy breasts rise and fall with her breaths.

“Am I doing this right?” Alyssa asked, her voice soft and vulnerable.

“Perfect,” I managed, her posture overwhelming my emotions.

“I want so much to please you,” Alyssa said quietly. “Your suggestions and images are so very erotic.”

“Hush now, my love.”

“It is a turn-on to sit like this,” Allyssa sighed, with an edge of impatience, “but I need you to hurry.”

“You mean, ‘Hurry, please, Sir!’” I teased, pushing another suggestion.

“Oh yes, Sir… please hurry, Sir!” she sighed, accepting the role that I’d pushed.

I stood before the bed naked, my cock erect and pointing at her, and she held the submissive pose.

“Look at me, Aly,” I commanded.

She raised her eyes to me. Her beautiful blue eyes captured my soul as she waited. Her body buzzed with activity, but still, she waited. Waited for me to say what I wanted.

“Suck me,” I said huskily, my voice thick with emotion.

A smile crossed her lips as she leaned forward and grabbed my cock, then slipped her mouth over the crown. I thrill of emotion and power filled my entire being. While I had pushed the thought of a submissive role to Alyssa, I also knew that she was choosing to please me, and her submissive pose, posture, and attitude fired my desire.

“Oh fuck, that feels amazing,” I confessed to the heavens.

I watched as she raised her eyes to mine, her mouth around my thick rod, her head moving up and down. She paused, sucking just the tip, and mewled softly as she drank the pre-cum oozing from the slit. She lifted her hands to cup my balls and massaged them as she worked my shaft, her tongue swirling over it. I grabbed her head in my hands and started to firmly slide my cock in and out of her mouth. She looked up at me, her eyes clouded with lust, trust, and acceptance as I pounded my meat into her throat. It was almost too much, and I pulled away.

“Oh, Alyssa, I love you so much when you look at me that way.” I panted.

“Jeremiah, I need you so bad right now,” Alyssa whimpered, “Please Sir….”

“Turn around,” I commanded.

She turned around and lifted her bottom up to me, leaning down into the soft cotton comforter of our bed, her breasts mashed into the sheets as she bowed low. She offered her sex to me, pussy lips glistening with her moisture, pouting with desire. I notched my cock inside and pressed firmly, filling her slippery tunnel in a single stroke.

“FUCK,” Alyssa exclaimed and reached her fingers back to rub her hard clit, “Finally….”

I went into zen mode as much as I could, thinking of nothing. I drove my cock in and out of her pussy. Driving her deeper towards orgasm, wanting nothing more than to hear her moans and panting squeals of excitement. Eventually, her body began a delightful shiver as her sexual energy overcame her. Alyssa’s pussy convulsed around my cock and coaxed me over the edge. I slammed deep into her contracting slit, coating her insides with jets of cum.

I held myself deeply into her as I felt her body quiver beneath me. I pulled out, then slid onto the bed beside Alyssa. I pulled her back against me as her body shook with aftershocks. Alyssa gasped, slowing her breathing as she regained control of her body. Delicious shivers ran through her body as I held her tightly, soothing gently. I pushed emotions of bliss and satisfaction, and it was as if I could physically feel her acceptance of my suggestions as she relaxed her body into mine.

”Jeremiah,” She softly whispered, “If you could bottle whatever the fuck you just did, we’d be millionaires.”

I laughed and pulled the comforter over us. She snuggled her head into my chest as I rolled slightly on my back. I lifted my opposite hand behind my head and smiled as I drifted off to sleep. The warm comfort of my lover’s body pressing against me.
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I woke
 up the following day on my right side as the sun rose. Alyssa’s arm was draped along my leg, her breath warm against my back. I was always curious how we moved during the night. I knew our bodies were always touching when I fell asleep and when I awoke. I lay there thinking as Alyssa’s breath stayed deep and steady.

As it was my tendency to self-flagellate, I began to doubt the changes I’d made to Ron and Robin. I had a friendly discussion of the “What-Ifs” with myself. Then I felt a calming peace wash over me, the kind of peace I felt when I spoke with Alyssa about essential things. This peaceful feeling assured me that if something needed to be done, I would be able to adjust things. It was as if a piece of Alyssa’s mind turned on and sent me a message, “Stop worrying!” I slowed my breathing and slipped back asleep.

Sometime later, I woke up with a delicious feeling between my thighs. I felt slightly cold as I realized the blanket was tossed back. I felt the delicate tendrils of Alyssa’s brown locks trace up and down my lower pelvis. I lifted my head and saw her moving up and down my erection. What a glorious way to wake up! I moved my hand to her head and combed her hair to one side so I could watch her suck my shaft into her mouth. Her eyes lifted and creased into a smile as she pulled her lips from my crown.

“Good morning, lover!” she said and crawled forward to kiss me.

“Good morning!” I said as I tasted myself on her lips.

I felt her maneuver my shaft until my glans nestled against her swollen pussy lips. Then with exquisite slowness, she slid herself down my shaft until my pubic hair tickled her bare lips. It felt heavenly, and I slid my hands to her round ass to pull her deeper into me. She kissed me deeply as she rotated her core, screwing herself onto my cock.





*ring ring*








I ignored the phone, lifting my hips to meet Alyssa as she rose and fell on my stiff cock. She held her torso steady by pressing her hands into my chest. I loved the delicious feeling of her warm pussy pulsing around my engorged manhood.

“J!!!” Ron shouted from downstairs. “It’s for you! She said her name was Kelly!”

Alyssa’s eyes brightened, and she slid off my cock, and slipped out of bed. She hastily pulled on one of my tee shirts and grabbed the phone in the hallway next to the stairs.

“Hello? Kelly!” she said excitedly, “It’s Alyssa! How are you?”

After I pulled on my shorts, I joined Alyssa in the hallway. I was a bit grumpy from being interrupted in coitus. I was also thrilled to be hearing from Kelly. So I smiled and hugged Alyssa close, then leaned to her ear so I could listen.

Alyssa slid her hand around my waist, “Yeah, J’s listening now,” she said.

“I’m finished with finals, Friday,” Kelly said, “and started packing my car. But I don’t want to move my stuff back to my parent’s house. My parents want to discuss this transfer. I’m worried they won’t let me change schools.”

“Do you want to stay here?” I asked, “We have plenty of room. When are your folks expecting you?”

“They aren’t expecting me to be at their house until later in the week,” Kelly explained, “I haven’t told them I’m finished with finals yet. I wanted to talk with you first, J.”

“Come home,” I said, somewhat amazed I meant with Alyssa and me instead of her parents. “Alyssa and I can’t wait to see you and show off our house.”

“I knew you’d say that Jeremiah,” Kelly said, and I could see her flirty smile in my mind’s eye, “Have to finish packing, then head out. I should be there later tonight.”

“That soon?” I asked, a bit surprised but also excited to see her again. Alyssa squeezed me tighter, obviously excited too.

“I don’t see any reason to wait around,” Kelly said, “I packed my car yesterday, and I’d drive myself crazy just hanging around here.”

“How do Lexi and Carmen feel about that?” Alyssa asked.

“They are both madly jealous, of course!” Kelly teased, “But Lexi has to stay for a lab on Wednesday.” Kelly reported, “Carmen is struggling in her English Comp, and Lexi is helping her. They should both be done by Wednesday. Carmen says to tell you she’s renting a truck, and she and Lexi should be home by Friday.”

“What if she doesn’t pass English Comp?” I asked. I heard Kelly repeat the question on her end. I heard some rustling on the other end of the line, then Carmen’s voice.

“Jeremiah, I’ll be home by Friday. I said I’m in, and I’m all in,” Carmen stated. “You got that hombre?”

“Carmen, I just want to make sure your school….”

“Look,” she interrupted. “Life is sometimes more important than school. I’ll figure it out when I get there. Okay?”

“Okay, Carmen,” I smiled, “I can’t wait for our family to be together under one roof.”

“Me either, stud. kisses.” Carmen said, then dropped the phone, and we heard the clatter of the handset hitting the flow, muffled voices, and breathing in the receiver.

“Um, hello?” Lexi said, “Are you still there?”

“Yeah, Lex, how are you?” said Alyssa.

“I miss you both…” she paused, then continued, “Don’t worry about Carmen, I’ll get her through… I want us all to be together so badly!”

“I know, Lex… I love all of you.” I started.

“I love and miss all of you too!” Alyssa said with a voice full of emotion.

“Stop, I’ll start crying,” said Lexi, then we heard a dial tone.

I put the receiver down and hugged Alyssa to my chest. She lifted her mouth to kiss me. Then we kissed more, my erection returning to full strength and tenting my shorts. Alyssa ran her fingers along my length and parted from our kiss. She looked at me with her beautiful eyes.

“Is that for me,” she teased, “or are you thinking about fucking Bible Belt Barbie?”

“Both!” I said with a smile, lifted her, and carried her back to my bed.

She squealed with joy as I laid her down and started pushing my tee shirt up. I planted kisses along each inch of skin that I exposed. I took my time as I revealed her delicious breasts, hungrily consuming her firm nipples. Alyssa took over, pulling the tee shirt from my fingers and lifting it off her head. As Alyssa worked her fingers through my short hair, I lost myself in breast worship.

My torso was between Alyssa’s legs, and she wrapped her calves around my back. Her desire sparked as she ground her core into my erection. I took the hint and lifted myself to my knees between her spread thighs. She grabbed my shaft and guided it between her ready lips. I moaned into the breast I’d filled my mouth with as I slid my dick deep inside her molten sex.

Saturday mornings were made for screwing, so I took my time. I enjoyed the delicious feeling of sliding in and out of her hot sheath. My breast play had turned her on, and she was soon lifting her hips to meet my thrusts. I lifted my head from her breasts to watch as she tossed her head back, arching her body as she felt her first orgasm thrill through her body. I rode through the first wave slowly as she recovered.

I rolled off her and onto my back beside her. She hungrily moved over me and spread her thighs across my waist. Reaching between her legs, she realigned my shaft and settled onto my cock. She took over, starting at a slower pace. She slid down fully onto my cock, then rotated her hips, screwing herself into me, feeling me stir deep inside her. We made love patiently, enjoying the closeness of being together. We parted and kissed, moving between positions as we prolonged our morning play.

Then, together, we began our final ascent. I was on top and had lifted her legs back until her knees were near her face. As I bent her in half, I thrust deeply into her well-lubricated cunt. Our eyes locked as I totally controlled her motions and fucked her deeply. Her mouth opened in a silent scream as we watched each other in amazement as our orgasms crashed together. I sent out a small pulse of my power that caught her by surprise and made her tremble. I bottomed out and drilled my shaft into her, shooting jets of cum deep inside her. Gasping, we parted and readjusted to hold each other as we regained our breath and words.

“I’m getting hungry,” I finally said.

“Me too!” Alyssa agreed.

We got dressed, well, sort of, Alyssa put on her favorite fuzzy robe and slippers, and I pulled on a t-shirt and gym shorts and slipped on a pair of flip-flops. We walked down the stairs to the main floor and into the central kitchen. Robin was at the stove in one of Ron’s dress shirts, hair tied up in a loose bun while Ron was behind her. His arms were in front of her, one hand flipping pancakes. Robin was reaching behind her, sliding her hands around his bottom and softly stroking his ass through his shorts.

“Oh, do we need to leave you two alone?” Alyssa asked with a lilt in her voice.

Ron’s head snapped around, then slid around Robin’s side, keeping her body between himself and us. Almost like he was trying to hide an erection.

“Us?” Ron questioned with a knowing smile, “It sounded like you two were having fun too!”

I smiled confidently, then scolded, “Tsk, tsk, kitchens and sex games don’t mix—you might burn the sausage.” I smiled, then helped myself to a slice of bacon.

“Between that soundtrack,” Ron laughed, “and Robin so near me, it is hard to resist.”

“Speaking of hard,” Robin rejoined. “After last night, I’m amazed he still has lead in his pencil,” joked bawdily, smiling a chaste grin.

”I think we’re the only four left in the house this weekend,” I offered after a few moments of awkward silence. “Can we help with the rest of the breakfast?”

Robin took charge, “Table needs set, and orange juice poured.”

I started setting out plates while Alyssa retrieved the glasses and the OJ. Ron, finally, was able to rejoin the team and started carrying over plates of food; bacon, sausage, pancakes, and eggs. Ron and I loved to have big breakfasts on the weekends. I noticed a lack of fruit, so I grabbed a knife and started cutting up oranges, strawberries, and bananas, so Alyssa would have something to eat beyond all the animal protein.

Alyssa looked at me, then at the big bacon platter in front of her. I sensed that she wanted something from me. I pushed an image of her eating bacon, and she smiled and nodded. I winked at her and modified her moral curve, allowing her to enjoy bacon. Alyssa happily took a slice and savored the salty, fatty taste. Soon all of us were devouring the breakfast food together.

“I guess you’re feeling better unless the ruckus this morning was another ‘tummy issue,’” Robin said with a knowing smile.

“Yes, much better, thank you. Jeremiah has a wonderful elixir that always helps my troubles,” Alyssa smiled.

Ron coughed and was speechless. The old Ron would have made a crude joke that would have taken the flirty sexual banter into something more crude and rude. But this morning, he just smiled along with the jokes.

“Jeremiah,” Ron said finally, “I know there are two weeks left in our rental contract, but I thought I might move out early. Um. Could I get a partial refund on this month’s rent?”

“I don’t think that will be a problem,” I agreed with a smile. I was anxious to have him move out. Especially knowing Kelly would be here later that night. I politely added, “I’m not trying to shove you out, though.”

“Oh, I know, bud. I just figured, why not do it now?” He hugged Robin and kissed the top of her head, “Robin’s roommate already left last month, and the extra half-months rent could help her out.”

“I’m not sure that’s the only help she appreciates,” I said with a wink. “Do you need any help moving?”

“Nah,” Ron said, “I’ve always packed light, a couple of suitcases. The furniture is all part of the house. Then just my books and gym stuff. I can handle it.”

“Good enough. When are you going to start?” I asked.

“Right after we clean up from breakfast,” Ron answered, plopping the last slice of bacon in his mouth.

Alyssa frowned as the last slice of bacon disappeared but broke into a huge smile as she processed what Ron said. I sensed how eager she was for Ron to leave and for Kelly to rejoin us. I squeezed her hand tenderly under the table, and she shrank back.

She said, “J and I can clean up this mess. You go ahead, Ron, do what you need to do.”

“Thanks, Alyssa.” Ron leaned over and kissed her cheek, “That’s sweet.”

To Alyssa’s credit, she accepted Ron’s affection with a smile.

In a few hours, we truly had the house to ourselves. It was wonderful, though it never felt emptier. We walked down to the basement and explored the rest of the house. My roommates, all being future military men, were very neat, and the rooms were already tidy. Furniture was piled up, waiting for the deep cleaning scheduled at the semester’s end. The main floor was also clean and tidy; everyone had pitched in to clean up the common rooms. With Ron’s room now empty, the house seemed almost too silent.

The final week of school was next week, but most of my housemates had taken finals early so they could get to their summer jobs at camps or back home. Alyssa and I had only one final each the following week, both in easy classes. With the emptiness of our house, we sat on the sofa and enjoyed being alone for a little while.

We spent the rest of the afternoon cleaning out Ron’s room. We picked Ron’s room because it was the easiest to clean. He wasn’t kidding about traveling light. Also, he was the one that spent the most time sleeping over outside of the house. We vacuumed the carpet and scrubbed the walls.

I was at a loss over what to do with the house now that it was ultimately ours. For many years, I’d thought of the house as six separate rooms with common areas. That would no longer be true, as the concept of how the five of us could live together changed everything. So our cleaning focused on making a place for Kelly to call home.

Before long, Ron’s—Kelly’s room was spotless and ready for her to move in. Alyssa and I watched TV through the early evening, looking out the window each time we heard a car drive past. It was silly how impatient we both were. We silently wished Kelly’d be home sooner.

We ordered pizza, feeling empty and hungry, but also in case Kelly was hungry when she arrived. Car travel in the late 80s wasn’t like today. Cell phones weren’t available, so communication on the road was completely null. Finally, we heard a car horn and looked out the window. Alyssa flew from the house and practically dragged Kelly from the car to hug her close. I walked quickly behind her and wrapped both girls up in my arms.

“I’m so glad you’re here safe,” I said, finally able to kiss her.

She kissed me back, then looked in my eyes, “It felt like I’d never get here: the whole ride, I was thinking of you.”

“Come inside. We can unpack you tomorrow.”

“I was sort of hoping you’d pack me tonight,” Kelly teased, her fingers sliding inside my waistband.

“Mmm… I promise, but let’s get inside first.”

I hugged Alyssa with one arm and looked at her and her tear-streaked face, “You okay, babe?”

“I’m just so happy she’s here!” Alyssa said with more emotion than she usually allowed.

“Oh, Aly, I’m so glad to be here with you,” Kelly said.

The three of us entered the house from the front door.

“Wow, all this is ours?” Kelly asked as she entered.

“Yep, it’s all ours. I need your help to figure out how to fix it up for our family. It used to be set up as six separate rooms with common living spaces, and now it’s well… I don’t want us to live in separate rooms.”

“Yeah,” Kelly nodded, “I know what you mean. Give me the tour. Let me see what we have to work with.”

We walked Kelly down to the basement and toured the main floor before climbing the stairs to the rooms Alyssa and I occupied. Kelly asked questions, checked out walls and windows, and looked in bathrooms and eating areas. She finally nodded as she reached my room.“I think I can come up with something that will work,” Kelly said, smiling, “The house has good bones. That’s all that matters.”

“Thanks to my inheritance, I think I can afford a nice renovation,” I started, “But I don’t know where to start; I’d love to hear your ideas?”

“Sure, that’s right up my alley!” Kelly smiled, then hugged me close, “But I want you up my alley right now.”

Alyssa laughed at the blatant innuendo and grabbed Kelly’s hand, “Come on, J, let’s make Kelly feel at home.”

Soon I was consumed by the willing flesh of two of my favorite girls. I was in that heady place where body parts were disconnected from people as I explored curves, mounds, crevices, and buds—using my fingers and mouth to soothe and caress, my body twisting to touch this body part or to press into another body part. Finally, we ended up with Kelly on her back and my cock hammering firmly into her sex. Alyssa had spread her legs over Kelly’s face and was leaning over, kissing me while Kelly licked her pussy.

Our moans of passion inflamed each of our motions, and soon we headed to a crescendo. We orgasmed as one, our cries in our empty house echoing as we all vibrated in bliss. We collapsed into a heap, shuddering. I put my arm around each woman’s shoulders, and they nestled their heads into my chest. Alyssa pulled the cover over us, and we all fell peacefully.




                                                                                                    






I awoke Sunday morning to the touches of Alyssa stroking my cock, and Kelly kissing my nipples. I pulled Kelly up to kiss her, enjoying a deep, prolonged kiss. I groaned into Kelly’s mouth as I felt Alyssa’s tongue slipping around my engorged cock head. Could life get any better?

We still felt a bit empty despite taking our time and enjoying another round of orgasms. We all snuggled together, thought of Lexi and Carmen, and enjoyed the afterglow of our coupling.

Then the day started, and our new life began. I unpacked Kelly’s car, moved most of her stuff into Ron’s empty room, and took her clothes to Lexi’s room. It seemed the best idea since I knew we’d all share a bed. Then it was showers and breakfast.

“We need a bigger bed,” Alyssa said over coffee.

“Oh yes, and more furniture! This place is kind of sparse,” added Kelly.

“Well, where should we shop?” I asked, having nothing planned for Sunday, and my exam wasn’t until Wednesday morning.

“A furniture store, duh,” teased Kelly, “I don’t know; I’ve never lived in this town.”

“I know a place,” said Alyssa, “but we shouldn’t buy a lot of stuff until we know how we’re going to remodel the house.”

“Hmm, that’s true,” I agreed. “My room is a bit too small for a larger bed. If we got a bigger one, it would have to go in the basement now.”

“Well, I was thinking about knocking all of the walls down in the upstairs,” started Kelly, grabbing a napkin and drawing with a pencil, “We could make our bedroom the whole upstairs and expand the bathroom like this….”

She drew a rough floor plan allowing a large bathroom, including a tub and a roomy shower area. She then outlined a much larger bedroom. She even sketched out a space for clothing storage and a dressing area. Considering the challenge of designing for five people, Kelly’s quick design ideas were impressive. The strength of Kelly’s proposal excited me, and I couldn’t wait to start the project. I was struggling with what the next step would be. Beyond hiring an excellent general contractor, I had no idea what to do next.

Instead of discussing my insecurity, I offered, “Well, until we can get that done, maybe we’d be better living in the basement. It will be cooler down there during the summer too. What do you two think?”

“I think that’s a good idea,” Alyssa said.

Kelly shrugged and nodded, “Let’s go shopping!” smiling brightly.

We ended up buying a sturdy California King four-poster bed. It was a huge luxury, but I thought it was wise to invest in quality. The mattress was also top of the line. Kelly also found five compact armoires that she wanted. She said they’d work for her plans on clothing storage upstairs, and we’d need them as soon as Lexi and Carmen joined us anyways. I let Alyssa and Kelly shop for the bedding and other supplies at the mall while I drank a soda in the food court.

I tried to relax, but I was filled with anxiety. What was a fantastic fantasy in my head, living with four beautiful women, was quickly becoming a harsh reality. The complexities were piling up; clothing, storage, home renovation, expenses for everything. We hadn’t discussed any practical things at the hotel, and now my brain was filled with all the essential things we’d need to tackle. There was so much stuff to do that I didn’t know where to start. I was quickly allowing all the nervous, anxious feelings to overwhelm me.

”I can barely take care of myself. How will I even start to be able to care for all of us?” I wondered to myself.

I felt a hand squeeze my shoulder and looked up. Alyssa was there with her comforting smile.

“You let us take care of you too, J,” she said with a smile.

“Huh, how did you…?”

“When you get anxious, you forget that your emotions leak, and we start sensing what you are feeling,” Alyssa said as she slid beside me.

“Yeah,” I sighed, “I’m worried, babe.”

“It’s a big problem,” Alyssa admitted, then she took my hand in hers and looked at me with her beautiful eyes, “How do you handle a big computer programming problem?”

“Modularization,” I said automatically, my software design final was in two days, and it was easy stuff.

“Tell me about modularization,” Alyssa said, slipping her arms around me.

“Well, you take a big problem and break it into manageable chunks. Each chunk becomes a bit more simple.”

“Who works on each chunk?” Alyssa asked; I knew she was leading me, and I started to see her wisdom and nodded.

“Say it out loud, Jeremiah,” Alyssa coaxed, “it helps to say it out loud.”

“In a big project, you delegate each chunk to a team, and the team is responsible for each chunk.”

“So, what’s your job after you modularize and delegate?” she asked. She knew the answer. She’d been quizzing me on this stuff all week.

“Track and adjust,” I said, then looked at her carefully. “But will that work? This stuff just seems a bit too messy. Life isn’t made up of neat boxes.”

“Yes, it is,” Alyssa said, “First, the necessities, food, clothing, shelter—the basic chunks, and for centuries that was all humans could manage. That stuff is easy now. Your house provides many of the basics. You’ve got enough money to get us started, and we’ll all do our part.”

“There is just so much to do, too much,” I said, panicking again.

“Jeremiah, delegate the things to us,” Alyssa advised wisely. “Let Kelly take charge of the house and all it needs. I can help you plan and manage. We can all take turns cooking and shopping. When Lexi and Carmen get here, they can each take a part of the puzzle. It will be okay, sweetheart.”

I nodded, “You’re right; I’m sorry. I guess I wasn’t thinking it through.”

“You need to trust us, Jeremiah,” she soothed. “We’ve all got your back because we know you have ours. It’s because you worry so much that I trust you, but you need to return that trust. We won’t fail.”

“Thanks, Alyssa,” I nodded, “See how much I need you?”I leaned down and kissed her lips. She smiled as she returned my kiss.

“Let’s find Kelly and go home,” Alyssa said. “The delivery service should bring the bed by in a few hours. Then we can take a nice long nap!”

“As if you two would let me sleep,” I teased as I pinched her bottom.

Kelly ended up finding us, her arms filled with bags of linens and towels. I quickly grabbed more than my share of packages, and we all headed to her car. We stopped by a Chinese food place on the way to pick up dinner and made it home a few minutes before the furniture delivery truck. They unloaded all our pieces and brought them down into the empty basement. Kelly had them assemble the bed in the large common room. She instructed them to move the armoires into each of the smaller bedrooms.

After it was finished, it looked odd to have a large four-poster bed in the middle of what used to be a big lounge, but it also seemed more like home. Kelly insisted that all the new bedding be washed before we put it on the bed. She started a load while Alyssa and I went to the main floor, sat on the sofa, and finished dinner. When Kelly joined us, the conversation drifted into plans.

“Kelly,” I started, “I love your ideas for the upstairs, and what you’ve done setting up and organizing downstairs is a big help.”

Kelly smiled, “I love doing that stuff, setting up house. It’s like playing dollhouse for real!”

I laughed, “I’d like to put you in charge of the whole renovation. Would you be okay with that?”

“Oh yes! I was going to ask you to let me help you,” Kelly confessed, “I was always with my mother when she’d have a big remodel on our Bed & Breakfast on the coast. I could ask her for some references for builders and contractors. My mother taught me how to talk with architects and get permits. I’d be honored if you’d let me just take over. But it’s your house, Jeremiah.”

“I have no idea what to do,” I admitted. “So you’d be doing us a great service just making sure it happens. The quicker, the better.”

“I’ll call my mother in the morning,” Kelly said with a smile. Then as she thought about something, she started to frown.

“What is it, Kel,” Alyssa asked.

“I still need to talk with them about switching schools,” Kelly said, a bit disturbed, “I know I’m an adult and can make my own choices, but getting their approval is very important to me.”

I knew this already. It was one of the variables I’d readjusted on her curve on our weekend at the hotel. She had said how she’d always sought out approval from her parents, so I modified that portion higher than usual. I looked at Alyssa with a question, wondering if I should adjust her again. Alyssa, sensing my thought, shook her head, then spoke to Kelly.

“Family is important, Kelly, it’s okay,” Alyssa soothed, stroking her back, “Would it be okay if all of us went and talked with your parents.”

“It might be okay,” Kelly said, “I told them I was visiting friends in town. I needed to tell them something, and it was the truth. Well mostly. I didn’t tell them I was in a relationship with Jeremiah and his three other girlfriends. I still need to figure out how to explain how you two became my friends.”

“We have a couple of days to come up with a good story,” I started, a little concerned about lying to Kelly’s family. “Regardless, I’d like Alyssa to come along, do you think that would be a problem with your parents?”

“I don’t think so,” Kelly said with a sigh. “They can be tough to read sometimes. Dad especially—Mom is a bit softer, sometimes. I relate to her better.”

“When do they want to meet?” I asked.

“They’ll be in town looking after a new property they want to purchase, expanding to a new B&B in the valley.” Kelly recalled, “Wine country is booming nowadays. They’ll be here Wednesday afternoon.”

“I have my Software Design final that morning,” I said, recalling my calendar, “but after that, I’m done with school. What about you, Alyssa?”

“My last final is Tuesday, so I’m free too.”

“Great, I’ll set up an early dinner for all of us,” Kelly said with a smile.

“One thing at a time,” I told myself as I started thinking of all the other things that needed to happen. One thing, one piece, one part, modular thinking was the key.

We all snuggled on the sofa, watching the Sunday night movie until the sheets were all dry, and Kelly made the bed into something that looked spectacular. All white linens with snuggly cotton down comforter and pillows. We all piled into bed, with more than enough room to spare. We snuggled, kissed, and made love tenderly but soon drifted to sleep. We were all tired from the long day.













CHAPTER
 FIFTEEN












I woke
 up Monday morning to an empty bed. I knew Alyssa had planned an early start to cram for her final on Tuesday, but I was curious why Kelly was gone. I rubbed my eyes and stretched. Finding myself alone in a huge bed was a bit of a disappointment. I got out of bed and tried to find my clothes, but I could only find Alyssa’s and Kelly’s. So I walked up the back stairs to the main room nude. In our haste to christen the bed, we’d forgotten to move all our clothes to the basement.

As I walked up the stairs, I wondered if Alyssa had done the same thing, and the thought of watching her walk up the stairs naked stirred my loins. I got to the main floor and saw Kelly’s blonde hair hanging over the back of the sofa. She was talking on the phone, so I tried to sneak by her. A loose floorboard gave me away, and she turned and saw me.

Covering the phone’s mouthpiece, Kelly said, “Mmmm is that for me?” with a smile and a wink.

I realized she had on my tee-shirt, which solved the disappearing shirt mystery.

“I’m going to take a shower and get dressed,” I whispered, not sure who she was talking to and not wanting to intrude.

“No, nothing, Mom. Someone brought me a nice hot cup of coffee,” Kelly said, winking as she answered her mother’s question.

I smiled and walked past her to the upstairs and my regular bathroom. I found my gym shorts stuffed in the hamper and figured Alyssa must have brought them up with her. Today we would have to move our clothes downstairs. I didn’t mind being nude, but walking up two stairs with a semi-rigid erection bouncing against my thigh was a bit uncomfortable.

I started the shower and washed my hair when I felt Kelly’s hand slide around my back.

“Got room for a partner?” she asked as she hugged me, her breasts pressing into my back.

“Always,” I said, turning around and lowering my mouth to kiss her softly.

“You called your mother pretty early,” I said as I turned her back to the spray and started to wet her blonde locks.

“Both she and I are early risers; I usually call her in the morning a few times each week,” Kelly said, closing her eyes and leaning her head back into the mist, “She’s going to email me some contacts for architects and contractors in the area.”

“She has an email?” I asked. In the mid-80s, email was almost exclusively for schools and government agencies.

“Compuserve,” Kelly answered, “she’s got an account when I started school last fall, one for both of us. I figured you’d have a computer and a modem.”

“Yeah, I’ll show you where it is once I’ve washed all the sex off you.” I smiled.

“Aww… I was hoping to get some more sex on me,” she teased and started pulling on my erection.

“I’ve made an oath always to keep my housemates happy,” I said with a smile lowering my mouth to her breasts and suckling a nipple.

She leaned back more, presenting her fabulous round orbs to my mouth. I showed my appreciation by suckling both of her hard nipples. Then Kelly slipped down out of my arms and knelt beneath me. The hot water hit my chest and streamed down my torso as Kelly grabbed my firm erection with both hands. She brought her mouth to the tip of the glans, sucking the tip into her mouth with glorious suction. She looked up at me, her eyes blinking against the spray of water but holding my gaze as she slowly slid her mouth up and down my cock.

Her beauty took me. She seemed to be even more radiant than ever. When I saw her at the hotel, she appeared a bit tired and worn out at first. Now she looked fresher, more alive. She was bubbling with energy; whatever adjustments I’d made at the hotel seemed to suit her just fine. Her technique at oral sex was wonderful, her fingers cupping and playing with my balls as she took my entire length into her mouth.

I combed my hands through her hair, then held her face steady as my hips thrust into her face. She steadied her rocking motion and kept her mouth sealed to my shaft. She had great control of her gag reflex, and my cock slid down into the tightness of her throat. Her eyes stayed locked on mine as I fucked her mouth harder.

I released her and pulled back with a pop. I leaned down and lifted her wrapping my arms around her trim waist and pulling her into me. My cock pressed into her abdomen as my hands squeezed her round ass. I bent my mouth to hers, kissing her deeply, tasting myself on her tongue. She squealed when I pinched her bottom and twisted the offending fingers. I turned her around to face the shower wall. Her head was under the spray, allowing her to turn her head and watch me without being drenched.

She widened her stance and bent over, offering her delicious round cheeks to me. I swatted one cheek playfully, grabbed my cock, and guided my erection between her smooth, dewy petals. She bit her lower lip as she looked over her shoulder, eyes closing as I slid deep into her channel. Once I was fully seated inside her, I started a quick fucking motion. Her oral attention had me needing more, and I quickly built to a furious pace. I watched her ass ripple as my thighs slammed into her cheeks. Her breasts were swaying in circles as I pounded her body with vigorous thrusts.

“OH, GOD! YES!” Kelly shrieked as I fucked her hard and fast, “FUCK ME! FUCK ME!”

I did as she asked furiously, holding her tightly and pulling her back into my stiff, deep thrusts. She tossed her head and leaned into the shower wall, her cheek pressed against the cool tile. I felt my balls boil, and I thrust into her madly. I hammered a final thrust and roared as I erupted deep inside her. Feeling my cum fill her pussy set off her orgasm. Kelly moaned out, and her pussy clamped around my shaft. The tremors milked my cock of its offering.

I pulled her back, then twisted her around. She wrapped her arm around my neck as I lowered my mouth to hers. I was kissing and panting as I caught my breath. Fucking Kelly was an intense feast for the eyes. Her golden locks accented her golden tan skin. She wasn’t Bible Belt anymore, but she had the Barbie thing going on. I held her close as we both recovered. Then I lovingly washed her gorgeous body. I enjoyed rediscovering her smooth curves, the trimness of her waist, and the dip in her lower back. She returned the favor, washing me and investing just as much interest in exploring my body. Finally clean, we kissed softly and turned off the water.

Then we got out and dried, and Kelly went down to her room to find a change of clothes. I went to my room dressed in comfortable jeans and a tee-shirt and started studying for my Software Design final. The course was mostly theory and concepts, almost mind-numbingly dull, but I needed to keep it fresh for the final. The phone rang, and I stepped into the hall to answer it as Kelly hit the top step. She kissed me softly as I picked up the phone.

“Mmm... Hello?”

“Mmm!? … J??” said a male voice.

“Uh, sorry, … this is J; who’s this”

“Jerry. What was all that, ‘Mmm?’”

Jerry was a friend. We had many classes together. Jerry was also a geek, a bit awkward in social situations, and really into technology and programming. He was a great guy, a good friend, but had no idea about women. I didn’t think he cared, so long as he had his porn collection.

“A friend just gave me a sip of a delicious coffee,” I lied, winking at Kelly, “What do you need, Jerry?”

“I’m falling asleep trying to study for this stupid Software Design final. Do you want to study together, or at least keep one another from falling asleep?”

“Just a sec,” I held my hand over the receiver.

“Hey, Kel, mind if a friend comes and studies?” I asked Kelly

“No, babe,” Kelly said smiling, “I need to get my mom’s email and start calling some people, so go ahead.”

“Okay, thanks, and I’ll get you set up in just a minute,” I said as Kelly wandered into my room and sat at my computer.

“Yeah, Jerry, sure, that would be good. When will you be over?”

“Oh 10-15, want me to bring sandwiches? I can stop by Subway.” Jerry replied

“Kelly, you want a Subway?” I asked.

“Oh, yes, please, a Veggie?” she replied, turning and giving me her dazzling smile.

“That’d be great, Jerry. Get a Club and a Veggie; I’ll pay you back.” I answered.

“A veggie? uh, okay. I’ll see you in a few.” Jerry replied and hung up.

I smiled and returned to Kelly and flipped on the computer. I showed her the modem software and found the access number to Compuserve from an ad in the yellow pages. Soon she was logged in and printing her mom’s email on my dot-matrix printer.

”We may want to put this computer someplace more accessible,” Kelly said as she stood up and kissed my cheek.

“Maybe it’s time for me to get a new one.” I smiled, “You tell me where you want this one, and I’ll put it there. You’re in charge of the house design.”

“That’s right, mister,” Kelly said, “Let me think on that,” and she hopped down the stairs.

I signed on to my campus email account and checked for anything interesting. I was hoping for an email from Carmen or Lexi, but it was just the typical exchange between classmates and some notes from the Software Design professor. I printed out two copies of the professor’s email; one for me and one for Jerry. Then I collected my books and went downstairs.

Kelly was curled on one end of the sofa, talking on the phone. It sounded like she was talking to an architect because I heard the words design, floor plan, and drawings interspersed in her conversation. Part of me wanted to listen in and exercise some control. I knew I was out of my league, and Kelly seemed very comfortable talking with the person at the other end of the line. I gave her a big smile and sat down next to her, putting my books on the table and reading through the email from the professor.

Kelly wore cute capri pants that hugged her curves and a white cotton blouse. Her full breasts pulled the fabric tight across her bust. Her blond hair pulled into a ponytail bouncing sassily as she spoke into the phone. Her feet were pulled up under her on one side as she had kicked off her sandals on the floor below. She looked very much at home in our house. I felt rising happiness inside me as I scanned the professor’s email.

Soon there was a knock on the door, and I rose to answer. I let Jerry in and took the bag of Subway sandwiches from him, and led him into the living room. Kelly stood up as she hung up the phone. Jerry, just kind of, stood there, stunned.

”Hi, I’m Kelly,” said Kelly walking towards Jerry and holding her hand.

Jerry dropped his books to take her hand and said, “Uh, hi, Jerry.”

“Thanks for picking up sandwiches, Jerry,” smiled Kelly, “I’ll go fix us some drinks.”

On the way past me, Kelly kissed me on the cheek, and Jerry bent to pick up his dropped books.

“Who is that?” Jerry whispered.

“Kelly, she’s one of my new roommates.” I said, “Didn’t you hear her say her name?”

“Yeah, I heard her,” Jerry said, still stunned, “She is hot, man! Where did you meet her, and does she have a sister?”

“I met her a few weeks ago and convinced her with my sterling personality to change schools and move in with Aly and me,” I told him truthfully.

“Yeah, right!” Jerry smiled, thinking I was joking.

“It’s the truth.” I said seriously, then cracked a grin, “Let’s have a seat and start figuring out this test. Did you see the profs email?”

“No, dammit, what did it say?”

“I printed you a copy,” I said, handing him his copy as he sat on the opposite sofa.

Kelly returned from the kitchen with three large glasses of water and a bag of potato chips on a tray. She leaned over to place the tray on the table, and Jerry’s eyes just about popped out of his skull as he watched her display her gorgeous cleavage. Kelly rose up, unaware of her display, and stepped past me to sit between Jerry and me in the corner of the couch. She reached across the table, inadvertently giving Jerry another eyeful, to grab her sandwich and a glass of water. Kelly unwrapped her sandwich and took a bite, unaware of the attention Jerry was paying to her body. Jerry had slid his books across his lap to hide what was undoubtedly an erection.

“So Jerry, what do you study?” Kelly asked politely.

“Uh um, computer science with J,” Jerry said quickly, then grabbed his sandwich and unrolled it over his stack of books on his lap.

“How long have you gone to State?” Kelly continued between bites.

“I’m a junior like J; we have a lot of classes together,” Jerry said, getting a bit more comfortable talking to Kelly.

“Oh, J,” Kelly said, turning to me, “I made an appointment for an architect to come by today around 3, and after I eat, I’m going out to talk with a couple of contractors to see some of their work.”

“That’s fine, Kelly,” I said, “Will you be here for the architect?”

“Absolutely,” Kelly smiled and continued to eat.

“What do you need an architect for?” Jerry asked.

“We’re remodeling the house.” Kelly said, “We’re making a big master suite on the top floor and modernizing everything on the other two floors. Two phases, the first being the top floor and this floor, then we’ll be able to move out of the basement.”

“Sounds extensive,” Jerry said.

“It is pretty ambitious,” Kelly allowed, “but not difficult if I can get the plans drawn up quickly. We can probably start by the end of the month. Hopefully, everything will be done by the end of the summer.”

“Then what?” asked Jerry.

“Then we’ll be all set for the fall semester,” Kelly said, smiling.

We all chatted back and forth as we ate our sandwiches. Kelly cleaned up her wrapper and napkin and took it and her water glass back to the kitchen. Jerry watched her every move but always averted his eyes when he sensed her looking towards him, as much as he dared.

“I’ve got to go; thanks for the sandwich Jerry,” Kelly said as she returned and kissed me on the cheek.

I turned and hugged her, “Have a good time,”

“It was nice meeting you, Jerry.” She then turned to me with a glint in her eye, “I will be back at three, honey.”

“Nice meeting you too!” said Jerry as she left through the front door.

Jerry finished eating and then looked at me, “Honey? What the hell? I thought you were going out with Alyssa?”

I grinned confidently and lifted my feet on the coffee table, crossing my ankles, “Alyssa and I have a very open relationship.”

“Wow, you’re a fortunate man,” Jerry said as he finally readjusted his books and started reading the professor’s email.

We started studying for the test, using the professor’s notes to help us focus on the crucial parts. We figured the final would be more practical but still have some trivial questions. It was a professional-level course, so it did require some practical application. We developed a relatively easy-to-remember rubric to help us go through the development process for a waterfall and an object-oriented model.

Just as we were finishing up, Alyssa walked through the front door. I rose and greeted her with a hug and a kiss while Jerry was packing his books and papers.

”Hey babe, did you get a good bit of studying?” I asked Alyssa.

“Yeah, I’m burnt out and hungry now.”Alyssa said, then saw Jerry behind me, “Oh, Hi Jerry! How are you? It’s been a few weeks since I’ve seen you around.”

“Hi Aly,” said Jerry with a smile, “I guess we’ve both been busy.”

“I’ll say,” said Alyssa disappearing into the kitchen.

“Okay,” said Jerry as he carried his books to the door, “I don’t know why you get two beautiful chicks while I’m left with nothing. Life just doesn’t seem fair.”

He was smiling and teasing me, but I felt a bit uncomfortable. I was delighted to have Alyssa and Kelly in my life, living under the same roof. I was also uneasy because Jerry’s friendly visit and question reminded me that our family might not fit in with the surrounding world. The familiar feelings of uneasiness and doubt started to creep into my emotions again.

“Well, maybe I can help you find yourself a friend,” I offered Jerry honestly.

“Well, if you get tired of Kelly, let me know!” Jerry said with a wink, then left with a wave.

I walked into the kitchen and wrapped my arms around Alyssa. She was preparing a large salad and continued to fix her lunch as I nuzzled into her fragrant neck.

“It was good to see Jerry; I think you need to keep meeting with your friends,” she said.

“It was a bit awkward,” I admitted, “Kelly was here when he arrived, and he was smitten.”

Alyssa laughed, “I bet Kelly probably reminds him of several of his centerfolds. Carmen did call her ‘Bible Belt Barbie?’ except now she’s dropped the piousness.”

“Well, yeah,” I agreed. “He seemed to accept that I’m living with you well enough. I’m worried how that perception will change when Lexi and Carmen get here.”

“Hmmm, I hadn’t considered that,” Alyssa admitted. “We might need to limit the public displays of affection when we have normal people around.”

“Yeah,” I agreed sullenly.

“J, we’ll figure it out,” Alyssa said, putting down her utensils and turning around.

She put her hands behind my neck and stood on her tiptoes to kiss me. I kissed her back and looked at her beautiful blue eyes. My uneasiness settled a bit as she stroked the back of my head and leaned against me. We hugged tightly for a few moments before she turned around and finished preparing her salad.

“Are you ready for your test?” I asked, shifting the subject.

“Yeah, my brain is all full.” She said, taking her salad bowl and heading to the living room. “I’m going to let it all settle and should be good for the final tomorrow morning.”

“Kelly is meeting with an architect in about a half hour,” I mentioned. “She’s going gangbusters with making the remodeling changes. I’m pretty impressed.”

“I thought she had a pretty good head on her shoulders. From Carmen’s emails about how she was before you met, she seemed a well-organized and serious person. I think she’ll do great with our remodel.”

“Yeah,” I agreed, “I just hadn’t seen this side of Kelly before. Seeing her fully engaged with … uh… normal things was nice.”

Alyssa laughed and put her feet on my lap as she leaned against the arm of the sofa, eating her salad. I pulled off her sandals and started massaging her feet.

”You know Jeremiah,” Alyssa said with a flirty smile, “We’re going to be doing more and more normal things.”

“Oh, I know, Aly,” I admitted with a blush, “I’m excited to learn more about what each of them is like outside the bedroom.”

We chatted about everyday things and planned how our house should run. We talked about mundane things like shopping and menus and schedules. I felt pretty good about things. As scheduled, Kelly came back in the front door. She slid a couple of bags from a decorating store against the door and waved at us.

“Hey guys,” she said with her dazzling smile, “I found the mall!”

“Why do I feel my wallet shrinking,” I joked, standing up to greet her.

“Well, J, I appreciate that you want to dote on me,” she said, leaning into me as I hugged her, her hands flat against my chest, “but I can provide for myself fairly well.”

She kissed me tenderly, then pushed herself away. Smiling at Alyssa, she sat down on the opposite couch. Then looked at me evenly.

“Jeremiah,” she started, “I wanted to talk about something before we met with the architect.”

“Of course, go ahead,” I said, feeling my uneasiness return.

“Alyssa, I need to hear your input too,” she started, then continued, “We need to figure out how we all will relate with people outside of our family. I thought it was a bit awkward with Jerry.”

I nodded, “Actually, I was talking about the same thing with Alyssa. She came back while Jerry was still here, and it was a bit awkward having him see me be intimate with two different girls.”

“It doesn’t change how I feel about you,” Kelly assured, “but if we want to be together, we need to be careful. The outside world will not accept us as we are.”

“Okay,” I agreed, “I accept that, but what should we do about it?”

“We will have to agree to a cover story,” Alyssa added, “but we need to have this conversation with all of us, including Lexi and Carmen.”

“Yes, of course,” Kelly said, “I was thinking about how the house should be designed, though. If we made it plain that all five of us lived together upstairs, it would be hard to disguise anything different.”

“Good point,” I agreed.

“So I think we need to make the basement appear to be a separate apartment. Sort of like it is now, two separate rooms, with a common living space. Then when it’s all done, three of us could pretend to live there if there are any questions.”

I nodded, “That makes sense. We’ll have to talk with everyone when they get here. You can go ahead and explain that plan to the architect.”

“That is a very practical idea,” Alyssa agreed. “We do need to be careful how we interact in the real world.”

“Okay,” Kelly smiled and breathed, “I thought this conversation would be harder than it was.”

“Kel,” I said with a smile, “I appreciate your willingness to bring it up. I need to hear these things. It will be best for us to be open and honest with everything. Especially with the dramatic changes going on.”

We all stood up and shared a hug and enjoyed being together. Until a knock on the door separated us. Kelly walked to the door, and Alyssa and I sat back on the couch.

Kelly introduced us to the architect, and we all sat down. Kelly took the lead, telling the architect I owned the house and had a fair inheritance. She explained that Alyssa and I wanted a main luxury suite on the top floor and an ample living space on the ground floor suitable for entertaining. She continued that she would be renting one of the basement apartments and that I wanted a second apartment large enough for two in the basement. The architect took some professional notes and looked at Kelly’s rough sketches she’d made earlier in the morning.

“May I ask a question?” the architect said carefully, “I understand that you’ll be living downstairs, but why are you telling me all this? Shouldn’t I be talking to you, Jeremiah? ”

“I’ve asked her to help me,” I explained, “Kelly’s family has a lot of experience with Bed & Breakfasts and making a profit through hospitality. I just know about machines and computers. When Kelly applied to rent an apartment, I offered her a discount if she’d help me with the planning.”

“Ah, okay,” the architect nodded, “a little quid pro quo. Okay, can I ask what plans you have for this property? Beyond the next five years?”

“Well,” I took Alyssa’s hand, “I’m hoping we’ll still live upstairs. Beyond that, I want to be able to continue to make some money off rent for the basement quarters. We’re so close to campus; a higher-end apartment could be an excellent investment.”

I was bullshitting, going off Kelly’s lead. I had no idea that renting to college students for many years had practically built my inheritance that I was now returning to the property. The architect nodded his agreement.

“Let me look around and make some measurements,” he explained. “I’ll come to check out with you before I leave,” he said to Kelly.

“Excellent,” said Kelly.

“If you’ll excuse us.” I said, “Alyssa and I need to go grocery shopping.”

I figured it would be best to be away from the house while the architect inspects the grounds. I also trusted Kelly to be able to answer any of his questions. Alyssa and I left and went to her car.

”This is going to be more challenging than I thought,” I said, still a bit jittery.

“You did great, Jeremiah,” Alyssa said with a smile, “It’s going to be all right. Just wait and see.”

I don’t know where she got her optimism, but her smile always comforted me. We went to the grocery store and bought enough food to restock the kitchen cupboards. I worried that we didn’t get anything Kelly needed. Alyssa assured me that we could come back again.

“I’m sorry, I’m overthinking things again,” I confessed sheepishly.

“You are so sweet to worry about, but you must take a deep breath,” Alyssa stated with a smile.

“I’d like it if things were a bit more certain. A bit more structured.” I said.

“Oh, Jeremiah, you’re about to live with four women,” Alyssa laughed. “Your life will never be the same.”

“Don’t I know it!” I lamented with good humor.

We both laughed and finished the shopping chore. When we returned to the house, Kelly greeted us with a smile and helped unload the groceries. All my worries evaporated while the three of us made quick work of putting away food. Then Alyssa shooed Kelly and me out of the kitchen.

“Go! I want to make all of us a nice dinner.” Alyssa said.

Kelly grabbed my hand and took me outside to the backyard. She started showing me the grounds with a different light than I’d ever noticed before.

“The architect said you could develop this property to have a nice formal garden.” Kelly explained, showing me the backyard, “There is plenty of room out here. With good planning and structural elements, this property could become a nice Bed and Breakfast. A nice garden would be a great place for small parties, weddings, receptions.”

“Wow,” I confessed, “I’d never thought of that. This backyard was just something I had to mow and keep trimmed. We threw a party now and then but never thought of making a formal garden out of it.”

We’d reached the back fence, and Kelly wrapped her arms around me. I leaned against the fence and pulled her against me, kissing her softly. She kissed me back, enjoying a moment of intimacy. She turned and leaned against me, my hands crossed in front of her belly.

“I can see it in my imagination, Jeremiah.” Kelly explained, “This really could be a nice property. A Bed & Breakfast would be a good cover for our family.”

“What do you mean?” I asked, kissing the back of her head.

“A B&B needs a staff, J,” she said, “just like a hotel, someone to cook, clean. Having three other women here would be natural to the running of the property.”

“But, where do we put the guests if you’re living downstairs?” I asked.

“There are still two rooms on the main floor,” Kelly mused. “Or we could say there are staff quarters upstairs. No one would question that. It would be easier to maintain cover if the guests weren’t tenants living here for half the year.”

“Let’s talk it over with Alyssa,” I said. “It sounds like a great idea to me. I’d love to see this backyard improved. Could we add a hot tub?”

I lifted my hands to her breasts, and she sighed and leaned back, allowing me to cup and caress her boobs. She slid her hand behind my head and leaned back, turning her face to look at me. I lowered my mouth to hers and kissed her tenderly.

“A hot tub will be the first thing I put in,” she sighed before we kissed more deeply.

She twisted in my arms and stood on her tiptoes, kissing me deeper, her hands sliding around my ass. I pulled her closer. We started to make out heavier when we heard a shout.

“Okay, you two!! Dinner is READY!” Alyssa clanged a spoon inside a big cast iron pan.

Kelly and I smiled and held hands, and walked back inside. Over a delicious spaghetti dinner, Kelly explained the Bed & Breakfast idea. Alyssa listened attentively and asked a few questions. I got sidetracked talking about the hot tub. The idea of the five of us in hot water was an arousing thought. Alyssa kept the conversation on track until we had finished eating.

“It might be the best idea of all,” Alyssa agreed. “it could ease the conversation while talking to your parents, Kelly.”

“Huh? I don’t understand.” Kelly said curiously.

“If we all present Jeremiah and me as the main couple interested in creating a good B&B property. Us wanting to hire you as a manager makes sense. It gives a good reason for you to change schools, to have this job. Same for Carmen and Kelly if we can define good jobs for them.” Alyssa explained using air quotes around the word jobs.

”Hmm,” Kelly thought, then smiled, “That would work. I could certainly sell it to my mother. It might bring my father along too. He’s an alum at my old school, but a good job would probably soften his stance. Let’s plan more tomorrow. I’m tired now.”

“I’ll get the dishes,” I offered, “and I’ll meet you two downstairs.”

I made quick work of the dishes. Turning off the upstairs lights and locking the doors, I went down the back stairs. A soft glow illuminated the room and turned into the lounge entrance. I saw candles flickering around the room’s edges. The soft light shone on the bed and the two figures on either side.

I caught my breath. They were both naked and kneeling on opposite sides of the large bed. Their heads bowed, and softly breathing. Mirror images of the posture I suggested to Alyssa the night before Kelly came. A kneeling posture of submission that made me instantly hard. I silently undressed, neatly folded my clothes, and left them near the door. It felt like I was entering a sacred place.

“What’s this?” I asked, approaching the bed.

“Permission to speak, sir?” Alyssa asked, and I could see the hint of a smile beneath her hanging brown bangs.

“Of course,” I answered, hoarse with desire.

Alyssa lifted her eyes to me, “I told Kelly about what you suggested the other night, and we both agreed to try it together.”

I gulped and remained speechless but pushed a feeling of great happiness to the two of them. I heard them both sigh.

“Jeremiah, we feel so secure with you; we both want what’s best for you and all of us. We are yours, and this - is our submission to you. It’s our gift.”

I looked at Kelly, “Is that true for you too, Kelly?”

Hearing me address her, Kelly lifted her eyes to mine, “Yes, Sir. You’ve only shown me love, and this is how I can return it.”

I was speechless for a moment, then said, “This is very arousing, and well, I don’t know what to say.”

I instead pushed an image, and the two girls shivered, then crawled across the bed and wrapped each other in a kiss. Tender at first, then rapidly turning lustful as their full breasts touched and pulled against each other. I crawled onto the bed and sent another image. They parted and reached for me, laying me down between their kneeling bodies. I slid my hands along their warm flanks.

I was soon sending images and emotions to my two beautiful women, and they accepted my suggestions openly. Their willing submission to my desires was heady magic, which fired my passion. Kelly leaned over me and started to kiss and suck my rigid cock. Alyssa leaned into me and kissed me deeply, then rose and offered me one of her breasts to suckle. The arousal I felt was repeated through my psychic channel, and we soon became a singular being. Our bodies moved without speaking, our moans and sighs echoing our mutual desires.

Kelly mounted my cock with a sigh and a grunt. Then Alyssa slid her thighs over my head and lowered her dripping sex to my willing tongue. We spent many minutes pleasuring each other, and just before falling over the brink, I sent a new image, and we parted hesitantly. Our bodies were firing with lustful need but rearranged on the bed in slow motion—our touches igniting new feelings.

Kelly laid against the headboard while Alyssa crawled between her legs. Kelly looked up at me and brought her hands to her breasts, squeezing them in her palms as I slid behind Alyssa’s upturned ass. I heard Kelly moan, combing her fingers through Alyssa’s brown locks as Alyssa started licking Kelly’s pussy. I slid my cock into Alyssa’s juicy pussy and felt her fingers slide along my shaft as she began to finger herself.

We slowly ascended again, reaching the apex and cresting over it. Kelly tossed her head back and arched her body, her orgasm flooding Alyssa’s mouth. My thrusts became hard and fast, and with a final thrust, I erupted deep into Alyssa’s pussy, firing her orgasm as she arched backward. Her pussy clamped against me, and I sent a power surge of passionate emotion towards them, causing all of us to quiver with the effects of the amplified lust. Our cries echoed in the large room with loud groans, and then we collapsed into a pile of warm, sweating bodies.

Slowly we rearranged Alyssa on my right side and Kelly on my left. My arms wrapped them tight as we caught our breath. My girls lifted the comforter over us. I fell asleep to their tender caresses, their warm breath against my chest. We slept.
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I woke
 up Tuesday morning with a warm body pressed against my chest. As my eyes focused on the blonde hair just under my chin, I knew it was Kelly. I wrapped my arms around her and pulled myself closer to her. My morning wood mashing into her round bottom. She moved and turned her head towards me.

“All for me?” she asked sleepily.

“I’m pretty sure Alyssa left for her exam,” I answered.

I let Kelly roll onto her back and crawled over her on my knees. I kissed her deeply, my tongue driving into her mouth as she fluttered her eyes sleepily. I kissed along her jaw, down her neck, and finally filled my mouth with her round breasts. My tongue soon had both nipples hard as Kelly encouraged my oral exploration with soothing strokes of her fingers through my hair.

I kissed her taut belly and finally over her soft blonde curls. She had shaved along her lips but kept a tuft of hair just above her pussy. I enjoyed a teasing kiss, moved my mouth over her pussy, and licked slowly. Her gasp told me I was on the right track, and I sucked her engorged lips into my mouth.

After making sure she was wet and ready with a mixture of my saliva and her juices, I maneuvered my body between her thighs. She spread her legs wide as I notched my head between her open lips. I slid my cock home and lowered my mouth to her breasts. I loved to suck her sensitive nipples as I slowly pumped in and out of her tight pussy. Her hands lovingly stroked my head and shoulders as I used my mouth and cock to lift her higher and higher.

Her moans and gasps encouraged me as we neared a mutual climax. Finally feeling my passion, I reared back and fucked her hard and fast. My eyes were locked on her as she lifted her hands to my chest. She tweaked my nipples with her fingers as I thrust into her and emptied my seed deep into her womb. She arched her back at my pulsing cock, and her cunt clasped my member firmly as she came hard.

I gasped and rolled off of her, then pulled her close to me. We recovered our breath in a tender embrace, enjoying the feeling of just holding each other. Eventually, Kelly wriggled from my grasp and got out of bed, walking towards the basement shower.

”Come on, Jeremiah,” she said over her shoulder, “lots to do today. Let’s wash the sex off of us.”

I couldn’t resist a shower with Kelly and quickly followed her into the basement shower. We washed each other, and eventually, I got hard again. Kelly laughed.

“I can’t wait until Lexi and Caren get here so I can have some help!”

“Oh, poor you!” I said and turned her to face the wall.

After a few more minutes under the warm water, I was sated again. Kelly turned around, also happily satisfied, and kissed me deeply.

”Now, seriously, Jeremiah,” she said to me with a smile, “we need to get some work done today, namely move all our stuff down here. I’m tired of walking upstairs naked change clothes.”

“I’ll never tire of you walking up and down the stairs naked,” I said honestly.

Kelly laughed and turned off the water. We dried each other off, and she strolled out of the room and up the stairs naked to find a new outfit. I walked to where I had folded my clothes from the previous day and decided it was probably better to get a new pair of clothes. So I bounded up the stairs in my birthday suit. At the top of the stairs, I almost ran over Alyssa. Who grabbed onto me so she wouldn’t get knocked down.

“Be careful, Jeremiah!” she said, laughing. “And what is this? Have you turned into a nudist?”

“Hey baby,” I said, kissing her softly, “All my clothes are still upstairs. Wanna help me dress?”

“Sure,” Alyssa said with a smile, “but I warn you, I did awesome on my test, and that always makes me horny.”

I started back up the stairs, and Alyssa whistled bawdily at my naked backside. I smiled and hurried to the second floor, with Alyssa behind me.

“I think you need to wait a few minutes before you get dressed,” said Alyssa slipping out of her jeans.

I smiled as I laid back on my bed, my cock tumescent but not rigid. I patted the bed next to me as Alyssa undressed. I loved watching as she revealed her lightly freckled body. Her breasts swayed as she removed her clothes, her nipples firm and mouth-watering. She slid beside me and kissed me hungrily, her hand going to my cock.

“What’s the matter,” she asked at my flaccid state.

“Kelly was a bit greedy this morning,” I teased.

“I think you were the greedy one,” Alyssa laughed back.

“I’ll make do with this,” I said, kissing her hard and deep, then kissing down her body.

I loved tasting her bald pussy. She loved the feel of my stubble against her tender skin as I licked and sucked her tasty lips. Her hands held me close as she encouraged me vocally,

“Mmmm yes, Jeremiah, lick me… that feels so GOOD.”

Her passionate cries soon had my cock awakening as I mouth fucked her roughly. I continued to nibble and suck her hungrily. My lips surrounded her clit, sucking while my tongue lapped at the sensitive bud. When I felt her body respond, I backed off and knelt between her thighs.

“DON’T STOP, J… keep going.” she huffed at me, then saw my stiff erection, “Mmm, oh YES. FUCK ME!”

I quickly entered her pussy and rode her through her orgasm. My cock was still hard as a rock, having desensitized, so I continued to ride her hard. She looked at me with awe and amazement as I continued thrusting in and out of her. She wrapped her ankles around my back and lifted her ass off the bed, meeting my thrusts. We lost the ability to talk as we moaned and grunted. I felt my third orgasm approaching and ramped up my furious fucking. The swift thrusts fired off Alyssa’s second climax, and she tossed her head back and screamed. I roared and reared back, spearing her on my cock as it jetted deeply inside her.

We froze like that; two bodies arched together, joined in tangent as our overloaded senses fired ecstasy through our nerves. Then I slid down beside Alyssa and pulled her close. She curled into me, her fingers clenching my chest hair as she tried to catch her breath.




*clap clap clap*







We lifted our heads and turned towards the door. There stood Kelly with her bright smile, fully dressed and clapping her hands.

“I’m impressed, J,” she teased, “That was hot as hell. Alyssa is simply amazing.”

We both blushed at the adulation praise but didn’t try to cover up. We were completely comfortable even if we had been caught in coitus. Kelly smiled, came, sat on the bed, and caressed us.

“C’mon, you two,” she said, “It’s time to get some stuff done; I need your help.”

“I’m sorry, Kelly,” I said, “I remember the work we need to do, but Alyssa caught me running up the stairs naked, and well….”

“Oh, I understand!” Kelly said, “I’d do the same thing, believe me!”

We all laughed, and I got up and pulled on some working clothes. Alyssa made a quick trip to the bathroom, then joined us. We spent the rest of the morning moving clothes armful by armful to the armoires Kelly had purchased. After we’d moved the clothes from the second floor, we carried Kelly’s clothes and luggage down to the basement.

After moving all our clothes downstairs and starting a load of laundry, we relaxed on the sofa for a moment to regroup.

”We need to get all the furniture from the second floor moved down to the first,” Kelly said.

”Why the rush?” I asked, a little weary from my exertions, “We don’t even have plans yet!”

“Because it needs to be done,” Kelly said. “If the upstairs is completely clean, we can start demolition before we get plans. Besides, I think we should have a yard sale and get rid of all the old furniture.”

“That’s a good idea,” Alyssa agreed. “If we’re going to make this a B&B, it needs a new look. The tired college dorm appearance won’t be attractive.”

“We could market our house as an authentic back-to-school experience for homecoming and reunions,” I joked.

Alyssa and Kelly did not crack a smile. I learned then not to joke about home decor.

”Okay, you are right!” I confessed, “I’m just a bit tired. I’m not looking forward to moving furniture either. I still need to move the computer. Where do you want that, Kelly?”

“I think in the room where you had all my stuff,” Kelly said, “I can use that as an office. You said you needed a new computer, so maybe I can use your old one?”

“If that room is big enough for two computers,” I answered, “With five of us downstairs, I don’t think I’ll have room down there. Or we can just share mine until the end of summer. Without classes, I don’t think I’ll be using it a bunch.”

“That will work, I think,” Kelly said, “Oh, I need to call my mom!”

“Are we still on for dinner tomorrow with your parents?” I asked.

“I haven’t set that up yet, because we hadn’t finalized what our background story was.” Kelly explained, “I’ve been avoiding my mother’s questions about who I’m staying with. I’m sure she’ll ask again when I call. So what’s our story?”

“It’s probably best to use the truth as much as possible,” Alyssa advised. “Say you met Jeremiah when he visited your school for a competition. He found out that your family had a B&B, and you started discussing what to do with this house he’d just inherited.”

“Yeah,” I agreed, “the more truth, the easier it is to remember. After I left, we exchanged emails, and I asked you to visit me, and my girlfriend after school was out. I wanted your opinion on my property.”

“Then Jeremiah offered you a job to help manage the property.” Alyssa added, “He threw in free rent during the school year as an incentive.”

“Okay, that should work.” Kelly said with a smile, “I kinda wanted to introduce Jeremiah as my boyfriend, but that would cause a lot of alarm bells to ring in my Dad’s head. Especially since I’ve already spent two nights with you.”

“Okay,” I smiled, “give your mom a call and set up dinner. Alyssa, I could use your help moving the computer.”

“Just keep your hands off each other,” Kelly laughed as she picked up the phone, “I don’t want to have to explain weird sex noises. It was hard enough living next to Carmen!”

Alyssa and I laughed as we went upstairs. Honestly, I was focused on the task at hand. After my adventurous morning activities, I wasn’t incredibly horny. That wasn’t true for Alyssa because after we’d disconnected all the wires and stacked the components near the door, Alyssa grabbed me and kissed me deeply.

“I am excited about how all of this is working,” Alyssa said.

“It’s crazy how everything seems to be aligning neatly,” I smiled, then combed my fingers through her hair, “Are you okay with being my girlfriend? We have been in this relationship for a few months now. This makes it more real.”

“Jeremiah, I want to be with you for the rest of my life,” Alyssa said to me, searching my eyes, “I love you more than anything else. We have this weird family, and our life won’t be easy. I know all of that. But that doesn’t change how I feel about you.”

“I love you too, Aly.” I said softly and kissed her tenderly, “I would love to spend the rest of my life with you.”

We hugged tightly, both of us overcome with our own emotions. I felt the familiar pangs of worry and doubt invade my mind. Did I just propose marriage? What would the other girls think if I made Alyssa and my relationship formal? Would that make things different? I could feel Alyssa stiffen as my doubt grew.

“Sweetheart, you worry too much,” Alyssa said, sensing my thoughts.

“Was I leaking again?” I asked with a smile.

“Yes! It’s a weird feeling hearing you in my head, but also comforting. I’m not sure Kelly has the same link I have with you.” Alyssa explained, then continued with a glowing smile, “To answer your first question, the answer is yes, and I accept. As to the other questions, we’ll all figure it out. I love Carmen, Lexi, and Kelly as much as you do.”

I smiled and kissed her firmly, then said, “I guess I’d better get a ring. It might make tonight’s dinner a bit more realistic.”

“We’d better talk to Kelly first,” Alyssa advised, “I don’t know how she’ll react to the news.”

We hugged and then started moving the parts of the computer downstairs. While I set up Ron’s old desk, Alyssa talked with Kelly. I set up all the components and reconnected all the wires. Soon the computer was booting up, and I logged in and checked my campus email. One from Carmen attracted my attention.



From: Carmen

To: Jeremiah

Subj: We are ready to come home.

I'm tired of studying for the final, so I'm writing this email to you. Lexi thinks I should practice writing as much as possible before the final exam. She is such a taskmaster. Between grammar and running, she's wearing me out. I take it out on her with the strap-on, though, so we're even.

We both miss you, Jeremiah. You and Alyssa. We even miss Kelly (that was a joke.)

It feels emptier now that she's gone. We've decided to change plans and drive straight through on Thursday. Staying one more night away from our family will be intolerable. I will destroy my English Comp final on Wednesday first thing in the morning and then pack the truck in the afternoon.

With both of us driving, we should be home by bedtime. So save us a place!

yours,

carmen





I smiled. It was strange. Even with Kelly here, the house still felt empty. I missed Lexi’s infectious smile and Carmen’s fiery personality. I also felt a little wary about making plans for our family without both of them here. Things seemed to be moving so fast, and I hoped that life might slow down a bit when they got home the day after tomorrow.



From: Jeremiah

To: Carmen

Subj: Re: we are ready to come home

Carmen and Lexi,

We're glad for you to BE home. Kelly helped us set up a room for all to sleep together. It's charming, but it feels empty without you. Study hard, and drive safe.

Soon we'll all be together.

J.





I walked back into the living room, where Alyssa and Kelly sat on the same sofa chatting. I sat on the opposite couch, waiting for a break in their conversation.

“I got an email from Carmen,” I announced, “they’ll be here Thursday night.”

Both the girls smiled at the news, “That’s awesome!” Kelly said excitedly, “I just left them a few days ago, but I miss them both.”

“I miss them too,” Alyssa smiled, wiping a tear from her cheek, “I’m so glad that you’re here, though, Kelly.” She leaned over and hugged her tightly.

I was a bit confused by Alyssa’s overly emotional display. She was usually a bit cooler with showing emotions. I looked at her with concern as she pulled away from Kelly’s embrace. I scanned them both trying to piece the puzzle together. Kelly was buzzing with relationships and happiness. Alyssa was alive with the same. It didn’t make any sense to me.

“Um, why the tears, Aly?” I asked.

Alyssa came over, slid into my lap, and kissed me gently, “Tears of joy, my love.”

I looked at her and shook my head, “Sorry, babe, I’m still confused.”

“Alyssa told me about the happy news!” Kelly said with a broad smile, “I am so happy for the both of you!!”

“Wait,” I asked, then looked at Kelly, “Alyssa told you about our engagement? And you’re happy?”

I was sure that this would be harder for Kelly. I wasn’t sure why. It would be expected, I thought, for her to feel some jealousy or resentment. However, looking at Kelly, she couldn’t be happier and was excited.

”Are you kidding!? Ecstatic!” Kelly said, “Can I plan the wedding?! We can have it here after the garden is done.”

“Oh, that would be awesome!” Alyssa said excitedly, “Of course, you can plan the wedding….”

I checked out of their conversation. Things were moving too fast for me again. The momentum just seemed to be getting faster and faster. I suddenly found myself engaged to be married without bending a knee or even saying the words. One of my lovers was planning my wedding. My other two lovers would be here in two days and didn’t know I had a fiancé. I felt my emotions rise; guilt, happiness, remorse, and joy. I consciously tried to control my thoughts from leaking since both Alyssa and Kelly were overjoyed.

As the girls happily chatted, Alyssa slipped from my lap and rejoined Kelly on her sofa. I stood up and walked outside. I just started wandering. Then I walked toward campus along the nearby residence hall. I didn’t have a destination in mind, but I just wanted to be alone with my thoughts.

The campus was a bustle of activity, even though it was finals week. The weather was pleasant. People were studying on the grass of the mall. Couples were sharing lunch. For everything extraordinary that was happening in my life, it felt good to be surrounded by a sea of ordinary people doing everyday things.

I realized I was hungry, so I walked to my favorite eatery. I ordered a grilled burger with bleu cheese, fries, and a beer. I sat at a table by myself and waited for my food to arrive. I sipped the beer and tried to make sense of my feelings.

Did I love Alyssa? Of course, I did.

I’d known it subconsciously for many months. My feelings for her rose to the surface after I had modified her sexual moral curve, which allowed us to begin a physical relationship. Since that night, I’d never doubted my love for her. She completed me in so many ways. I knew I could never be without her.

Why was I confused? This should be the happiest day of my life!

I thought of Kelly, Lexi, and Carmen. I also had powerful feelings for them—each slightly different but no less sincere. From the experiences of the past few weeks without them, I also knew that they’d always be a part of my life. We were connected, intertwined really, so profoundly.

I sighed. I took another long drink of my beer. Soon the waitress brought me my food, and I started eating. Two figures slid into the booth seat across from me as I took a bite. I didn’t even need to look up, I’d already felt their presence, and it did reassure me. I looked up sheepishly. They both had concerned looks on their faces.

“I guess the, ‘I was hungry,’ excuse probably wouldn’t work,” I said with a smile.

“No, J,” said Alyssa.

There was a quiet silence as I tried to figure out what to say. Finally, Alyssa continued.

“You can’t just walk out, Jeremiah,” she explained, “I know you’re overwhelmed. I can feel it. I am too. But you need to talk about it.”

“I know, Aly,” I said, “I’m sorry. Both of you deserved better. I just needed to be alone and sort out things in my head. I didn’t want to interfere or leak my concerns to you two. I should have at least explained that to you before I just walked out.”

“Jeremiah,” said Kelly, “I don’t understand; I thought you’d be happy to be engaged to Alyssa. I know how much you love her. I can feel it when we’re together.”

“I do, Kel, and I am happy,” I smiled at both of them, “I’m confused because of the rest of our family. I love each of you differently. I know that Alyssa is my soulmate. I feel guilty that I can’t be a soulmate for all of you.”

“Why can’t you be?” Kelly asked, “I don’t think you knew I was raised in this weird quasi-Mormon faith. My family left the church when I started high school, but some things always stick with you, you know? While the LDS church doesn’t accept polygamy as a doctrine, many smaller groups allow for plural marriage. Even worldwide, many sects and cultures believe in polygamy.”

“Polygamy is illegal, Kelly,” I said simply.

“Yes, by the state,” she agreed, “but the smaller groups and the closeted polygamists usually have an official wife with a state-sanctioned marriage certificate. It adds legitimacy to the main relationship. Surely you can see that you and Alyssa are the main relationship that holds all of us together.”

“I can accept that,” I said after some thought, “but what about Lexi and Carmen? Will they be so happy?”

Kelly looked at me carefully, then lowered her eyes almost guiltily. Then she lifted her eyes to mine, ready to continue.

“I’m sorry, Jeremiah, I feel like I’ve hidden this from you.” Kelly said, “I’ve had this discussion with all the girls but not with you. On the trip back from the hotel, I talked with Lexi and Carmen about polygamy and what I knew about how it worked. I had the same conversation with Alyssa while you were reconnecting the computer. I can tell you this, we all feel like we are meant to be together. I’m sure that Lexi and Carmen will be as happy as I am with this engagement.”

I sat back and chewed my burger. I had another sip of beer and looked at Alyssa. She smiled at me. I smiled back at her, and then I smiled at Kelly. My uneasy feeling quieted as I saw the love and acceptance in their eyes. Finally, I turned back to Alyssa.

“Aly, are you okay with me having three other wives?” I asked seriously.

“Of course, Jeremiah,” she said just as seriously, “I know it sounds strange, but historically polygamy has always been around. I know that our connection is powerful, not just you and I, but all of us. It might be a result of your powers, or it might be fate. I don’t know. I do know that I can’t possibly fight it.”

I smiled in response, “I guess we’d better go find a ring then.”

The girls both squealed in excitement, then Alyssa looked at Kelly, “Kelly, I’d love to have your help selecting a ring that represents all of us.”

Kelly lifted her fingers to her pendant, the one we all wore. A simple silver Celtic knot on a silver chain. Alyssa and I mirrored her motion, each fingering the shape. It represented how our lives had become knotted together, and we never took the pendants off.

“I’d love to, Alyssa,” Kelly said, “It would be an honor.”

We spent the afternoon walking downtown, enjoying the pleasant afternoon. We walked to each of the downtown jewelers, with Kelly’s sharp eye eliminating all of the options at the first store.

“We need to find a ring with four stones,” Kelly had described to the jeweler.

She found the perfect ring at the second store, a platinum ring with a lovely round diamond surrounded by three smaller diamonds. Alyssa tried it on and her eyes brimmed with tears. She looked at me with such deep emotion. I wondered how I’d gotten so lucky. I paid for the ring with my credit card, knowing I’d have to move some of my funds around. I’d talk to my lawyer tomorrow and figure out how to get a good portion of my inheritance liquidated.

We walked home as the sun was going down. As we passed the central campus mall, I maneuvered Alyssa to sit on the edge of a fountain. I took one knee and slipped the ring case out of my pocket.

“I think I’d better make this formal,” I started, then offered her the ring, “Alyssa, I love you. I never want to be apart from you. Would you do the honor of marrying me?”

“Yes!” she said and let me slip the ring on her finger, “I’m glad to hear the words out loud, Jeremiah finally.”

We both laughed and hugged. Kelly came over and hugged us both, tears running down her face.

”That was so beautiful!” she said, “Congratulations, both of you!”

Suddenly I felt at peace. I didn’t have any misgivings. The woman I loved was wearing my ring. The other woman I loved was happy for us. It would feel more complete when my other two loves finally made it home. At least, I hoped that it would.

We returned to our house, piled into Kelly’s car, and went out for dinner. I was getting tired and had to be up early for my final. So we ate quickly, and Alyssa quizzed me on some of the questions she remembered. We left for home, and the girls went downstairs to our room. I stayed up and studied for another hour, filling my head with mundane details.

The girls were asleep in each other’s arms when I finally made it downstairs. I slipped under the covers without disturbing them and was soon asleep. My dreams were mostly happy, except for a strange dream about Carmen and Lexi running after me.













CHAPTER
 SEVENTEEN












My watch alarm
 buzzed at 6:45 a.m., and I quickly shut it off. I didn’t want to wake up my sleeping companions. I need not have worried because the bed was empty. As I yawned and wondered where my sleeping partners had run off to, I felt the covers being pulled off of me. I looked down and saw Alyssa yanking on the comforter.

“Time for a shower, J!” she smiled.

“Are you taking one with me?” I asked, my morning erection throbbing.

“Of course,” she smiled and then walked over to the side of the bed, pulling me by my arm. “But we cannot dilly-dally; Kelly is making you breakfast.”

I made a grumpy noise, still shaking the cobwebs from my brain as she pulled me into the bathroom. She started the shower, letting the water heat up. I pulled out a couple of towels and hung them next to the door.

“C’mon,” Alyssa said when the water was warm enough. “When is your final?”

“8:30,” I said flatly and sighed as the hot water pelted my skin.

“Then we have enough time for this,” Alyssa said, kneeling and taking my flagging cock in her hand.

She lifted her eyes to mine as her mouth surrounded my cock. I locked eyes with her feeling her willingness and love. I closed my eyes as the steamy water hit my chest, Alyssa’s lips and tongue invigorating my erection. I combed my fingers through her brown hair, now soaked with the water from the shower. Her hair was plastered to her skin, drawing my eyes down to her full breasts that bobbed as she moved her head back and forth. I was soon gasping with desire, recapturing her loving eyes with mine. Her eyes smiled as she brought a hand up to cup my balls, squeezing just firm enough to cause me to groan.

”Ohhh, Alyssa, that feels wonderful.” I sighed.

She pulled back, holding my head in her mouth while her other hand stroked my shaft. I suddenly felt my need increase, and my fingers curled through her hair. My hips flexed, pushing my cock into her mouth. She relaxed her jaw and sucked. I started moving my hips faster, fucking her open, willing mouth. Her tongue flicked along my shaft and teased the head on my backstroke. Soon my desire boiled over, and I thrust hard. Moaning my climax, my cock jerked and spurted into Alyssa’s mouth. She started swallowing, taking my length deep into her mouth. Milking my cock with her sucking. I shivered with passion.

Alyssa stood up and wrapped her arms around my neck with a satisfied grin. She kissed me deeply, and I tasted my tartness on her tongue. She wordlessly grabbed the soap and started to wash me lovingly. She started with my chest and arms, turning me to apply the soap to all the parts of my body. I tried to pass her, but she shook her head.

“This is for you, my love.” Alyssa said softly, “You need to be ready for your test. Now go dry off. Kelly has breakfast waiting for you.”

I stepped out of the shower, feeling clean, refreshed, and dried off. I went to my armoire and found that one of the girls had laid clothes out for me on the chair in front. I put on my clothes, wondering when they had managed to do all this without me noticing.

I walked up the stairs to the central kitchen. The smell of fresh biscuits and sausage filled my nostrils. Kelly was dressed in one of my tee shirts that hung loose like a short dress on her much smaller frame. She was busy frying eggs just as I liked them. She turned and greeted me with a kiss.

“Go get started on your coffee,” Kelly said with a smile, “I’ll have your breakfast in just a moment, Sir.”

“Sir?” I asked, raising an eyebrow.

“Mmmm,” Kelly said with a smile, “I liked that submission thing we did the other night. I feel like I’m taking care of you properly when I call you Sir.”

I chuckled, “You both are taking great care of me, Kelly. But I’m not sure I’m comfortable being called Sir by my girls.”

“Maybe you’ll grow to like it, Jeremiah, Sir.” Kelly teased, “Now go sit down.”

I went and sat down at the table. I was waiting for a steaming cup of coffee with my notes from last night stacked neatly beside it. I sipped the steamy brew as I flipped through my notes, refilling my brain with what I’d studied the night before. After a couple of minutes, Kelly slid a plate of eggs, sausage, biscuits, and gravy in front of me. She kissed me on the cheek and massaged my neck.

“Have a good exam, Jeremiah, Sir,” Kelly said with a giggle and then disappeared back down the stairs.

Alone, I finished studying while I ate my breakfast. In the back of my mind, I appreciated the attention of both my girls and tried to figure out how to repay them for their kindness. I checked my watch and realized I had about 30 minutes to walk across campus. I helped myself to another cup of coffee, pouring it into a stainless steel mug. I collected my books and notes and left for my exam.

On the way, I ran into Jerry, who looked tired and worn as he trudged across campus.

“How come you look like a million bucks,” Jerry asked with a slight grin.

I had to brag, “My girls took care of me this morning.”

“Girls?” Jerry asked, then whistled, “Man, you have all the luck.”

“Why don’t you have a girlfriend, Jer?” I asked as I sipped at my coffee.

“I never know how to talk to a girl,” he said.

I scanned him and promised myself to help Jerry later. He was a nice guy. He just needed a bit more confidence. He’d make any girl a great boyfriend. I knew he’d be considerate, if not worshipful of any female attention.

We walked to the classroom and were soon in the middle of the exam. It wasn’t as complicated, just time-consuming. Since we were allowed notes, we had to develop an entire software design plan by hand, given a rough specification. We had to choose between an object-oriented design or a more traditional modular design. I went with a conventional modular approach since that is what I’d focused more on in my studies. There wasn’t an incorrect answer since both could do the job given the specification. It was just a matter of filling in the structure with the details. Two hours later, I was done, handed in my exam, and started walking back home.

“J! Wait up.” I heard a few minutes later.

I turned and saw Jerry jogging towards me. I waited for him just outside the memorial union. I wanted to get back home to show my girls some of the appreciation they deserved, but since Jerry was a friend, I waited to see what he wanted.

“Hey man,” he started catching his breath, “I’m done with finals, want to hang out later?”

I figured he wanted me to come over to play video games like we usually did.

“I have a lot of work to do back at the house. We were supposed to move all the furniture out of the upper floor yesterday and got sidetracked.” I replied, then remembered I was engaged.

“Oh, maybe I can come help?” Jerry asked.

I saw his eyes light up and realized why he wanted to visit my house. He wanted to see more of Kelly. I thought about that for a second and remembered my bragging statement about my girls taking care of me this morning. I cursed myself because I’d let my guard down and revealed more of my relationship than I intended. I did need help moving some furniture, but I knew I’d better ask the girls first before I just brought Jerry over unannounced.

“Well, maybe,” I answered, “I need to check with Alyssa and see if that it’s okay with her. Go home and eat breakfast; I’ll call you after a bit.”

“Cool,” said Jerry with a smile, “I’d love to have something to do; the rest of the summer seems mind-numbingly boring.”

He headed towards his dorm, and I finished the short walk home. I entered the house and dumped the backpack by the door. Kelly was on the phone on the sofa, and Alyssa was curled on the opposite couch, sipping tea. Kelly was wiping her eyes as she spoke to the phone.

“Oh, Mom, I’m so sorry.” Kelly said with concern in her voice, “I’m sure you and Dad can work it out.”

I looked at Alyssa and raised an eyebrow. She looked at me, and I felt emotions of sadness and concern. I had no idea what was going on, but I pushed back a bit of comfort towards both girls.

“We can all talk about it tonight,” Kelly said, “7 PM at the restaurant. … Right. I can’t wait to see you and Dad. … I love you, Mom.”

I sat down next to Kelly, “What’s wrong, Kel?” I asked as I pulled her close.

“My parents had a big fight,” Kelly said, putting her hand on my chest, then lifted her hand to touch my pendant. “It’s been happening more often since I left for school. I’m an only child, and I’m afraid with me gone, they don’t have much in common anymore.”

Alyssa slid beside Kelly on the opposite side and hugged her, “I’m sorry, Kelly, but you know it’s not your fault. Sometimes people just grow apart.”

“I know,” Kelly said, “It just sucks.”

We all hugged in silence, not sure what to say.

“Could you help them, Jeremiah?” Kelly said, “You’ve made me so happy.”

I stiffened a bit. I was still uncomfortable with the way I’d taken advantage of Kelly. She and I had never talked about that night other than remembering the physical attraction followed by uninhibited sex. I didn’t know if she knew how much I’d changed her instantly. It was my mistake, and my recklessness had turned her into a sex-starved slut. Only after we met a week later at a hotel was I able to change her back into herself. Alyssa helped me, and we both thought we’d done a fair enough job.

“Kelly, do you know what I’ve done to you?” I asked, finally comfortable enough with her to adequately address the subject.

“You’ve fixed me, J,” she replied simply, “You made me whole.”

“I broke you first,” I reminded, “remember the week between when I left and the hotel? What do you remember about that week?”

“I was out of control. Horny all the time,” Kelly recalled blushing, “I mean, I still get horny now, especially around you, but then I couldn’t get enough sex. I remember Lexi and I had a lot of sex with Carmen too. There was also a strange incident with my friend Jenn. I think Lex and I almost killed her.”

Her voice softened as she remembered the feelings. She looked up at me, a bit shocked and saddened.

“Are you saying you made me like that,” she asked softly.

“Yes, Kel,” I said with remorse, “I didn’t know what I was doing then, and I made a mistake, first with you and then with Lexi too.”

She shrunk back, leaning into Alyssa. Looking up at me with a bit of surprise and hurt. She searched my face trying to process her feelings about the revelation. Alyssa hugged her carefully.

“Jeremiah confessed it all to me when he got back home, Kelly,” Alyssa explained. “You need to know how devastated he was over what he had done. He didn’t have time to repair what he had done before he had to leave. He enlisted Carmen’s help to look over you until he could figure out what to do. He also asked for my help.”

“Did you change Carmen too?” Kelly asked, “Or Alyssa?” she looked over her shoulder at Alyssa, her eyes wide with unanswered questions.

“I didn’t change Carmen until we met at the hotel,” I answered honestly, “that was the first time I’d used my power to help someone. Remember the first night when Carmen was crying?”

Kelly nodded and continued, “I made a small change to Alyssa while figuring out how to use my powers.”

Alyssa smiled, “Yeah, Kelly, I used to be a lesbian,”

“Really?” Kelly asked in a voice that wavered between shock and sadness, “and you’re okay with the change?”

Alyssa nodded, “I believe that Jeremiah fixed me too. I loved him so much. But because I was a lesbian, or at least had a strong same-sex attraction. I never felt like I could truly be with him. I was a wreck trying to reconcile the two opposing parts of me. Jeremiah’s little tweak freed me to love him completely.”

Kelly smiled and reached for Alyssa’s hand. Alyssa hugged her back.

“I can adjust people’s moral profile, as well as their self-control. My first… I hate to say mistake because it brought all of us together… but I over-reached and removed all your morals and left you with little self-control. You simply desired things that felt good.”

I tried to speak as plainly as possible. As much as I didn’t want to have this conversation, I needed Kelly to understand what I could do and what I had done to her.

Kelly looked at me and nodded, “Okay, I understand what that feels like. I continually felt the need to be happy. What made me happiest then was sex, eating yummy desserts, and sleeping.”

“Those are normal desires for everyone, Kel,” Alyssa explained, pushing her glasses up her nose, “Without any moral constraints, or as is sometimes described as a super-ego, I would do the same thing, all day, every day. Everyone would focus on what gave them pleasure.”

“So the weekend trip, you fixed me?” Kelly asked, “Lexi and Me?”

I nodded, “I had to, and I couldn’t leave you and Lexi like that. Alyssa helped me come up with questions so we could try to figure out what you remembered about your morals. And I slowly readjusted your moral curve over our meals to something close to normal.”

“Everyone seems to be able to adjust their morals over time, with a healthy super-ego,” Alyssa explained, “by evaluating their experiences and how things change. Jeremiah can simply speed that up or reinforce someone’s self-control.”

“So sort of like hypnosis or mind control?” Kelly asked, a bit unnerved.

“Not really. You are still free to make choices. Jeremiah can change the inner conflicts, helping you to make certain choices easier.” Alyssa explained, “Someone with Jeremiah’s powers if used selfishly, could mess with people’s minds. We are lucky that Jeremiah already had a pretty intact morality before he learned of his powers.”

“I didn’t know I could do any of this until that night in your dorm,” I confessed, “I reacted impulsively then, and since that night, I’ve been cautious about using my powers. I’m not always comfortable about having them, quite honestly.”

“Why do I feel so attached to you?” Kelly asked, sliding back against me, “I think I understand more and accept that you made a mistake.” She looked up at me, “I forgive you for that, I am happy to be with you, but I don’t know exactly why I feel that way. Did you force me to feel this way?”

“No,” I answered, “at least not consciously. Alyssa and I think it’s a combination of making changes and a sexual connection that has bound us all together.”

“I think the combination of the sexual energy and intimate knowledge of your emotions creates a strong pair bond.” Alyssa theorized, “I don’t think Jeremiah is aware of how strongly he’s bonded himself to each of us. I know he’s happy with the result, but I don’t think he knew what he was accomplishing. I think he’s affected his bonding as much as he’s changed each of us.”

“So we’re all stuck with one another,” Kelly said flatly. Then she smiled, her tone indicating that she understood. “I don’t know that I’m completely comfortable with what happened. I do know that I’m reassured knowing that you, Jeremiah, seem so intent on making it right. I also know that I’ll happily stick with the both of you as we all figure this out.”

“I’m glad to hear that, Kelly,” I said with a smile, “I only want what’s best for each of us.”

“So, could you help my parents?” Kelly asked, “Or would that bond you to them too…” she made an uncomfortable face as she considered the implications.

“I don’t think I’d become bonded to them,” I started, “I was able to change another couple and haven’t felt the need to be with them as strongly as I’ve felt with you.”

As if on cue, the phone rang.

“Hello?” Alyssa answered the phone, “Oh, Hi, Ron. Yeah, Jeremiah is right here.”

She handed me the phone with an odd expression on her face. I picked up the receiver feeling some trepidation.

“Hi Ron, how are things?” I asked, not sure if I wanted to know the answer.

“Things are great, Bro! I was just feeling bad about leaving so suddenly.”

“Don’t be concerned, Ron; I’m glad you are getting along so well with Robin.”

“That’s part of why I called,” Ron continued, “I got done with my exams yesterday, and Robin and I are looking for something to do. She asked if you guys needed any help with your house. We left suddenly; she felt bad about leaving all the cleaning to you.”

“Uh, well, actually,” I continued, thinking about my conversation with Jerry after the test, “We need to move a few pieces of furniture down from the upstairs. I could use your help.”

“I’d love to help; tell me the time, and we’ll be there,” Ron said earnestly.

“How about after lunch?” I offered, “Just come by. We’ll figure it out as we go.”

Sure thing, pal.” Ron replied and hung up.

“Okay, that was weird,” I said, looking at Alyssa.

“Who is Ron?” Kelly asked.

“Ron used to live in the room that is now your office,” Alyssa explained, “Jeremiah fixed him and his girlfriend to be attracted to each other. So Ron would move out and move in with Robin.” Alyssa looked at me, “What did he say?”

“He just felt bad about leaving so suddenly and wanted to know if we needed any help with the house.”

Alyssa thought for a moment, then looked up at me, “I guess that doesn’t mean anything. We’ll have to see what happens when he gets here.”

“I’m also going to invite Jerry over to help move things.” I told the girls, “It would go smoother with more help. Are you both okay with Jerry helping?”

They both nodded, then Kelly looked at me, “Could you help my parents, J? I don’t like them fighting all the time.”

“I’ll try, if I can, Kel,” I promised, “I’ll need Alyssa’s help, though. She knows more about how my powers affect people’s minds and psyches than I do.”

“We’ll see what we can do,” said Alyssa.

I gave Jerry a ring and made plans for him to come over after lunch. The girls went into the kitchen to make sandwiches while I chatted idly with them. The conversation shifted to what furniture needed to go and where to help expedite the changes to the top floor. We agreed to empty as much of the table into the other main floor bedroom, using it as storage for all the spare furniture from the basement and the upper floor. Then we discussed what else needed to be done before Lexi and Carmen arrived the following evening.

As we ate lunch, Alyssa suddenly stopped eating, “Damn, that might be it!” she said and stood up. “Jeremiah, where did we put my books?”

“I think they’re in Kelly’s office,” I replied, a bit confused, “Why?”

“Limerence,” Alyssa said cryptically and walked towards the office.

“I don’t know why a limerick is important right now,” Kelly said with a smile.

“There was a young man from Nantucket….” I started, and we both cracked up laughing.

Kelly and I smiled and continued eating. Alyssa walked back in, reading a book and mumbling to herself. She sat down and continued reading while she ate. I was used to Alyssa doing this often as she got consumed with her studies. Kelly, though, was caught between laughing at her intensity or extreme curiosity about what brought up the brainstorm.

“What’s got you riled up, Doctor?” I asked Alyssa.

“Well, the talk about pair-bonding got me thinking,” Alyssa said, turning the book over and looking at me. “I think we’re all caught up with one another, intertwined emotionally and physically. One researcher calls the feeling ‘limerence’. It’s like being drawn to something very alluring or attractive. The feeling of limerence can be one-sided or felt by both parties of a pair. In our case, I think your adjustments have caused a bit of limerence within us. And the sexual consummation has cemented that feeling, as well as causing you to feel limerent towards us.”

“You’re going to have to boil that down a bit,” I said, “I keep hearing, ‘there once what a man from Nantucket,’ when you say that word.”

“Not a limerick! …” Alyssa laughed, then paused, thinking.

She continued simplifying it, “When you change someone, you draw them to you, I think. It creates a strong desire to be close to you. My theory is that’s why Ron called out of the blue. It doesn’t necessarily mean a sexual desire. It’s more like an infatuation.”

She looked at Kelly, then back to me, “With Kelly and Lexi, that feeling was enhanced by direct sexual contact. Same with me, now that I think about it. That was like welding us together. I don’t think you meant to, but that connection you’ve started with us is compelling. It explains why we can’t stop thinking about each other. We’re all entangled.”

“Okay, so that is something you’ve talked about before.” I answered, “Why is it important now?”

“Well, with Ron, you’ll have to be careful.” Alyssa explained, “Try to reassure him that you’re still friends. Most likely, Robin will be very curious about your relationship also. She might even be more flirty and physical with you.”

“God, I hope Ron doesn’t get more physical with me,” I said, shivering up my spine.

“I don’t think he will. He’s heterosexual.” Alyssa said, pressing her fingers against the bridge of her glasses as she did when she was in counselor mode.

“Limerence has nothing to do with sexuality,” she continued. “Though the closeness that Robin might feel for you, she might confuse with a sexual desire.”

“That might be uncomfortable,” I said, thinking about the solution.

“So wait, he did make us love him?” Kelly asked with some confusion, “I understand it wasn’t intentional, but….”

“No, Kelly,” Alyssa said, “Limerence isn’t love. It’s infatuation, attraction. People call that feeling falling in love, but love is more than attraction. Love is deeper than that and more towards the actions of one towards the other. I like to say love is a verb, not a feeling. Limerence might emerge into love, but it’s not the same. I love Jeremiah because I want to always be by his side and help him. It’s hard to explain.”

“Yeah, not getting it,” Kelly said with a frown.

“Okay, I think Aly is saying,” I tried, “is that my adjustments caused you to feel attracted towards me. That is the same with everyone I’ve used my power on. Since then, our interactions solidified that attraction because we’ve both chosen to pursue that feeling. So our connectedness is as much a result of our individual choices as my initial changes. Did I get that right?”

“Exactly,” Alyssa said, “Jeremiah created the environment, but your own choices and feelings, as well as his choices and feelings, have solidified that connection.”

“Okay,” Kelly said, “I think I’m understanding. Let me try… Jeremiah didn’t force us to love him. He did make the conditions favorable for that to happen.”

“Yes,” Alyssa said, “that’s why he needs to be careful with Ron and Robin. To keep from becoming entangled with them as well.”

“And with my parents,” Kelly said, still visibly concerned for her family.

“Yes,” I said, “what happens if I just drop the relationship? If I told Ron and Robin to go away?”

“Well, they would feel a horrible rejection, and it could result in some tough feelings.” Alyssa answered, “This is uncharted territory. The literature uses limerence to explain dysfunctional relationships, especially where the limerence is one-sided and not reciprocated. This is just my theory, but I think you need to reassure both Ron and Robin that they are still friends. We’ll have to see after that. It might require you to adjust them slightly over time.”

“Wait, wouldn’t that cause more problems,” I asked.

“Possibly, but again, without a physical, sexual consummation, I think you’ll be able to stay free from entanglement.” Alyssa allowed.

I sighed and pushed my half-eaten sandwich away—suddenly not hungry. I knew Ron would be easy, and I liked him as a friend. Maybe changed, he’d even be a better friend. Robin was attractive, and if she suddenly went on the prowl… I had never been more sexually satisfied, but I knew I’d need to be cautious.

“I need you two to stay close with me with Robin around.” I confessed, “Probably be best to be you, Aly since we’re engaged.” I lifted her hand and kissed my ring.

“Well, that won’t be a problem.” Alyssa said, leaning over and kissing my cheek, “Our engagement might help matters. If you adjusted Robin’s curve as I indicated, she would respect a monogamous relationship.”

“Even though I’m not monogamous,” I added, sliding my hand to Kelly.

“Absolutely, not monogamous,” Kelly said, holding my hand.

“What Robin doesn’t know won’t hurt her.” Alyssa said, “We’d better get this cleaned up. They’ll be here soon.”

We put away our lunch and changed into working clothes. We didn’t have enough time for any grab ass. After our serious conversation, I don’t think we felt like it anyway. Jerry arrived first, and Kelly took him under her wing, and he helped her take the extra furniture out of her office. She also enlisted his help to move a bed into her room. Jerry was thrilled to help Kelly and even had a conversation with her. Kelly was a great conversationalist, and once Jerry relaxed, they hit it off well. Moving a bed into her room also solved the problem of the illusion of our separate relationships that we needed to demonstrate.

Ron and Robin arrived, and as soon as Robin saw Alyssa’s ring, she hugged her close. The two of them went off and talked about girl stuff, and I didn’t see much of them until later. Ron was also all business, and the two of us made quick work of moving the furniture to the spare room. We also moved some of the stray furniture from the basement. When Ron saw the big four-poster bed in the middle of the room, he gave me a wink.

“I guess you and Alyssa wanted a bit more privacy.” He said with a knowing smile.

“Yeah,” I offered, “This is just until the upstairs finishes.”

“Who is Kelly, anyway?” Ron asked, “Where did she come from?”

I spun the tale about Aly, wanting to turn the place into a Bed and Breakfast inn. I told him I ran into Kelly on an internet list-serv newsgroup, and she was moving to our town to shift schools. She had a background in the industry with her folks. So I offered her a job for free rent during school.

Ron bought it hook, line and sinker.

“This would be a great inn if you fixed it up nice,” Ron said.

“Yeah, we also wanted to redo the backyard into a formal garden. Maybe Alyssa and I will get married here.” I said.

I felt a bit weird saying the words, but oddly, also very comfortable. The idea of marrying Alyssa was becoming more and more natural. Kelly’s rough ideas for a formal garden made me think about how romantic the backyard could become.

“Really? That’s cool.” Ron said, “If you need help with the physical labor, buddy, let me know. I’d love to help out.”

“That’s great, Ron,” I said, “I’ll probably take you up on that.”

We rejoined the rest of the group for refreshments in the dining room. Jerry came over and talked with Ron and me while the girls chattered about wedding plans. For all the possible outcomes, the whole afternoon was a success. About four o’clock, we started saying our goodbyes, saying we had a business dinner set up with Kelly’s folks. Hugs and handshakes were exchanged.

Robin kissed me on the cheek and looked me in the eyes with admiration, “I’m so happy for you and Alyssa, J. Seeing you two together gives me more hope for Ron and me.”

“I’m glad to hear you say that, Robin,” I said truthfully.

I enjoyed working with Ron and am glad he was a bit more relaxed. Everything seemed to be working out fine.

Kelly kissed Jerry on the cheek as he left, thanking him for his help. Jerry blushed a deep shade of red and shyly waved goodbye. He kept looking back at Kelly as he walked back to his dorm.

”He might have a crush on you, Kelly,” I said teasingly.

“Oh, he does,” Kelly said with a smile, “He’s cute, but I’m unavailable.”

“He doesn’t know that, though,” I answered.

“Oh right,” Kelly said, a bit chastened.

“We might need to help Jerry out too,” Alyssa said, “just to keep him happy.”

I wasn’t sure what she meant by that, and I was unsure about using my powers. At least until we better understood the bonding thing. Still, we had a short amount of time to get ready to meet Kelly’s parents, so we all retreated to the basement and got ready for dinner.

After we said goodbye to Ron, Robin, and Jerry, we were all in need of a shower before meeting Kelly’s parents for dinner. Kelly grabbed what clothes she needed and said she would get ready upstairs, in her room.

Alyssa and I shared the downstairs shower helping each other undress. I was ready to repay Alyssa’s favor from earlier in the morning. We kept our conversation to a minimum. The water streamed against her body, leaning back against the wall. I knelt between her legs, first caressing her breasts and suckling on her nipples. Then I kissed down her belly as she combed her fingers through my hair. I inhaled her scent as I started licking her slick outer lips. The water streaming down her torso filled my mouth, along with her taste. She cooed her appreciation for my tonguing. I added a finger, then two, sliding the digits inside her aroused slit.

I brought her to the edge of orgasm, backed off, and stood up. She looked at me with passion and threw her arms around me. She lifted her legs and wrapped them around my waist. I lifted her slightly. Then maneuvered my prick to enter into her ready pussy. I leaned her back against the wall and started to fuck her with a steady motion. Our eyes locked with each other as we made quick passionate love. We moaned out our mutual orgasms as she bucked against me. Sated, we washed each other carefully, enjoying the soft touches of each other’s bodies in the warm water. We finally started talking as we took our final rinses and turned off the water.

“I think Ron and Robin acted quite normally,” I began, “I didn’t sense any differences.”

“Yeah, me either,” Alyssa agreed, “I think the engagement ring helped squelch any undue desire Robin might have felt. Though she asked me a lot of questions about you.”

“Ron offered to help work in the yard to start fixing up the formal garden,” I answered. “It’s not out of character, too much. However, volunteering to work was a bit of a surprise. I welcome the help.”

“That is interesting,” Alyssa said, pausing for a moment before continuing, “Jeremiah, we don’t know if my theories are even correct. Don’t overthink this. Let’s just continue to be friends with both of them. I’m starting to like Ron now that every word out of his mouth isn’t a womanizing slur; it might be nice having him help out.”

“What do you think about helping Kelly’s parents?” I asked.

“Well, if my theory is correct,” Alyssa started, “helping them might help us. If they feel good about you, they’ll be more willing to have Kelly work for us. At least they’d be willing to see the story as true and not be overly suspicious.”

“I hadn’t thought of that,” I answered honestly.

Alyssa’s plans always comforted me. She always seemed to have all the angles covered. This plan, however, treads along a grey line of becoming overtly manipulative. It didn’t bother me too much. A lot was riding on this meeting with Kelly’s parents. I knew Alyssa just wanted what was best for all of us. We did have to be careful; if the ordinary world found out about a five-person polygamous relationship, then we’d all suffer.

“So what should I do,” I asked.

“I want to test something, but I need to wait until we’re with Kelly.” Alyssa answered, “Can you zip up the back of my dress.”

We finished dressing. I zipped up her dress, and she helped me with my tie. Alyssa and I didn’t dress up very often, preferring a comfortable wardrobe over style. She dressed in a snug black dress that came down to mid-thigh, and her hair pulled back into a loose ponytail. Alyssa looked beautiful.

“Baby, you are stunningly gorgeous,” I said as I pulled her to me and kissed her.

“And you are roguishly handsome,” she said, adjusting my tie.

We walked upstairs hand in hand to see how Kelly was getting along. Kelly was striking. A pale yellow sundress offset her darker blonde hair. The light blue belt around her waist emphasized her sparkling blue eyes. Her tan skin was luminous as she finished rubbing lotion onto her arms.

“Kelly, you look amazing!” I said.

“Beautiful,” Alyssa agreed.

Then Alyssa adjusted her glasses, and I knew we were about to start her experiment.

“Jeremiah, I want you to scan us, but I want you to look carefully at our relationship sections,” Alyssa explained. “Kelly, I want you and I to think only of Jeremiah. That should be easy since he’s right here. When Jeremiah says so, I want you to think about Alexis and Carmen.”

“What am I looking for?” I asked.

“I think you should see peaks within the relationship section that relate to each person as we think about them.” Alyssa began, “I think they’d relate to a pair bonding, and the peaks will be higher for more significant relationships. If you can identify those areas, I want to see if you can see peaks for Ron, Robin, or Jerry.”

“Umm… Okay, I think I follow.” I replied, “Just say when.”

“Wait,” Kelly said, “why are we doing this? Are you going to adjust me, Jeremiah?”

“No, Kel,” I said, “I’m only going to scan.”

Alyssa added, “I think if Jeremiah can identify individual pair-bonds on us, he can relate that to your parents. He might be able to strengthen those bonds for the both of them to help them with their current struggles.”

“Oh, okay,” Kelly said with a bright smile, “Alyssa, thank you for thinking about my issues. I’m ready when you are.”

I focused on Alyssa’s moral curve and saw a bright spike in her relationship graph. I intensified my focus and felt like I could zoom in on that portion. I shifted my focus to Kelly and saw a similar spike in her graph; it wasn’t quite as prominent but still much taller than the surrounding area.

“Focus on each other,” I said, intrigued by what I could sense, “Kelly, think about Alyssa, and Alyssa, think about Kelly.”

They both turned to look at each other, and Kelly’s graph shifted. A new spike was alight with intensity, not as tall as her bond with me, but still strong. I focused on Alyssa again and saw the same thing. I was fascinated. They agreed to focus on Carmen, and I could see the spike shift and a similar spike for Lexi. When they concentrated on Jerry, the points were much lower. Alyssa had a significant blip for her friend Robin, though much lower for Ron. Kelly had a minimal reaction to Robin and Ron, which was expected since they’d only met.

“Tell me what you saw,” Alyssa said as I sat down and rubbed my temples.

“Okay, you were right. When you focus on a specific person, your moral curve spikes at a specific point.” I reported. “It seems the stronger the relationship, the higher the spike. You read higher for Robin than for Ron. Your highest was for me, then Kelly, with a significant spike for Lexi and Carmen. Kelly, I think you have the strongest feelings for Lexi.”

“That’s true,” Kelly said, “Of course, she was my roommate for a long time before we started being lovers.”

We left the house and started walking to Kelly’s car while Alyssa explained her plan.

“Kelly, we must arrive before your parents, so Jeremiah and I can sit in the bar and watch you.” Alyssa plotted. “When your parents arrive, have a quick conversation. Try to get them to think about each other, so Jeremiah can scan them and identify their pair-bonds.”

Kelly nodded in understanding as she started the car and headed to the restaurant.

“Jeremiah, you need to be ready,” Alyssa said. “When we meet Kelly’s parents, you’ll need to push their related sections higher when you shake each of their hands. It’ll have to be quick.”

“That’s a good plan; I think I can do that quickly enough,” I answered again, impressed with Alyssa’s ability to plan and use my ability with the least amount of interference.

I was starting to get nervous. A lot was riding on the next few hours. We had taken for granted that Kelly would be able to transfer schools. She had already invested much of her time and effort in taking on the project. I wanted all of this to work out for all of us. The uncertainty of meeting her parents was boiling in the pit of my stomach.

Alyssa leaned into me, whispering, “You’re leaking again, lover. Think happy thoughts, like of me naked.”

I blushed, squeezed her tight, and shifted my attention from worrying about things out of my control. I started thinking about controlling her breasts. Then I drifted into some strange fantasies, laying her on the bed, with each limb secured to one of the bed posts.

Alyssa elbowed me in the rib, “You have some very naughty thoughts,” she said with a smile.

“How much of my thoughts can you sense?” I asked, and she seemed to be able to know what I was thinking more and more.

“I have to focus a bit,” she answered, slipping her hand into mine, “You also have to be distracted or open your mind. Then it’s like I know exactly what you’re thinking. It’s more like pictures and images. It doesn’t last very long.”

“I can never tell exactly what you are thinking, just what you’re focusing on, or sometimes emotions,” I replied, grateful for the distraction as we pulled into the parking lot.

Kelly had picked a restaurant with a good view of the river. It served local seafood and steaks and had a highly rated wine cellar. Alyssa and I made for the bar that overlooked a large water wheel that moved steadily in the river’s slow current. Kelly sat on a bench waiting for her parents. Alyssa ordered us some beers and reminded us to observe.

I watched as Kelly stood up and looked over her shoulder towards us. Then she raised her hand and waved towards the parking lot. A handsome couple approached with smiles on their faces. Kelly’s father was tall, not fat, but carrying a few extra pounds. He was smartly dressed in a suit and tie, clean-shaven with a genuine smile. For some reason, I’d expected him to be more intimidating, but he seemed like a nice guy. Kelly’s mother was lovely, and middle-age was treating her nicely. She had long blonde hair like her daughter and wore it similarly. She was fashionably dressed with a sense of easy confidence about her. It was like she knew she’d always drawn an extra look from men and was used to the attention.

Kelly started talking to them, and I had to focus hard to read them from a distance. I felt my temples throb as I focused, but I could pinpoint two points each for each of them. One of the points would be for Kelly and the other for the spouse. I tried to focus more and see if I could discern any difference between the two spikes. I finally sighed and gave up. I related what I saw to Alyssa, and she thought for a moment.

“If you can lift the lower point for each of them, I think that would work,” Alyssa said quickly.

“Why?” I asked curiously, “Wouldn’t they be more attached to each other?”

“In this case, I think they’ve transferred their mutual attachment to Kelly,” Alyssa said confidently, “judging their body language, they’re both genuinely happy to see her again. They’re also a bit distant like they are mad at each other. I can feel a bit of hostility in their posture.”

I trusted Alyssa’s diagnosis. She was an exemplary student of human nature, even without the benefit of my powers. We stood up and walked to the entrance, hand in hand.

“Mom, Dad, I want you to meet Jeremiah and Alyssa,” Kelly said, smiling.

“I’m Bob,” said Kelly’s dad, holding his hand. I shook it firmly and pushed the lower point upwards significantly.

“Jeremiah,” I repeated, “it’s a pleasure to meet you, sir. Kelly has been a great help to me.”

While talking with him, Alyssa shook hands with Kelly’s mom. Her mom had caught Alyssa’s hand and noticed her ring. She smiled at Alyssa, and I heard her say something congratulatory; I was more focused on adjusting Bob. Then Kelly’s mom looked at me.

“I’m Betsy, Jeremiah,” she said, offering her hand palm down.

I took Betsy’s hand and bowed my head, pushing her point up significantly as well. I lifted her hand and brushed her knuckles with a soft kiss.

“Pleasure to meet you; I can certainly see where Kelly gets her charm,” I said in return.

“Well, it’s a pleasure to make your acquaintance,” Betsy smiled, her eyes widening slightly as I adjusted her, “Thank you for taking care of our girl the last couple of days. Kelly tells us you’re looking to start a Bed and Breakfast.”

We continued the discussion as we waited for our table. I noticed Bob step closer to his wife and slipped an arm around her waist. She also leaned into him, accepting his closeness. Kelly looked up at me and smiled. It seemed the first hurdle was cleared. Now would they buy our story?

Kelly continued to lead the conversation when we sat for dinner, reporting how well she had finished the term. She told them how she had met me when I came to her school for a competition. She made up a story where we’d met in a coffee shop and just hit it off. She then said we had traded emails, and that’s how we got to know each other.

Betsy wanted to know what Alyssa thought about me emailing another girl. Alyssa smiled shyly.

“I wasn’t that thrilled at first, to tell you the truth,” Alyssa said, telling Betsy what she wanted to hear. “Jeremiah kept all the emails professional; he never hid anything from me. He was concerned about his house. He’d just inherited the property and wanted to improve it.”

“Oh yeah, Mom,” Kelly said, steering the conversation back to herself, “Jeremiah’s inherited this huge house from his grandparents. It’s been used as off-campus housing for the last twenty years but borders on the historic downtown area. It could turn into a nice inn.”

That brought Bob into the conversation, and soon both Betsy and Bob were all business. Asking me about the house and how much money I had to invest. They related how they had started their first inn and looked at each other, remembering fond memories. They suddenly leaned closer to each other, making Kelly very happy.

From that moment, the night just flowed naturally. Bob, hearing my plans, agreed that Kelly would make a great manager. Both of them gave their blessing for her to change schools and accept the job. Betsy wondered if it would be okay to stop by and check out the house. As we finished dinner, it was still about an hour until dusk, so I agreed. Bob generously picked up the check, and the girls all walked together and got into Kelly’s car.

“Why don’t you drive with me, Jeremiah?” Bob said, “It’s been a while since I’ve driven near campus.”

“Certainly, Bob,” I replied as I entered the side door.

I felt a little nervous because I was so used to having Alyssa nearby to give me comfort. However, the evening’s conversation left me with nothing but good feelings toward Bob, so I was confident I could handle a few minutes away from the girls.

“This might work out to both of our benefits,” Bob said as he followed Kelly out of the parking lot.

“How so?” I asked, trying to understand what he meant.

“Well, Betsy has an itch to own a Bed and Breakfast in the valley,” Bob stated, “We’ve spent the day looking at prospects up and down, and frankly, none of them caught my eye.”

“There are a lot of different places around here. My house is close to campus as well as the historic district. It’s also close to all these new wineries that are becoming popular. I don’t know much about inns, but tonight’s conversation has me excited about the possibilities.” I said, then continued so I could probe Bob’s feelings towards Betsy. “At least you got to spend some time with Betsy. You both seem like a very happy couple.”

“Well, we’ve been married a long time,” Bob said, smiling suddenly, proud of being with his wife, “You’re right; I did get to spend time with Betsy. Seeing Kelly tonight looking so happy made the whole day worthwhile.”

We drove silently for a few moments as Bob steered through the light evening traffic. He kept close behind Kelly, so I didn’t need to give him instructions. Soon he started the conversation up again.

“With Kelly engaged in your project,” Bob said, “Betsy and I might want to invest some of our money into making this venture successful. We are both interested in seeing Kelly thrive.”

“That’s very generous, Bob,” I replied, “I think I have enough to cover the costs of a remodel, but I’ll certainly talk to Alyssa about creating a partnership. It would help to reduce the risk we’re taking.”

I knew enough about business to know I was taking a considerable risk with my inheritance. It was one of the many factors that troubled me in the back of my mind. I was also shocked to hear such an offer from Kelly’s dad, literally an hour after meeting him. It didn’t make business sense to offer money so quickly.

“We’ll just have to see what your house has to offer,” Bob said as he slid his car near the curb and parked behind Kelly.

I got out of the car, relieved to be reunited with Kelly and Alyssa. Kelly took charge of the tour, showing off a bit for her parents. She started with the grounds, walking around the side of the house along the driveway to the large backyard. Her mother agreed that there was ample room for a formal garden and recommended adding a large deck around the back with a hot tub area. She thought it would make a good attraction for romantic couples.

Inside, Kelly showed them her room/office. She explained that we’d been vacating the upper floors to enable that to be renovated first.

“Jeremiah and Alyssa want their love nest to be the priority,” Kelly said with a teasing smile.

Alyssa blushed appropriately, and I smiled a knowing smile.

“Hey, it’s my house still!” I explained confidently.

“You should build a large deck off the second floor too,” Betsy explained, “Because once you start having guests, you’ll want the little extra privacy.”

“That’s a good idea,” Kelly agreed, “I’ll be sure to tell the architect.”

“Oh, did you call Steve?” Betsy asked, and Kelly nodded, “Good, he’s excellent with decks; you should have him consult with Eduardo for the backyard.”

It certainly seemed like Betsy was sold on the idea. We continued the tour upstairs, and Betsy listened to Kelly’s ideas for the main living quarters. She confessed that it seemed a bit roomy but then explained she wished they had planned extra room for themselves in their first property. When we got to the basement and they saw the extra large bed, Betsy and Bob understood why the upstairs needed to be expanded.

We went back upstairs, and Alyssa boiled some hot water for tea. We all sat down, enjoyed a hot tea, and discussed plans. Bob and Betsy sat very close to each other and smiled a lot. At one point, Betsy excused herself and asked if she could talk to Bob privately. So Kelly, Alyssa, and I stayed in the dining room while they went to the main living room. Kelly smiled excitedly.

“I haven’t seen them be that close in ages,” Kelly explained, “Whatever you did, Jeremiah, it seems to be working. Thank you!” She leaned over and kissed me on the cheek, then whispered, “Once they’re out of the house, I’ll thank you more properly.”

After a while, Bob and Betsy returned, and once again, Betsy took the lead.

“Bob and I would like to be silent investors in your project,” Betsy announced, “In Kelly’s name, we would like to invest a share of the costs for the improvements.”

“Gosh, Betsy, that sounds like it will help us a lot, but I’m unsure what that means,” I replied honestly, “Would it be okay if I had my lawyer call you and talk about the details?”

“I think that’s very appropriate,” Betsy said, “I hope you have all you need for incorporating this venture. I’ll call Kelly in the morning and email you some details about what you need to do as the owner of a hospitality property. Frankly, this house has great potential, but you need to tread carefully; there are a lot of hoops to jump through to make this work.”

Suddenly my palms began to sweat, and Alyssa rubbed her hand up and down my spine.

“Yeah, we’ve just really been talking about it and dreaming a bit,” I confessed, “I don’t know much about the details. That’s why I sought out Kelly’s help.”

“Well, Jeremiah,” Bob said with a smile, “hiring Kelly might have been your best move. With Betsy’s help, we’ll get all this squared away. I hate to say have your lawyer call my lawyer, but that is probably the best step. He’ll have your best interest in mind.”

We all shook hands, and Kelly walked her parents out to the car. Alyssa breathed a deep sigh, glad the evening with Kelly’s parents was over. It was another hurdle we had managed, and we were closer to having our family in one place.






*ring ring*









I picked up the phone, “This is J.” I said evenly, not knowing who would be calling so late.

“I kicked that test’s ASS!” Carmen roared.

“That’s awesome, Carmen!” I answered, which caused Alyssa to stand up and lean to listen.

“Thanks to Lexi’s help, I had everything nailed!” Carmen said confidently, “I won’t know my final grade for a couple of weeks, but I know I passed the class.”

“I’m so glad,” I said, then Alyssa spoke into the receiver, “When are you leaving!?”

“Oh, hi Aly babe!” Carmen said happily, “Lexi and I are going to bed now; we should be asleep in an hour or so if you know what I mean.”

Alyssa and I laughed; we wanted to go to bed, not just to sleep.

“Then we’re out of here at 6. The van’s all packed and ready to go.” Carmen continued, “Lexi will wake up and run at 5, kick my ass outta bed, and we’ll be off.”

“How long will it take to get here?” I asked.

“Depends on how fast this van will go,” Carmen laughed, “We figure 8 maybe 10 hours, but we’ll give you a call around lunchtime.”

“Sounds perfect,” I said, “Drive carefully, Carmen; we all want you here safely!”

“Love you both!” Alyssa said with a smile.

“Oh, we love all of you,” Carmen said, “We’ll see you tomorrow!”

She clicked off, and Alyssa hugged me excitedly. Everything was fitting together. Kelly came back inside, and I shared what Carmen had told us. She was happy with Carmen’s success on the test and glad to know they’d be home tomorrow. We all hugged tightly, feeling a bit of weight off our shoulders. The hug turned into kissing, and soon we all filed down the hallway to our bed in the basement.

Once we got to the basement, Kelly told Alyssa and me to stay dressed. She moved us to the foot of the bed and told us to wait there.

She walked behind us and said, “You both were such a great help to my parents and me, and I want to thank you both for helping. I want this one night, just the three of us, to be something we’ll always remember.”

As she finished talking, she crawled to the side of the bed and knelt on the end. She was completely naked except for the silver pendant we all wore. She kneeled on the bed, her bottom resting against her heels, her head was bowed, and her hands rested on her thighs. She was showing her submission to us, and her action touched us.

She lifted her hands to hold her pendant and then lifted her eyes to meet mine.

“Jeremiah, I don’t know why we have become so attached. I learned today for the first time that you made an error. But I can no longer believe it was a mistake. Since I’ve known you, I’ve never been happier. You introduced me to the joys of sex; you accepted my friends as your friends and freely shared your friends with me. You’ve shown me love and accepted my love in return. This pendant might not be a wedding ring, but it’s sealed us as a family since I’ve worn it.”

A tear fell from her eye and traced down her cheek, “I love you, Jeremiah.”

“I love you too,” I started, but she held a finger to my lips the shifted her eyes to Alyssa.

“Alyssa, you have become as important to my life as anything. You’ve become my older sister. When we first met, I knew that we shared a connection. Since our first touches at the hotel, I’ve felt entirely at home in your arms. You have become more than family to me. You are a part of the pendant. Likewise, I am sealed to you as much as to Jeremiah. I love you, Alyssa.”

“I love you too, Kelly,” Alyssa said. Again Kelly held her finger to her lips.

“Allow this humble servant to show the both of you how much she loves you.”

I started to complain, but she lifted her eye to me and expressed such deep feelings in her eyes that I stayed silent. I allowed her this moment to be what she wanted it to be. I looked at Alyssa and felt her calm me; a feeling of acceptance filled me as I began to understand what Kelly was trying to express to us.

Kelly wordlessly crawled off the bed and began to undress Alyssa. I stood quietly watching. The slow sensuality of the ritual was arousing, and I felt my erection press into my trousers. As Kelly helped Alyssa step out of her dress, then removed her bra and panties, I gasped in deep arousal. Alyssa was also visibly aroused; her nipples rock hard as she allowed Kelly to guide her onto the bed to lie on her back against the headboard.

Kelly returned to me, slipping off the bed to remove my clothes. She carefully folded each item as if it were a piece of sacred clothing. Finally, she pulled my underwear down and released my rigid manhood. She allowed herself a small smile and a lick of her lips as she eyed my throbbing cock. Then they took my hand and led me to the bed.

I tuned into Kelly’s mind, trying to discern what she wanted to do, but it soon became apparent. As I crawled onto the bed, she lowered her mouth to my cock, and took its length into her mouth. She sucked it expertly, spreading her saliva and my pre-cum over its tight sensitive skin. Then she turned from me and lowered her mouth to Alyssa’s open pussy. Alyssa had been idly playing with herself while watching the arousing scene. Kelly took Alyssa’s hand from her pussy and moved it on top of her head.

Alyssa moaned and arched into Kelly’s mouth, her fingers combing through our lover’s golden hair. Kelly slid her hand back and opened her pussy lips, inviting me between her legs without saying a word. I crawled on my knees behind her and notched my head between her fingers. As I slid home, we moaned as if we were all touching each other. I was overcome and projected my erotic feeling on my two lovers. They reflected my psychic urges, and we simply rode the rebounding waves of ecstasy. The build-up to the physical act had left us all very needy, and the ride to the peak was quick.

We shook together in a powerful climax, our voices raised in moans of emotion. Our bodies stiffened as our sexual energy was released, then collapsed in a heap of heaving flesh. We curled into each other, and as our breathing slowed, we fell into a deep sleep.
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 EIGHTEEN












The following
 day we woke up together in a tangle of limbs and bodies. While it was nice and warm between Kelly and Alyssa, none of us felt like playing. We wanted to save ourselves for Carmen and Lexi later that night. So we arranged ourselves to be more comfortable and just dozed, enjoying the closeness. It felt more like a weekend than a Thursday since we were all finished with school for the summer. Sleeping in was fine for a while, but soon my brain started buzzing with thoughts. I extricated myself from the girls and padded to the shower to clear my head.

As I let the hot water stream down my body, I reviewed the previous night’s events. I knew I’d have to call my lawyer. It had been almost a month since I’d finalized my inheritance and gained access to my trust. The lawyer was an old family friend I knew would help me make the right decisions.

Thinking of Kelly’s parents made me remember mine. Or, more accurately, my lack of parents. My dad disappeared when I was young, and my mother raised me. She was my grandparents’ only child, as I was her only child. I loved my mother and had been devastated by her death in a car accident during my senior year of high school. She was hit by a drunk driver on her way to visit some friends. My grandparents had passed away a couple of years earlier. First, my grandfather from a heart attack, then my grandmother passed a few months later. My mother always said gramma had died of a broken heart.

It was hard when Mom died. I was 18, so I was already an adult. My senior classes were all easy, and I still graduated on time. I just went into automatic mode after my mother passed. I didn’t hear anything from my father, not that I expected any contact. After graduation, I moved into the house I live in, registered for fall classes, and started life as a college student.

My lawyer, a close family friend, assured me I’d always have a place to live. He took charge of my mother’s estate, which wasn’t much. She had paid off lots of bills with her inheritance from her parents. The bulk of their estate was already held in a trust in my name. He sold my mother’s house and liquidated the rest of her assets, which allowed me to pay for tuition and books. Since my rent was taken care of, I could live pretty well with what I received as an annual stipend from my trust.

Kelly’s close relationship with her parents brought back many hard memories. I never had much of a family. Despite my grandparents’ doting on me and my mother’s intense love, my family life wasn’t like the other kids. I wasn’t jealous; I was just used to being that boy without a father.

Alyssa and I had talked about it often. She was also an orphan; her earliest memory was living in various foster homes since she was five. She’d always been independent, earning a full-ride scholarship and working during the summers to make money. It was one of the reasons we had become friends, while other people had money from family help. We had both survived on our own, with some help from scholarships, but we were used to being more self-sufficient than most college students. Access to my trust fund had improved my financial situation, but I still tried to act like I wasn’t as well off as I was.

I shook my head, clearing the sad thoughts. It was what it was. I couldn’t change the past. I could only build my future, my own family. I started washing, being a little rougher with the washcloth than average. As I was rinsing, the bathroom door opened, and Kelly and Alyssa came in. They still looked sleepy, though they smiled at me lovingly.

“Are you going to use all the hot water?” Alyssa asked.

“Well, since we have half the people we usually have,” I replied with a wink, “I think you’ll be okay.”

I stepped out of the shower and shook my head, spraying the naked girls with water. They shrieked and slid past me into the shower. They laughed and pulled the curtain closed.

“No boys allowed!” said Kelly with a giggle, a gentle reminder of our earlier decision not to play until Carmen and Lexi arrived.

I smiled and finished drying off before heading to the side room where Alyssa and I kept our clothes. I dressed in comfortable shorts and a tee shirt and went upstairs to Kelly’s office. I flipped on the computer and went to get a cup of coffee while it booted up. When it was ready, I checked my campus email. It was empty, which was to be expected.

I sat on the sofa and dialed my lawyer. The phone rang, and when the receptionist heard my name, she rang me right through.

“Jeremiah,” said Thomas, my lawyer, who I considered my only family, even if he was just a family friend, “I was going to call you. I received something interesting in the mail yesterday. Do you have time to drop by?”

“Sure, Uncle Thomas,” I said, “I was going to see if you had time to see me. I need your counsel on some things. Can I come by now?”

“Of course,” Thomas said, “I’ve got nothing pressing today, only reading through boring depositions. I always hate doing that: I’d love to catch up with you. Judging from the bank statements, you’ve been enjoying yourself with access to your trust.”

I laughed, “Yeah, I’d say. That’s part of what I need to talk with you about. I’ll see you in a few.”

I went back down the stairs and slipped on my shoes. The girls were still using all the hot water. I called them, saying that I was going to visit my lawyer. They made noises like they heard and understood me. I walked up the back stairway and headed downtown. My lawyer remodeled an old Victorian-era house into an office. It bordered the same neighborhood as my house, so it was a quick walk.

When his secretary recognized me, she ushered me into his office and brought me a cup of coffee.

“Jeremiah,” Thomas stood and hugged me, “It’s good to see you, son. You need to stop by more often. Beyond being your lawyer, you know I consider you family. Connie asks about you often.”

Connie was his wife, and she had practically adopted me after my mother passed away. I considered them family, and I was chagrined that I had not stayed in touch. We weren’t related, but I’d always called them Uncle Thomas and Aunt Connie.

“I’ve had a wild couple of months, Uncle Thomas.” I shrugged, feeling a bit uncomfortable. “I need your advice on some things, but I don’t know where to start.”

“Well, let’s start with this,” he said, picking up an envelope off the desk and handing it to me.

“What’s this?” I asked.

“It came in the mail,” Thomas explained, “part of a larger package of documents from another law firm handling your father’s estate.”

“What?” I asked, not sure I heard correctly.

“First I’d heard of it too,” Thomas said, putting his hand on my shoulder, “I know you haven’t had any contact from your father in years, so it was a shock to get this yesterday. I didn’t know what to do, so when you called this morning, I took the opportunity to break it to you.”

I was numb, having relived memories of my mother earlier, and my nerves were raw. My eyes filled with tears, which confused me because I didn’t have any feelings for my father. I fingered the envelope, looking at the front. The handwriting was foreign yet oddly similar to my hand. It simply said, “For Jeremiah.”

“Do you want me to step out while you look at it?” Thomas asked.

I shook my head and looked up at him. He understood and sat in a chair next to me instead of going behind his desk. I slid my finger along the edge of the envelope, neatly opening it. It felt like I was opening a crypt. The envelope and paper inside were yellowed with age, like they had been in storage for years. I unfolded the single sheet of paper and started to read.



Jeremiah,

If you're reading this, then I'm dead. I've always been plain with words. I left when you were four, and I've thought of you often in the last ten years. I owe you an explanation for why I went.

I loved you and your mother very much, Jeremiah. I know it might not seem like that. I haven't enjoyed being away from either of you. I have kept a close eye on you and tried to provide for you as much as possible. I could not stay with you for reasons that may have become plain to you or will become simple to you.

It's hard just to say this in a letter. So I'll just say it. I'm a psychic or something. I don't know exactly what to call it. This ability was passed down to me by my father and has been in our lineage for generations. I can see people's emotions and influence how they make decisions. If you're old enough, you might have experienced how this works. I hope you never do if you’re too young to have had it manifest.

It can be a blessing or a curse. My grandfather and my father used this gift selfishly. Their endless quest for more power brought ruin to our family.

Initially, I ignorantly followed my father's example and shamefully damaged the people I loved—specifically your mother and you.

Be careful, Jeremiah; use your powers sparsely and only to help. Don't use it for selfish gain.

I know that sounds trite coming from your absent father. It could be true that I left selfishly. I have thought about that much over the years.

You need to know that I left to protect you and your mother. I hope you can someday understand.

I love you, Son,

Isaiah Jackson.





I folded back up the letter and closed my eyes. I put the paper back in the envelope, folded it, and slipped it into my front pocket. I looked at Thomas with guarded eyes.

“Did you read it?” I asked.

“No, Jeremiah, it’s just for you,” he said softly.

“What else was there?” I asked.

“Bank records mostly. His estate is fairly substantial, and he left it all to you. I need to know what you want to do with it.” Thomas said.

“Anything else?” I asked.

“A safety deposit key for a bank in Montana,” he added.

I sighed; that could wait a while; too much was going on to worry about a box in a safe a thousand miles away. I sipped my coffee and considered what I had read. I’d have to let Alyssa read it, too; I shared everything with her. Finally, I looked at Uncle Thomas and smiled.

“I’m getting married,” I said.

“Really, wow!” Thomas said, “To who?”

“Alyssa Phillips,” I answered, “I think you met her once beginning of the school year.”

“Oh yes, brown hair, glasses, beautiful eyes. Congratulations, she seemed like a very nice girl.” Thomas said with a grin.

“Before I say anything more, what we discuss here is protected, right? Confidentiality?” I asked.

“Of course,” Thomas said, “are you in trouble.”

“No, not exactly.” I answered, pulled out the letter, and handed it to him, “You’d better read that first.”

Thomas read through the letter, looked at me, and reread it. Then he took off his glasses and looked at me.

“And can you…” he started, and I stopped him with a nod.

He sat back and listened while I told him my story. I didn’t leave out any detail. He was non-judgmental while he listened to my explanation. He asked questions when he didn’t understand what I was saying. I clarified until he understood. I told him about how I started our polyamorous family and that I had become entwined with the four girls. He tried to understand but focused more on freeing me from the entanglement.

“Uncle Thomas,” I said firmly, “I don’t want to be free. I love them, all of them.”

“You have to be careful, Jeremiah,” Thomas said in his lawyer voice, “Society will not react well if it’s found out you are living with four women. The state has laws against polygamy.”

“I know. I have a plan. Please keep listening.” I said.

I told him about Kelly and her parents. About the Bed & Breakfast idea. How it could be a cover for my family. I used the word family repeatedly because the family was important to Thomas. I knew he considered me family, and I wanted him to think of Alyssa, Kelly, Alexis, and Carmen as a family. He nodded as he began to understand.

“I don’t know much about real estate law, but I can research and find someone to look over the contracts,” Thomas said. “I think your cover story will work; we must arrange it carefully. Do Kelly’s parents know about your… situation?”

“No, they don’t.” I admitted, “I don’t think they’d respond well now.”

“No, I think you’re right,” Thomas added.

“I want to have each of the girls covered should something ever happen to me,” I added, “Our marriage will cover Alyssa, but each of the others needs to be covered as well.”

He nodded, “Of course. I can handle that for you, Jeremiah.”

I slid over a piece of paper with Kelly’s mom’s contact information, “Here is Becky’s information; I don’t know where to start with the real estate and property. I just want to have everything handled securely. I’ll also need to liquidate some assets to cover the costs.”

“I can handle all that,” Thomas said. “Your father’s assets are easiest because his estate is mostly liquid already. I’ll handle the documentation required to shift his accounts into your name. That should be enough for the foreseeable future. The rest we can figure out once the ball gets rolling.”

I smiled, “If I know Kelly, she’s probably pushing on the ball right now.”

I stood up, and so did Thomas. We hugged affectionately. Then he leaned back.

“I hope you know what you’re doing, Jeremiah,” he said. “Regardless, understand this, son; I’ll have your back as much as possible. I promise.”

“Thank you, Uncle Thomas,” I replied, “I know that I can trust you.”

“Will you bring all your ladies over to meet Connie?” he asked, “She will want to meet all of them.”

“I will,” I promised, “I’ll set something up. Send her my love in the meantime.”

We shook hands, and Thomas indicated a box filled with papers from my Dad’s estate.

“Anything important?” I asked.

“Nah, I’ll put it all in storage. You’d better hold on to this, though.” he said, holding out a keyring, “The information on the bank is on the fob; it’s yours now.”

“Thanks, Tommy,” I said and walked out of his office and back home.

It was lunchtime by the time I walked back home. I was hungry, having skipped breakfast, so I was glad to see the girls had made sandwiches. I sat down to eat lunch and slid the envelope with my father’s letter over to Alyssa.

“What’s this?” she asked, intrigued.

“My dad’s final instructions to me,” I said with a shrug.

“Your DAD?” she asked, opening the letter and scanning the page.

“Can I see?” asked Kelly, “I don’t know much about your family.”

“You can read it, sure,” I said, then related my family’s story and how my Dad left when I was four.

“Jeremiah, this is huge!” Alyssa said.

“I’m sorry to hear your parents aren’t alive,” said Kelly, taking Alyssa’s letter.

I shrugged, not wanting to open those emotions up.

“It is what it is, Kel, thank you.” I smiled, then looked at Alyssa, “Why is this huge?”

“Because it explains that you aren’t unique. We might be able to find more people like you and understand what you can do a little better.”

I slid the safety deposit key across the table, and Alyssa looked at it and up at me.

“My father’s safety deposit box in Montana,” I said flatly.

I was feeling a bit grumpy. My father’s letter was over eight years old. I didn’t know anything about my father; his name was hardly spoken when I was growing up. I had forgotten his first name until that morning. Then I started to feel angry.

“He knew, Aly, he fucking knew.” I said heatedly, “And never told me. He wrote this letter to make himself feel better. Meanwhile, I have no idea. If I had known, I might ….”

My eyes closed as I swallowed the words I was about to say. I felt a cooling sensation and felt Alyssa take my hand. I wanted to say I wouldn’t be in this mess, but that wasn’t true. I loved being in this mess. I had bonded with these four lovely females as much as they had connected with me. My anger sputtered to a low boil. My eyes opened.

“I don’t know what I would’ve done….” I answered my unanswered question, “I’m glad I didn’t know because I’m so delighted with the both of you,” I said, looking at my two beautiful companions.

Alyssa looked at me with care in her eyes; I knew she felt my anger, my regrets. Kelly just smiled at me and snuggled against me.

“I never want to be apart from any of you; I can’t wait until Carmen and Lexi get here tonight,” Kelly said.

“I can’t wait either,” I said, meaning every word.

Alyssa looked at me with some concern in her eyes. She had felt my anger and rage at my father’s note. I knew that my nerves were frayed. I felt raw; if I felt raw, I knew Alyssa would be sensing my frustration. She looked at me and gave me a comforting smile.

“J, listen, sweetheart,” Alyssa said. “You’ve gone through so much in the last 24 hours. Anyone else would be a basket case. You found a family secret from a father you hadn’t heard from in years. You’re starting a new lifestyle with us. You’ve gotten engaged to me. You’re starting a new business. Babe, on the issues of lifestyle changes, you’re off the scale. I think you need to take a step back and cut yourself a break.”

“This new thing….” I started, “This thing with my father, his note, that key.” I began to ramp up my emotions again.

“Don’t worry about it, babe,” she counseled, “at least not right now. Keep your emotions in check for now. Later we’ll figure out how to deal with that. This is all new, but you’ll figure it out. Just like you figured out how to fix people.”

“As usual, you’re right,” I said, relaxing, trying to force a smile, and failing miserably.

“I think you need to take a nap,” Alyssa said. “Alone. Kelly and I will be okay. None of us are going anywhere. I promise.”

“Okay,” I said, standing up and kissing her.

I walked down the backstairs and fell into our bed, emotionally drained. I released all my emotions as I buried my head under a pillow and cried—big heaving sobs. I didn’t care; I just needed to express my feelings safely—alone. I didn’t want my lovers to sense my stress, grief, or doubts. After a few minutes, I stopped. At some point, I fell asleep.

I woke to a hand combing through my hair, and I turned and saw Alyssa sitting beside me.

“Wake up, sleepy head,” she said, smiling.

“Mmmm,” I said, blinking my eyes, pulling her closer, “Come sleep a bit with me. The nap was just what I needed.”

“Yeah, I’m glad to hear that, love,” Alyssa said with a smile, “I think you won’t want to nap much more when I tell you the next piece of news.”

“What?” I asked, feeling a bit of resignation; what else would I find out today, “Tell me what it is.”

“Carmen and Lexi are here!” she said with a smile.

That news made me grin, and I quickly slid from the covers; Alyssa helped me out of bed. We hurried up the stairs to the kitchen, where Kelly happily hugged Lexi and Carmen. Lexi saw me first and hurled herself at me—jumping into my arms and wrapping her legs around me. She hugged me furiously with her tight athletic body, which felt so good. I swung her around and then lowered her down to the floor. Carmen tackled me next, wrapping her arms around me and kissing me, then kissing me deeper before pulling herself away.

“Man, I missed doing that,” Carmen said with a glitter in her eyes.

I still felt emotional from the afternoon, so I went and hugged Kelly too. It felt good to physically reconnect with each of them through our embraces and kisses.

Alyssa and Kelly had ordered pizza, so we all sat around in the living room to catch up and allow the travelers some time to relax. It was much different than the last time we’d all met; the sexual energy was still present but much more subdued. Sitting and listening to Lexi and Carmen talk about their ride felt natural. Lexi was also very excited to relate that her training was improving since they had returned from our hotel rendezvous.

“I’ve had some great improvements in my time,” Lexi said happily, “I just feel so much more confident, and it’s easier to push through the little walls. I think I’ll have a good chance walking on to the cross-country team in the fall.”

Finally, the conversation turned around to Alyssa and me. Her ring had not gone unnoticed, with Carmen and Lexi grabbing her hand to examine the ring, then hugging her in congratulatory squeezes. Alyssa blushed each time; she looked like she wasn’t entirely comfortable with all the attention.

“When did you pop the question,” Carmen asked after polishing off a third large slice of pepperoni pizza.

“Two days ago,” I answered with a blush, “it was a surprise to both of us.”

“How could it be a surprise to you?” Carmen laughed, “I would have thought you would have asked her weeks ago.”

“Really?” I answered, a bit shocked at her reply, “I wonder why you thought that?”

“Jeremiah, I might not have the best track record with relationships,” Carmen said with a glint in her eye, “but I can identify true love when I see it.”

Lexi also nodded while she curled into Kelly’s side, “You two complete one another. It makes us all happy to see you two together. I think your relationship is the one that holds us all together.”

“You might be right,” I allowed, “I thought that some of you might feel jealousy or something with the arrangement.”

“Why would we feel jealous?” Carmen asked, “You’ve been pretty clear about our relationship since you gave us this pendant.”

All the girls lifted their hands to their chains and fingered their Celtic knots. I raised my hand to my slightly different knot. The connection we felt at that moment was full of love and comfort. My worries and guilt faded as I tuned into our mutual love for each other. I remembered that Kelly had a conversation with Lexi and Carmen about polygamy, and it comforted me knowing everyone accepted the truth of our unique union.

Alyssa looked at Carmen and Lexi, then at Kelly.

“The ring might be on my finger,” she said softly, “but all of you are a part of it. It felt so … empty not having everyone together. This house finally feels like home now!”

We all raised our beer cans in a mutual toast and finished the rest of the pizza.

“So give us the tour,” Carmen said happily, “I want to hear more about Kelly’s plans for this place.”

Kelly took over and led all of us through the house, starting on the upper floor. She had drawn a rendering of how she wanted the main suite to look that she had tacked to the wall. Then she started talking about the bed and breakfast plans as we toured the main floor. She mentioned the kitchen would need to be remodeled.

“I’d like to help with that,” said Carmen, “I love to cook. Would I be able to help Kel?”

“Certainly, Carmen!” Kelly said with her bright smile, “The more we all help, the better this whole plan will work.”

Finally, Kelly led us downstairs to the basement. Talk of plans came to a halt as Carmen and Lexi saw the massive bed in the center of the basement. Carmen walked over to the foot and sat down, then bounced on it softly.

“Nice mattress,” she said with a gleaming smile, then pulled her t-shirt over her head.

That started a cascade of clothes as we all hurried to get undressed. Lexi pulled me close, wrapping her body against me, and pulled my head down to kiss her. I saw Carmen slide back on the bed with Alyssa crawling after her. Then I felt Kelly hug me from behind, pressing her breasts into my back. The three of us shuffled over and fell onto the bed.

I spent many minutes kissing Lexi, cupping her small breasts, and playing with her taut nipples. Kelly was busy below my waist, licking and sucking on my engorged cock. I looked over to where Alyssa laid over Carmen as they both engaged in a lusty sixty-nine, moaning and lapping hungrily at each other. I snaked my hand down to cup Lexi’s pussy, my fingers feeling her excited wetness as I wriggled my fingers inside her.

“I need more than fingers, Jeremiah,” she said, breaking our kiss.

Kelly grabbed me by my shoulders and laid me back on the bed. I swiveled my legs from under me. Lexi pounced, straddling my thighs, then raised herself and impaled herself on my rigid cock. My hands went to her waist, but my vision was obscured by Kelly’s tan thigh lifting over my face. I moved my hands to her thighs as Lexi started moving up and down my pole. I pulled Kelly down and started licking her tasty pussy.

Our room was soon filled with the joyous sounds of passionate lovemaking. Lexi rode my cock hard. She liked to go fast like she was galloping on a horse. Kelly rubbed her pussy over my face to a slower rhythm. I was stuck in the middle, not that I minded.

Lexi’s pace enabled me to hold still and just let her ride. I concentrated on lapping Kelly lovingly, enjoying her taste, the feel of her velvety folds, and her moans of encouragement. She responded lustily, her hips beginning to move faster. I moved a finger to enter her, and it slid easily inside. I added a second and finger fucked her while my tongue lapped at her hard clitoris. The three of us rode our building orgasms together.

Lexi won the race, leaning back like a racer hitting the finish tape and moaning loudly. Feeling her pussy quake, I thrust into her and jetted deep inside her. Kelly moaned loudly while watching Lexi quiver through her orgasm, and then she was gushing into my mouth. I greedily drank and swallowed her offering before she rolled off of me. The two of them slid beside me, snuggled closely, and I dozed off.

A shift in the mattress stirred me, I felt Lexi roll away from me, and another warm body take her place. I opened my eyes and saw Carmen’s dark eyes looking at me. I felt her breasts against my side, and she leaned down and kissed my lips.

“Nap time is over, stud,” she said sultrily, “time to play.”

I slid my hand behind her head, combing through her black hair. I kissed her deeply, feeling her tongue ambitiously explore my mouth. I rolled towards her rolling her onto her back, and pressed close to Lexi, who was snuggled close to Alyssa, sucking on her nipples. Kelly slid off the bed, walked over to Alyssa’s other side, and started suckling her other breast. Lexi leaned over and kissed her old roommate as Alyssa combed her fingers through their hair.

Carmen shifted under me, sliding away from the threesome as we continued kissing passionately. I kissed her jaw, then down her neck, slowly covering her mocha skin with sucking kisses. I lowered my mouth to her breasts, sucking in her dark nipples, and I heard her moan in pleasure as my tongue lapped her rigid buds.

The sounds of her arousal filled me, and I felt my cock stiffen against her thigh. I continued kissing down her lithe dancer’s body, enjoying her taut stomach muscles. My hand slid down and cupped her sex, fingers plying through her dark short pubic hair. I lowered my mouth to her mound and blew softly over her wet curls. I heard her hiss in response, then lowered my mouth to her sex, sucking her extended lips into my mouth.

“Oh, Jeremiah,” she cooed, “That’s it, baby, lick my pussy.”

I did as she instructed, using my tongue to slide her lips open and tasting her delicious juices. My cock was throbbing, and I raised myself to my knees. Her eyes lifted to mine, and she smiled brightly.

“Mmmm, yes, baby,” she instructed, “lemme feel that cock in me.”

I notched my engorged cock head against her open lips and pressed my hips towards her. Her eyes rolled back into her head as she felt me enter her. I grabbed her ankles and lifted her legs up and out, opening her wide for me as I started to steady fucking motion.

“FUCK,” Carmen exalted, “I missed your cock, baby… FUCK ME FUCK ME HARD.”

I pushed her legs back towards her torso. Her knees bent back almost to her shoulders. I fucked her hard and fast, and my earlier orgasm kept me from going to the edge too quickly. Soon Carmen was moaning in constant ecstasy, urging me to fuck her harder and harder. She grabbed her knees, freeing my hands to fill themselves with her bouncing breasts. My thumbs grazed over her hard nipples as I rutted into her, hammering my cock deep into her pussy.

I glanced at the bed beside us and saw Alyssa between Kelly’s thighs. My eyes traveled along Kelly’s sexy curves until her face disappeared between Lexi’s freckled legs. Then my vision traced along Lexi’s undulating form until I saw Alyssa’s thighs clamp around Lexi’s head.

“Yes, God!” Alyssa moaned into Kelly’s pussy, “Fuck! Lexi! I’m cumming!”

The whole chain of female flesh was soon quivering through orgasm as I felt my peak building in the base of my balls. I glanced back down at Carmen, seeing her watch the other three. She turned her face back to me and bit her lower lip.

“DO IT!” Carmen spat at me, “Fuck! Make me CUM!”

I rammed into her harder and faster than I thought possible. She was oozing wetness, but our furious fucking made me feel like I was driving my cock through a molten substance. Even with her legs pulled back, Carmen lifted her hips, meeting my pounding thrusts. Abruptly she froze, and her eyes rolled back into her head. Her body jerked, and I felt her pussy clamp around my cock like a vise. Ripples of contractions milked my shaft as I bottomed out into her and roared out my orgasm.

I closed my eyes, locked into a powerful thrust, as I felt Carmen quiver beneath me. I opened my eyes to see her looking at me with wide eyes. Her body was still shaking with the aftershocks of her powerful orgasm. I released her breasts, and she lowered her legs as I rolled off her towards the other three girls still recovering from their tryst. As we caught our breath, all of us arranged ourselves. My arms wrapped around Carmen and Alyssa while Kelly and Lexi cuddled on Alyssa’s other side. My eyes grew heavy, and I fell asleep.












EPILOGUE











Jeremiah clicked
 the Save icon and saw the network indication show that his confessions had been safely saved in the cloud. He shut the lid to his laptop and stroked his full beard, lost in his thoughts. A smile of remembrance flickered through his eyes. He stood up from his desk and packed his laptop into his satchel.

“Any more clients today?” Jeremiah called out through the open door of his finely furnished office.

“Nope, all done for today,” came the cheery response as Lexi peeked her head through the door, “can I get a ride home, Sir?”

“Of course,” Jeremiah laughed, “since I’m going to the same house you are, it makes the most sense.”

“And we’ll save the planet by burning less gas,” Lexi offered, winking at me.

“Let’s go,” Jeremiah agreed, “Is there anything special tonight?”

Jeremiah tended to disconnect when he was deep in thought. The afternoon recording of his shared history with his polyamorous family had disoriented him from the present day. He smiled at Lexi, recalling their first meeting, then her moving into their first home.

“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” Lexi blushed and grinned cheekily at how absent-minded Jeremiah could be.

“Are you trying to hide something from me?” Jeremiah smiled, tossing his satchel over his shoulder and walking toward Lexi.

She leaned against the door, her short pencil skirt accentuating her slim muscular legs. A modest professional blouse revealed just enough of her perky breasts to stay professional and elicit a bit of desire in Jeremiah as he walked up and hugged her, kissing her cheek. After eighteen years together, she could still make him aroused.

“Maybe we can swing by the park on the way home,” Lexi suggested in a flirty tone, effectively changing the subject. She pulled back and looked into Jeremiah’s eyes.

“I do enjoy the park,” Jeremiah agreed, “Let’s remind Alyssa that it’s quitting time and head home. You know how Carmen gets when we’re late for her cooking.”

Jeremiah held Lexi’s hand as they walked across the lobby of the offices of Jeremiah Jackson & Associates Professional Counseling, LLC. Jeremiah stopped and let Lexi enter Alyssa’s office before following her through.

“Any new prospects today?” he asked Alyssa.

Alyssa looked up from her computer screen, her librarian-style glasses and dark chestnut hair falling over a soft red sweater as she focused on her partners. She smiled and nodded.

“The Kwon’s fit the profile for your intervention perfectly,” Alyssa recited as she went down the list, “They are set to start the profiling step next week. I’m working on the Carlise’s and Shephard’s. We also have potential pre-marital counseling with a couple from the University. I know you love the younger couples.”

Jeremiah blushed, “Aly, I don’t get that involved anymore. Your protocol allows me to not become so intimate with our clients.”

“Not that there’s anything wrong with that,” cooed Lexi, wrapping her arms around Jeremiah with a squeeze.

Alyssa smiled at Lexi and winked, then looked up at Jeremiah, “Don’t you wish you could bend the rules a little now and then?”

“You never tired of tempting me, don’t you,” Jeremiah sighed, rubbing his palm across his face.

“The best thing about teasing you, Jeremiah, is how easily you succumb,” Alyssa offered.

“I think you’ll have to take a number,” Jeremiah grinned, squeezing Lexi’s behind.

“Kelly and Lexi, never mind sharing, and Carmen has been so horny lately, we might all be fucking you,” Alyssa admitted unbuttoning the top button of her sweater, standing up, and flicking off her computer.

“Let’s get home quickly,” Jeremiah answered, “There’s nothing special tonight, right?”

Alyssa looked confused for a moment and looked at Lexi. Jeremiah paused, feeling a thought pass between his two lovers. Alyssa nodded and winked at Lexi as if they agreed with just them.

“Nope, just a normal evening at home,” Alyssa nodded and smiled as she took Jeremiah’s hand. The three left the offices, heading back to the parking lot and two separate cars. Lexi climbed into Jeremiah’s passenger seat while Alyssa slid into her SUV.

They all looked forward to being home in the large mansion they’d shared with Carmen and Kelly for so many years.
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PRESENT - JEREMIAH


I opened
 the passenger door to let Lexi in the front seat of our car. My mind finally synced with reality. Writing about the past had left me in a reminiscent state, pleasantly flowing from the activity of writing, yet not fully aware of my surroundings. Suddenly all of the current day’s events caught up with me. I looked at Lexi as she lowered her trim form into the luxury leather seats across from me in my luxury sedan.

“Wait, you’ve all been planning something, haven’t you?” I asked, already knowing the answer.

Lexi giggled and shook her head with a mischievous grin.

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

I shut the door, walked to the driver’s side door, and got in behind the wheel, looking again at the stunning red-haired woman sharing my car.

“Are there many things still to do before the party?” I asked, trying to gain some missing information from my devoted lover.

I knew it was my birthday. It had only slipped my mind. I knew my girls would have planned something, but they played coy. I wanted to know what was happening, but I knew I would enjoy whatever they had planned.

Lexi smiled and leaned over to kiss me as I started the car, her lips always soft and willing, almost needing to seal her physical body with mine. Slowly she parted the meaningful kiss.

“I have no idea what you are talking about, Master,” Lexi claimed quietly, “I just know that Kelly and Carmen have something nice for you.”

I put the car in reverse and pulled out of the office parking lot, getting lost in my thoughts about everything that had culminated on this day, and my thoughts drifted back into the past again.

PAST - JEREMIAH

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

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

The thoughts seemed misplaced after all the activities of the previous day. I was looking forward to a few days of rest and reconnection with my four lovely girls. The thoughts of my long-dead father just didn’t seem to fit. I would have to think more about that, I concluded regrettably. I thought about the safety deposit box key I had left on the table. I wondered if Alyssa had stored it someplace safe; I wondered what could be in it.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“He was fine, Carmen. I know he had a lot on his mind and needed rest. I woke him up just after you guys got here,” Alyssa said, “You must have tuned into his distress as you got closer, and it must have gotten stronger the closer you got.”

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

“I dunno,” I said thoughtfully.

I was frustrated with my lack of knowledge. I took a deep breath and looked at Alyssa.

“We think it’s because of how he fixed each of us and the deep connection we build with people we are sexually active with.” Alyssa explained, “Jeremiah’s power allows him to become entangled with people he adjusts, and a sexual connection seems to strengthen that connection.”

Carmen thought for a moment before speaking, “You didn’t fix me until the hotel.” she commented, “At first after we met, I was fascinated with you. I got to know you more when we traded emails. The night we met at the hotel, after dinner. That was when I first felt a deeper connection.”

“Yes, remember, Jeremiah’s ability fixed you, then we all had—a lot of sex. It was our sexual connection. We think it entangled us together.” Alyssa said while I nodded, “We don’t understand any of this well. I hope I can research Jeremiah’s family and track down some clues.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I didn’t mean to with Kelly; it wasn’t controlled. It was more of lowering her moral restrictions” I explained, “I completely reset her, made her amoral. And I’m not comfortable trying to repeat that mistake.”

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

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

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

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

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

My mind snapped into sharp focus, and I shoved my earlier thought along with a barrage of my will. Like a puppet bereft of strings, she crumpled to the floor in a heap, then pitifully crawled and knelt at my feet, wholly prone and subservient. I looked at her furiously, forcing her to kneel, to keep her head bowed. I stood up and towered over her, my face red from her slap.

“What the hell was that?” I shouted.

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

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

I shook my head and rubbed my jaw. Slowly my anger cooled, and I looked back down at Carmen. She wasn’t moving. She was breathing lightly. Her body bowed in a submissive pose. I took a step back, and Alyssa knelt beside Carmen to check on her. I felt myself letting go of the puppet strings and then released my hold on her. My mind quickly checked her morality curve, and it seemed intact. This was something completely different from a modification. It was a drastically different feeling. I was shocked at the ability and power I pulled from Carmen’s form as she slumped to the floor. I was simultaneously aroused and shocked at how easily I could do that.

Slowly Carmen lifted her head to look at Alyssa.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I looked at both of them, amazed at their trust in me. It would be dishonoring their faith to say I didn’t believe them. I sat back in my chair and ran my fingers through my hair. I exhaled as I thought about the implications.

“I’m scared of what I don’t know.” I finally said, “What if I keep pressing my powers, and it keeps growing? It’s scary to think about what I could do if I used my powers all the time. I’m beginning to understand why my father vanished.”

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

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

“I know, J; I’m sorry,” Carmen said.

“Alyssa, I’ll need your help,” I said, looking at her, “I’m not going to start testing until I know more about the things I can already do well. I need to know their implications and why we’re so entwined. What can you discover?”

“Well, first, I think we need to study your family. Your father indicated it was hereditary; I would like to do a genealogical study of your family tree. From there, we might get some clues. Do you know anything about your father’s family? Other relatives?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

We all quietly ate our food as she mulled over her thoughts, the activities of the previous night had left us all hungry, but the food was suddenly secondary to our thoughts. Slowly Carmen looked around at each of us, then focused on my eyes.

“Well, first of all,” Carmen said with a smile but in a severe tone, “it wasn’t unpleasant. Not at all. It never feels uncomfortable being so close to you. When you were in me, I felt … I dunno… all of you.”

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

“Yeah, I knew you were in a rage from my slap, but I also felt how much you loved me. In that instant, you … took over … left me in a heap. I completely understood everything about how you felt.” She said softly, then looked at me shyly, “It was overwhelming, but it felt protective. Like you stopped me from doing more harm. I felt completely safe, honestly.”

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

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

“I know that, Jeremiah,” she said.

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

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

A quietness settled over the table, then smiles returned.

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

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

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

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

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

I knew the girls would follow, almost felt their willingness, their obedience. A swell of power started to well up inside me. I pushed down the feeling with my control. I was tired and instead focused my thoughts on each of my girls for a moment. We gathered into a circle with unspoken words and placed our arms around each other. Kelly was on one side of me, and Alyssa on the other, my hands wrapped around the forearms of Lexi and Carmen; we were all connected, physically and emotionally. The vibrations of power coursing through my system were palpable, but I pushed down the impulse to pick up each of their puppet strings.

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

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

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

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

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

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

The sexual tension was palpable, and without a word, we stripped. I led them with my impressions, and they followed. Our bodies intertwined, embracing, kissing, touching, caressing. Our hands touched each other, enmeshed and entangled, as we physically played out what our entire beings had become.

My cock hardened as fingers gripped it; my balls filled as palms cupped and weighed them. My hands filled with complete breasts, fingers tugging on firm nipples, as my body sank to the floor. My mouth sought another. It didn’t matter which, as we shifted and moved unabated—kissing Alexis one moment to go and fill my mouth with Carmen’s breast. My hand squeezes Kelly’s entire breast, then moves down her side to feel Alyssa’s thigh and shift to cup her oozing sex.

It was effortless lovemaking, enjoying, seeking, consuming, and arousing. Our bodies moved in a slowly sped-up rhythm that soon had us all on edge, and I held us there, somehow. Feeling where each of us was, keeping one from crashing over while nudging another closer, until we were all panting, our breaths quickened, then stopped. I felt a push, and then with shouts of joy, we climaxed together. Our wills intertwined as I released and clung to each of them. Then everything went black, and I slept.

I do not know how long I dozed, but the telephone ringing awoke me. It was like a bell in my head as I regained consciousness. I was flat on my back; Carmen’s head was on my thigh, her lips still touching my glazed shaft. Alyssa was on my chest, her warm breath washing over my sweat-damped hairs; my hands were wrapped around Lexi and Kelly as I slowly fought the pull of sleep and realized the phone was ringing.

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

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

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

“What do you need, Uncle?”

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

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

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

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

“I’m sensing you all need food, and we didn’t get to the store, so…. Who is up for Bonanza?” I asked with a smile, stuffing my troubles for the moment.

They all nodded and got up, heading to the door, “Um… you need to put on clothes, my loves.”

That broke the spell, and they all started giggling. Their postures returned to a natural, much more arousing differently than their harmonious movements when they allowed themselves to be controlled. They dressed, and we headed to the restaurant, famished from the feast of flesh we had just enjoyed.

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

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

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

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


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

“Hello, Alyssa, what’s up? Miss me already?” I spoke louder for the microphone.

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

As her voice drifted off, I was a bit concerned and confused. My mind had been drifting back into the past, and I felt disconnected from my present life with the various thoughts going through my mind. Lexi heard what Alyssa said and redoubled her fingering my stiffening shaft, which brought me back to the present, and my building desire under Lexi’s skillful fingers.

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

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

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

PAST - JEREMIAH

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

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

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

I was silent at the hypothetical question and a bit taken aback by the title she’d bestowed on me. I shook off the question about my title after the weird afternoon. My arms lifted and helped lift one of her legs over my head, her knees slid slightly under my shoulders, and the stimulating view blocked my vision. I drew in a deep breath and inhaled the fragrance of Lexi’s arousal as my mouth moved up to surround her wet cunt. I felt Kelly suck the tip hard, then slip from her lips as a new warmth wrapped the crown, a tongue lapping at the slit and coaxing out the pre-cum.

I felt Lexi’s nipples harden against my abdomen as my arms curled around her hips and spread apart her buttocks, my mouth sucking her engorged cunt lips into my cavern and lapping my tongue into its succulent folds, catching her emissions and filling my mouth with her arousal. I move my head up to lick around her tight anus, lapping and hearing her breath quicken at the motion, her groin grinding on my extended chin.

“Oooh fuck, yes….” Lexi sighed as she arched her back, lifting her mouth from my cock, her hands moving to the shaft and stroking it as I felt Kelly shift and move her knees up, her thighs stretching open as she found the right spot, and felt Lexi guide my saliva coated head into Kelly flowered sex, groaning into Lexi’s cunt as I felt Kelly slide down fully.

I pulled my mouth back and spat at Lexi’s anus, my fingers curling between her cheeks to press into her tight hole, feeling her muscle resist, then surrender as my fingertip pressed into her ass. I moved my mouth back to her cunt, gripping her clit as my fingers probed her ass, stroking in and out in time with Kelly’s rising and falling as she fucked my cock.

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

“Oh FUCK, yes Lexi, lick my clit, and … mmm yes, squeeze my tits.”

I groaned at the picture in my imagination, my hips gyrating as they lifted and fell in time with Kelly’s dancing hips, my mouth sealed around Lexi’s sex and tongue dipping in and tongue fucking her cunt as her hips moved, my finger working like a piston in and out of her tight ass. We found the carnal rhythm and moved slowly, enjoying the connection, then moving faster.

I felt movement to the side as Carmen’s body shifted beside me. I felt Aly’s body curve around and felt with my hand as she climbed over Carmen’s prone form, mirroring Lexi’s pose; her mouth must have found Carmen’s sex as I heard a Spanish curse before a long moan from Aly as her hips gyrated over Carmen’s mouth, silencing the oaths.

Feeling and hearing our bedmates initiating their tryst only made our threesome more frantic, Kelly’s hips rose and then fell, and ground as my hips lifted to meet her, Lexi’s mouth and torso rising and falling as she lapped up the juices flowing from Kelly’s sex. I felt Lexi’s smallish breasts press and flatten against my chest, then rise until just her rock-hard nipples grazed my flesh before coming back down. My head was pinned to the mattress, my mouth sucking and tongue lapping, breathing deeply through my nose, as Lexi ground her hips against my lips, her ass lifting and pressing back into my intruding fingers.

Kelly was the first to trip, freezing in her arched pose, hips vibrating as her cunt muscles clamped around my shaft and fluttered in orgasm. Her inner muscles clenching and milking my shaft set me off, and my balls tightened, then cum jetted out of my crown and shot deep into her womb, my body quaking as my hips flexed and froze as my back arched.

I plunged my finger deep into Lexi’s ass, sealed my mouth around her clit, and hummed and lapped at the button until she tripped off, her cunt flooding my face with hot wet juices. Kelly’s moans carried us through our orgasms until Lexi lifted and pulled Kelly towards her. Feeling them kiss and embrace as I was still sealed to them was heaven, but we slowly unwound and turned to watch our bedmates rise to their finish.

Alyssa’s ripe ass lifting and falling over Carmen’s dark brown locks as she ground her cunt against the Latina’s mouth was too alluring. Still hard, even after my first orgasm, I shifted away from Lexi and Kelly and kneeled behind Aly’s bottom. Gripping her waist with one hand, I guided my cock against her leaking folds and felt Carmen’s hot tongue press to help it slide deep into Alyssa’s cunt. The feeling of Aly grinding her bottom back as her head dipped lower, eliciting a moan from under my swaying balls, brought me right back into a hard pounding beat.

Driving Aly to the edge while Carmen lapped at her cunt and sucked my balls soon had Aly groaning loudly and wetly into Carmen’s sex. Carmen’s hip lifted and ground up into Aly’s mouth, then all at once, we lifted off. My cock jammed deep into Aly’s cunt, blasting jets of cum into her womb; as Carmen’s body rose and twisted, Aly jutted her hips back and ground her clit on Carmen’s mouth shook, grunting into Carmen’s squirting cunt. As we fell through the waves of orgasm, my cock slipped out of Aly’s spasming cunt only to be greedily sucked deep into Carmen’s needy mouth. Her lips sealed as she sucked out the last of my load.

We all collapsed, and all five hugged and kissed for a few moments until Kelly suddenly rolled off the bed and rushed to the bathroom. The door slammed shut just as we heard her start to gag and retch into the toilet.

“Too much Bonanza?” I asked, starting to become a bit worried. We watched as she returned, wiping her lips on a towel.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I sat next to Alyssa, and we held hands as Thomas explained what he’d discovered while researching real-estate investments. He had arranged a consultation with another lawyer, who was referred to him by Kelly’s mother. Kelly’s mother retained a different lawyer so there wouldn’t be any conflict of interest. The partnership he explained sounded pretty simple and an effective way to ensure my assets were protected. He said he would have the documents finalized by the end of the next day.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Your mother was always an independent woman,” He began, “The older she got, the stronger her personality became. She was headstrong, confident, intelligent… There wasn’t anything she couldn’t accomplish once she put her mind to it. She intimidated many of the boys in high school, and while we remained friends, she never looked at a boy romantically. I thought she looked past high school to college, a career, and whatever lay down that path.”

“Until she met your father, Isaiah. He moved into town our junior year in high school from somewhere in Montana. This is a small enough town, so a new face always gets noticed—fresh blood in the water. The girls in school were all fascinated with Isaiah. He was handsome and fit, much like you are, Jeremiah. Your mother was friendly with him initially but kept her sights on her plans.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

Thomas regarded me with a raised eyebrow, and I sank back into silence.

“I think Montana, where they’d moved from the previous year. I didn’t know much about them; most of what I know I found out from Katie over the years. Katie dropped out of school and tried her best to become a housewife. Isaiah also dropped out and took an auto-mechanic job in a garage downtown. They gave it their best shot and worked hard to build a home for you. You were born the following February. Your parents loved you very much. They were so proud of you.”

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

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

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

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

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

“Katie took it hard,” Thomas said with a frown, “Talking to her years later, she said that the both of them agreed it would be best to separate. She didn’t realize how hard it would be, though. She went through months of deep depression; your grandparents almost had her institutionalized. Slowly she came out of it; working hard and caring for you seemed to pull her out of the depression. There were still many times where she looked just… empty.”

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

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

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

“How so?” I asked.

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

Uncle Thomas nodded, and Alyssa continued looking at me.

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

“Yep,” said Thomas, “I think Alyssa has it right, Jeremiah. The times were different then. The rumors about the three of them together were too much. Katie told me she struggled between her feelings for her father and the other girl. Damn, I wish I could remember her name.”

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

“Where did my father go?” I asked.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I sat dumbfounded. I wanted to scream. I wanted to ask a million questions that would never have answers. Mostly… I felt alone. Until Alyssa hugged me close, she just held me, not saying a word, but her presence helped bring me out of my shell. I started to cry softly, then loudly. I mourned my mother again or finally allowed myself to feel her absence. I mourned my father and his selfishness. I even regretted my paternal grandparents, who I never knew. I wanted to ask them so many questions.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

”I think Alyssa is right,” Thomas nodded, “I mostly know what your mother went through, but if what Alyssa says is correct, the separation was hard on all of them. I can see your father feeling the same sort of pain…Samantha filled her part of the void but probably could never fill Katie’s. I think she felt as much attachment to Katie. Katie always was fond of Samantha; she never blamed her for leaving with Isaiah. I always found that strange.”

“Until now, I’d always seen the situation as a normal relationship, an affair that ended a marriage.” Thomas looked at me before finishing, “Your powers, this new information… has me reassessing my memories.”

I thought for a few moments. I recalled the name Samantha, or Sammie. The sound of her name brought happy memories to me. I’d only known her when I was a toddler; if she left with my father, she left when I was four. I didn’t know what to do with the information. I wanted to know more so I could safely use my powers. Now I didn’t ever want to use my abilities again. While I struggled with my thoughts, Alyssa took over.

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

“It’s Jeremiah’s,” Thomas explained.

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

“I think I need to go through this box, Jeremiah,” she said, looking at me, “Then we may want to take a trip to Montana and open that safety deposit box. We’ve got a few clues and have some theories, but we haven’t learned any hard facts.”

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

“Yeah,” I sighed, “I think that’s the best idea too. Though I’m not entirely happy about that.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I smelled like you all morning.” Carmen panted as I firmly gripped and mauled her breasts.

“You fucked Aly right above my face,” she spat.

My hands gripped her flesh and then yanked the tattered bodice down her torso, exposing her abdomen, my hand lifting and grabbing the hem of the short skirt.

“…and every. Time. I. breathed,” her breath a short staccato as my hand cupped her leaking cunt, “I inhaled the scent of your cock and balls, and fuck….”

She was silenced as two fingers drove into her well-lubricated vagina; I felt more images being pushed from her as her lusty fantasy was communicated via our network; I pulled her back, then shoved her body over the counter, her breasts pillowing on the cold surface and kicked her feet apart.

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

My hands shoved my pants, ignoring buckles and belts, and gripped my rock-hard shaft. I drug the swollen glans of the head over her sodden lips, found the opening, feeling the head sink into her folds, then rammed my hips forward, filling her cunt with my shaft.

“Oh fuck, yes, Papi, fuck your whore, fuck your SLUT,” Carmen grunted, lost in her fantasy being fulfilled.

I pounded her hard, my hands gripping the caramel flesh of her ass, pulling back and spanking her skin, feeling the flesh heat up then discolor into a deeper reddish hue as I used her body, gripping her, one hand lifting to slide through her dark brown locks, fouling in the braids and grabbing tightly, yanking up and making her watch Aly and Lexi.

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

The purred, growly groan emitted from Carmen’s stretched throat was pure sex, making the room almost humid with our conjoined need. I felt her anus open, and my cock pressed through, my hips jamming into her ass as she pushed it back to be filled. A sharp bark as the initial pain of entry flowed through her nerves only to be soothed by the endorphins that flooded her system.

She cried out, “Oh FUCK yes, FUCK my slut ass, use me good Papi.”

“You like that slut, my little whore; you like getting your ass repeatedly rammed, being owned by me, don’t you, fucking little puta….” I cursed in a stream that surprised me and only fueled her heat; the humiliating oaths only boiled her blood more as I took her hard.

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

Lexi was now on her knees, her head between Aly’s thighs, Aly’s clothes tossed aside as she watched naked. Her hands gripped her breasts and tugged her nipples as Lexi devoured her streaming pussy juices. She watched me possess Carmen most dominantly. I’d never imagined something like this, and the power flowing through me at Carmen’s response was intoxicating. Alyssa held her breath as my arm tightened against Carmen’s throat, captivated by the vigorous scene before her.

Carmen went over the edge at that moment. I felt her cunt compress cock slammed deep into her bowels, balls lifting and jetting cum deep into her ass. I held her body firmly as she shook in mind-body convulsion over the cold kitchen counter. Her sun dress shredded, and her body was aching as she came silently, unable to shout, her mind clouded from lack of fresh oxygen.

I roared as I came, watching as Aly arched and came in Lexi’s mouth. The stream of juices exploding from her cunt flashed through my mind as I closed my eyes and sunk forward. My arms released, and my body relaxed onto Carmen, pressing her onto the kitchen counter, and I just dropped there, catching my breath. We all were silent as we caught our breath, Carmen mewling under me, content as a kitten.

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













CHAPTER
 TWENTY-ONE











PRESENT - JEREMIAH


I steered
 the car into a dark corner of the park and pressed the button to recline and slide my seat back. As the electric motor moved the seat, Lexi smoothly slipped my erect member from my trousers and sealed her lips over the engorged head.

I groaned as my mind snapped back into the present, Lexi’s talented tongue and lips making me lose my thoughts of our beginnings. Her tongue and lips sealed and milked the glans, nursing the shaft to fuller and firmer hardness.

I reached, gathered, and gripped a handful of her hair, directing her mouth to go deeper. She moaned as I felt her adjust the angle of her head and my crown slide into the entrance of her throat. She swallowed, and the feeling of that on my sensitive glans made my shaft twitch in need. She moved her body, lifting her knees to the seat beside me, as I ran my hand along her flank, gripping the hem of her dress and pulling it up, exposing her bare behind with no panties.

She moaned in lusty need as my fingers slid over her aroused folds. My fingers wormed between the inner and outer lips, then found her entrance, dipping inside. I pulled my fingers out and spread her copious moisture over her distended lips, gliding to the top of her cunt and pressing circles around her hard clit.

“You suck my cock so good, little one,” I said, using my nickname for her that made her purr with desire, “I want to fuck your tight cunt, so slide over and lower yourself facing me.”

She obeyed almost before I finished talking, her small, lithe form performing the in-car gymnastics smoothly. She ground her heated pussy and coated my spit-slicked shaft with her even copious pussy juice.

“May I, Master?” Lexi cooed as she teased my needy cock, her eyes glazed with lust as she used her preferred name for me, a role she saw me as in all areas of her life.

“Get your cunt on my cock, my little fuck toy,” I said, eyes gleaming.

She tipped her hips with practiced ease, and suddenly she was impaled on my cock to the root. Her tight cunt quivered as she worked her inner muscles, milking my shaft as her hips gyrated. I looked at her and gripped her head in my hands, tugging her to me so I could kiss her deeply, my tongue driving in deeply and entangling with hers.

Our bodies undulated as she worked her hips and thighs, teasing me, fucking me, at a pace, we could keep for a long time.






*ring ring*









I could care less who could be calling, balls deep in my trim runner submissive partner. I tried to ignore the ringing as my hips lifted and started to drag out and drive back into her well-lubricated cunt. Her eyes glazed over, and she increased her pace, her need building but also a concern in her eyes.

“Oh Master, please make me cum…. now… please, sir, the phone call is important…” she cried as she tried to will an orgasm.

“cum for me, my pet,” I panted and then pushed my command, so her body went rigid as she cried out, my orgasm consuming me as jets of cum filled her tight spasming cunt.

As soon as I could see again and speak normally, I clicked to answer the phone, “Hello?”

“Jeremiah,” Kelly’s voice filled the steamy passenger compartment, “I need you to come home, now. Zac is … he has, um… new friends over, and… just come home, please.”

“On our way now, Kel,” I said as Lexi slipped into her seat, and I shifted the car into gear, already moving the seat into place. What was the boy up to? Why did Kelly sound so worried?

PAST - JEREMIAH

The kitchen dining room area fell silent. I was still breathing hard from just spilling my load in Carmen’s tight ass. Alyssa shook her head as she cleared her brain from her orgasm while she watched me dominate Carmen. Lexi stood up and looked at Kelly while Carmen arched her back to try to look around me at Kelly.

“I’m pregnant!” Kelly said again and added with a bright, forced smile.

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

“What?!?” I said again.

The words were not making sense in my brain. So many thoughts rushed through my brain. I was in shock, and finally, it hit me, I was the father.

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

I wondered what Kelly’s pregnancy meant to our relationship, did some mental math, and knew it had to be mine. She had no other lovers before me, and Carmen had kept the boys away in the week we were apart while Kelly was out of control. It was my fault, another consequence of the reckless use of my powers. Powers I didn’t even know I had at the time.

I backed slowly out of the circle and waited, my emotions in a turmoil of confusion, guilt, shame, pride, panic, worry, concern, and happiness. The questions came in a rush:


Did I get Lexi pregnant too?



Carmen?



What would happen to our relationship?



Did this change everything?



Would I lose Carmen, Lexi, or Alyssa?



Oh, what had I done??


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

The emotional drop I felt from being the hard dominant figure with Carmen to the ordinary, caring, loving man of the house was palpable. The role of a sexual dominant was new to me, and I wasn’t entirely comfortable with it. The role of a loving male to four girls, a father, was also foreign and scary. My mind was in turmoil as my body descended from the orgasmic high. It almost felt as if my emotions had a physical component to them. I ached.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“They’ll kill me,” Kelly sighed, “They don’t know about us. They think J is engaged to you. They’ll think I subverted that relationship, that I slept with him out of marriage.”

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

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

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

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

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

“We don’t have to tell them anything today, but we will tell them, and regardless of their actions,” I stated as evenly as I could, “We will be with you, Kelly, supporting you and our child.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Tears flooded my vision as my mind processed what just happened, how Alyssa ended our engagement. How much she meant to me, I sincerely wanted her by my side, but as equal partners in life. I wanted to make that vow of love to each of the girls. They each deserved the specialness of a formal proposal, a wedding, where they were the star.

I thought back to the impromptu ceremony at the hotel a bit over a month ago, how we’d exchanged necklaces, and as I thought of that, my hand went to my neck and felt the knot that symbolized our relationship. I lifted my blurry eyes and looked around, and saw all four of the girls touching their own. Did I just will them to do that?

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

DISTANT PAST - ISAIAH

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

PAST - JEREMIAH

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

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

Aly stretched and yawned, still naked from the tryst in the kitchen, “I had a weird dream, J,” as she got up and hugged me close, feeling my need for comfort before I recognized it.

“The crash on the bridge?” I asked, just recalling the location in my memories.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Lexi leaned against Carmen as they both read the letter.



Jeremiah,

If you're reading this, then I'm dead. I've always been plain with words. I left when you were four, and I've thought of you often in the last ten years. I owe you an explanation for why I went.

I loved you and your mother very much, Jeremiah. I know it might not seem like that. I haven't enjoyed being away from either of you. I have kept a close eye on you and have tried to provide for you as I could. I could not stay with you for reasons that may have become plain to you or will become plain to you.

It's hard to say this in a letter. So I'll say it. I'm a psychic or something. I don't know exactly what to call it. This ability was passed down to me by my father and has been in our lineage for generations. I can see people's emotions and can influence how they make decisions. If you're old enough, you might have experienced how this works. If you're too young to have had it manifest, then I hope you never do.

It can be a blessing or a curse. My grandfather and my father used this gift selfishly. Their endless quest for more power brought ruin to our family. Initially, I ignorantly followed my father's example and shamefully damaged the people I loved—specifically your mother and you.

Be careful, Jeremiah. Use your powers sparsely and only to help. Please don't use it for selfish gain.

I know that sounds trite coming from your absent father. It could be true that I left selfishly. I have thought about that much over the years.

You need to know that I left to protect you: you and your mother. I hope you can someday understand.

I love you, Son,

Isaiah Jackson.





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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“It was fate. It was meant to be,” I said, meaning every word, “You here with me feels right, as much as it feels with each of the others. You were meant to be the mother. I feel it the more I think about it.”

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

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

“Never heard of it,” I said.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

The girls shared glances and looked at me as Thomas continued to explain my conditions.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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













CHAPTER
 TWENTY-TWO











PRESENT - JEREMIAH


Jeremiah drove
 through the gates and along the long driveway that led to a sizable mansion. He felt the familiar pang of overindulgence, having spent so much money on this home 15 years ago. The old Bed & Breakfast was successful beyond expectations. As the family grew, Jeremiah, Kelly, Alyssa, Carmen, and Alexis realized they needed their own space. Then there was Isaac, or Zac as they called him. When they moved, he was four years old, and this mansion was the only home he knew.

Jeremiah pulled up next to Zac’s car and got out. He moved quickly to the front door, slight panic in Kelly’s voice still in his ears. Lexi slipped beside him, then reached and opened the door to let Jeremiah into the house and the living room. There he found Zac, sitting on the sofa, his arms around two young classmates taking turns kissing him.

Jeremiah scanned the room to find Kelly moving toward him, her eyes flicking from Zac to Jeremiah with an expression that said,” do something!”

Carmen rounded the room towards Jeremiah in the opposite direction; her eyes also darkened with alarm and anger. Carmen reached Jeremiah first.

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

“Your son
 just came in, and they all sat down and started making out; not a word was said,” Kelly explained cautiously, “It was just so odd.”

Lexi slipped beside Jeremiah, and then a moment later, Alyssa opened the door and joined the five-some. Aly reached over and flipped on the light illuminating the trio in the center of the room.

Jeremiah took a deep breath, trying to center his emotions, then started to speak loudly, “Isaac, aren’t you going to introduce me to your….”

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

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

“How you all managed to surprise me… “ Jeremiah started, “ was unexpected.”

“You’ve been a bit distracted, Love,” Alyssa said, kissing Jeremiah deeply.

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

“You knew about this,” Jeremiah said to Lexi, smiling like the cat that caught the canary, “Didn’t you, little one?”

“Yes, I did,” Lexi said softly, then leaned into his ear, “I’m sorry, Master, they made me do it… but I’m not sorry about our affair in the car.”

“Hey, Dad,” said Zac, “let me introduce my two friends. This is Elizabeth and Stacy. They are just friends, Dad… they were in on the prank.”

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

“Not at all,” Jeremiah laughed. “Please, girls, enjoy the party. Isaac, you and I need to talk later, though,” he continued with a severe glint.

Jeremiah started moving around the room, shaking hands with old friends and clients. People he knew well had helped, and many had also helped him. He kept his thoughts guarded but felt somewhat relieved, “Maybe turning 40 wasn’t going to be so bad.”

Kelly, Alyssa, Carmen, and Lexi watched him as he moved around and felt a bit happier sensing his thoughts. Jeremiah had felt a little distant in the past weeks, always writing on his computer and seemingly lost in the past.

“This is good,” said Alyssa, “He needs to see the good he’s done to help him get over all shadows of his heritage.”

The other three nodded as they also remembered back to the time they met and started this life.

PAST - JEREMIAH

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

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

“What is?” I started.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Knees, slut.” Carmen said in a firm voice.

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

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

I decided it was best to listen, as Carmen talked to me like Lexi wasn’t there. I looked down at her; she seemed relaxed but also on edge. Lexi was anticipating something, something she craved very much.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Touch her cunt,” Carmen whispered to me.

I leaned down and cupped my hand under her upturned ass, cupping her sex, and her lips were almost dripping.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I felt my cock pulse hearing the deep desire in her words and posture; the room was heating up with her needful passion.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Not handcuffs?” I asked, coming closer.

“These leather shackles are snugger, and you can do more with them,” Carmen explained as she fastened one to each of Lexi’s wrists. “Hand me that rope.”

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

“Think you can do that to one of her ankles while I tie down her other?” Carmen asked me, and I nodded.

Watching Carmen, I shackled her ankle, then tied the rope to the bedpost, pulling the line tightly, securing her ankle, and keeping her thighs spread. Lexi was doubled over in the center of the bed; her breasts pressed to the mattress by the strain of the rope lifting her wrists. Her tight ass was robbed as she tried to ease the pressure, and her thighs pulled apart, displaying her ass and cunt that shone with her arousal.

“Starting to get the picture, stud?” Carmen asked and pulled out the whip-like thing.

“This is a flogger,” she said simply.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Aiiighhh, Fuck… may I cum, please Master, Miss.. fuck.. please….” Lexi struggled, holding on to the edge of her orgasm.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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




* * *







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

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

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

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

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






*ding dong*









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




* * *







I felt a hand on my forehead and opened my eyes, blinking to see Aly’s blue eyes looking into mine and then smiling. She gently shook Lexi, resting against my chest, then kissed her cheek. Moving her attention to Carmen, then back to me.

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

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

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

Lexi nodded, and I wanted to say, “I have some questions too!” but considered that silence was a better path.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“That is unexpected,” I said.

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Which was is that?” I asked the implied question.

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

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

“Before my parents split up.” I guessed.

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

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

“To protect me,” I said.

As I spoke the words, I knew it to be true. My father protected my mother and me, keeping knowledge of us away from his family or whatever my grandfather was involved in.

“He never spent any of your grandfather’s money, Jeremiah,” Alyssa said. “He lived off the money from spare jobs and temporary work. He had access to a fortune and never touched it. We need to find out why.”

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

Alyssa nodded and then handed me a bound leather notebook.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“We’re missing something, though,” I said, looking up to Alyssa. “Who broke these girls? We need to get to Montana and open that box,” Alyssa said, “It has to have more clues.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Alyssa nodded, “Perfect!” and leaned towards Carmen and Lexi and started planning what supplies we needed.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“MMmmmhmmm!” I growled as my mouth kissed and sucked.

My tongue plunged deeply into her slit, feeling her arousal coat my tastebuds as I licked, sucked, and swallowed. She tasted so good. Her pussy was flowing easily as I stimulated every fold of her cunt.

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

“I want your cock, J, please?” Kelly moaned as she lifted my head.

I pressed my hands down and pushed up, lifting my knees until I squatted on my haunches between her outstretched feet. She looked at my cock as it bounced from the movement and moved her hands to grip it in both palms. Her soft touch made me shiver as she shifted her body, her legs swiveling as her head snaked forward, taking my head between her lips. She groaned at the taste.

“You taste like Lexi, a little bit,” she purred as she sucked on just the bulbous head, her lips sealed behind the crown as her tongue lapped at my slit, winding around and coating the head with her saliva. She sucked and pushed her head down as my fingers combed through her golden locks, collecting her tresses in one fist and looking down to watch her worship my cock.

She wriggled her neck and forced as much of the head into the back of her throat until she gagged slightly, then slowly moved back with a hard suction. She was trying to suck my cum out of my balls. One hand lifted and cupped my balls as her mouth pulled away from the head. She stroked my shaft with her other hand, raising it as she sunk her head, looking up at me as she sucked one of my testicles into her mouth. She shifted back and forth, sucking carefully at my sensitive balls, stroking my cock to full stiffness, then moved back to suck my cock inside again.

I gripped her head and took over, holding her head as my hips drove my cock into her mouth. She locked her mouth part way open and hummed as I fucked her mouth. She groaned as my cock slid in and out; wet sounds echoed as I firmly fucked her mouth and throat, her blue eyes locked on mine as I looked down at the sexy blonde totally in my control.

I pulled her head back and then pushed her shoulders back; she squealed in delight as her feet swung around and then spread apart under me as I kneed forward between her thighs. I reached down to grip my shaft and plugged her open glistening cunt with my swollen and spit-slicked head. I found her eyes and drove home. Her eyes widened, then closed as her head fell back at the intrusion of my cock. Then she re-opened them, her blue eyes slits of needful lust.

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

Her words only fueled me to hammer harder. I leaned over her and gripped her breasts, her pillowy flesh molding to my hands. I pressed her down into the mattress under me, her hips lifting to meet my heavy strokes. I felt her nipples hard as rocks in my palms as I held her body down, my hips pounding, driving my cock deeper and deeper. Then, with a scream of delight, Kelly bucked under me, and I arched back, lifting off her to push my cock in her clenching cunt. My balls lifted tight and pumped jets of cum that shot into her womb, coating her insides with my hot seed.

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

Her spasms gripped my shaft as it spurted shot after shot. Her contractions milked my shaft as her hips automatically gyrated, making sure to capture all of my seed.

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

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

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

We snuggled and relaxed and then softly faded into unconsciousness.

DISTANT PAST

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

Ron lifted Jeremiah with a big bear hug.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Another couple had been owners of a rival Bed & Breakfast, a little older than us but friends with Kelly’s parents. Kelly had asked me to help them because even if they were the competition, they were too well suited for each other, and separating would have devastated their kids.

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

Then Kelly caught me by the arm and leaned into my ear.

“Look at your son. Tell me what you see?”

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

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

“Who is this Stacy girl?” I asked.

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

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

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

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

Carmen gasped as she watched Stacy make a fool of herself kissing Zac. Carmen covered her mouth.

“Oh shit, I fucked up, didn’t I.”

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

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

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

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

PAST - JEREMIAH

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

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

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

Pulling her lips over my swelling crown, she licked the tip as she lifted her head to look at me. Her hand and fingers rubbed her spit over the head and down the shaft, stroking my firming man meat as I slowly pulled my arm from under Kelly and propped myself up on my elbows to watch my lover worship my cock. Her fingers tugged as my cock swelled in her hand as I pushed fresh blood into the shaft with a contraction of my inner muscles.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

DISTANT PAST

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Samuel soon followed his friend, praying and pulling as many blankets and pillows to form around the bulk of his body. The bed frame shook as he finally curled into a ball and started to warm up enough, so his head filled with cobwebs, just as Jediah began snoring loudly.

PAST - JEREMIAH

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“My parents crashed again,” I mumbled.

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

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

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

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

“Oh, I’ll help, Master!” Lexi said, grabbing my morning wood and softly tugging me to the toilet.

“I’ll make you clean the whole bathroom with a toothbrush if you misaim,” I scolded Lexi with a smile.

“This is my first time,” Lexi said.

She stood beside me and tried to line up my stiffer than normal penis with the opening as she lifted the seat.

“Okay, Master, fire away.”

“Ohhh,” she said in a small shocked voice as she felt the urine pour down my shaft and then splash into the basin.

Her aim was good enough to get the stream inside the bowl, then adjusted to hit the pool of water as I leaned back with my hands on my hips and sighed relief. Her small hand kept a steady aim until the stream stopped, and then a few more pulses as I worked my inner muscles to drain my bladder. She stroked my shaft a few times, then lowered her head and sucked on the crown of my cock, her tongue lapping at the slit and cleaning the head. She seemed to enjoy the task, even if it might have made me a bit uncomfortable.

She licked her lips, then kissed my cheek.

“Good job, Master, now don’t forget to lower the seat!” She said before she skipped back into her closet to dress.

I lowered the seat and the lid and flushed, then went to the sink and brushed my teeth. Aly slipped in, lifted the lid, sat on the toilet seat, looked at me, and started to pee.

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

I looked down at her, her breasts always a lovely sight.

“I’m not complaining,” I smiled and continued to brush my teeth.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Lexi always seemed to be a surprise and adept at many things. I chuckled to myself, remembering how well she helped me urinate earlier. If I left her to her own devices, she’d gladly help anyone or suggest something to me that I’d forgotten. It was just her nature to be of service to the ones she loved.

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

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

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

I smiled at her and how well she prepared our food. Suddenly hungry, I started making a breakfast burrito from Carmen’s prepared ingredients.

As I was about to take my first bite, Alyssa spoke up.

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

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

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

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

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

Kelly looked up at Carmen, who nodded.

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

Kelly nodded.

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

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

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

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

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

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

I was left holding half a burrito and chewing while Lexi watched me with a big grin. Her arms around her knees and her feet on the chair next to your bottom.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I shook my head and then looked over at Lexi.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Lexi smiled over at me.

“I love when you call me that name, Master. It makes me feel safe and protected by you.” She leaned over and kissed my cheek.

“I loved doing active things as a kid.” Lexi continued, “Many of my foster siblings were boys, and I always played the games they played. We ran, we built things, climbed trees, bridged streams. We fought, we laughed, we played war. For all the loneliness of growing up in the foster system, playing with the other kids was always a happy place.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

With that, she shifted her weight and climbed down over the edge. I was caught between trying to watch her and making sure I was braced if she should slip. I soon lost sight of her, but she would tug the rope twice every once in a while, prompting me to let out more slack.

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

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

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

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

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

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

PAST - KELLY

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

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

“No, Mom,” I replied, “Jeremiah has so much on his plate, I think he’d be relieved to have someone else in charge of this.”

“Great, I can get Henry going on the permits and things,” Betsy said, sliding over a paper to me, “Have him sign this, and I’ll pick it up at dinner tonight. I’m so excited to meet all your friends. And to see Lexi again, it’s so nice she decided to follow you here; she is such a nice girl.”

I whistled a little tune as I slipped out of the car, still grinning at how happy mother had seemed. Things between my parents had smoothed over, and they were heading off on a romantic vacation soon, something they never did.

“Hey, Kelly!” came a voice from behind me, and I turned, not recognizing the voice.

“It’s me, Jerry, J’s friend.” Jerry said as he walked up, “I helped you move in.”

“Oh yes!” I said with a smile, then asked, “What’s up, Jerry? … Jerry, my eyes are up here.”

Jerry blushed as he lifted his eyes from my chest.

“Oh, um, sorry, I was wondering if Jeremiah needed any help, play a game, anything! I’m a bit bored with no school. No one was answering the phone, so I stopped by. It’s so nice to see you again.”

Jerry crowded a bit too close to me as I turned and walked back up to the house.

“Well, he should be here; why don’t you come in.”

“J!!” I called as I opened the door and let Jerry in. “Are you here?….” then, “is ANYONE here!”

“J and Lexi left to run an errand,” Carmen said, peeking out from the kitchen for a flash, “Aly is at his uncle’s, and I’m up to my ears in chores!” Carmen said before she swung back around into the kitchen area.

“Well, there you go,” I smiled at Jerry, who was strangely close.

“Ummm… you’re welcome to wait for him here in the living room. Did you sniff my hair?”

“No!” Jerry said and shifted awkwardly, “I, Uhm…. Hey, you want to wait with me?” Jerry stammered as he sat on the sofa, and left room for me between the arm of the couch and his cushion,

“I’ll probably be J’s best man, and I guess Aly will have you be the maid of honor. We can talk about the wedding plans.”

“Oh,” I mumbled, unsure of where to start, and sat down absently, then turned towards Jerry.

“About that…”

Jerry impulsively pressed against me, and I felt his wet lips press against mine. I pushed at this chest, aghast. Then slid to the side and rose to my feet. I wanted to spit but only spluttered in confusion.

“You can’t do that, Jerry! I’m pregnant with J’s child!”

Immediately I clammed up, and my eyes widened as I recalled what came out of my mouth.

Carmen slipped back into the room and froze as she saw what happened and heard what I said.

“You need to leave,” Carmen said, striding angrily toward Jerry.

“You’re what?” Jerry said as he shrank from the fuming Latina, “Pregnant! Does Alyssa know?”

“Now!” Carmen said, as she grabbed him by the shirt and drug him by the door, “Jeremiah will call you, don’t come back,” Carmen shoved him through the door and closed the lock, turning around to look at me.

“I don’t know what I just said!?” I exclaimed, wiping my mouth on the back of my hands. “Why the hell did he try to kiss me?”

Carmen stood with her hand on her hip. “You don’t get how alluring you are, do you?”

“I gave him no signs,” I said, confused, “Nothing!”

“Nothing?” Carmen asked with a raised eyebrow, then she smiled, “You probably didn’t. You’re cute in that you don’t see how sexy you are… Well, another thing we’ll figure out.”

“He was already jealous of Jeremiah and Alyssa,” I said, “He will be even more suspicious knowing J, and I are together.”

“Not much we can do now,” Carmen said. “But you can
 help me in the kitchen, does your mother like spicy things?”
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PRESENT - JEREMIAH


I sat
 in my chair behind my desk, thinking about my past, my father, and our heritage as I waited for Carmen to bring in Zac and Stacy. Alyssa sat on his desk in front of him, one leg crossed over her knee.

Alyssa watched Jeremiah in his musing before she spoke, “We don’t know what happened yet, love. It just might be a lovesick crush.”

“It’s not,” I said, then turned and lifted my eyes to Alyssa as she pushed her glasses up her nose, “You know it’s not. But we knew this would happen at some point.”

“You’re right, of course,” Alyssa said, then slipped to her feet and turned as Zac and Stacy were ushered into the room with Carmen behind them.

“Shut the door, Carmen,” I said, then turned to Zac and Stacy, smiling, “Please have a seat, you two,”

Zac sat in one chair with a question in his eye, then looked over at Stacy, who pulled another chair closer to Zac’s. She sat down, leaned over, and started kissing Zac’s cheek again like nothing was wrong. Zac looked at her, a little confused and irritated.

“She does this often?” I asked him, having scanned Stacy and knowing she’d been modified and wasn’t listening to anything. Her entire focus was on kissing Zac.

“No, Pop.” Zac shrugged, “She hardly made eye contact with me before tonight. She’s in my circle of friends, and when I asked her to come to this party, she was shy about coming. But she had red hair, as Carmen asked.”

“Did she start kissing you first, or was it, Beth?” I asked curiously.

I also scanned Zac, noticing that he was being truthful, and felt slightly uncomfortable with Stacy’s incessant kissing.

“Beth had no problem kissing me,” Zac started, then shrugged in Stacy’s direction, “but Stacy needed a bit more convincing, and then—well, I guess she took to it quite well.”

“Yes, I can see that,” I said.

I slowly adjusted Stacy’s moral curve, where it was alive with the magic of kissing, and pushed it slowly to the normal range.

“Do you remember when she started kissing you? What were you thinking about?”

Zac’s started to answer, then paused as Stacy pulled back. We all watched as she brought her fingers to her lips, then scooted her chair slightly away from Zac’s side. Her eyes widened as she saw where she was and who was around her.

“Oooh, Mr. Jackson! Ummm.” Stacy began and then flushed a bright red, “I’m not quite sure what came over me?”

I nodded toward Carmen and pushed a thought in her direction; Carmen nodded and came up,

“Come back to the party with me, Stacy. Have you had any of the Tres Leches cake? It’s delicious.”

Stacy flicked her eyes between me, Zac, and Alyssa, watching her with interest, then walked out with Carmen. I looked over at Aly and took her hand.

“What do you think?” I asked her.

“Minor adjustment is all?” she asked, and I nodded, and she continued, “I don’t expect any problems with limerence. I don’t expect any long-term attachment. She should be fine in a couple of hours.

I nodded and looked back at Zac, “Isaac, I think it’s time I told you about my family.”

PAST - JEREMIAH

As I parked Alyssa’s car in front of the house, I saw Jerry fly out of the front door and stumble into the grass.

“Oh, this can’t be good,” I said as I pulled on the emergency brake and opened the door.

Lexi had slipped out of the car and gone to Jerry’s side.

“Hey, are you okay?” Lexi asked.

“Who are you,” Jerry looked at Lexi, then looked over and saw me getting out of the car.

“I’m Lexi,” she said, trying to help him, before he pushed her aside and stood up, looking at me fiercely.

“Jeremiah!” Jerry spat out angrily, “What did you do to Kelly? Does Alyssa know what a lying sack of shit you are?”

I felt my anger well up inside me as I watched him stalk towards me. Lexi sprawled out on the grass behind him.

“Who does he think he is,” I thought to myself as I put together what might have happened. Somehow he had found out about Kelly’s pregnancy. I instinctively scanned him, seeing his moral graph alight with his internal disgust at me.

Kelly was suddenly at the door, with Carmen looking over her shoulder as Jerry wound up and took a swing at me, casting himself off balance. I dodged the punch, twisted around, caught his arm, and locked it behind his back.

“What the hell is going on?” came Alyssa’s voice from down the block; she started running up to me.

I pulled Jerry back into my chest, then steered him back towards the house.

“I think it’s time we talked, Jerry,” I growled, my anger simmering at my best friend’s outburst.

I pushed him past Aly and Lexi, then Kelly and Carmen parted on either side of the door as I pressed him towards the sofa. I sat him down roughly on the couch, then sat opposite him, and looked him in the eyes. I scanned him, noticing where his moral graph was sparked with conflict, and waited.

“Jeremiah,” gasped Alyssa, “what are you doing?”

The other three girls crowded behind me, watching Jerry and I stare at each other. Jerry was angry. His fists were clenched. I could sense his anger, frustration, and fear. I didn’t start adjusting him immediately, but I knew I had to. He knew too much, and I was frustrated with him being around, and I felt a little jealous that he was being protective of Alyssa and Kelly.

“Who are these two?” Jerry asked as he looked around, surrounded by all of us. He focused his eyes on Carmen and Lexi with his innocently lecherous look.

Jerry was socially inept, and his upbringing raised him as a nice guy. He was also a male that enjoyed looking at girls and had a slightly higher section of his moral graph that preferred pornography. I could sense the conflict within him from the pornographic fantasies he had that didn’t sit well with the morals he learned growing up in his family. The conflict within him sparked as he examined the four females that stood behind me. I couldn’t read his thoughts as his eyes examined them. Then he looked back at me, but I could make an educated guess.

“Ah… “ I thought aloud as I felt his anger burn in his glare.

I could sense his projection as he directed his anger and frustration from his pornographic fantasy mismatch with a healthy male-female relationship to me. He was angry at himself for something, but what was it?

“What did you do, Jerry?” I asked calmly.

“Shouldn’t you be asking yourself, you sick fuck?” Jerry seethed, “Are you getting all these girls pregnant?” He asked as he glanced at Alyssa, who was watching, nonplussed. “Did you know he was fucking Kelly, Aly?”

“He kissed me, J…” Kelly said quietly, “I was just sitting down with him to wait for you when he kissed me out of the blue.”

“Is that true, Jerry?” I asked, my eyes focused only on him.

I felt a sense of calm wash over me; feeling Alyssa’s mind try to soothe me, I projected a thought towards her. I showed her I’d have to modify him, resolve his conflict and reduce the anger he was projecting toward me. I felt her acceptance, if not permission, and I pushed my changes into Jerry’s will.

His eyes calmed as I lowered his fanatic obsession with pornography. I molded his moral curve to be more open to alternative lifestyles for others while firming up his resolve to find the right woman for himself. His curve formed into a more regular pattern, easing the conflict between his porn obsession and a good normal relationship for himself. He blinked, then exhaled in a soft, calm manner.

“Oh, I get it now,” Jerry said softly, dropping his eyes to the ground, then lifting them to focus on me, “I didn’t know….”

“I never told you, Jerry,” I said, “I was trying to figure out how to tell you but didn’t know how to tell you that I love four different women, and they love me.”

Jerry looked around as all four women leaned in and hugged me. They acted partially on an image I sent and their wills. We were happy with the situation, and that’s what I wanted to present to Jerry.

“Well, it’s hard to believe,” Jerry smiled. “Since I know how messed up you are….” He smiled at the girls, “You do know what you’re getting yourselves into, I hope.”

“We do, Jerry,” Kelly smiled, a bit amazed at how quickly the mood had shifted, “I am glad you understand and hope you and Jeremiah can still be friends.”

“Pft… Of course, “ Jerry said, “Jeremiah, your secret is safe with me.”

The mood lifted, and we all relaxed a bit. The tension had started thick, but my adjustments had solved Jerry’s internal conflict. We started talking about everyday things, even forgetting about Kelly’s pregnancy and my evaporated engagement to Alyssa. He asked about the house and the project we’d discussed when he came over to help move things. He was relaxed and seemed accepting and normal. I scanned him just the same and was relieved to see no conflicts lighting up his thoughts and emotions.

“I’m sorry, y’all, I need to get back to the kitchen.” Carmen said, “Lexi, I could use your help.”

Lexi nodded and handed me the metal briefcase before following after Carmen.

“I should go,” Jerry said. “You guys have a lot on your plate. I’m willing to help with anything you need.”

“Thanks, Jerry,” I said, “I know I can count on you. I will call you later.”

Kelly got up to show Jerry to the door, then slipped into her office to check her email. I sat down with the briefcase in my hand and fingered the locks.

“What is that?” Alyssa asked.

”Lexi found it,” I answered, “from the car wreck. She knew where it had fallen.”

“From the dream?” Alyssa asked, “That’s weird. That we are all dreaming the same thing is weird, but you knew that already.”

“Yeah,” I said, my thoughts drifting, “It’s weird, but it also shows us things. Things we need to do, this briefcase, Montana, it all must be connected.”

“Yeah, about Montana,” Alyssa said. “Have you ever heard of the United Priesthood?”

“Oh, stay away from the UP,” Kelly interrupted as she returned to the room.

“You know about this… priesthood?” I asked, “I’d never heard of them before.”

“They like to think themselves as holy, but are a perverted cult, old school polygamists….” Kelly said, then winced, “Well, the bad kind with child brides and female subjugation. You’ve seen the types on the news, a big compound with lots of girls in long dresses and older men in suits and ties.”

“How do you know about them?” Alyssa asked, sitting on one side of me and taking the briefcase from my hands.

“My grandmother escaped that cult before I was born,” Kelly said with a shrug. “So I’ve heard stories all my life. Part of why this talk with my mother is making me nervous. She has been raised to hate polygamy because of what this UP cult did to my grandmother.”

I groaned inwardly, “That’s good to know beforehand, so we know what we’re dealing with.”

“Did you change, Jerry?” Kelly asked.

“Yeah, I did,” I admitted. “He had a real conflict that wasn’t just affecting how he felt about us, but how he saw all women.”

“But you made him accept our whole relationship, all five of us?” Kelly said firmly, looking at me, “You can do the same with my parents, right?”

“Yes,” Alyssa agreed, “I think that’s the path we need to take for now.”

“I know,” I sighed reluctantly, “I hesitate to do it, especially since it conflicts with your mother’s moral makeup. It might have further ripples for her. Is your grandmother alive?”

Kelly shook her head, “No, she died when I was a baby.” She was quiet for a moment, then said, “My mother used to be harsh, then she found some of her mother’s old journals. She’s softened up a lot since she learned more about her mother.”

We all sat silently as Alyssa put the briefcase on the coffee table and tried to open it.

“It’s locked,” I said. “Lexi tried to jimmy it open in the car on the way back.”

“Jeremiah,” Kelly asked softly, “there is another thing I’m worried about. I think it has something to do with this UP group.”

“Oh,” I asked, “what is it.”

“Well, the UP is a religious cult, but it’s also a cover for organized crime, or so the stories go.” Kelly started, “They run prostitution rings, trafficking young college girls into their houses in Nevada. It’s always the non-UP girls they use. Their own are too pure-blood to be used for business.”

“That must be what my father was fighting against,” I theorized, “going to college towns and helping women’s shelters.”

“Well, I think my friend Jenn,” Kelly started, then went quiet before closing her eyes, “I think she’s gotten involved.”

I put my arm around her and comforted her, kissing the top of her head, “Why do you think that?”

“Her emails,” Kelly said, “since we left, she’s been emailing me more often. We patched things up after Lexi, and “—you know. But she’s much more promiscuous. She has a boyfriend and calls him M. She says she’s dropping out of school after summer term and moving to Nevada.”

“Many people drop out of school,” Alyssa allowed, “especially after meeting a boy. Two of them are making dinner right now.”

I cringed a bit inside but looked up at Kelly as she spoke.

“I know, Aly, but this is different. Jenn was passionate about school; she constantly studied and wanted to become a doctor. It’s so out of character for her.”

Aly thought for a moment, then asked.

“Is it out of character for you to switch schools? For Carmen or Lexi?”

“Yeah,” Kelly allowed, “That wouldn’t have entered our thoughts two months ago,”

“Then we need to look into that,” Aly said, “If this M guy is from the UP, he might have similar influence as Jeremiah… only without any ethical restraint.”

“I think I need some air,” I said, rising from the sofa, looking down as the pair looked up at me.

“What’s the matter, J, love,” Aly asked with concern.

“Don’t you see it,” I asked, “I’m as messed up as this M guy? Not only did I alter you four, now I’m altering my friends, your parents….”

I sighed expressively and walked to the door, letting my words stay behind him as my mind teemed with the conflict I’d created. I walked down the block to the park, thinking about this new information about the UP - United Priesthood. Even the name made me shiver in disgust. My power might be part of how they work.

But was I any different from them?

When I was older, would I be modifying a young girl to marry me, all with her parent’s permission?

I began to see how my powers could be used for more evil purposes. Could I say that my actions were righteous while permitting myself to make my life easier by having people accept my will?

I walked to the playground and sunk into a swing. I slowly swung and kicked my feet as I fought with my thoughts, trying to determine how to best use my powers for good. I barely noticed Kelly and Aly slip into the swings beside mine. I was okay with them following me but wanted to be with just my thoughts for a while longer. They sensed my need for solitude and just remained quietly nearby.

“I need your help,” I finally said, “I don’t want to become a monster.”

“You’re not a monster, J.” Aly started.

“I know, Aly,” I interrupted, “but the path is in front of me. I have a choice: I can do what my father did or follow the dark side. … I’ve got a bad feeling about this.”

I smiled, making the Star Wars pun signaled Aly that I was okay, and she smiled.

“Jeremiah, I know your heart, love, “ then talking like Yoda, “With you, I am, and help you I will.”

“You’re both crazy,” Kelly laughed, then kicked out of her swing and hugged me.

“Jeremiah, I love you, and if you don’t want to adjust to my parents, then don’t. We can make this work and help them understand. They are reasonable people, and they love me. I don’t want to worry you by forcing you to use your powers.”

I looked at her and smiled, “Kelly, We’ll just have to see what happens. I love you too much to let your relationship with your parents suffer because of me.” I looked at Aly, “Aly will help me, and we’ll figure it all out.”

I thought, “That’s my new motto, ‘we’ll figure it out.’”

“So this United Priesthood,” Alyssa said as we walked back to the house together, “Tommy tracked a lot of the shell corporations from your father’s accounts back to the UP. Guess where they are located?”

“Pinebluff,” I said, knowing before she told me, “I take it that is the destination of our vacation? Since the bank is there. Do you have any names of people or just the Priesthood?”

“I need to go to the Library,” Aly said, “search through the archives and news reports. I seem to remember some new stories from that part decades ago involving the polygamy sect, which might be connected or not.”

We returned to the room, and Lexi and Carmen sat on the couch. Carmen focused on the briefcase latches while Lexi noticed us returning.

“Carmen thinks she can pick any lock,” Lexi said, “she’s trying to bust the lock open.”

I slid down next to Carmen as her fingers worked some professional-looking tools.

“You continue to amaze me, Carmen,” I said, watching.

“Oh, Papi, you pick things up living in my world,” Carmen laughed as she twisted a tool, and the left side latch popped open, soon followed by the right latch, “I could probably hot-wire us a nice RV, but you’d probably better just buy us one with all your stacks of cash.”

“Yeah,” I laughed as I reached over and lifted the lid, “If I knew anything about cars, trucks, recreational vehicles, I’d buy one today.”

“Oh, I know what we want to get,” Carmen said as she peeked inside the case, “You and I can go RV shopping tomorrow?”

“Deal!” I said, reaching in and lifting out a stack of folders, all holding yellowed photographic prints. I passed one to each of the girls and looked through the folder I had kept for myself.

The photos showed rather ornate plates, and some pictures showed the full plates with little detail visible due to the large size of the plates. Others showed the details, it looked like a family tree, but it wasn’t forked. Each name led to only one other name. The mother’s name wasn’t listed, only the father and the son. One photo in my stack had a name circled, “Isaiah” must have been my father, no name listed after his. I traced the line to the top of the page where another name was used as the heading.




Yeqon







“What does Yah-qwan mean to you, Aly?” I asked her as she was looking through her stack of images.

“Nothing, but I have some more names to check at the library it seems,” Aly said, “Mine is Baraqiel.” Sounds weird.

“That sounds familiar,” Kelly said, “I think my Nana used that name before, a temple name, maybe? My mother might remember more.”

“This is nuts,” Carmen said, “here is another name, Sam-yaza??”

“Mine says Pne… I can’t pronounce it,” Lexi sighed.

“What does all this mean?” Kelly asked.

“That’s Penemue,” Alyssa said, pronouncing it correctly, leaning over to look at Lexi’s photo, then quieter, “I know that name….”

Alyssa suddenly gathered all our folders and shoved them back in the briefcase. Closing the lid, checking to ensure it was unlocked, and reopening it. She closed it again, then stood up.

“Can I have my key, J? I need to go to the library.”

I handed her keys back to her.

“What’s the matter, Aly? You look like you’ve seen a ghost.”

“Penemue is my family name,” Aly explained, “or was … it was changed to Phillips by the state after I was declared a ward of the state in Washington. I only know it from legal documents that I keep.”

She looked at me, then said.

“Yeqon—Jackson… Jeremiah… this is all connected. I need to research.” Aly locked eyes with me.

“Okay, do you need me to come with you?” I asked.

“No, stay here and help prepare for the dinner; I’ll be back at 6,” Alyssa said, then looked at the other three girls on the sofa and concentrated for a moment. She blinked for a second, then smiled at me as she slid out the door.

I looked at my watch; it was just after 3.

“What do you need me to do, Carmen?” I asked as I looked back at the three girls sitting on the couch.

“Well…” Carmen said with a smile, “Nothing left to do for an hour or so….”

I knew the look in her eyes, and I recognized that I needed a distraction, something to push the confusing thoughts that teemed through my mind. I felt her lean towards me as she slipped off the couch and onto her knees, crawling towards me.

“You are insatiable,” I said as she knelt at my feet, her dark eyes blinking at mine as she looked up at me, her hand on my thigh.

I looked over, and Lexi had scooted over next to Kelly and had curled her fingers in Kelly’s blonde mane, leaning into her and kissing her cheek. I couldn’t help but be aroused as Kelly smiled and started kissing Lexi, her hand moving to Lexi’s thigh and tracing along to her shorts.

I looked back down as I felt Carmen’s hand massaging my awakening erection, I tried to think about what we were talking about just a few minutes earlier, but my thoughts had fled, like flipping a switch. The pair on the sofa were undressing each other, and Carmen had wormed a hand inside the leg of my shorts while her other hand unbuttoned the waist and found the zipper.

I reached down and ran my hand through Carmen’s dark locks, feeling the heat of her scalp as I gripped a handful of her hair. She looked at me as she tugged my shorts, releasing my cock. It bounced in front of her face as she licked her lips. Carmen used her hands to stroke my rigid shaft as I kicked off my shoes and stepped from my shorts.

“Did I say you could use your hands?” I questioned her, and she promptly withdrew her fingers.

She smiled and leaned her cheek into my cock, rubbing her cheeks against its rigid length. Pulling her hands behind her back, she opened her lips, tilted her head back, and enveloped my head, causing me to moan loudly.

“Oh fuck, yes, Carmen, be a slut for my cock,” I encouraged as she started sucking the crown.

She pushed her head down and took as much of my shaft into her mouth as she could manage. I gripped the back of her head in both hands and held her head in place, feeling her tongue snake around the shaft, then pressed my hips feeling my head angle against the soft part at the opening to her throat. She gagged and then swallowed, taking my crown into her gullet. I pulled back and then started to fuck her mouth with steady strokes.

I looked up as I enjoyed fucking Carmen’s willing mouth. I saw Kelly lying back. She had pulled up her top, exposing her impressive chest. One of Kelly’s hands mauled one breast as the other slid through Lexi’s mane of red hair between her open thighs. Kelly’s head tossed back with her mouth open as she whined and moaned to Lexi’s talented mouth. Lexi was kneeling with her ass lifted; one small hand rubbed circles around her clit as she pushed a finger into Kelly’s dripping pussy. Kelly’s back arched, lifting her hips to meet Lexi’s movements, her flesh glowing in arousal.

All other thoughts left my mind as I pulled Carmen’s mouth from my cock, crouching to look into her dark eyes, then kissing her deeply. I pushed her backward, her back arching as her hips swiveled. I looked at her, then lifted my chin towards where Lexi was kneeling. Carmen looked over, then back at me, licked her lips, and scooted across the carpet on her back. She gripped Lexi’s thigh and lifted one leg as her mouth lifted and found Lexi’s cunt lips, licking and kissing around Lexi’s working fingers.

I sat back, then crawled forward, gripping Carmen’s thighs and pushing them back, moving closer to her exposed glistening pussy. Carmen moaned, nodded, and started sucking and licking Lexi’s cunt. I spread my knees on either side of Carmen’s ass and teased her leaking pussy lips with the spit-slicked head of my cock. Feeling my head slip into her tight opening,

I lifted my eyes to look at Kelly. Kelly locked her blue eyes on mine as I thrust deeply into Carmen. Her eyes seemed to shimmer, and I felt her lust, which started a chain reaction of moans as Carmen arched her back and thrust her tongue deep into Lexi. Lexi ground her hips into Carmen’s face, moving her hand to grab her smaller breast and squeeze it tightly, moaning into Kelly’s cunt. Kelly lifted her hips as her hand gripped the back of Lexi’s head and pulled her mouth into her quivering flesh.

I started a steady rhythm of deep hard strokes that made Carmen’s tits sway and bounce. My hands held her thighs down as I hammered deeply into her, feeling her cunt muscles grip and ripple in her arousal. Kelly’s cries and my grunts drowned out the muffled moans of Carmen and Lexi. My hips slapped the flesh of Carmen’s ass, adding an intoxicating beat. I drove us all forward, collecting our arousal and echoing back to the women locked in a train of sexual need.

I watched as Carmen lifted a well-manicured finger to her mouth, sucking on it, before moving back to suck on Lexi’s undulating cunt. Carmen’s finger pressed between Lexi’s tight ass cheeks and rotated. Lexi grunted and thrust her ass around, seeking contact. Carmen pressed her finger, and Lexi groaned in deep lust as Carmen’s finger disappeared inside her ass. I lifted a hand and spanked Lexi’s ass cheek hard, feeling the heat of her flesh as my hand warmed from the sting. She groaned, then her whole body froze.

Suddenly we were all right on edge, and as Lexi crested and her body released, trembling as her shriek of joy was muffled by Kelly’s thighs locking around her ears. Carmen’s hips lifted, and I slammed home deep in her spasming cunt, her juices spraying over my balls and groin. I felt my head swell; the shaft started pumping my seed, sending jets of cum into her quaking womb.

I moved forward, sliding next to Lexi and kissing Kelly’s thigh. Carmen slipped between Lexi’s thighs and slid up my chest to nuzzle against me. Lexi turned and found Carmen, kissing her deeply in thanks. Kelly shifted and rested her head near mine, lying prone on the sofa. I turned and kissed her, enjoying the closeness as we quietly enjoyed the afterglow. Our eyes closed as our breathing slowed.

DISTANT PAST

“Are you sure there was nothing left behind,” said a deep voice on the far side of the pig strung up by its hind quarters and hanging face down in front of the two men.

“Yeah, boss,” said Jediah, “We searched the car well, destroyed their identification, and anything they could be identified.”

“How about the vehicle VIN?” Came the boss’s voice, followed by the pig squealing as the body swayed away from the pair.

“The car was burning up, boss,” said Samuel, “nothing we could do without attracting undo attention.”

The pig silenced suddenly as a spray of red spouted from its neck, and then a grotesque gurgling noise as all the blood from the pig drained onto the floor. The pig’s body convulsed a few times, then hung limp, swaying as a tall man walked to face the two men, his hands covered in the pig’s blood.

“For your sakes, I hope so,” Deacon replied, “I don’t want none of his facts making it to the light of day; we know he took photos in the temple. Keep an eye on his money or his father’s money.”

Deacon took the time to wipe the blood from his hands on a clean rag that was soon soaked a crimson red.

“Where did we go wrong with the line of Yeqon? That has always been a troublesome family, but now it’s ended. Isaiah left no heirs,” Deacon said flatly, then lifted his eyes to Jediah, “That’s right, isn’t it?”

“Yeah, boss, his wife Samantha was barren, no heirs in that line,” Jediah nodded. “Close the books on Yeqon.”

PAST - JEREMIAH

I woke with a start, a vision of blood dripping from my fingers still in my mind. As I stirred, so did Carmen, and she grabbed my wrist and looked at my watch. Cursing in Spanish, she crawled over and put back on the dress she’d discarded.

“Papi, you let me go to sleep?” Carmen smiled, “I’ve got things to do, salsa, guacamole! I don’t have time to sleep!”

“Do you need any help?” I asked as I stood up and reached for my discarded shorts.

“Oh, you’ve already helped enough,” Carmen said, kissing my cheek and caressing my balls, “I will have the strength to finish now.”

As Carmen disappeared into the kitchen, I pulled my shorts back on and sat next to Kelly on the sofa, slowly caressing her skin and combing through Lexi’s amber curls.

“Wake up, you two. We need to get ready for the dinner party.” I said softly as they slowly woke from their slumber.

Kelly’s bright blue eyes blinked open as she stretched, giving me a fantastic eyeful as her bare breasts jiggled softly. She blushed and then pulled down her shirt.

“That was wonderful, though a bit impromptu,” Kelly said quietly, “I love having sex with all of you, but weren’t we thinking about some heavy stuff?”

“I’m gonna blame Carmen,” said Lexi with a smile, “She is a nymphomaniac. If she has nothing planned, she’ll find a way to have sex.”

I chuckled at that and pulled my tee-shirt back down as Kelly adjusted her top and searched around for her panties that Lexi had pulled off.

“I think the pink ones are yours,” Lexi said, holding two pairs and handing them to Kelly as she pulled her pair of green panties up her legs, then found her shorts and pulled them up too.

“It was a bit out of character,” I confessed with a smile, “but I don’t regret it a moment.”

The door opened, and Alyssa came back inside with an armful of books, “You can blame me,” she said, piling the books on the coffee table next to the closed suitcase.

“Why you?” I asked as I looked through the titles, “You left rather quickly.”

“I did,” Aly said with a grin, “and I pushed a command to all of you as I left.”

“How?” I asked curiously, “I am the one with the powers.”

“But you’re not the only one,” Alyssa said, “though passing them down through the feminine side of the line is rare.”

She held up a book, “Unholy Unions - the Nephilim through the ages,”

“This might have some clues for us to figure out; I knew the names we’d found sounded familiar.”

“Nephilim?” I questioned, “Sounds like something medicinal.”

“Fallen angels,” Alyssa said, “it’s a lot to take in, and I need to read some more. It’s a lot of lore and myth to filter through. The Nephilim were angels that mated with humans and had offspring. It’s in the Bible.”

“The Bible?” I said, “That’s odd.”

“It’s in Genesis, the story of Noah,” Kelly piped in, “‘the sons of God saw the daughters of men that they were fair, and they took them wives of all which they chose,’ or something like that.”

Kelly blushed a bit as we all looked at her.

“What, did you expect Bible Belt Barbie hadn’t read the bible?” then giggled.

“Tres weird,” Lexi said, “I’m going to help Carmen then get ready for the party. It’ll be nice to see your folks again, Kelly.”

“Well, it is weird,” Alyssa said, “culturally, we know the basic stories of the bible, but we forget that there are more stories from that time that aren’t in the bible. From all different cultures, Hebrew/Jewish, Egyptian, Sumerian, all have ancient texts that date to the same period as the old testament books.”

I looked through the rest of the books in the stack, seeing words I didn’t recognize, a few books on Mormonism and genealogy. I looked up at Alyssa and fixed my eyes on her be-speckled blues.

“From this, you’ve determined you have powers?” I said, looking at her as her brow creased with thought.

She nodded silently while I pulled my shirt off my back and stood up.

“That seems a bit out of character for you, Professor,” I pushed down my trousers and stood before her naked, “to readily accept a supernatural cause.”

I paused, waiting for her to answer.

“Can you tell me why you’re naked, Jeremiah?” Alyssa asked with a smile.

Only then had I realized I’d stripped without knowing why, and I made a strong double-take back to Alyssa’s eyes as I scrambled for my shorts.

“Fuck,” I cursed, “how did you do that?”

“Fallen Angel Powers!” Alyssa smiled as she emphasized the word powers as if she were announcing a Saturday morning cartoon.

“You’re such a nerd,” I said as I finished redressing. “Any other lines that have strange powers?”

“Actually, yes,” Alyssa said, looking over at Kelly, “Your grandmother’s line, Baraqiel?”

“Well, I think she changed it to Baron after she’d left the cult.” Kelly said and then grew pale, “What did you find out.”

“The line of beauty and attraction,” Alyssa said, “is also associated with the line of Lilith, Adam’s first wife. Other cultures thought up the myth of the succubus that seems to be associated with Baraqiel.”

“So what, I’m like a siren?” Kelly said, “A sex demon?”
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DISTANT PAST - ISAIAH


Isaiah walked
 into the small classroom, waiting at the door until the teacher acknowledged him, and waved him forward. As he walked toward the teacher, his eyes scanned the room, seeing for the first time the faces he would spend his last semester of high school with. He handed the hall pass to the teacher, then stood before him, half facing the room, and scanning the faces again.

“Welcome, Mr. Jackson,” the teacher said while reading the pass, then looked up and address the quiet classroom. “Meet Isaiah Jackson, from Montana.”

The chorus of hellos from the unknown faces was all too familiar. Isaiah had been the new student in six different schools in the four years he’d been in high school. He hoped this was the last awkward hello. He smiled at the blur of faces and noticed his eyes were always drawn to the green eyes of a brunette sitting midway back in the center.

“You can sit there behind, Katherine, Isaiah.” the teacher said indicating the empty desk behind the green-eyed girl that had captured his vision.

“You can call me Katie,” the young girl said as Isaiah passed her, and sat at the empty desk behind her.

“Good to meet you, Katie,” Isaiah said, “What are we studying?”

“Romeo and Juliet,” Katie said catching his eye, then blushing as she turned back to the front of the class.

“Oh good,” Isaiah said with a smile, “I studied this at my last school, I won’t be behind like I usually am.”

Katie smiled, then turned slightly, “I don’t think you’d ever be far behind, Isaiah…”

“This might be an interesting semester,” Isaiah thought to himself, getting lost tracing a tendril of the brown tresses in the back of Katie’s hair as it weaved through the braid along the back of her neck.

Katie was in two more of his classes. In choir her section was across from him, so he often found himself distracted by her smile. In the Science lab, the teacher paired Isaiah with Katie as a lab partner, reassigning her older partner to someone else. The teacher thought Katie would help Isaiah catch up with the rest of the class, as he had missed the first two weeks of the semester. Katie and Isaiah became fast friends.

PAST - JEREMIAH

“So, what, I’m like a siren?” Kelly said, “A sex demon?”

“Demon is such a misunderstood word,” Alyssa sighed and sat next to Kelly on the sofa, “Angel means messenger,’ and a demon is an angel that chose not to follow God.”

“What if I want to be a sex angel instead of a demon?” Kelly asked with a grin.

Alyssa smiled and cupped Kelly’s jaw.

“You can become whatever you want to be,” before leaning and kissing her softly.

I watched the pair start to deepen the kiss and felt the ripples of sexual energy which radiated from Kelly. Alyssa had to push herself gently away. Her internal struggle was apparent as she licked her lips and looked deep into Kelly’s eyes.

“Yes,” Aly said softly, “must remember to handle with care.”

“I did that?” Kelly asked innocently, breathing deeply with an exhale.

I had a hard time concentrating on anything other than watching Kelly’s beauty, and only through the feeling of Aly projecting a thought of self-control was I able to back away. The sexual tension had ramped up with incredible speed, and I remembered how the room had swayed to the four-way tryst right after Alyssa had gone to the library.

“Yes,” Alyssa nodded, “From what I read, I think you may have the power to stimulate sexual arousal.”

“Really?” I asked, sitting down on the opposite side of Kelly and listening to Alyssa.

“It explains so much,” Alyssa continued. “From the initial meeting of you two, your power lowered her culturally learned self-control, and her innate ability was able to blossom. Lexi, Carmen, and even you were caught up in her innate, maybe supernatural, allure. Even I felt it at the hotel when we first met.”

“I didn’t realize I was doing anything,” Kelly said, blushing, and I sensed some inner shame and guilt rise up along her moral curve.

“It is just who you are,” Aly said. “You might be able to learn to control it now that you know it exists,” Alyssa paused to lift Kelly’s chin, looking in her eyes with concern.

“Think about it, though. It explains Jerry’s kiss too.”

“Is it evil?” Kelly asked as she cycled through her religious upbringing about the lessons her parents and church had taught her.

“Sexual attraction isn’t evil,” Alyssa said. “But it could be manipulated for evil. Just like Jeremiah’s power, he could choose to use it selfishly, which would be evil-ish. I think the powers behind the United Priesthood corruptively use all of the powers in their ‘angelic lineages.’”

“Why do you suddenly believe in angels,” I asked Aly, “that is so different than your normal empirical method.”

“I don’t believe in angels,” Alyssa argued.“It’s the only term I could think of to explain these powers we’ve all empirically tested. We’ve all explored our abilities in different ways, at different times. We initially thought it was just your powers, J. But our thoughts, combining, might be more of my
 powers. You didn’t start to hear thoughts until the hotel!”

I paused to think and reflect. It made more sense that the three of us had unknown powers than everything centering on me. It explained why I could minutely control my primary influence yet lacked the fine control of everything else. The way our minds shared thoughts and the unabashed sexual energy we often fell into so often. I had no control over those things because it wasn’t in my power to control those aspects of our relationships. I looked at Kelly and then at Alyssa with interest.

“I can’t explain it scientifically,” Alyssa shrugged, “but I can’t disprove it either. Perhaps something in our genetic makeup, but I don’t know enough.”

“So you think these lineages charts are the real deal?” I asked, “That we’ve descended from fallen angels?”

“I think fallen angels are what ancient people thought was the best way to explain something that to them was supernatural.” Alyssa said, pushing up her glasses, “Normal humans didn’t have these powers, and only a certain number of people did. They’d have to… make up a story that made sense from their experience. They knew nothing of genes, DNA, or anything we’ve discovered in the last 100 years.”

“Fascinating,” came a sarcastic voice from the direction of the kitchen. “How is all of this going to get the table set for dinner?” asked Carmen with a wink.

“I guess we’ll have to take this up later,” Alyssa said, standing up and heading to the dining room.

Kelly and I followed, and in about half an hour, the table was set the best it could be given the state of our cupboard. I’d collected a mishmash of dishes and some flowers Lexi had gathered from the garden in the back. Kelly added a table cloth from her things, and the table was ready.

“I still smell like sex,” Kelly said as she arranged the chairs, “I need a shower.”

“So do I!” Nodded Lexi, “sex and rock climbing isn’t a good scent.”

“Me too,” Carmen agreed, “fajita flavored sex is an acquired taste.”

“You three take the downstairs shower,” Alyssa said, “and no monkey business, or at least not too much.”

The three girls giggled and headed downstairs while Alyssa looked after them with a flash of concentration across her brow. Then she looked at me, took my hand, and headed to the upstairs shower.

“What did you tell them to do?” I asked.

“Oh, you caught that?” Alyssa said, “Just to get clean, and a reminder to Kelly to keep the sex angel turned down.”

“What is up with that?” I asked, “When did you start using that power.”

“Before I understood what it was,” Alyssa confessed, “I just started realizing I could influence each of you. At first, I thought it was your connection that I was able to tap into, but I was wrong.”

“So what can you do,” I asked as we entered the upstairs shower room, turning on the water, “and we’d better shower quick. We only have so much hot water.”

“Well, according to that one source,” Alyssa said, “The Peneume lineage can influence thought, a higher power of suggestion. A mild form of mind control. It’s not like a puppet; people seem to react according to their will. The nearest comparison is a hypnotic suggestion, but I don’t require the subject to be in a trance.”

Alyssa had stripped and slipped inside the shower, and I followed and started scrubbing her back. Her flesh felt so wonderful under my fingers as I leaned and kissed behind her ear.

“You can’t force them to do something against their will?” I asked and turned her around, so the water soaked into her hair. Her breasts and nipples brushed against my chest.

“No, I think that’s where my powers are limited,” Alyssa said, her blue eyes lifting to mine, “Your ability can change wills. Together our powers are a bit overwhelming to conceptualize.”

“I can see why they called people like us demons,” I said. “Without care, we could cause some serious damage.”

We both got quiet as she started soaping my chest, and I poured shampoo into her hair. We concentrated on cleaning each other while mulling on this new knowledge separately for a few moments. We enjoyed small touches and a bit of arousal, but the thoughts in our heads distracted us from the pleasures of the flesh.

“So….” Alyssa began as we started rinsing the last of the soap, “Kelly’s parents. We can start discussing her mother’s background and her grandmother’s past. That should light up her moral curve with thoughts of polygamy.”

“Yeah,” I nodded, “then I can shift her to be more accepting, much like Jerry. Then mirror those onto Bob.”

“Kelly’s pregnancy might need something more,” Alyssa said.“You’ll have to think quickly.”

“As a backup,” I said, then quieted.

“What, Jeremiah?” Alyssa said, turning off the water, then looking up at me.

“Well, do you think you can influence them?” I asked with some trepidation, “If the discussion goes in the wrong direction.”

“Oh,” Alyssa said, then covered her mouth as she thought about what I was suggesting, then lifted her eyes to look back up at me, “Yeah, I think I could.”

“I don’t want you to if it makes you uncomfortable,” I said.

“It’s not that I’m uncomfortable using my power of suggestion,” Alyssa explained, “I’m not sure I can influence people I don’t have a connection to. With my sisters, it’s easy we’ve been entangled together….” Her thoughts drifted more as she thought about it, then firmly, she said, “We have to do this, Jeremiah. This is key to our plans. We need Bob and Betsy on our side.”

I nodded slowly, knowing what she said was true. We toweled off and got dressed in clothes for dinner. The three girls were buzzing with nervous energy as we came back downstairs. We all hugged and then sat on the sofa. Alyssa put away the books and papers. Then the doorbell rang, and Kelly rushed to the door, opening it up and hugging her mother.

“So glad you’re here!” Kelly said excitedly, “Come in and meet everyone!”

As the girls and I exchanged hugs with Kelly’s parents, I took a moment to assess Betsy. Kelly’s mother shared the same genetic lineage as her daughter and her mother. She was a remarkably beautiful woman. She didn’t seem to be the mother of a twenty-year-old. Her dress and demeanor were of a confident woman whose sexuality was a part of her breathing. I could start to see where Alyssa’s theory might have some bearing.

Carmen made a show by bringing out platters of tortillas, braised meats, vegetables, and sauces. The aroma was amazing, and everyone was soon putting their plates together and eating the delicious meal. I waited and scanned Kelly’s parents. If the discussion started to change into more tenuous grounds, I wanted to understand how they felt when they were relaxed and happy.

Finally, as the meal slowed, Alyssa started the conversation.

“Kelly was telling us about her grandmother,” Aly said with a smile, “It seems we come from the same part of Montana.”

“Oh dear,” Betsy smiled, “I hope it wasn’t the same part as my mother.”

Her curve was suddenly alight with friction and conflict. I monitored as Alyssa led the conversation and tried to find the right places to massage her curve and allow her to accept our relationship. I was also scanning Bob and noticed that his curve had similar conflicts to his wife’s anger and shame. Except Bob had other things affecting his attitude, I thought he would be more accepting; his idea of male leadership in a relationship seemed to be an opening I could use.

“I’m afraid it probably was,” Alyssa said, “I was removed from my family before I was four and made a ward of the state. I was always curious about what that culture was like to live in.”

“Well, I never lived in it,” Betsy said, her face a bit flush, either from the meal, the margaritas Carmen had crafted, or both, “But Momma shared many stories of the group that ran her compound. Some pretty fantastical to tell the truth.”

“Oh, like how?” Allyssa said, “I’m studying some genealogy to understand my heritage better. It’s hard to piece together as an orphan.”

“You don’t want any part of that heritage,” Betsy said harshly, “You couldn’t imagine the conditions in which they kept the women. Women your age were too old to be used by the lecherous old goats. The lucky ones were able to be wet nurses for the poor young mothers, while the unlucky were used as slave labor—everything from hauling lumber to mining. The men did little work, and the older men would prey on the younger daughters. They would use a ‘word of God to steal younger girls away from the family, and rap….”

The table quieted as Betsy stammered in her anger, “You know what, this is not a good topic for around a table.” Betsy composed herself and smiled at Carmen, “This was an exceptional meal, Carmen, thank you.”

“Maybe we can talk more in the living room,” I asked and excused myself, standing up, “Kelly and I have some news to share.”

I thought I had the composition of her conflict well mapped, and as we moved to the living room, the five of us sitting on the sofas while Bob sat on the loveseat and Betsy squeezed closely against him. Bob looked at me with a steady gaze, and I thought it was best just to tell the truth and move things from there.

“First, I need to apologize to both of you,” I started and placed my hand on Kelly’s thigh, “I wasn’t completely candid when we met the last time. I didn’t meet your daughter on the internet researching bed and breakfasts.”

On my other side, Alyssa quietly slipped her arm behind mine and softly held my elbow as I spoke. Her unspoken confidence helped me with what I had to say. For the first time, I was going to try to explain everything that had happened between me and the women I loved. It was high stakes, but I felt confident sitting between Kelly and Alyssa.

“Oh? How did you meet?” asked Betsy, slightly shocked by my confession.

“We met at her dorm,” I said, “I was visiting with my team from ROTC and saw her crying in the courtyard. I tried to comfort her, and we found we had a connection.”

“It was so instantaneous, Mom,” Kelly added, squeezing my hand, “I know you raised me to be chaste until I was married, but….”

She trailed off, and Betsy’s face turned pale as Bob’s turned bright red. I pushed and adjusted their curves as their shock and anger started to take hold. Their conflict over their love for their only daughter and what they raised her to become was a relatively simple change. Love is a powerful emotion, and pushing down their self-imposed structural morals was the easy choice to change. The color in both their faces eased, and they exhaled a sigh as my changes took hold.

“So, what are you telling me?” Betsy asked.

“I’m pregnant,” Kelly said, squeezed my hand, and smiled at me.

Betsy took a moment to digest this revelation. She didn’t get angry, nor was she upset with that bit of news to her credit. Her eyes darted to mine, and I nodded. Then her gaze shifted to Alyssa and then down to where Alyssa’s ringless hand was curled around my arm, resting in the crook of my elbow. Then her gaze reversed to Alyssa’s eyes, then to mine. Her eyes squinted slightly, then back to her daughter’s, where they opened as she took in all the unspoken clues.

“It’s Jeremiah’s?” she said, more statement than a question, “Alyssa knows and is okay with it?”

I could feel her thoughts as they tumbled through her moral structures like a runaway train. Her curve was sparking in many areas. Bob was struck dumb and kept looking at me, then back at Kelly. The kicker for him was seeing Kelly’s smile, which was so radiant at that moment. His daughter was happy, and he was comfortable with anything that made her happy. All the conflict teeming in his wife’s mind was inconsequential to him. Betsy was a mess, but she at least understood the ramifications of the puzzle she was putting together in her thoughts.

“And, Carmen, … Lexi?” Betsy asked a soft question, her eyes drifting to the other two women I loved as she watched them holding hands, obviously a part of the relationship as it revealed what we five represented to Betsy.

“Oh, Kelly,” Betsy said, “Are you sure? Is this what you want? Baby? Poly… This … family?” Her voice asked a question within a question as if the family wasn’t the right word for our five-some.

Kelly got up and went to her mother, sliding to her knees, “Mom, this family means everything to me. Jeremiah, Aly, Lex, and Carmen, we are family. The baby is all of ours. We love each other.”

Kelly’s eyes lifted to her mother’s with such deep emotion. Betsy’s eyes filled with tears as she looked at her daughter, and her love for her daughter broke down her inner conflicts better than any of my adjustments. She leaned down and hugged her daughter tightly, kissing her cheek.

“Then, they are my family too.” Betsy pulled back to look Kelly in the eye and then at all of us individually as if recording our faces in her memory bank.

Bob looked slightly confused as his mental processes caught up to the lightning-fast thoughts of his spouse. He looked at her with concern as Kelly and she hugged and cried happy tears. There was concern in his eyes as he looked up at me, then across the room at the other three women. We caught his gaze one by one, showing him our resolve, and he nodded at us one at a time, then slipped to one knee and gathered Kelly in a big bear hug.

“Kelly, baby girl,” He said in a low voice full of emotion. “We love you, we will love your child, and we accept your family.”

It took a few minutes of silence for the air to return to the room. We all relaxed, and Lexi came to sit between my legs, feeling entirely accepted. Carmen squeezed beside Aly and hugged her tightly. Kelly turned still on her knees and stayed at her mother’s feet, smiling at me with a giant smile of satisfaction. Bob slipped back into his seat and hugged his wife, kissing the top of her head. Betsy quietly combed through Kelly’s hair, then lifted her gaze back to me.

“Will you give me the gift of seeing my baby girl properly married?” she asked quietly.

I nodded and stood up, reaching into my jeans pocket and pulling out the four stoned rings I’d been carrying with me everywhere I went. I held my hand out to Kelly, helped her stand up, then hugged her tightly. I looked her in the eyes, then bent to one knee.

“Kelly, I love you,” I said honestly. “You mean everything to me. Please marry me.”

The words were what needed to be said, but everyone in the room knew I was repeating them to each of the women I loved. Kelly nodded, and I slipped the ring onto her finger, and she held it at arm’s length, then held her hand to her chest. She waved me to Aly, Carmen, and Lexi, and we hugged tightly. In our web of acceptance, Betsy and Bob watched with complete approval.

If we were indeed fallen angels, this night felt like a miracle. So much could have gone so wrong but ended up going so right. I had no religious background and no fundamental knowledge of God. But at that moment, I never felt more accepted and loved by the people in the room and the universe.

Moments of peace are fleeting, of course, and as we soon found our seats, Kelly perched on my knee, Aly and Carmen at my sides, and Lexi at my feet, Betsy got back to business.

“I’ve got my best contractor on getting this house ready,” Betsy started, “it would be best if it were empty for a while, but you all need a place to live.”

“Well,” I started, “we thought we’d take a little driving vacation to Montana. I think we might be gone for a few weeks.”

“Montana?” Betsy asked, then remembered our conversation from the dinner table, “I wish you’d decide to go to the coast or any place other than Montana.”

“I have to finish some details with my father’s estate in Pinebluff,” I said.

The color slipped from her face, “No, Jeremiah, stay away from there.”

“Why?” asked Alyssa, still trying to put the puzzle of Kelly’s grandmother together.

“They are evil incarnate,” Betsy whispered, “the United Priesthood has done unexplainable and immoral things. Why are you going up there?”

“My father—more my grandfather, I think,” I started, “was part of the priesthood. My father, it seemed, tried to fight back against their corruption. We know he helped in women’s shelters across the Northwest, where UP was active in trafficking.”

Betsy nodded. She knew the stories, and her eyes blazed with anger and hatred at the thoughts that raced through her head. She knew her mother’s stories and the more recent news stories exposed their organized crime and prostitution rings. The United Priesthood had gone silent in the last few years, the controversies pushing them more underground and out of the blaring spotlight of the news cycle.

“My father left me a key to a safety deposit box in Pinebluff,” I continued. “We need to retrieve its contents. We also need to visit Kelly’s friend Jenn back at her school. I don’t want to make any contact with the Priesthood. I just need to know what my father knew.”

“Be careful, Jeremiah,” Betsy said, “I understand you need to go, but why all of you?”

“We can’t be apart,” I explained, “we are linked. Our hearts and fates are combined.”

The girls’ physical bodies all contracted on me as if to give my words a living example. Oddly, Betsy nodded, understanding fully what I was saying.

“I remember my mother,” she said softly, “she had periods, sometimes lasting months, where she experienced withdrawal-like pain after leaving that evil cult. She hated everything about them but was somehow linked in a way I never understood. She constantly wrote letters to her sisters still trapped.”

“I’m sorry,” Alyssa said quietly, “your mother must have gone through so much pain. I’m researching the United Priesthood, so we know as much as possible. Is there anything of your mother’s that might help me?”

“Come to my house tomorrow,” Betsy said, “I’ll give you all that I have.”

Aly nodded, then I continued with our plans. “Anyway, I think we’ll be gone a few weeks, then be back home.”

“I’ll need more time to finish here,” Betsy said, looking around at the house, then smiled as she thought, “Have you set a date for the wedding?”

“No,” I answered and squeezed Kelly’s hand, “Did you have a day in mind?”

“How about in three weeks?” Betsy asked, then continued. “Here in the garden, I’m sure we can have that ready by then. Then you five go on a honeymoon to the coast. It’ll free up our best B&B in Newport for you for two weeks. Then we should have this ready to go.”

Kelly looked down at me, then looked at each of her sisters. They all nodded with a buzz of feminine excitement that men like Bob and I would never understand.

“That sounds wonderful, mother, but you must clear any wedding arrangements with me!”

“Of course, dear,” Betsy laughed. “We’ve had enough conversations about this that I know what you want better than you do.”

“I worry,” I admitted, “We’re trying to do too much too soon,”

“We’ll figure it out,” Alyssa said with a grin, lowering her voice to mimic how I sounded.

I laughed.

“Okay, then! I’m brave enough to admit that you all probably have better plans than I do.”

Everyone relaxed and started having side conversations that went in many different directions. Kelly and her mother discussed getting a dress picked out before leaving for Montana. Carmen pulled me close and reminded me about buying an RV the next day. Lexi begged to come with us. Alyssa talked with Bob about roads and directions. After half an hour, the conversations died, and Bob grabbed Betsy’s hand.

“C’mon, dear,” he said with a smile, “Nothing more we can do tonight; we’ll need our sleep to get all of this done in your accelerated timeline.”

“Yes, my Love,” Betsy said and curled into his side, hugging him tightly, “You always take good care of me.”

“Likewise, love,” Bob said as he ushered her out the door, and suddenly the five of us were alone again.

Kelly was practically buzzing. Her happiness had grown exponentially as the night progressed, and her body almost levitated. With our family now alone, she inhaled. Then she closed her eyes, and a flash of concentration creased her forehead. Suddenly, it was as if her whole being began to glow as she surrendered to herself and allowed her true self to bloom. All of us simply stopped thinking of anything that was a distraction. We all turned to her and followed her to the bed in the basement.

We’d all shed our clothes on the trip downstairs and arrived at our bed in an aroused, almost trance-like state. Kelly slipped onto the bed, her breasts full and round as she lay on her back. Her nipples were like small little diamonds on mounds of pink flesh. Her tanned flesh almost shone like bronze. The four of us could only crawl wordlessly onto the bed.

Lexi crawled her petite body near the headboard and leaned her mouth down on her knees beside Kelly to kiss Kelly’s open mouth. Carmen walked around the bed and crawled up from the opposite side. Aly mirrored her movements on the near side, and they both ran down Kelly’s side, cupping a breast in each of their hands and lowering their lips to her rock-hard nipples. I drew up from the foot of the bed, my eyes watching as Kelly breathed in heavy gasps. Her soft moans only aroused us more. She is practically pulsed in need. On my knees, I lowered my mouth and grazed my lips along one of her firm thighs.

One taste of her open and flowing cunt made me feel like drinking her arousal forever. Kelly pushed her hips up, and her heady scent surrounded my mouth and nose. Her body shivered as she pulsed from deep inside, sending a psychic wave of sexual need through all of us. I felt the pulse of her power, internalized it, then pushed it via my connections, and in a moment, it reflected out to my connected lovers, and the whole bed shook with our combined need.

Alyssa leaned over and pulled Carmen’s head up to kiss her deeply, their hands and fingers still molding and caressing Kelly’s breasts. Lexi shifted forward and fed Kelly’s full lips one of her firm nipples. Lexi looked at me and opened her mouth, moaning in need. I shifted up, pushing my frame up Kelly’s body. My cock slid against Kelly’s abdomen as I leaned between Aly and Carmen to kiss Lexi as Kelly nursed on her breast. Lexi sucked in my tongue as Carmen started to lick and nibble on the flesh of my chest.

I lifted my hips, drawing the head of my cock back and feeling Kelly’s legs spread open as my cock notched into her opening. Her swollen labia blossomed and parted as my hips fell, and I slid deep inside her. She groaned around Lexi’s breast as I filled her. Lexi slithered forward, her limber body shifting so her thighs opened over Kelly’s moaning lips. Alyssa bit at my nipple as I rose from kissing Lexi and started to move my hips, slowly screwing the sex goddess we were all worshipping.

As Kelly’s tongue parted Lexi’s folds, Lexi convulsed, her body shaking as she came at the touch of Kelly’s tongue. Kelly fed hungrily on Lexi’s spending, licking and sending Lexi through a series of orgasms as I started to pound my hips deeper into Kelly. I rose to my knees, gripping Kelly’s hips and pulling her deep into my firm thrusts. Kelly arched her back but kept her mouth on Lexi’s trembling pussy, feasting on her dripping fluids. I leaned forward, my hand gripped a handful of Lexi’s red hair, and pulled her towards me, thrusting my tongue into her mouth.

Alyssa rolled over and snaked her body over Kelly’s abdomen. I looked down and watched as she slid under Lexi and me. My whole body was in a zen state; as I fucked Kelly and kissed Lexi, I felt I could go on forever. Aly craned her head along Kelly’s far side, and her arms reached to pull Carmen’s core closer to her. Carmen kneed closer, her hips spreading as her torso rose. She pressed her mouth to my ear and sucked my earlobe as she moaned.

“Oh fuck, Papi, Aly is licking my clit,” She cooed in my ear as I was still kissing Lexi as we rode either end of Kelly’s body.

Carmen slid down between Lexi and me, over Alyssa’s arched body. I could feel her dark soft locks brush past my undulating abdomen. I parted the kiss to look down as she lowered her mouth to Aly’s spread and open thighs. Aly arched her back more, grinding her cunt into Carmen’s hungry mouth. Alyssa’s body seemed to hover over Kelly’s abdomen as she feasted between Carmen’s thighs. The pair’s sapphic connection pressed Kelly into the mattress, anchoring her hips as I thrust, driving my shaft deeper and deeper.

Lexi panted as her hands gripped my shoulders. Her body arched over the other three girls as she gasped for breath. Lexi’s peaks began as small shuddering waves and had progressed into full body tremors. Her lithe flesh caught up in continuous orgasm. She reached for me, grabbed me, and pulled me. My body was her anchor as she rode the wave of passion coursing through her nerves, and then her body stiffened, and she screamed in passion.

Lexi’s final crest drove me into a frenzy. I slammed forward and ground my hips, feeling Kelly’s cunt grip tremble as she tripped into orgasm. Almost simultaneously, I felt my balls tighten, then shudder; my cock shaft pulsed as torrents of cum flowed through the steel-like rod and shot deep into Kelly’s womb. Carmen groaned as she felt the three of us orgasm, and the vibrations from her moan sent Alyssa into a spine-stiffening orbit, her hips lifting as she came.

I pulled back and clung to Lexi’s limp form, slowly pulling her to my chest and rolling to the side on my back. Lexi is resting on my chest, breathing raggedly as if finishing a long race. My cock slipped from Kelly’s spasming cunt only to have Carmen shift to the side and engulf my sensitive head in her mouth, sucking the remnants of my first orgasm. Her hand tightened around the base, and she nursed on my cock, not letting it go slack.

I turned my head and saw Aly shift her head, rolling over and sealing her mouth over Kelly’s pussy, her hand pulling Kelly’s legs apart as she lapped up our combined juices and spendings. Kelly slid her hand under Aly’s thigh, twisting her flawless body to crane her open mouth towards Aly’s pussy. Kelly slid under Aly’s body, reaching her hands up to peel open Aly’s labia and take a long slow lick.

I felt a renewed wave of passion flow through the room. I felt my cock stiffen in response to the psionic command. Carmen moaned as she felt it grow inside her mouth and pressed her head down. She forced herself to gag, trying to take all of me down her throat. Lexi blinked her eyes, found mine, and lifted her hands to my cheeks, kissing me deeply as she moved her body to face me, her breasts pressing against my chest.

Alyssa moaned in heated pants, “Oh fuck, yes, Kelly, fucking suck my slit!”

Her body stiffened as Kelly’s magical tongue sent her into the heavens. Her mouth returned to Kelly’s core as she repaid the needy goddess under her, feeding on her cunt and my deposited cum as Kelly ground her hips into Aly’s mouth and nose.

Carmen lifted off my cock with a wet sound, crawling forward to straddle me. She drew her knees past my hips as she lowered her tight cunt onto my rigid shaft. Her mouth kissed Lexi’s back, then grabbed a handful of Lexi’s hair.

“Roll over, slut,” Carmen hissed as Lexi turned reflexively, spreading her thighs open.

Lexi rested her bottom on my chest as my mouth kissed and nibbled her tight ass. Lexi arched back, her arms supporting her body as she arched her back over my head as I squeezed and kissed her firm, round bottom. Carmen leaned forward and started licking Lexi’s cunt lips. I could feel her drip her arousal on my chest, pooling in the space where my neck met my chest, as she rocked her hips into Carmen’s hungry mouth. Carmen’s hips pinned mine to the mattress, and she rode my stiff shaft buried to the hilt in her tight cunt. Her talented hips and torso rippled as she ground and rotated on my rod.

I lifted my hands to find Lexi’s breasts, cupping them. I felt her need for pain and gripped her small breasts hard, pushing my fingers into the base of her small cups. I squeezed hard, and she screamed at the bite of pain. Lexi ground harder into Carmen’s mouth, grunting with each press of my fingers into her flesh. I pulled my fingers down to trap her nipples between my fingers and thumbs. My hips ground and thrust to the beat of Carmen’s rhythmic ministrations. I squeezed and pulled at Lexi’s nipples roughly, tugging them as I gave her the bites of pain she deeply needed.

Overwhelmed, Lexi fired off again, lifting her hips off my chest and spraying into Carmen’s open mouth. Lexi’s hips rocked, pounding her bottom into my chest, then lifting as she rode the waves of orgasm. I lowered my hands to her round bottom and pressed up, trapping her sensitive cunt against Carmen’s lapping and sucking mouth. Carmen’s frantic grinding of her hips amplified her hungered moans.

“Fucking cum on my cock, Carmen,” I commanded, feeling my crest rise, “Fucking slut, cum for me.”

“Oh fuck Papi!!” she screamed as her head lifted from Lexi’s quivering hips and gripped her breasts as her back arched.

Carmen ground her hips down on me as her cunt clenched my cock. Her inner walls vibrated as her body arched back. Lexi curled forward and cupped Carmen’s breast as her brown flesh quivered. She sucked in one of Carmen’s hard nipples as I lifted my hips and shot my second load deep into Carmen’s womb, groaning and growling.

As the three of us stiffened and relaxed, curing into a circle of flesh, Alyssa used two fingers curled inside Kelly. Her mouth lapped at Kelly’s tight button as Kelly’s hips flexed and rolled. Aly’s body shivered, her thighs quaking as her body slipped along endless waves of orgasms from Kelly’s magical tongue. It was as if Kelly’s touch drove deep into Aly’s pleasure centers, and her body was wracked by one continuous orgasm.

Aly’s fingers finally found the pace Kelly needed, and Kelly’s knees splayed open, and her hips rose. Her cunt lips closed then flowered open, and a jet of cum sprayed out and covered Lexi, Carmen, and I as her screams of joy were muffled between Aly’s thighs. Kelly’s release allowed Aly to slide away from her, then twist and bring her mouth to the lips of the blonde center of our orgy. Aly kissed her deeply as her body still shivered in sated lust.

Spent, yet also revived, the five of us slowly moved our bodies under the sheets. I lied back with Lexi curled into my side, and Carmen pressed beside her. Kelly laid her head on my chest, softly stroking my chest hair, as Alyssa wrapped her arm around Kelly’s abdomen, her lips kissing Kelly’s shoulder. We slowly slipped into a restful sleep. It felt like a warm glow of golden bliss as we slept a dreamless sleep.

PRESENT - JEREMIAH

“So what,” Zac asked, a bit perplexed, “You can control people’s minds?”

“We can affect how people make choices,” I re-explained, “by modifying their willpower and moral structures.”

“I’m baffled,” Zac said, his 12 years of schooling not preparing him for something seemingly supernatural.

Isaac had never heard about my power before. The family had decided to wait until the power manifested—if it would, before discussing it with him and training him on how to use his supernatural gift. The mix between Kelly’s magical attraction and my powerful influence made Isaac a particular case. He was already the most attractive boy in the high school, winning homecoming king recognition, alongside Beth as his queen. The effect on Stacy had been the first apparent manifestation of my genetic line.

“Think back to when you persuaded Stacy to kiss you,” I said. “What was it like from your point of view? Give me as many details as you can.”

“Well, Dad,” Isaac started, still a bit embarrassed, “She was very reluctant to get close to me, with Beth so near. I explained that it was a prank on you for your birthday. She nodded that she understood but still didn’t engage with me. She could hardly look at me.”

“Go on, Zac,” I prodded.

“Well, I lifted her chin. It was the first time I touched her.” Zac confessed. “Her eyes got wide, and it felt like her resistance to what I was asking fled, and she leaned and kissed me on the lips.”

Zac blushed as he remembered.

“Then I backed away from her and started kissing Beth. Before you walked in, she leaned over and kissed me more, pushing against Beth. Frankly, Beth was slightly upset at how aggressive Stacy had become.”

“Touch is an essential component at the onset of your power’s manifestation,” Alyssa explained. “Over time, you’ll learn that touch isn’t required. You could have pushed down her internal resistance to kissing you when you lifted her chin.”

“There are two parts to your powers, Zac,” I continued. “One is scanning and seeing how people respond to different stimuli, and the other is the substantial modification of their morals and will. This isn’t a power to be used at a whim.”

“I didn’t mean to Pop,” Zac said, “You’ve got to believe me.”

I smiled and placed my hand on Zac’s shoulder, “I believe you, son. My first experience with my powers was also unintended. I didn’t realize what I had done.”

I looked at Alyssa and smiled, taking her hand.

“It changed my life in an instant. What we want for you is the ability to use our powers in a way that doesn’t cause dramatic changes in your life. I was able to undo your modification to Stacy.”

“How can I learn?” Isaac asked, still a bit confused and wary.

“I’ll set up some experiments with some of my grad students,” Alyssa said. Her connections to the University had her on staff as an adjunct professor, “We will run through some scenarios, so you can better understand the moral curves of people. We’ll start tomorrow, after school.”

“Okay, I guess,” Zac said quietly, “I’m a bit afraid to talk to Beth. She’s a bit steamed about what happened with Stacy. But she means so much to me.”

“Tell her that I hypnotized her,” Alyssa said, “I’ll explain to her and apologize if it would help.”

“Thanks, Aly,” Zac said, standing and hugging her tightly, “You’ve always steered me right.”

Isaac left and returned to the party.

Alyssa stood for a moment as a tremor of lust coursed through her nerves, then her body sagged. I reached out and pulled her to me, perching her bottom on my knee.

“That boy,” Alyssa said softly, her knees spreading apart on my lap, “His touch is like fire, much like when Kelly is in one of her moods. We need to discuss that side with him too.”

Jeremiah slid his hand along Aly’s thigh, cupping her thong-covered mound and feeling her arousal.

“Damn, Aly,” I said with a wink and a smile, “He’s practically your son! Have some restraint.”

“Ohhh, you’ll restrain me?” Aly moaned softly, smiling at the thought, “I don’t even have to beg for it?”

We started kissing and groping in the dim light of my study. We relaxed after the discussion with Isaac over. It felt good to give into the bit of lust Isaac had leaked into the room, letting it flow through Alyssa as I pushed my fingers aside her thong and brought her to a quick orgasm. I smiled as I felt her return to a more normal controlled state, and we kissed softly.

“An incubus that can mold people’s will,” Alyssa sighed, partly in release and troubled, “that boy needs to be watched closely.”

PAST - MICHAEL

“Hello,” said the voice over the pay-phone line, “this is Jediah.”

“Jed, Michael,” said the college-aged kid, looking back at the girl waiting in his car.

“My name isn’t Jed, Michael; it’s Jediah,” the voice said sternly. “What is your report?”

“She’s a hot one, Jediah,” the boy said, over-stressing the syllables to appease his boss, “She is a total slut, does all I want, and wants… and probably needs more.”

“Excellent,” Jediah said, “she should fill the spot in Fallon nicely. How soon will you have her ready?”

“I don’t know; it won’t take long to finish the background on her.” Michael said darkly, “Don’t want to leave her parents wondering about her. Something off about her, though?”

“Oh? What is that,” Jediah asked.

“Well, before the last term, she was straight As.” Michael started, “She was a model student until the last few weeks of the term, then she ended up in the hospital.”

“What for?” Jediah drawled.

“Exhaustion and dehydration,” Michael recited, “Oddly, she said she’d gotten sick from too much sex. But I can’t believe it because this girl is simply insatiable, always hungry. Like she’s filling a unifiable void.”

“Interesting,” Jediah said and remembered something from many years ago, “I’ll talk with Deacon; you just keep her on the leash, you hear?”

“Yes, sir,” Michael said, “Call you in a couple of days.”

Michael hung up the phone and pulled back on the line attached to his coin, pulling it back from the slot. He shuffled back to his car and slid in, looking over at the pretty girl sitting in the passenger seat.

“Where do you want to go, Jenn?” Michael asked kindly.

“Back to your bedroom,” Jenn said with a twinkle in her eye, “I’m famished.”
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DISTANT PAST - ISAIAH & KATIE


Isaiah and Katie
 grew closer as the school year went on. They enjoyed becoming friends and then more than friends. They started dating, though none of their parents didn’t approve of dating and preferred a courtship relationship. In the early sixties, teenagers didn’t always follow the rules their parents expected.

Isaiah asked Katie to the prom, and she accepted. Their relationship had grown much more physical, with extended make-out sessions on a mostly abandoned road that hormonal teenagers frequently visited. Though there was no hill or butte called Blueberry nearby, this tree-lined shoulder of the road was often referenced as Blueberry Hill. As prom approached, their dates were less and less at the drive-in restaurant and more and more at Blueberry Hill.

One night, their chemical attraction fully bloomed, and Katie willingly succumbed to Isaiah’s advances. She shifted her hips in the backseat and pulled down her underwear, tossing them into the front seat. Isaiah was busy exploring the glory of her breasts after unbuttoning her blouse and unfastening her bra when he felt her shift and move under him.

“Are you sure, Katie?” He asked breathlessly as his eyes focused on hers in the full moon’s light.

Katie only nodded and bit at her lower lip as her chest rose as she inhaled the scent of the fields surrounding them.

Isaiah slipped up and started unbuckling his belt, and Katie rose to help unbutton his khaki trousers, then pushed at his white boxers. Isaiah had to finish pushing them down and shifting his legs free as Katie’s hands were busy holding his rigid cock.

“It’s hot,” she said quietly, “I can feel its pulse….”

As Katie explored the new sensation of a rigid column of male flesh in her hand, Isaiah leaned forward and pushed her skirt up, his hands feeling the humid warmth of her inner thigh, then cupping over her damp folds. Katie writhed and moaned as her hips lifted involuntarily, and Isaiah echoed her groan as he felt her fluids soak his fingers. He cupped and fingered her folds, wanting her to feel as good as her fingers caressing his shaft.

Katie lifted her eyes from the work of her fingers and looked at Isaiah as she felt his fingertip press inside her tight opening.

“I’ve never…” she stammered as she felt his fingertip probe deeper, groaning as an ache of need rose in her core.

“Me either,” Isaiah said and kneed his frame closer, feeling Katie tug at his manhood, “it might hurt when I enter.”

Katie bit her lip and nodded as Isaiah felt her push his crown behind his fingers, withdrawing his hand as his hip drove forward. Katie yelped as she felt his head pause at her unbroken hymen, then thrust her hips up as she pulled at Isaiah’s hip. Isaiah pushed steadily at her tug and felt a pop and the feeling of molten heaven as his shaft slid deep into her virgin slit.

A tear slid down Katie’s cheek, but she only smiled, then lost her breath as her hips rotated and undulated. The pain evaporated as Isaiah slowly moved his heated shaft along her well-lubricated passage, invoking more and more pleasure.

“Oh, this is wonderful. Keep doing that,” Katie cooed.

Isaiah saw that she was more comfortable and started thrusting harder and faster. Katie moaned and whined sweetly with Isaiah’s thrusts, looking up as he lowered his mouth to hers. Her cries muffled as their mouths met, and his tongue mirrored the movement of his cock, thrusting into her open, willing mouth.

Isaiah rose back and groaned, his hips flying faster and faster as he felt his orgasm rapidly approaching. He slammed his hips forward, filling her convulsing passage, and fired hot shots of his seed deep in Katie’s womb. Katie was bucking under him, and the feel of his pulsing cock and the hot jets firing inside made her stiffen and scream. Katie arched her back and then jerked as Isaiah froze, his hips vibrating as he rode his orgasm. Finally, he rolled forward and kissed Katie, his cock slowly shrinking inside of Katie’s pussy. They lay together in the bliss of the afterglow.

Another round a few minutes later started a habit of practicing this new thrill in regular intervals. When prom arrived, Katie was getting sick every morning, and she went to the dance in her beautiful dress, six weeks pregnant with Isaiah’s heir.

Their parents were not amused. Katie’s devout Protestant parents were devastated at Katie’s sin of fornication. Isaiah’s parents were equally shocked at their son’s behavior. The two sets of parents were utterly opposed to what to do with the situation. Isaiah’s father, Zedekiah, demanded that Isaiah take Katie to the neighboring county, where he knew a doctor who could ‘take care of the problem.’ Katie’s father insisted that the two wed and make a home for the child. Although he knew life would be difficult, he recognized that Katie loved Isaiah, and Isaiah showed the same love for her.

Isaiah couldn’t believe his father’s demands.

“Father, I love her,” Isaiah had said, stricken by what his father suggested was the only solution.

“Isaiah,” Zedekiah said with a piousness that was foreign to Isaiah. “The girl is not pure; she is not like us. We can’t breed with the likes of her!”

Isaiah stood shocked at what his father said, silently turning and leaving the house. He never returned and never said another word to his father.

Katie’s parents allowed Isaiah to sleep in the garage until their marriage was official. Isaiah was thankful enough that he honored their request he does not sneak into her room at night. Katie, however, might have found a reason to explore the garage late at night.

With the marriage official, Katie’s parents allowed the newlyweds to cohabitate in Katie’s room. Isaiah took a job as an auto mechanic and started to earn a living. They both graduated that spring, and Katie’s baby bump wasn’t visible under her graduation gown. By mid-summer, they had found a small apartment. They were a happy couple, and when Jeremiah was born that winter, he lived in a loving household. The money was tight, but the house was full of love and happiness.

PAST - JEDIAH

Jediah took off his hat and nodded to the woman at the door. Deacon’s only wife was close to Jediah’s age, ten years younger than Deacon.

“How is he doing, Rebekah?” Jediah asked, “I need to talk to him.”

“He’s awake and can talk,” Rebekah said with a bowed head, turning to let the man inside her husband’s house, “Try not to rile him up, please, Sir. I had a mess of a time trying to settle his coughing down the last time you brought him the news.”

“I’ll try,” Jediah said as he passed by her, “But the old man has a mind of his own sometimes.”

Jediah slipped up the stairs into the Deacon’s large bedroom, the windows overlooking the open areas of the compound. People filed past the large house in random bunches as they went about their business on the bright spring morning. Jediah stood next to Deacon’s bed and lifted a glass of water with a straw.

“Need a drink, boss?” he asked.

Deacon lifted his flinty eyes to see Jediah, then lifted a frail hand to hold the end of the bent straw to his dry lips.

“Thanks, Jediah,” Deacon growled in a low grumble, “I need to remember to drink; I’ve been dry for too long.”

“Well, that’s the thing I wanted to talk about, “ Jediah said, knowing that while Deacon was dehydrated, his thirst was for something more, “Michael found an interesting subject in that Washington college town we sent him.”

“What makes her interesting?” Deacon asked tiredly; after 40 years of this game, nothing surprised him anymore.

“She doesn’t fit the normal profile,” Jediah explained, “Michael says she is insatiable sexually, but she wasn’t only a few weeks ago. He is looking into more background, friends, associates.”

“You know how these young girls often are when they first taste the forbidden fruit,” Deacon sighed.

“Yeah, true boss,” Jediah continued. “But, Michael said he had met her after getting out of the hospital. She was dehydrated and exhausted from too much sex. I know newly deflowered virgins often go a little wild in college. Very few are hospitalized from it.”

“You think she was influenced?” Deacon asked, some color returning to his face, his eyes slightly more alert, “All the lines have dried up, there is just a few left that we are aware of, and they are nowhere near this area.”

The room went quiet as Deacon got lost in some memories, then looked at Jediah.

“Have you heard of what happened to the last Baraqiel? What damage she caused?”

“Happened before I was old enough to join the ordinations,” Jediah commented, “I’ve heard stories, though.”

“Deborah was a remarkable girl. With the pure line females, like her, we waited until they were of maturity to marry.” Deacon said, slipping into a storytelling voice, “She had just turned 18 and was betrothed to one of the powerful elders in the Samyaza line.”

Jediah slipped into a chair near the bed, listening while looking out at the compound. He remembered when he was younger; there seemed to be many more people than those who remained. More children, more mothers. The day was beautiful. More people should be out enjoying the spring sunshine after the brutal winter they had endured.

“The ordinance began on a day like today, bright sunshine, no clouds. It seemed perfect.” Deacon said, rubbing his chin and feeling the day of stubble on his usually clean-shaven face. He’d have to remember to tell Rebekah to shave him later. “The formal awakening of the gifted usually resulted in some odd things happening, but nothing like that day. There hadn’t ever been anything like Deborah.”

Jediah knew the story but indulged Deacon as he retold it. It was a source of conflict for the elder leader of the order. It was a turning point in many ways. The most incredible show of supernatural power the order had experienced in a long time. As well as striking the most devastating blow to the body of leadership. A three-day sex orgy, perpetuated by the last, and most potent Baraqiel succubus, had absorbed much of the energy of the order, including many powerful heads of other lines. Then the young succubus fled in the aftermath, escaping the clutches of their cultic brotherhood.

She left three men dead, including her betrothed, the leader of the cult, and Deacon’s cousin. Deacon was close in age, but his cousin was the last of the pure Samyaza line. Samyaza were the natural leaders but also horribly corrupt and evil. They gave off an air of piousness, but as a branch, they swore allegiance to a darker unholy power. Deacon’s branch of Samyaza had never had powerful abilities, and any supernatural strains left had been sullied during the war. The leader was the last to die when the succubus wench bit into his neck and tore out his jugular, spraying the crowd with his warm blood. She fled the scene carrying the leader’s breastplate and was never seen again.

The last Penemue elder was also killed, ending his line as he hadn’t yet produced an heir, only six daughters. His loss was a shock, as the Penemue were known for restraint and self-control. At the height of the orgy, the man had blacked out in the aftermath of a powerful orgasm while taking the young Baraqiel’s anal virginity. He never regained consciousness.

The only powerful line left was represented by Zedekiah of the Yeqon line. Zedekiah wasn’t a participant in the ordination, but his father was. His father was the first fatality, trying to overcome Baraqiel’s will and enslave her to him. Her powers induced an artery in his brain to fail while he frantically tried to force his cock down her throat. Zedekiah hadn’t yet acquired his powers but had watched the last day of the ordeal from the sidelines.

The United Priesthood’s once powerful influence over its members and expanded organization plummeted. Without the abilities of three lines to influence and new lines of corruptible recruits, the institution was left relying on normal human means to run its organized crime network. Their funds dried up as their followers slowly began to abandon the cult.

Zedekiah, the last of the Yeqon line, awoke to his powers and was often away from the compound, recruiting new talent for their brothels or investigating signs and signals that might portend supernatural causes. For a couple of decades, Zedekiah single-handedly kept the United Priesthood brothels supplied with the most beautiful and erotic whores. He also tried to find a remnant of other lines, but he wasn’t successful.

The murder of Zedekiah twelve years ago brought the end of the Yeqon line. His gruesome murder splashed across the local news and even caught a national headline. With the news media too close, and scandal surrounding the cult, Deacon shuttered the gates to the compound. The United Priesthood’s power withdrew from the larger community and pushed the small cult further underground. The United Priesthood networks started to shrink as their power waxed.

Zedekiah had been on the trail of the disappeared last Baraqiel when he turned up in a cheap hotel in Bozeman, throat slit, abdomen completely torn asunder, his blood soaking the cheap hotel rug. Jediah remembered the shocking photos in the newspaper. Deacon had tried to find Zedekiah’s missing son, Isaiah, after Zedekiah’s murder.

Deacon manufactured a will, feeding some of the money from the United Priesthood’s full coffers into accounts purported to be Zedekiah’s estate. He hired lawyers to track down Isaiah. Isaiah had been hard to find, often roaming through the Northwest on his missions. Finally, they had made contact before Isaiah was killed in the car crash on that rainy night in Oregon.

The criminal activities of vice and prostitution in Nevada had been the lifeblood of the cult. Supernatural influences from the angelic lines had benefited the recruitment and training of their sought-after prostitutes. The new Baraqiel succubus would have sealed the reputation of their brothels as the most alluring and mind-blowing in the burgeoning Nevada sex trade. Deborah’s abandonment of the cult was the first blow to the United Priesthood plans.

With the sudden end to three powerful angelic lines, Deacon’s transactions meant to entrap Isaiah had instead decimated the finances of the United Priesthood. With a formal estate established under Zedekiah’s name, the money was locked up in accounts they no longer had access to. At the same time, expensive probate lawyers searched for a potential missing heir to Zedekiah’s enormous wealth. The news filtered back to Deacon, and each tendril of hope had given him more life, only to be dropped back into the depths of depression when the lead dried up.

In recent weeks another lead had arisen. Some slight movements of money in Zedekiah’s estate accounts had Jediah asking questions of the probate lawyers. He’d kept that news to himself, seeing how weak Deacon had become as his age was pressing 90 years old.

This news of potential succubus activity in the region, only two hundred miles from the compound, was enough to share with Deacon. As Deacon wound down his story of the night of the succubus awakening, the last of the Baraqiel, his color had returned.

“Get me that girl, Jediah,” Deacon said coldly, “I want to see her state for myself. I don’t trust young Michael to see the signs. His line has grown so weak from impure breeding.”

“Sure thing, boss,” Jediah said and thought about telling Deacon the news about Zedekiah’s money. He thought better of it as Deacon closed his eyes and started breathing slower.

“I need my rest, Jediah,” Deacon sighed, “Rebekah can show you out.”

As if on cue, Rebekah appeared at Jediah’s side and pulled him out of the room. “I told you not to rile him up, Sir. Tales of another Baraqiel, my word, what has gotten into you?”

Jediah left and headed back into town. He wondered how long it would take Michael to contact him again.

PAST - JEREMIAH

I felt a tug in my groin and blinked my eyes, looking to my right to see a tousled mane of red still sleeping on my chest. Turning to my other side, I noticed the chestnut ringlets of Alyssa’s head shift closer to the ebony locks of Carmen as she shifted in her sleep. Tipping my chin down, I moaned as the halo of blonde strands brushed over my abdomen, inhaling sharply at the exquisite pull of Kelly’s talented mouth.

The three ladies lightly sleeping stirred lazily as Kelly’s power started to pulse, then I felt it collapse and feed directly into me. This caused my cock to swell exponentially, and Kelly’s approving purr as she licked at the base, looking up at me, told me she was experimenting with her powers. Her flesh shimmered in a supernatural glow.

“I just want—you, lover,” she said, cupping my balls and fisting my shaft, pulling the skin tight around the base of my crown, “just you and me.”

Her voice only made my balls swell in need as she slowly lifted her ass, curving her back like a cat getting ready to pounce. She slid her torso forward, warm breasts pressing into my thighs, as her body snaked forward. My arms were trapped by the sleeping heads of the rest of my harem, or I would have grabbed a fistful of her mane and tugged her mouth to mine.

She showed extreme patience, even as waves of arousal flowed from her to me, and each of her sweet kisses lingered as she went up my abdomen. She used her fingers and palm to stroke my shaft slowly as she enjoyed every inch of my flesh. Her head lifted as she kissed close to Lexi’s sleeping face, turning to look at her with a warm smile before rising and fixing her gaze on me.

Her thighs straddled my waist, and I could feel the heat of her sex bathe my shaft. She held the rod against my belly and ground her wet folds up and down its length, undulating her hips and thighs as I groaned in pent-up need. I watched her, mesmerized by her glowing aura, as she pulled my cock up and lifted her core, pushing my engorged head into her dripping folds. Her eyes blazed a golden sheen around her deep blue iris as I felt her cunt descend and take my whole rod in one smooth drop of her hips.

Settled into place, she leaned slightly away from Lexi and twisted her torso. She snaked her mouth to meet mine and thrust her tongue into my mouth. She was in complete control of me as her hips circled and ground in a slow rotation, massaging my shaft and head with her inner muscles. She kissed and sucked on me, her breath filling my lungs. I exhaled, and she sucked down our shared breath as we both started to dance quietly amongst our sleeping lovers.

I could feel her pulses of sexual energy flowing into my pleasure centers, and my desire became singular. To make love to her, to fuck her, to fill her, to please her. Every one of my thoughts centered on the blonde goddess riding my cock. My thoughts streamed into her consciousness through our linked psyches, which drove her to the height of passion she desired. I felt Alyssa stir quietly as if in a dream.

Kelly’s hips moved in molten curves of liquid fire. Her arousal flowed down my shaft and over my bouncing balls. Our hips met and parted; what started so slow had sped to the point where our pent-up need had the room echoing with the slapping of our flesh as we fucked.

The sleeping women stirred as I cried out, erupting in torrents of cum jetting in Kelly’s pulsing cunt. She cried out and arched back, her movements waking the three other nymphs beside me, who blinked awake then purred as they watched us both convulse through our waves of orgasms. Lexi shuddered against me, feeling the pulse of sexual energy, and covered one of my nipples with her mouth sucking hard, making my orgasm crest higher. Alyssa and Carmen slid to their knees beside Kelly. Alyssa moved to suck on the siren’s breasts as Carmen leaned over her to kiss Kelly in a deep kiss.

While hardly awake, the three girls shuddered as Kelly’s powers sucked in their arousal and pushed it out to us, forcing us all to orgasm. My vision tunneled as my head tossed back, sexual energy vibrating through every nerve and synapse. I relished the glorious release surrounded by my family before blackness took me.

I woke up moments later to Lexi’s soft kisses, her green eyes looking at me with concern. Kelly hovered over me as well, her blue eyes wide open.

“Master, wake up,” Lexi said, with a tremor in her voice.

“I’m okay,” I said, sensing a shift in emotions and Kelly’s worried look, “I’m fine… Wow.”

“Jeremiah,” Kelly said with a tremor of fear in her voice, looking to either side of me, “Alyssa… Carmen…”

She couldn’t complete thought, and I snapped into a high state of consciousness. I rose, twisted into a sitting position, and looked to my side. Kelly slipped behind me as if afraid, and Lexi clung along my side, her lips quivering on my shoulder. Alyssa was slumped over, and Carmen was prone, lying awkwardly on her. They were both unconscious.

First aid training flashed through my brain, and I moved to them. I rolled Carmen onto her back and felt for a pulse… strong, her breath steady. I shifted back to Alyssa, straightening her naked body onto her back, and repeated the same assessment, good steady pulse and regular breathing. They had blacked out like me.

“They’ll be okay,” I said, “just give them some air, and they’ll come around.”

Kelly and Lexi twisted to my side, hugging me tightly, their nude bodies warm against my sweat-cooled flesh.

“Are you sure, J?” Kelly whispered, “I … I … I can’t…”

She couldn’t complete a thought, so I scanned her curve and saw it alight with fear and worry. She was afraid of her powers. I could relate to that, remembering the panic I felt after it was apparent I had changed Kelly and Lexi. I simply hugged her and watched the rhythmic breathing of Carmen and Alyssa’s chests.

Carmen blinked first and swore a low curse in Spanish as one hand went to her head and another to tug on a brown nipple. Her eyes were unfocused as she touched her flesh, then swung her vision to my two worried girls and me.

“Papi…” Carmen said, smiling at me, “Kel, … wow.”

Alyssa woke next, her fingers rubbing on her temple, her other hand sliding down to cup her sex. She rolled towards us with a feline grin of contentment, then paused as she saw the concern in our eyes. She concentrated for a second, then a low chuckle.

“I’m fine, Kelly, more than….” Alyssa said with a tinge of awe in her voice, “Wow, intense, and maybe we’re more careful with that next time. But…”

Kelly burst into tears and leaped at Aly, pulling her arms around her and hugging her tightly.

“Aly, I was so scared,” she cried, as Aly tenderly rubbed her back, “The three of you went out like a light, and Lexi was frozen, trembling, her eyes rolling back in her head like,…” she mumbled more words before she just cried in heaving sobs.

“Shhhh, dearest,” Alyssa cooed in her ear. “We’re fine, we’re fine. More than fine, really love.”

Carmen slid up to hug Kelly, as did Lexi and myself. I was a bit at a loss for words. The intensity of the sexual affair, followed by the palpable fear of the unknown, left my nervous system in a state of gridlock. We all just held each other as Kelly’s cries slowed and then stopped.

Finally, I felt Alyssa’s thoughts in my brain, and she pushed a thought to the rest. We turned and sat in a circle. I concentrated on feelings of contentment, and other pleasant thoughts, as the girls slowly unwound, and then looked around the ring.

“We are all new to this,” Alyssa said quietly, “I remember when J first told me what had happened, how scared he was, and how worried he was.”

“I was scared I had permanently damaged you both,” I said, looking at Kelly and Lexi, “Is that what you’re feeling, Kel?”

She nodded slowly and then spoke quietly.

“I wish I never had special powers, not if it brings you pain or suffering.”

“I thought the same thing, Kel,” I said, “I didn’t know anything. I thought I was a freak. I felt so alone.”

“But you weren’t alone,” Alyssa reminded me. “You came to me, you told me. You’d told Carmen too.”

Alyssa leaned over and put her head on Kelly’s shoulder and her arm around her waist.

“And you aren’t alone either, Kelly. We will figure this out. You will be able to control your powers.”

“You are already,” I said, “You had it focused right on me to start. The girls slept through our lovemaking until right at the end.”

Kelly nodded and smiled, remembering the supernatural intimacy we had shared.

“I guess you’re right, and it only felt so amazing. I pushed that back to all of you.”

“It WAS amazing, eye-Yi-Yi,” Carmen said, “to wake up to that feeling, then having it only amplify… I’ve never felt so connected and so loved. Even now, I’m full of the energy you shared. With others, sex left me feeling empty, Kelly. With all of you, I’m always feeling like I am right where I need to be.”

We all smiled, and I leaned across Lexi to hug Carmen; her heartfelt words left us all at a loss for words. Then as I lifted away, Lexi bent over and hugged me.

“I feel exactly as Carmen said,” Lexi said quietly. “My appetite for sex has morphed a bit differently than all of you, but it feels right, and you all have accepted my … kinky side. I never knew sex before you, Master. And Kelly and Carmen have loved me through it all. Before we met, I felt ashamed of my tendency toward kink. I masturbated secretly to kink videos when Kelly was away from the room….”

She quieted, looking around meekly at her outburst of words. We all watched, encouraged, and loved her just for being her. Feeling our acceptance, she smiled and shifted to kneel on her knees and lowered her breasts to the bed, arms stretched forward. A submissive offering that we all accepted. We surrounded her, touching her and kissing her.

Kelly smiled at all of us as we returned to our circle.

“Okay, my loves, thank you for accepting my fears and discussing them. I feel much better with that off my shoulders.”

With that, our morning started, and five bodies moved to share different showers. Alyssa and Carmen shared the battery in the basement. Kelly was alone on the main floor, “for everyone’s safety,” she laughed after she explained. Lexi followed me nude to the upper story, carrying our clothes and fresh towels for the both of us.

I knew Lexi wanted to serve me, so I stepped into the shower and let the water run down my body. Lexi moved close to me, lifting her tiptoes to kiss my lips, then descending into the water spray onto her knees and started to wash my body. Her fingers were light but strong, starting on my feet, then up my calves and thighs. She scrubbed my groin, carefully cleaned my scrotum, and tugged along the length of my shaft. She stayed focused on her task and slipped around to wash my ass. She rose to her full height, stretched to wash my shoulders and back, then twisted around to wash my chest, smiling at me.

By the time she was finished, I was hard as a rock. She looked at me, then turned around and offered me her ass, lifting her toes and leaning into the cool wall of the shower. It felt rude to refuse, even though I knew the day would be busy. I gripped my shaft, pressed it into her folds, and thrust hard and deep.

Lexi whimpered as I gripped her hips and started fucking her harder, then arched her head back, “Oh Master, please… please… I love this, but please… Fuck. My. Ass.”

As I heard her desire, I slammed forward, scanned her automatically, and saw this was a genuine desire, not some remnant of perversion I’d failed to correct. I pulled my cock out, slick with her juices, and pressed the head up. She arched her back more, pressing her tight bottom into my swollen head. I felt the firm resistance of her tight ring muscle, but she sighed and tensed, and suddenly, my head drove into her ass. She yelped at the sudden fullness in her bowel, then pressed backward as she groaned at the pinch of pain. My cock slid deeper in until her tight ass pressed against my thigh.

“Oh yes… Fuck… Take me… Own my slutty ass, Master… PLEASE!” she cried out.

I gripped her hips tightly and drew my hips back, and slammed back inside. My thrusts were heavy and hard, pressing her small frame against the shower as the spray started to cool against my hot flesh. Her body trembled as I took her ass, fucking her harder and harder, then roaring as I felt my orgasm rip from the base of my spine. I thrust hard, burrowing deep as my cock pulsed and jets of cum filled her bowels.

“Good, obedient slut,” said Carmen as Lexi screamed out, shaking on my cock.

“What the fuck,” I said, looking at Carmen, who was fully dressed and peeking in at us as I was still balls deep in Lexi’s ass.

Carmen looked deadpan, with an eyebrow raised, a look of conspiracy that made me feel like she’d tell me more later. She reached out and handed me a heavy rubber plug.

“Make sure the slut puts this in when you’re done with her Master, “ Carmen drawled, “it will keep her full of your seed all day.”

I gave the heavy rubber plug to Lexi, purring in arousal as I shifted back, my cock slipping from her tight ass. She fell immediately to a crouch, knees wide, and fit the rubber mass into her open sphincter, her eyes closing as I watched her abdomen flex as she adjusted to the intrusive shape. Satisfied that it was seated correctly, she turned and washed my cock, before rising and kissing me.

“Please, Master, dry off and get dressed,” Lexi said, “this slut will wash in the cold water.”

I slipped out of the shower with questions streaming through my head, toweling off and looking at Carmen. She laughed a low chuckle, grabbed the towel from me, and dried me off, even kneeling and drying my cock and balls tenderly. Taking my cock in her mouth and sucking it clean.

“Don’t worry,” Carmen said, “I’ve trained your slut to keep her ass clean, even purging her bowels after each movement.”

“This is a bit beyond my experience,” I said truthfully, both turned on and questioning everything.

“You need to understand how the mind of a submissive works, Jeremiah,” Carmen said, standing up and kissing behind my ear, “To be a good Master, you need to know her needs better than she does.”

“A tall order,” I admitted, “but I’m going to do everything I can to do just that.”

“Good,” Carmen said, “Because you have two submissive sluts to care for, Master.”

She smiled at me with a feline gaze and slipped back downstairs. I put on the clothes Lexi had brought and admired the view of her drying herself off. She showed off the black base of the plug as she dried her calves and feet, bending from the waist. Her limber frame was a visual turn-on, and her pale, freckled flesh offset the black plug. I felt my dick stiffen in my jeans.

Lexi finished dressing, and we walked downstairs. Carmen was sitting on the sofa with a grin on her face. She startled a bit when we entered the room as if caught doing something she shouldn’t be doing. She laughed for a second, then got up and tossed me Alyssa’s keys.

“Kelly and Alyssa went to Kelly’s parents,” Carmen reported, “something about dress shopping. They said we were on our own until after dinner.”

“RV shopping, right?” I said, trying to remain on track.

“That’s right, Master,” Carmen said, “lead the way.”

We filed into Alyssa’s car. Our hierarchy worked out. I was the driver, Carmen in the passenger seat, and Lexi curled into the back seat. As I turned to back the car out of the driveway, she sat side saddle, which was an alluring site.

“Can’t sit proper?” I asked good-naturedly.

Carmen whipped her head around to stare at Lexi. Lexi flushed a bright red, then turned and sat the right way, her bottom pushed to the back of the seat. A slight grimace of discomfort flickered across her brow.

“Better, slut,” Carmen said, “I’d hate for people to wonder why you can’t sit correctly. It might bring embarrassment to our Master.”

I stopped the car abruptly and was about to say something about Carmen’s tone. I stopped as Carmen fixed me with a firm gaze. She reached over and shifted the car into park, right in the middle of the road. She unclipped her seatbelt, then turned away from me, pushing her jeans down. She exposed her ass to me and showed me a similar black plug-in her asshole. I was speechless as she fixed her clothes and rotated, sitting correctly in the passenger seat with a grunt. I could swear the grunt had a purr to it as she rolled her hips, fastening the seat belt.

“Two submissive sluts, Master,” Carmen said, then gently chucked her fingers under my chin, so I closed my agape mouth.

I put the car in gear while my brain tried to make sense of the situation. I drove on autopilot, heading towards the interstate. Checking with Carmen to make sure I was going in the right direction. She confirmed that the RV SuperCentre, about 40 miles north on the interstate, was where she wanted to go.

We were silent for the first few miles. It was 15 miles to the Interstate, so we had probably an hour until we arrived at the RV center. It was getting close to eleven, so I figured we’d stop for lunch before browsing through campers. Confident that I had the plan straight, I let my thoughts drift back to the more curious puzzle the two girls had presented me with.

“You’ll have to excuse me,” I said, looking at Lexi in the rearview, then turning to look at Carmen, “I don’t know a lot about BDSM; I hope I can live up to your expectations.”

“Master,” Carmen said, “This slut will help you, and you’ll be a great Master. Your dominance is natural; you just need to understand the mind of a submissive.”

“And Master,” I said, “that reminds me of ‘I Dream of Jeanie’”

Carmen smiled, and Lexi giggled, “It’s the utmost term of respect, Master,” Carmen explained, “so much more than Sir.”

“How about we start at the beginning,” I said, “How can you be submissive if you boss Lexi around?”

“Okay, Master,” Carmen said, and I felt she was being formal as an example for Lexi, but I was only partially correct, “May your slut ask you to listen; it might take a bit to explain.”

“If you can tell me why we’re talking in the third person,” I said, even more confused.

“It will become clearer, Master; this one promises,” Carmen said, rubbing the top of my hand.

“Okay, … slut …” I said carefully, “go ahead, but for now, please talk normally, until I know what it means.”

Carmen purred and settled into the seat a bit, which made me remember her ass was plugged. Lexi remained quiet in the back, listening attentively.

“I am what’s called a switch in the bedroom,” Carmen started, “I can be on top, dominant, or be on the bottom, submissive. Both bring me sexual pleasure. It’s all so much more… stimulating in many senses than vanilla sex. Don’t get me wrong, vanilla sex is amazing.”

I nodded and started compiling a glossary of terms as Carmen continued.

“My mind, though, is completely submissive. A service-whore-slut. I love to serve the people I love and care about. It makes me feel complete, and it’s an honor to do everything I can for them.”

I nodded; it was a role she’d slipped into naturally in our family. She was radiant in the midst of it, taking care of us, feeding us, cleaning, and never complaining.

“It’s confusing, I know,” Carmen said, looking at me, “It was something other boyfriends and girlfriends got wound up about. Me serving them made them feel inadequate, and that led to so many hurt feelings. But you, M-mas… Jeremiah, you allow it. It seems like it pleases you to be served.”

“It does,” I admitted, never really thinking about it, “I know I’m capable of taking care of myself, but between you and Lexi, it seems that I have my needs taken care of.”

“Lexi is still learning her submission,” Carmen said, “she might enjoy serving, but right now, it’s more of a test. I know she is a pain slut, isn’t that right, pet?”

“Yes, Mistress,” Lexi echoed and ground her ass into the back of the seat.

“Okay,” I interrupted, “how can you be her Mistress and still be submissive?”

“Well, I’d rather not,” Carmen said honestly, “But I can assume the role in this hierarchy until you are more comfortable with yours. So long as I’m topped, I’m happy.”

“What makes you think I’ll be comfortable?” I asked seriously.

“Because you love us,” Carmen said, “and I can tell your love for us is unselfish, sacrificial love. Once you understand our needs, you start being able to fulfill them. Mmmm… “

She snatched my hand off the gear shift and pulled it to her core as she spread her legs. Her cunt was hot, and her jeans damp with arousal; I saw that traffic was clear, then stared at her.

“Trust me, Master,” Carmen said, reverting to her title for me, as she rubbed my hand up and down, “Once you realize what your dominance and power does to a loving submissive, you’ll accept it, even crave it.”

I let my hand dwell on her cunt as her hips started to move in a roll, the pressure of my hand and the friction of the plug making her eyes roll back in her head. She cursed quietly in Spanish, almost panting. She was right. The power I felt having her … under me … at that moment was heady. I slowly drew my hand back and replaced it on the gear shift.

She licked her lips, softly blinked her eyes, then smiled at me, “Thank you, Master, for giving this slave a moment.”

Her meaning was so clear and intense that I knew I shouldn’t ask about what a slave was. Part of me tried to pigeonhole it into involuntary servitude. Akin to when I used my power to force her into obedience. Troubled, I scanned her curve and saw it descend with pleasure in a sector associated with compliance. She felt like she belonged, felt safe, and was alight with feelings of love. It was odd, but it helped me understand how she felt.

“So it’s not intimidation or involuntary?” I asked as I was able to let her have her moment but still needed more answers.

“It’s never involuntary, Jeremiah,” she said, almost sounding like Alyssa giving a lecture. “Involuntary would be rape. It’s voluntary. The dominant-submissive relationship is entwined, and the power flows through each. The dominant is nothing without the submissive voluntarily submitting.”

I nodded, still in thought.

“Like when Lexi bowed in our circle,” Carmen said, grasping for an example, “God, that made my cunt pulse, just now, remembering. Her total and unrestricted faith in us, to submit herself like that. Putting her whole being in our hands….”

She faded off, and her eyes were bright, then brimmed with tears.

“That was fucking beautiful, is what that was,” she said, looking out the window at the passing farmland.

She blinked a few times, then wiped away her tears.

“I hope I can feel that safe and trustful with you, Master,” she said, leaning over and pressing into my shoulder, “this slut has been hurt too many times. It’s hard for me to trust. But I do, trust you.”

We all slipped into silence for a few miles. We let the drone of the road noise settle our thoughts. I noticed that each girl would squirm slightly every few seconds, settle down, and repeat. Their bodies were constantly slightly shifting like they couldn’t entirely be comfortable.

“How safe is it to be plugged for so long?” I asked, breaking the silence.

“It’s good you asked, Master,” Carmen said, “These trainer plugs are good for all day. They are rubber so that they won’t do damage. They are a bit uncomfortable, but not painful, right slut?”

“I could use something larger, “ Lexi said quietly, “no disrespect, Mistress.”

Carmen chuckled, then sensing the meaning behind my question.

“Do you understand what a plug does to a submissive, Master?”

I shook my head, and she leaned closer to me.

“It is a constant reminder of you, Master. This one feels that plug begin to ache, and she remembers who placed it there. As she shifts to a new position, she thinks of her Master.”

“But I didn’t put your’s there,” I said, looking over at her.

Carmen’s face blanched, then blushed. She nodded and scanned the road ahead of us.

“Stop at the rest stop,” Carmen said suddenly, seeing the road sign for the turn-off.

“Sorry. Please stop, Master,” she caught herself, “You are right. You didn’t. This slut was sloppy and selfish to plug herself without your knowledge. This slut should be disciplined.”

“How should she be disciplined,” I asked curiously.

“This slut cannot presume to tell you how to correct your plaything, Master,” she said aloud, then leaned closer and whispered in my ear, “Spank my bare ass in the empty men’s room while Lexi watches and rubs her leaking cunt.”

My thoughts were a whirl as I pulled into the empty rest stop. I paid particular attention to ensuring that no trucks were in the truck parking lot. Her words were like fire in my brain, and I understood a bit more.

“Get out of the car sluts, now.” I said in a deep growl, ”And follow me.”

I walked to the restroom, putting the keys in my pocket. I realized my jeans were tighter than usual because this strange talk had made my dick hard. I walked inside and scanned the area for security cameras—none. The old rest stop had become unnecessary as the towns along the highway grew. I knew we’d have the place to ourselves, as long as we needed.

I grabbed Carmen as she walked into the men’s room, gripping a handful of her hair. I dragged her to the sinks and pushed her head down into the bowl. Her hands instinctively grabbed the sides to protect herself, but her ass pushed out and rotated like a cat arching its back. She practically purred.

I grabbed the waist of her jeans and dragged them over the curve of her ass and down her thighs, stopping at the knee. “Spread your legs apart, slut.” I said, then turned to grab Lexi and pushed her against the wall. I held her there, staring at her, my hand at her throat. I didn’t choke her. I just held her as my hands unbuttoned and pushed down her jeans.

“Squat, little one,” I spat out. “And watch, so you won’t make the same mistake your Mistress has.”

The more I assumed the dominant role, the more aroused I became. I benefitted from scanning them and adjusting my demeanor and words accordingly. They were both buzzing with arousal, despite, or perhaps because of my degrading speech. I stepped back behind Carmen and spread her cheeks apart.

“You’re plugged, my slut. Who plugged you?” I asked as I pushed the end of the plug, causing it to press inside.

“This slut did, Master,” she groaned, “I have no excuse.”

“Who’s ass is it?” I asked.

“Your’s Master, all yours.”

“Did you plug your ass so I’d punish you?” I cursed, grabbing the edges and tugging, rotating, and pulling the plug out of her ass. I watched as her tight sphincter muscle slowly closed as she groaned in a mix of pain and pleasure.

“No, Master,” she cried, “I wasn’t thinking correctly.”

“Ten swats.” I said, “You count them,” mimicking some old porn VHS tape I had watched long ago.

“Mmm, yes, Master.”

I swatted her hard, harder than I’d expected to. She yelped, then purred, pushing her ass out and moaning.

“One, Master.”

I turned around and looked at Lexi, wide-eyed, her knees spread apart, her cunt splayed open and glistening.

“Finger fuck your hole, little one until I tell you to stop.”

“Yes, Master,” Lexi cried out with an edge in her voice.

Lexi’s hand moved to finger her aroused slit, and she bit back the moan she made, unsure how much noise she should be making in a public restroom.

She could have screamed, and no one would’ve heard her for miles, but her aroused state had shrunk her awareness. Her brain assumed things that weren’t real, and her focus was entirely on me. I could feel her desire to please me and her trust that I would keep her safe, even if she felt afraid in this odd musty men’s room.

I swatted Carmen again, and she sang out the following number. My cock was like a spike in my pants. I felt the power of the moment, a dominant male disciplining his willing submissive, his slave, his slut. The thoughts streamed through my mind as I spanked her hard to remind her who’s ass it was that I was in charge.

I looked through the open door, double-checking that we were alone. The seemingly public display was private. As I left red hand prints all over Carmen’s dark flesh, the dissonance between how intimate it was in a public place only amplified our arousal.

“Ten, Master, oh fuck!” Carmen crowed, breaking my reveries and snapping me back into the present.

Finished with spanking Carmen, I went to Lexi and gripped a handful of her hair.

“Open your slut mouth,” I spat as I pushed my jeans down and released my aching cock.

Lexi looked up at me through a glaze of lust, her mouth open and tongued out. Her small hand still fingered her sex; fingers dipped inside, then swirled around her clit. I shoved my dick into her open, willing mouth and sank it deep into the back of her throat. She gagged and then swallowed, pressing her head forward in my grip. She lifted her eyes to mine. I tugged her head towards me until I felt her throat fill with thick saliva, pooling around my engorged head.

I looked over at Carmen, who was staring at me over her shoulder, “Did I say you could look at me?” I asked as I repeated the deep thrust into Lexi’s mouth.

Carmen turned away as I held Lexi’s head, her nose pressed into my pubic hair, drool dripping from the side of her mouth. I saw Carmen lift her chin and watch me in the mirror, and I grinned down at Lexi as she was practically trying to choke herself on my cock.

“You’re a good cocksucker, little one,” I said. “You make me harder just watching you.”

I gripped her head and then thrust my hips. Holding her head still and face fucking her, wet sounds filled the small concrete room that smelled of piss and shit. It wasn’t the tidiest place, but it was the most erotic thing I’d experienced this side of succubus intoxication.

I pushed her head back, and she leaned against the wall, still frigging her dripping cunt. A small puddle appeared on the floor beneath her.

“Make yourself cum, slut.” I said and walked back towards Carmen.

“Grab your ass cheeks and spread them,” I commanded, stepping behind Carmen’s reddened ass.

Carmen did, and as soon as I saw her puckered hole, I gripped my cock, and pressed the spit-slicked crown into her ass. I thrust hard, wanting to be in her, owning her ass, like I owned little Lexi’s ass in the shower. She yelped at the hard thrust, my cock splitting her open. Her ass cheeks were bright red from my spankings, and I gripped the tender flesh in my fingers. I yanked her ass back as I thrust forward.

“This is my fucking ass, slut.” I said as I started to fuck her hard.

“Yes, Master,” she cried, growled, and purred, “only yours, always yours, Master. Fuck your slut’s ass. Oh Fuck YESS!!”

I wasn’t gentle; I reamed her ass. I owned it, made it hurt, and she loved every moment; her body was alight with tremors as I neared my climax.

“Please, Master, May this slave cum, please, please, please.” she panted as she thrust her ass back to meet my pounding.

“Only after Lexi does,” I spat, looking over my shoulder at Lexi, who had three fingers pounding into her cunt, her other hand rolling over her clit.

My look sent Lexi over the edge, and she arched into the cement wall and screamed out, shaking. A jet of her fluids coated the floor under her as she came in a rush. Carmen heard, felt, and understood. She grunted as she climaxed, her ass clenching as her cunt convulsed. I felt her muscles tremble inside, and I slammed home. My balls tightened, then pulsed, shooting a fresh load of hot sperm into Carmen’s ass. She collapsed forward onto the sink, gasping for breath.

I grabbed the plug from the dirty sink and ran some water to clean it off with my dick still deep in Carmen’s ass. She looked up at me through the mirror, and her dazed grin was made of pure contentment. I slid my cock free and jammed the plug roughly up her butt.

“I’ll tell you when you can take out my plug.” I spat, then washed my cock off in the sink.

“Clean up and meet me in the car,” I said and walked out of the dirty bathroom.

As I walked back to the car, I had to force myself not to go back and check on them. I do admit that I scanned them from a distance. They were alight with many feelings. The humiliation seemed to spark arousal. Pain that seemed to morph into contentment. Carmen’s curve hummed with feelings of belonging. Lexi’s was similar but also showed a deeper need for more, as if she’d had a taste of something exquisite and wanted to gorge on it.

I closed my eyes and had to force myself to stop scanning. I waited, eyes half closed, until I felt the car shift, and the two girls slid back inside. Lexi’s face was scrubbed clean, her cheeks bright from washing. Carmen’s hair was pulled back into a ponytail, and her eyes were bright with contentment. They both purred as they ground their plugged asses into their seats. I backed up and headed back up the road without a word.

Carmen leaned over and laid her head on my shoulder, eyes closing in a state of bliss.

“Tell me what I am, Master,” she said softly, almost like a little girl.

“You are mine,” I said and squeezed her shoulders, reaching back and gripping Lexi’s knee, “Both of you are mine.”

Carmen smiled and relaxed, “You are a natural, Master.”

Lexi leaned forward, her waist still belted in and kissed behind my ear. “I love you, Master,” she said, then settled back and closed her eyes. They both slipped into a light sleep for the final miles to the RV superstore.

As I took the exit that led up the frontage road to the large acreage where new and used RVs lined up along the interstate, my stomach grumbled. I realized I had experienced three orgasms in the space of six hours. I knew I was famished and deduced my two slaves were probably hungry too. I turned and drove to a small greasy spoon restaurant and woke the girls, wanting to fill my stomach before shopping for a camper.

“Oh, good idea, Papi,” Carmen said as she saw where we were. “I am starving!”

“Me too!” To my relief, Lexi’s formal protocol of the early drive had lapsed into a more typical form of communication.

Lexi unbuckled and moaned as she moved along the back seat, the plug reminding her, and she looked ashen as her feeling reminded her of her place.

“Thank you, Master, for thinking of this one’s need.”

I chuckled, “I think we should relax the protocol while in public,” I said.

Lexi smiled warmly, then ground her ass into the seat before rising.

“That’s fine, Master, but I’ll be constantly reminded of you, sitting in those hard wooden booths.”

Carmen laughed and shook her head, slipping out of the car, and we all sat and ate a full meal. We talked and laughed like a group of regular friends. Well, if normal friends shared blissful stares of sexual contentment as they groped each other under the table. We ate a voracious meal, and I tipped extravagantly before heading back out to the car and the short drive to the dealership.

Carmen pretty much knew what she wanted. A large class-C motorhome that was more the size of a bus. The salesman told us it was a converted bus; the frame and engine were the same as the Greyhound cruisers. Everything else could be customized, and features added that would support up to six people comfortably. It had another generator to provide electricity and a large water tank with baffles (whatever that meant). A full kitchen that Carmen spent a lot of time looking at and touching. The appliances were naturally smaller, and the refrigerator ran on propane.

The living area in the front was made of two large sofas facing each other. There was just enough room to walk between them when in normal mode. When parked, however, the sides of the bus slid out with the aid of small motors, doubling the width of the main cabin. Both sofas were made out into queen-sized beds, leaving the same small aisle when fully extended.

The rear end of the bus housed the main suite. There was a sliding door just past a small restroom for the front passengers. Opening it reveals an ample space with another queen-sized bed arranged in the center. The door was supposed to stay open for visibility while driving. Still, the salesman added they mounted rear-facing cameras and monitors to the driver’s area of this model so the back door could be closed in transit. The room also had many storage cabinets and a larger bathroom with a small one-person shower.

The salesman gave me a strange look when I asked if there was an option for a two-person shower. I decided not to pursue that line. He continued the tour of the luxury model, ready for purchase. The driver’s area was comprised of two large captain’s chairs. The passenger’s side could swivel to face backward. The console had large swaths of buttons, controls, gauges, and dials. I felt like I’d need to go to school to be able to drive it.

The salesman showed me it was much simpler to drive than I imagined. Many controls on the console were operation and status gauges for “the plant.” He explained that a home on wheels had all the amenities usually associated with a house: electricity from a portable generator, water from a tank and pump to provide pressure, and another tank to hold wastewater and septic systems. He showed off a series of four VCR tapes that would walk me through the whole systems involved.

“That’s great,” I said, “but if I leave my TV at home, how will I know how to run this thing?”

The salesman smiled and pressed a button that activated a motor that lifted a rolling door exposing a large television with a complete stereo system and VCR beside it.

“We’ve thought of everything, sir,” he said with the smile of a salesman at the top of his game.

I nodded and thought about this extravagant purchase. I sat down on one of the sofas. The salesman pulled up a folding table from the side and placed a folder with the prices and a list of options beyond the standard package.

“I’ll leave you to think about it,” he said, “Just wave for me if you want to talk more.”

I opened up the folder, looked and the prices, and made a low whistle, “Wow, this isn’t cheap,” I said, “Wouldn’t it be easier just to use hotels?”

“Jeremiah,” Carmen said, “Think about how much attention you’d get taking four women in and out of a string of hotels? I know we did it when we met on the river, but that was in two cars, and we left in two cars.”

I nodded, “That’s a fair point, but this seems like a lot of money for a one-time deal.”

“One-time use?” Carmen asked incredulously, “C’mere Papi….”

She pulled me up and, taking my hand, guided me to the rear of the cabin into the sizeable main suite. She slid along the side of the bed and then ran her hand up the seam between the wooden panels. About every two feet, there was a recessed D-ring. She pulled one out and pulled hard on it. Nothing happened; the D-ring held fast.

“Hard points,” Carmen said, “I know you’re new to this BDSM thing, but these are made for bearing weight, tying off rope, clipping cuffs too.”

She waved her hand around the space, and the little, almost invisible attachment points lined the sides and even across the ceiling.

“They install the D-rings so people can tie down cargo,” Carmen said, sitting down, “they just happen to have a dual purpose for securing wayward sluts.”

I nodded and began to understand. This could be a mobile love shack for the five of us. The Northwest had plenty of secluded campgrounds, old lumber trails, and places where even a bus this big could practically disappear.

Carmen saw me thinking, then slid up to me, slipping her hands along my side and lifting to grip the backs of my shoulders, pressing her breasts to my chest.

“Besides, in the woods, no one can hear the screams….”

I chuckled and looked down at her warm eyes. Lexi was busy touring the small space and yanking on the D-rings, her lithe body leaning back, pulling hard to see if they’d budge. They didn’t, and she scanned the room with a smile. I could feel her thoughts warm as she thought of kinky things I would do to her.

“That’s all fine, but Alyssa and Kelly aren’t into the BDSM,” I said, “Don’t you think it’s a bit rude to assume they’d be okay with our play.”

I was somewhat shocked at myself, having become enthralled with the thoughts of BDSM after only two small scenes. Carmen smiled and shrugged.

“When they are with us, we go a bit more vanilla. But the options here are limitless.”

I nodded and went back to the front, sitting down and scanning the price list and trying to understand the added options. Carmen settled beside me and pointed to things, asking for other add-ons to help make a living a mobile lifestyle a bit easier. Lexi sat opposite us, eyes scanning the room as her bottom shifted against the firm cushions. She wasn’t paying attention, and her demeanor made it feel like this decision was outside her privilege.

“What do you think, Lexi?” I asked.

“Master,” she said quietly, “this one trusts your decision.”

“I need more than that, little one,” I said again, prompting her to speak her mind.

“I love it, even just as a way to travel,” she explained quietly, “but the … added features Carmen pointed out…” she faded off, and I could hear the purr in her mind, “my ropes, Carmen’s flogger… so many … options.”

I smiled and checked the boxes for all the things Carmen wanted, “Go and wave down that salesman, little one,” I said as I looked at the payment options, “tell him I need to call my bank.”

The deal was settled after a few hours and a stack of paperwork. The customizations Carmen wanted would take a couple of days, and then they would deliver the coach to our home address.

“Perfect,” I said, shaking the salesman’s hand as we walked back to the car.

“We need to do more shopping, I presume,” I said, turning to Carmen.

“Oh yes, Papi,” she smiled and slipped her arm around my waist, “Camping supplies, and… other things.”

I shook my head and let her guide me to several other stops on the way home. Sexually sated and comfortable with the two lovely, fascinating, and sexy women that trusted me so profoundly. I enjoyed just spending the day with them. We filled Aly’s car with gear for the RV and even stopped at an adult bookstore along a less populated stretch of highway and bought some more things that Carmen said we needed.
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PAST - ALYSSA


I enjoyed
 my shower with Carmen. We were both still buzzing from the jolt of Kelly’s power. We were content to cleanse each other and discuss the day. She was like an open book to me as she talked about her plans for RV shopping with Lexi and Jeremiah. She also sensed her plans to introduce Jeremiah to more of the dominant-submissive kink she and Lexi craved.

“Be careful with, Jeremiah,” I said, “I think he’ll enjoy your plans, but he’s compassionate about pushing limits and forcing himself onto others.”

“I know, sister,” Carmen said, “I have a plan to educate him on the lifestyle, and Lexi will be patient… or at least she’d better be, or I’ll whip her ass!”

Carmen laughed a low rumble, then shut off the water and reached for our towels. She tossed one over her damp shoulder, turned me around, and wrapped a towel around my hair to help it dry. Then with the other towel, she dried me off slowly. Her sensuous service to me felt terrific in the afterglow of our tryst with Kelly.

“Thank you, Carmen,” I said. “You are a good service slut.”

Carmen’s eyes widened as she grinned at me.

“Mistress, you know me well, and I enjoy being at your service.”

“You don’t have to call me that, Carmen,” I said, slightly uncomfortable. I didn’t want to assume more power than my other sisters, “We’re all equals.”

“Excuse me,” Carmen said quickly. “That’s bullshit. Our family needs structure and hierarchy; we all have natural strengths and positions. We all love and serve each other; that’s true. But we can’t all be equal, we need J to lead, and you and Kelly are natural tops. The three of you, it seems, are something more than human. It was plain before you told us about this fallen angel stuff.”

I thought about what she’d said. I’d researched enough about BDSM to understand her terms and acquired a growing fascination with the sub-culture. The prevailing literature listed sadomasochism as a mental disorder, challenged by newer studies that showed an increasing plurality in darker sexual fantasies and preferences.

As much as Lexi preferred the kinky side, I worried that it might become something she would start to obsess over. Jeremiah’s clumsy first uses of his power might require additional adjustments if she became overwhelmed in her pursuit. Carmen’s experience in sexual play added a different voice to my concerns. She knew people in BDSM relationships, she had experienced firsthand, and she was well adjusted in her mind regarding this need.

“It’s a natural order, Alyssa.” Carmen explained, softening her tone, “Lexi and I were made to serve. You three were made to lead.” Carmen said softly, searching my eyes as I got lost in my thoughts. “You will see it if you look.”

“I trust you, Carmen,” I said, “I’d never given it much thought. You are a steady presence in our family. I listen to you and value your views.”

If I had been wearing my glasses, I’d have pushed them up my nose. Carmen saw through my words and licked my cheek, then kissed it.

“Thank you, Doctor,” she said with a tease in her voice, dropping the timbre to mimic Jeremiah’s voice.

She strode out of the shower and into her closet, still damp from the daily ritual. I slipped into my closet and picked out a comfortable sundress and sandals. If Kelly had her way, which she often did, we’d be trying on dresses all day. Carmen waltzed out of her closet, her t-shirt stretched across her bosom and naked below the waist.

“Um, pants, Carmen,” I said with a snicker, “you forgot pants.”

She snorted and tossed her duffle bag of sex toys on the bed, then bending over, she dug through the collection and pulled out two rubber plugs.

“I need a favor,” she said, tossing one in my direction, digging back through the bag, and finding a tub of lube.

I instinctively caught the plug and looked at it. It was molded from heavy rubber and weighted near its base. The base was broad, then narrowed to a thin section, then bloomed into the shape of a cone.

“Um, sure…” I said, walking in her direction.

She held out the lube and then turned and put her hands on the mattress, pushing her firm, round ass in my direction.

“Put some of that on the pointy end,” she said, pointing at the tube, then the plug in my hand, “And then press it in here,” she pulled one of her ass cheeks open and pointed at her sphincter.

“Oh!” I said, understanding, “I read about this. You want me to insert this butt plug through your sphincter, keeping it stimulated. Such stimulation keeps the submissive’s thoughts centered on her place in the relationship.”

Carmen shook her head with a grin.

“Or, you could just stuff your slut’s ass,” she said, teasing me.

She leaned forward, her chest compressing as she leaned into the mattress. Her arms reached back and spread her firm ass cheeks apart, giving me a clear view of the target area. I applied a good dollop of the lube, which seemed excessively cold. I spread it over the tip and the cone, letting my fingers warm the slick jelly. I pointed the tip into the center of Carmen’s muscle and pressed steadily.

Carmen let out an indulgent moan as I watched her ring muscle open, the plug plunging into her tight opening. The plug wasn’t huge, but it took a firm press to slide into her anus fully. When her sphincter surrounded the base of the cone, her muscles contracted along the bottom, sealing the plug in place and leaving a black knob. She groaned and purred into the mattress as she let go of her ass and slowly rose. The black knob was only slightly showing as she stood and searched for some jeans.

“Won’t that be uncomfortable?” I asked curiously.

“That’s the point,” Carmen said, “I don’t care how much it hurts. If I’m going to make Lexi wear one all day, I’m going to wear one too.”

“I think thee doth protest too much,” I said with a smile, heading upstairs to meet Kelly.

“I’m not protesting at all!!” Carmen called after me.

Kelly was waiting for me at the top of the stairs.

“What is Carmen protesting?” she asked innocently.

“Nothing, it’s just Carmen,” I said, smiling, “Are you ready?”

“Yes!” She smiled excitedly, “I know I just saw her last night, but I miss my Mommy.”

“Mommy?” I laughed, “Kelly, you’re almost 19!”

Kelly blushed and cracked a big grin at me but stayed silent.

We got in, and she turned on the radio and started singing to a tune. She drove fast, comfortable behind the wheel, and started towards the interstate. Her mother’s house was about 90 minutes away, and her bubbly personality made the trip go by fast.

Kelly was a joy to be with, even if she was a sex demon. I could understand why Carmen could never stay mad at her. She had a natural charm to go along with her natural beauty. To add supernatural allure to the combination seemed unfair to plain girls like me. Kelly never flaunted it the way some girls often do. She included me in her thoughts, talking about weddings and music. She didn’t slip back into thinking about the effects of her powers this morning. Unlike Jeremiah, she didn’t obsess over things that had already happened.

Time flew, and before I realized it, she was turning into her parent’s driveway and bouncing out of the car to hug her mother, who had appeared at the door as soon as we drove up.

“Hello, Alyssa,” Betsy said, brushing my cheek with a kiss as we hugged.

Betsy was dressed flawlessly, her makeup understated but perfectly applied. I could see where Kelly had gotten her beauty from. The professional business suit, cut to show off her legs, and a blouse plunged to the top of her cleavage, showing off an odd brown stoned pendant that hung right at the top of her décolletage.

“I’m so glad you came,” she said warmly, squeezing my hand until I lifted my eyes to hers. Did she realize I was checking her out? I wondered as I tried to discern her gaze.

“I’m happy to spend time with Kelly,” I said truthfully. “Getting to know you better is also high on my to-do list. I never knew my mother well, and well you….”

“Yes,” she smiled brightly, “I want to learn more about one of the women that stole my daughter’s heart!”

Her words were a bit confusing, mixed with her bright smile. Did she know we were lovers, as well as sisters? I didn’t know much about the fundamentalist cult of her mother or formal plural marriage vows. I was pretty sure that female-female sex was still taboo. I tried to scan her thoughts. I allowed the slip because it was necessary, but I didn’t want to become dependent on my powers to read people.

Her thoughts were blank, absent. I could read nothing from her. I was confused; I was sure I was able to last night, helping Jeremiah heal their turmoil over Kelly’s two shocking revelations. She smiled enigmatically as my face shifted from confusion to concentration.

“Let’s get inside,” she said, slipping her arm inside the crook of my elbow. “I want to show Kelly some ideas for the wedding, and you have a box of my mother’s things to look through.”

Kelly slipped from her mother’s grasp and hurried towards the living room, sitting down with a squeal as she opened up the binder her mother had left there. It was a vast 3-ring binder with clippings and pages from magazines glued to various pages. I thought that someone would certainly write a computer program to simplify such things. Kelly didn’t mind the mess and was instantly captivated.

Betsy pulled me down the hall into her study, where she pointed to a low sofa and a box full of diaries, about twelve in all. The box also had photo albums, magazines, maps, and other keepsakes from a bygone era.

“Her diaries start up in the mid-sixties,” Betsy said. “She’d escaped the cult about ten years earlier. The stories are a bit hard to believe. I’m not even sure if I believe every word. My mother had a constant weariness to her—as if demons beset her.”

Betsy paused, looking at the books, letting that word linger in the air, before turning back to look up at me.

“I couldn’t make sense of them,” she smiled. “Perhaps you’ll have better luck.”

She turned back to the living room, then turned and looked me square in the eye.

“You’re welcome here, Alyssa,” she said softly, “I think you will help Kelly as she grows up and becomes a mother.”

With that, she left, and I sat down and read the first of the diaries. The pages were well preserved, the handwriting a bit rudimentary but very strict. A hand that someone learned in school but never developed their personal touch. I scanned through a few pages, then a few other random books. The books were filled, and the handwriting developed a style as the years passed. Though the final books were rougher, her hand started to tremble with age or illness. I whistled to myself; what a treasure to have such a rich thought history of a loved one.

DISTANT PAST - DEBORAH - DIARY ENTRY


I suppose I should write these things down. To purge my sins and my guilt over what I have done. I have no regrets, though I know taking a life is wrong. I have questioned if the lives I took were genuinely human. Looking back, perhaps they were as corrupt as I, or maybe more so.



If I accept what I am, who they say I am, I am already damned. If I dwell on my actions, I’m doubly damned. So I can only look to the light and hope by writing down my sins; I can purge them and somehow be happy. Live my life for me and not for any man. Teach my daughter, and hope her fate is better than mine.



So—The beginning. The awakening, my coming of age, and my horrible sin.



I need to explain first what surrounded me. The order had changed after the war. When peace had come, I was a young girl, not quite a teen. But I knew enough that our soldiers had left and died on the beaches in the Pacific, the deserts of Africa, or the cities in Europe. Our small community had a dozen widows and twice as many fatherless children.



My father had been too old to fight. He was a bitter old man twice my mother’s age. She was his second wife, his first dying of influenza in the early thirties. She doted on my father as if he could do no wrong. I was their first child, a female. His shame of me only grew worse as I grew older. Why wasn’t I a male? He had no heir. I was his last and only child.



His hate for me simmered as the war drew to a close. Twelve windows meant twelve husbandless wives. Few of the collected elders were decent, but most were corrupt. The corrupt, of course, took advantage of the worthy, and a proclamation was made. Widows could be remarried. Plural marriages were legal. The sect had always accepted plural marriages as a word of revelation from their so-called God. But this was different. No discernment, no word of knowledge. The twelve widows were allotted to the heads of the lines, and that was that.



Since he was advanced, my father took one of the older widows and her young infant son, Jediah. His third wife was a third of his age, ten years younger than my mother. She took my mother’s place in his bedroom, and my mother was put out, sharing a room with me. She never complained; her dedication to that old fool was steadfast. However, no seed was planted in the new fertile soil, and soon my father’s wrath was again felt by my backside.



I took his hatred in stride. Part of me thought I deserved it, not being male. As I grew into puberty, I blossomed. My appearance became more comely, my breasts grew, and my waist shrunk. My eyes and smile could make even the sternest of men smile. My father’s hatred dried up when I looked at him and smiled. He was shocked and talked with the other elders.



His line of Baraqiel (his temple name, no one used it in public to keep the true origin of our lines obscured) had primarily been associated with the muscle of the sect. They were powerful men, used to getting their way and, if not forcing their way. My father’s treatment of me before I grew into womanhood is a testament to that.



But the lore of the Baraquiel line is that ancient females of the line were powerful seductresses. The elders started to call me ‘little succubi,’ which I didn’t understand at the time.



The elders confirmed that I had the true blood of the Baraqiel, and I would have an old-school ordination as the Baraqiel priestess at the peak of my maturity. I wouldn’t be given to a husband at my ripe age.



As I grew, I saw the corruption of the elders. Their women they treated as chattel. They only sought more power and dominion over the decent and devout men of the sect.



As I began to understand what was expected of me at my ordination. I started making my plans. They didn’t know of my plans. I kept the thoughts sequestered in my head. I began to understand what succubi meant and waited, biding my time for that day to approach.


PAST - ALYSSA

I closed the book, looking for a scrap of paper to hold my place, the pages too precious to dog-ear. I found a photo in the box of a beautiful blonde woman in the mid-60s, seeming about mid-thirties in age, with a voluptuous body with the familiar allure of Kelly and Betsy. I used the photo to save my place and wandered back towards the living room.

The morning’s activities still had me aroused. Deborah’s journal confirmed our theories of her power. I related Kelly’s awakening powers to Deborah’s, then blended into thinking of Jeremiah’s. I grinned wickedly at the thought of him with Carmen and Lexi. I wondered how rough Jeremiah would be dealing with their needs. I focused on him for a moment, and with a jolt sudden feeling of lust washed through my flesh. Flicking between my distant lover’s thoughts, I inhaled slowly. I felt a dark power well up, almost feeding on their lust. My nipples hardened in need, and I felt my insides melt.

I blinked and returned my focus to my location. I saw Kelly there sitting beside her mother. My dark thoughts and lust felt different. I wanted to taste something different. I felt it would be exquisite.

“They are both succubi,” I thought to myself.

I pushed a thought, a strong suggestion towards Kelly — ‘seduce your mother.’

Kelly’s back stiffened as she received my telepathic message, and with a nod of acceptance, she inhaled slowly. Then I lost my breath as she pushed her powers out hard, her body pulsing, a light with an inner fire, her flesh glowing. I was awestruck, and my cunt instantly leaked. I looked towards her mother, a feral grin of lust crossed my features. I felt a dark desire overwhelm me; I wanted to possess her and feed from her emotions.

Betsy sat unaffected by Kelly’s glowing aura of sexual energy, and, sensing my look, she turned and saw me, her face darkening in a frown and an odd recognition.

She turned back to look at her daughter, breathing heavily as my suggestion had kicked off some hidden taboo, a secret desire. Kelly was ramping up the arousal in the room, leaning closer to her mother. I could almost taste the arousal billowing from Kelly’s frame like a solar flare. I licked my lips, anticipating more. As I approached the pair, I gathered my skirt in my hands to pull it over my head.

Betsy still sat calmly and reached gently to grip Kelly’s arm.

“Kelly, stop that right now….”

Betsy’s touch doused the flame as quickly as Kelly’s power bloomed. Kelly slumped back, powerless as her mother held her arm. She looked at her daughter with concern, then turned to me, her eyebrow raised, and nodded. I almost screeched in pain as the sexual energy was sucked out of the room. The absence was palpable, and my hands opened, letting my skirt fall back. I looked at Betsy feeling a mixture of frustration, confusion, and a dark need I’d never felt before.

“Alyssa,” she said quietly, “Come here; we need to talk.”

I obeyed instantly, which only added to my confusion. I stepped around the sofa and sat down. Feelings of guilt, shame, arousal, hunger, need, and anger clouded my thoughts. Sitting next to Betsy, a semblance of clarity returned, and I reviewed my actions. I couldn’t understand what had prompted me to push that thought to Kelly. I knew I’d felt Jeremiah’s lust from a distance, but the idea was unlike me. It felt foreign, evil, and dark like something had infected me.

“I’m so sorry, Betsy,” I said, lifting my eyes to her, “I don’t know what came over me.”

“I do,” she said and reached out her hand to grab mine.

I felt a soothing ripple shoot from her being, not from her hand but the center of her body. I looked down, and the plain brownstone was glowing with a web of golden tendrils. I felt its power purge my soul of the infectious, evil thoughts. I quieted again and looked up at her, speechless.

“We are all fallen,” Betsy said, taking a deep breath, “Did you not think my mother would have taught me to protect myself?”

“Protect from who?” I asked, confused, “I don’t understand.”

“The dark ones, the spirits, the craven,” Betsy said, using words that surprised me, given her whole persona was a typical powerful white female executive.

“Are we of that lineage?” I asked, starting to understand, maybe.

“Baraqiel is my line,” Betsy said, shaking her slowly, and then nodded to Kelly, “Our line, we are the last two that I know of. But we are not spirits. We are daughters of the Grigori, the Watchers, fallen angels, and halflings. Dark spirits, like you, just felt, can take no form; they can only influence flesh with emotions, trying to influence the wills of mortals or even halflings—drawing them into the darkness.”

She closed her eyes, and the glow in the amulet faded, and when she looked up again, she smiled at me like everything was normal.

“That is if you believe all the ancient mumbo-jumbo.”

I sat for a moment, stunned. The dark thoughts had fed off my emotional state and influenced my action perversely. I rubbed a hand to my temple as my thoughts and emotions returned to normal, soothing a dull throbbing in my head. I looked back up at Betsy, her eyes full of concern, but calm, as she waited for me to respond.

“With what I’ve seen the past few months,” I said, “I don’t know what to believe. I’m not religious; I don’t believe in a god other than the universe we’ve come from.”

“Of course, there is a God,” Betsy said, “but you’ll come to your understanding in time. My mother was sure that God hated her, hated beings like her. With her father and the cultic teachings of the Priesthood, it would be a surprise if she didn’t feel that way.”

Kelly blinked, listening attentively to her mother, but confusion rolled her eyes as she heard her mother speak.

“Kelly, you’ve obviously been using your power,” she said, trying to help her understand. “I have the same power, though I have only used it sparingly. My mother taught me from an early age. She protected me from the evil of the Priesthood and the dark spirits that had corrupted their leaders. It cost her deeply, maybe even her soul.”

Betsy quieted and lifted her eyes briefly before lowering to look back at me.

“My mother trained me not to use it for selfish reasons. Truthfully, aside from using my aura to train myself on how to use it, I have found no reason to use my powers. Bob loves me for who I am, not because of the power I possess.”

Kelly and I nodded to indicate we’d heard her and understood her. Then Kelly flushed as a blush of shame and guilt crossed her features, and she leaned in and hugged her mother tightly.

“Kelly,” Betsy said with a smile, “do not be ashamed. Please, dear, it is who you are. It is part of you. I only want you to understand it and use it well.”

Kelly nodded but leaned into her mother, crying quietly. I reached and touched the back of Kelly’s head lightly. The touch was like a light turning on. I could sense her emotions and fear as she started to understand how her power had bloomed. She thought of Jeremiah, and their first time, how she had felt. How his power had triggered her own, and both together had influenced Lexi and Carmen. She couldn’t express her feelings, but I could sense her turmoil and pushed some calming thoughts in her direction.

“Alyssa, how do you understand your power?” Betsy asked, shifting her attention to me as she consoled her daughter.

“I can read thoughts. I can push suggestions.” I said confidently, “The better my connection, the easier it is to suggest and the stronger the suggestion. I’m afraid Kelly has been one of my test subjects. Well, all of us, Jeremiah and I, communicate through thoughts regularly. I can also read and influence Lexi and Carmen.”

“Only sexually?” Betsy asked, and I quickly drew back, feeling like it was an accusation.

“Oh, stop, dear,” Betsy said, squeezing my hand, “we’re all adults here. I love sex, and after Jeremiah’s adjustments, I’ve been able to use my powers a tiny bit to draw Bob closer to me. I only asked to see if you’d expanded testing into other areas.”

“Well, I haven’t had much opportunity for controlled testing, but I’ve sent mundane thoughts and suggestions to them, and they’ve always responded,” I said, thinking the best way to test was scientific experiments. I was confused by her mentioning Jeremiah’s adjustments. I kept chewing on that thought as she continued her questioning.

“Do you know your line?” Betsy asked, “ I saw your face flash in recognition of Baraqiel.”

“Penemue,” I said, “and Jeremiah is a Yeqon.”

“Of course,” Betsy said, “I knew that of Jeremiah. He has his grandfather’s power, but not his evil thoughts.”

“You knew his grandfather?” I asked, taken aback by her familiarity.

“Me? no… My mother knew his wickedness well. It’s documented in her diaries.” Betsy explained, then drifted into deeper thought.

“Be careful what you share with Jeremiah. There are some very dark tales there. He needs to know them, but with care. His father, it seems, broke the corrupt cycle his grandfather embraced.”

“Wait,” I said, finally collecting my thoughts about Jeremiah’s first meeting with Betsy and Bob, “This amulet you’re wearing protects you?”

Betsy nodded, “Yes, but it also limits my power. No power, angelic, spirit, or halfling, can affect me or what I am touching. However, I can’t project or use my powers while I wear it. So it’s helpful. I often wear it when I want to be sure the dark spirits won’t tempt me.”

“Why didn’t you wear it when you first met us?” I asked, “I’m sure, with your knowledge of … all of this … you suspected that Kelly had changed. Her life shifted so abruptly.”

“I had it with me, in my purse.” Betsy said, then sighed, “I wanted to trust my daughter. I didn’t want her to be corrupted. But I had a feeling when she had resumed her morning calls that whoever had influenced her wasn’t like the Priesthood. I had been worried the Priesthood had found her and enslaved her. However, she kept talking about this Jeremiah after she’d regained contact with me. I didn’t know who or what Jeremiah was, but I knew he wasn’t Priesthood. I hoped that he could change me. I wanted him to fix me.”

“Fix you how?” I asked; honestly, I was missing something.

“My mother’s hatred of everything that came with being a halfling. Her rejection of her powers. She used them to escape the darkness, but … ” Betsy stalled, as if unwilling to explain more about her mother.

Finally, after a long pause, she explained.

“She was bitter, angry, and spiteful, especially when younger. She taught me to hate, fight, and always be on guard. Living in constant fear is tiring, and I didn’t want to fight or hate my daughter. Surrender was the only way through…” Deborah said, looking at me confidently, “and I decided to surrender to Jeremiah.”

“And last night….” I asked, leading her to continue.

“Jeremiah is a special boy,” she stated with confidence and quiet respect, “He treated Bob and me so well that first night. I had so much hatred in me that Bob… Without Kelly near us, Bob was pulling away from me. Jeremiah recognized my struggle and smoothed it out. He let me feel love and love again. For that, I trusted him a second time.”

“So you knew all along,” I said quietly.

“No,” Betsy said, “Not the details, not about the pregnancy, not the union of you five. That I understood better last night. I wouldn’t have wished it for my baby girl,”

She struggled for a moment, then hugged Kelly tightly, rubbing her back.

“But I know my girl is powerful, and I know she’ll be a great wife, sister, and mother.”

“I want you to know,” I said, feeling like I needed to confirm her feelings, “Jeremiah is the most caring man I’ve ever met. He made a mistake out of ignorance. He didn’t know his powers existed. He never knew his father. Once he realized what he’d done, he was tortured by guilt. He was determined to make things right.”

“How did you come to know Jeremiah?” she asked, wanting to know more.

“We’d been friends since freshmen year,” I answered,” He knew I was a lesbian, and it didn’t scare him away. He was always a loyal friend. I hated to see him feel so guilty about what he had done to Kelly and Lexi.”

“What did he do exactly?” Betsy asked curiously.

I stiffened, unsure if I should tell her the whole story, and she saw my feelings.

“It’s done, Alyssa. I accept that Kelly, as much as she is still the daughter I raised. She is not the same girl that left for college last fall. I’m sure college changed you too.”

I nodded and looked at Kelly, checking if she was okay with me telling her story. She nodded and rested against her mother’s side. I looked back at Betsy and took in a deep breath.

“When they first met, he lowered her morality curve and limited her self-control. She sought satisfaction in anything pleasurable.” I said, trying to coach my terms in clinical terms, not wanting to say anything derogatory of Betsy’s daughter.

“He made them into sluts.” Betsy said.

“Yeah,” I replied, “well, I don’t think that was his intention. I think he was drunk, a bit horny, and Kelly was available. He wanted to console her. She was sad.”

“I didn’t like him at first,” Kelly said quietly, “He seemed like any other college jerk, and I had just broken up with my boyfriend…Carl, …” Kelly shook her head as if casting off a bad thought.

“But after we kissed, I felt an instant attachment to Jeremiah. Then this glow erupted out of me, and … well… we had sex.”

“You awakened,” Betsy said softly, rubbing her daughter’s shoulder. “I should have told you, so at least you’d know what it was. I was hoping that you wouldn’t be like me. I hoped you could be just normal.”

We ended up telling the whole tale, Kelly unabashedly telling her mother of her first time with Jeremiah and how they both seduced Lexi and Carmen. Kelly described how she felt hungry for sex and more sex. I explained what Jeremiah had told me, how he understood their morality curves, and how he changed them. I explained our tests to discover how his power worked and how Jeremiah fixed me, enabling me to love him fully. We switched back and forth, telling about our meeting at the hotel to fix Kelly and Lexi. How Carmen helped care for them. How Jeremiah healed Carmen’s heart. How we found our connection. Everything. To Betsy’s credit, she took it all in stride.

“It could have been much worse,” Betsy said, “Jeremiah was reckless, but his heart was in the right place.”

“Momma,” Kelly said, “I’m worried about my friend Jenn.”

“Oh, why?” Betsy asked.

“Well, one day, while Carmen was in class, Jenn stopped by for a visit. Lexi and I seduced her, and … “ Kelly confessed.

“She had too much?” Betsy asked.

‘Yes,” Kelly nodded, “Carmen came back and had to drag us away from her. She was limp, unconscious. I didn’t know about my powers, then… did I? Well, this morning, Oh Mommy, I’m scared.”

While Betsy quieted and comforted her daughter, I explained what happened this morning and what I knew of Jenn’s situation.

“It sounds like it might have been your influence.” Betsy said, “It’s mostly harmless in short doses, overwhelms the nervous system with serotonin. Most people find it incredibly pleasurable, with no long-term effects. How has she been since then?”

“That’s the thing,” Kelly said, wiping a tear, “In the excitement of moving, I didn’t see her again before we left. Her emails sound different. She talks about sex all the time. She says she found a boyfriend and talks about moving with him to Nevada. It just doesn’t sound like her.”

“Oh dear, it sounds like she’s addicted.” Betsy paled, “This talk of a new boyfriend and northern Nevada… that sounds like old school Priesthood influence. Does she have family close?”

“No, she’s an orphan, like Lexi,” Kelly said, suddenly more concerned for her friend.

Betsy’s face darkened with concern.

“You need to get to her as quickly as you can,” Betsy said, “Jeremiah can fix her, and Alyssa can help. But, it might already be too late.”

“Well, Jeremiah is buying the RV today,” I said. “We should be able to leave soon; we can stop by the school on the way to Montana.”

“She can’t leave until after the summer semester,” Kelly said, “but she sounds like she’s mostly blowing off the classes she’s taking.” Kelly started biting the tips of her fingers under the nails, and I pushed a thought for her to stop. She did and just leaned into her mother.

“It will be all right, sweetheart,” Betsy crooned.

We all sat silently, allowing Kelly to work through her feelings and sadness. Betsy finally shifted and rose, walking out of the room.

“Kelly,” she said, coming back in, “Would you do me the honor of wearing my wedding dress when you marry Jeremiah?”

She held a Bohemian-style dress from the early seventies with embroidered detail along the skirt and train. The top was similar to a shoulder-less halter and heavily embroidered. The bodice was stunning as the beading drew the eyes to the narrow waist. There were layers of tulle & a net underskirt which made it look fuller. Kelly marveled, standing up, putting it to her chest, and modeling it.

“Oh, mother, of course,” she cried, “It’s perfect! Thank you!”

Kelly started to go into the back room and try on the dress when Betsy took her arm, “Dear, let Alyssa try on the dress.”

“What, why me?” I asked, standing tentatively, confused because my thin frame differed from Kelly’s curvy body.

“So Kelly can see what it looks like on her, of course,” Betsy said, holding the dress out to me.

“This is weird,” I thought as Kelly looked on wide-eyed. I decided to go along with what Betsy wanted and plastered a smile on my face.

“Okay…”

I grabbed the dress and went into the study, where I was reading the diaries, shutting the door behind me. I looked at the dress; it was in excellent condition for its age. The beading was precise, and I carefully laid it on top of the box of books. I gathered the skirt of my dress and pulled it up over my shoulders, laying it next to the books. Standing in my bra and panties, I lifted the dress and pulled it over my thin frame. It didn’t fit. I was too slim compared to Kelly’s more generous curves. My smaller breasts left the bodice gaping, almost falling if I didn’t hold it up with my hands.

I sighed, frustrated; the whole thing made me feel undesirable. My coltish frame was better suited behind a library desk or in a lab. “Me, in a wedding dress?” I thought, shaking my head. Well, that was one reason I gave Jeremiah his ring back. I never liked being the center of attention and was self-conscious about my body. I could never pull off such a role as a blushing bride. It was better than Kelly would be marrying Jeremiah; she would make the better-looking bride.

Feeling self-conscious and defeated, I walked back into the room. Betsy saw me, lifted the brown stone pendant from her neck, and placed it on the coffee table. I looked at her curiously, not sure what to expect anymore.

“Oh, that is perfect,” Betsy said as I pulled at the gaping bodice; confusion welled at me at her words. Perfect was not a word I was expecting from anyone.

“Now, Alyssa, I want you to look at Kelly,” Betsy said, taking my hand.

Kelly stood up with the same quizzical look I’m sure my face was showing. She faced me and looked at me. Her eyes betrayed what I already knew. The dress looked horrible on me. I sighed and looked over at Betsy.

“Wouldn’t it be better if Kelly wore this and looked in a mirror?” I asked as I felt Betsy’s hand start to glow.

“Just a little bit of power, just to jump-start you,” Betsy said ominously, then continued in a low even tone, “I want you to look at Kelly, and like you pushed your thoughts earlier towards her, pull her appearance into you.”

I did a double-take from looking at Kelly to Betsy.

“What?” I asked, shifting my eyes between the pair.

“You are Penemue; beyond what you’ve discovered, your line has other abilities,” Betsy explained, “At least I think it does. You’re the first halfling I’ve known besides mother. Try to pull Kelly’s appearance into you.”

I looked back at Kelly and took a moment to admire her lovely figure, full breasts, slim waist, trim abdomen, and long legs… I tugged at them, using a bit of the power that Betsy fed me, then feeling my power pulse, I inhaled deeply.

Suddenly my view shifted; Kelly and Betsy grew taller and grew fuzzy. I noticed the dress tightening around my breasts as Kelly’s eyes widened. She stared, and I didn’t know what the matter was. I whipped my head to look behind me and noticed a halo of blonde hair flowing past my eyes. I dropped my gaze, and my arms were blurry, and the dress was blurry. I looked up and squinted as I looked at blurry Betsy and back to blurry Kelly.

“Oh,” Betsy said, “this might help.”

She reached up and took off my glasses.

Things snapped into focus, and I saw Kelly smiling in amazement. I looked down, and my skin had a bronze tone; my fingers and hands were shapely. My breasts spilled out perfectly from the gown’s bodice, and it suddenly fit snugly, … no… perfectly.

“Breath, dear,” Betsy said.

I hadn’t realized I was holding my breath, and I exhaled, expecting everything to shift back. I realized I was looking eye to eye with Kelly instead of being a few inches taller. I lifted my suddenly perfect hand to my hair and tugged a blonde lock in front of my eyes. I startled, dropped it, and then raised both hands to cup my suddenly full breasts.

“What…?” I heard Kelly’s voice say.

I was speechless; why had Kelly read my thoughts and spoken what I was thinking? I hurried down to the bathroom. I turned on the light and leaned on the counter, staring into the mirror at… Kelly.

“The fuck!?” Kelly’s voice came out as I moved my lips, her lips.

I walked back out and looked at Kelly and her mother as she watched me.

“I thought you could,” Betsy said, “but seeing it is more amazing than reading about it.”

“I did this?” I asked again, hearing Kelly say the words, but her mouth was closed.

Betsy nodded, “You can take on any body shape you see and hold that form indefinitely.”

“Can I change back to me?” I said, panicked in Kelly’s soprano, “I like me….”

“Push yourself back out,” Betsy said, holding my hand.

I thought, pushed, exhaled, and felt the dress deflate as the ground fell away. The room was blurry again, but a more familiar blur matched the world when I took off my glasses. I looked at Betsy and pulled, inhaling, and suddenly the dress fit again, only differently.

“Oh dear,” Betsy said as if seeing a reflection of herself in her old wedding dress, “it still fits!”

“Shiit…”. I breathed, looking at her response—the word sounding even more profane in her cultured tone expelling from my lips.

I pushed and exhaled and then looked back at Kelly and pulled, inhaling. Kelly started laughing as my body felt like it went through a roller coaster of elevation at the quick changes I’d made. Then Kelly leaned into me and hugged me.

“Oh, Alyssa,” she said, “it is amazing, you… are me.”

“Well, no,” I said, in her voice, “I’m still me, only looking like you. Well, and talking like you.”

I pushed back from her with a smile, accepting what I’d thought was impossible. I turned around and modeled the dress. The twirl was executed better in my head; I stumbled a bit, and my center of gravity had shifted, but I made it, then struck a pose.

“How do I look as a bride?” I asked with a cute Kelly-sounding giggle.

“I look beautiful,” Kelly said using her mouth, “and you are beautiful too!! The real you, I mean.”

Suddenly I had to know. I pushed out, snapping back into Aly-form. I tugged the dress carefully off me, then pulled off my bra and pulled down my panties.

“I’m not sure that’s necessary,” Betsy said.

“We’re all adults here,” I said with a smile, looking at Kelly and pulling her form onto mine.

I looked at Kelly as she smiled, “Perfect!”

I lifted my hands and felt my breasts; the nipples were Kelly’s. I was familiar with suckling them, and touching them sent a jolt of arousal. I lowered my hand and ducked my head, combing my perfect fingers through my soft blonde muff. A touch sent a shiver through my nerves.

Naked and aroused, I looked at Betsy, “Do I have her powers too?”

“No dear,” she said, deadpan, as I touched myself intimately, “just her nervous system.”

I was suddenly a bit more jealous of Kelly, as I felt how her body responded to stimulus. Kelly’s power started to pulse as she watched me. Betsy reached and grabbed her pendant, then held Kelly’s hand.

“We don’t need to let this get out of control.” Betsy said with a smile, “You two have plenty of time to experiment when I’m not present.”

I expected to snap back into my normal form when Betsy put the pendant back on.

“Why am I still here?” I asked, “I thought touching the stone would stop our powers.”

“It’s a Baraqiel stone,” Betsy said, “It only limits our powers, not yours.”

I tried to assume Becky’s form, forgetting that I was naked but wanting to test. I couldn’t change; her body was unavailable to me. I exhaled and pushed my own body back. I tried to shift back to Kelly, but I couldn’t access her form with Betsy holding her hand. Betsy handed back my glasses, and I slipped them back over my ears, pressing them up my nose.

“Fascinating,” I said, lowering down to pick up my panties and bra and redressing, “So it is keyed to your line’s powers. What about Jeremiah and I?”

“There are other stones,” Betsy said, “this one my mother ripped from the high priest’s breastplate right after she killed him.”

“What?” I said, stunned.

“It’s all in mother’s diaries,” Betsy said, “She told me it was cathartic to write down all her sins. I suggest you study them closely. Learn from her mistakes, and help my daughter and Jeremiah.”

She grabbed my hand in her free hand.

“You, Alyssa, can help them with your telepathy.” She looked back and forth between Kelly and me, “You each hold a key piece to the puzzle if you’re going to defeat the Priesthood….”

Suddenly I was afraid I didn’t sign up to be in a super-powered squad of half-angels. I didn’t want to fight evil spirits or demons. I felt incredibly over my head. I felt Betsy put her arms around me.

“I know it’s all overwhelming, dear,” Betsy said, “I’ve been troubled since we ate dinner at the restaurant the night we met.” She drew back, looking up slightly to capture my eyes, “It’s clear to me that there is something larger than all of us at work, even using our mistakes to bring you three, … no, the five of you together.”

“Lexi and Carmen aren’t like us,” I said, “nothing I’ve ever felt from them is like I feel from Jeremiah or Kelly.”

“That doesn’t mean they aren’t important,” she said, “They are part of you; you are all entwined and entangled. It’s more than just your physical attractions and connections. Your souls have meshed. You feel it; that pendant you all share tells me you already know that.”

“Mom’s right,” Kelly said, “I’ve felt that connection from the moment I met you, a harmony that feels … whole.”

I nodded and hugged them both, kissing their cheeks, “I never imagined anything like this….”

Betsy took the Baraqiel stone pendant and pushed it into Kelly’s hand, “This is yours now. It will protect any of you from angelic powers and ward off the dark spirits.” She looked at me as she spoke, “My mother’s diaries are dark. This can help you ward off their insidious lies. I wish I has a stone for each of you; I fear you’ll need it.”

I understood with her words and feeling her thoughts that we’d finished the explorations of our powers. Mother and daughter held hands and returned to their sofa. I returned to the study to retrieve my skirt, pulling it over my familiar form. Smiling as I realized that Kelly was right; I was beautiful, just different from her beauty. My flesh shone, a different light than Kelly’s, but it seemed more radiant. I shook my head and walked back to join the girls.

We discussed more details, planned a wedding event schedule, and discussed the Bed & Breakfast remodel. Things shifted to normal as I filed the incredible events of the day into the back of my mind. As we left with Betsy going to meet Bob for dinner and Kelly and I to return home, I carried the box of Deborah’s memories to Kelly’s car, settling it into the trunk. I slipped into the passenger seat and looked over at Kelly as Betsy’s car backed out of the driveway.

“Ready to go home?” I asked, pulling her image onto my body, the seat belt tightening around my bosom; I could feel my breasts pillow against the thin material of my too-tight dress over Kelly’s form.

Kelly laughed as she looked at me, my dress tight against her full breasts, “Yes, though you look better as you in that dress.”

I pushed myself back out and giggled. Kelly turned on the radio, and we headed back home. She paused a felt in her purse, pulled out the brownstone pendant, and put it around her neck.

“I think I’d better be a bit safe,” She smiled, “seeing myself on you is fucking hot.

The road home was attractive. Still surprised by the other facet of my powers, I wanted to experiment. While Kelly drove and sang, I watched the passengers in other cars. I slipped through a series of different shapes and sizes, making sure their sizes were close to my proportions. I knew Kelly didn’t want to see a fat trucker wearing my slim dress.

She laughed as I flipped my shape, shrinking into a young teenage girl, then her slightly older and more muscular brother. My voice and feelings shifted as I assumed different forms. The young mother felt bone tired as she tried to console her crying baby; I felt like I just wanted to sleep. My joints ached as I tried on the grandmother, kindly reminding her husband to stay in his lane. I felt her tremor of panic as his car slid closer to ours.

The darkness concealed my fun; the only illumination of the dashboard lights made it impossible to see my body change in the flashes of time the other cars were beside us. Kelly was my only audience, and she would laugh or groan. The only limit to my powers was the outfit I wore; I wondered if I could pull that over me too. I practiced with a young college-aged boy in jeans and a plaid button-up. Kelly flinched as it wasn’t a new shape in my dress but a different person.

“Aly?” she asked the young man.

“Yep,” he said in a deeper voice, then giggled, which sounded weird in a deep baritone.

I switched back, half expecting to be naked, but my dress was exactly like I left it. It was like I pulled on two forms over myself and what I was wearing. But size wasn’t a problem. That fat trucker filled Kelly’s passenger seat, shifting the chassis as his bulk weighed it down. The thin waif waitress driving home in her polyester uniform reminded me why I liked natural fibers.

I grew bored about ten miles from home and stayed in my form for the home stretch.

“Worn out?” Kelly asked.

“Not really,” I said, “It doesn’t drain me; the opposite; I feel charged.”

“Same with me,” she said, “When I project—glow, the buzz stays with me, I feel energized and powerful. I wish there were more than a sex demon. Don’t get me wrong; it is great but limited use as a superpower.”

“You know what a sucky superpower is?” I asked, “Super flatulence.”

“Gross!” Kelly laughed, and the mood lightened.

She pulled into the driveway and stopped the car, “How should we tell them,” Kelly asked me.

I knew from practice I could use Kelly’s form from previously in the day, but not her current shape because she wore the stone. I shifted from trying on her mother’s dress, then pulled her everyday outfit over the top of that. Now we looked like twins.

“I think we should just show them,” her voice replied from my lips

“Your evil,” Kelly smiled, getting out of the car.

“Fallen angels are misunderstood,” I said with her lilt in my voice, slipping out and joining arms as we entered the front door.

I probably should have scanned the house first.

PAST - JEREMIAH

Carmen and Lexi returned from the sex shop with two bags of things, slipping into the car with mischievous grins, “Take us home, Master!” they exclaimed in unison.

I pulled out and headed back home, “Why do I think my hands will be full when I get home?” I asked.

“Just go, Master, please?” Carmen said, “You won’t be disappointed.”

The drive went quickly as my brain slipped through several possibilities. I wondered if I could even have a fourth erection, but the tightness in my jeans soon made that thought moot. I fell into the empty driveway, and the girls raced out of the car.

“Meet us in the living room, Master,” Carmen called as she entered the house.

I slipped inside the door and figured I would be overdressed if I remained clothed. Stripping down, I tossed my clothes in a pile by the door, noticing a stream of clothes lining the path to Kelly’s office. As I pulled on my stiffening erection, the door opened, and Lexi came out, naked. Except for the leather collar around her neck and two leather cuffs fastened around her wrists. Behind her, Carmen wore a matching choker, but Lexi’s lithe form masked her body.

Lexi walked towards me, knelt, and looked up at me, shifting her arms behind her back. My eyes watched her as she looked up at me and leaned closer, rubbing her cheek against my cock, her mouth opening and sucking in the head. I groaned at the feel of her warm wet mouth.

My eyes flicked back up to look at Carmen, and I did a double take; Carmen had grown a penis. No, it was a strap-on - a lifelike dildo hung between her legs; it was of a similar skin tone to her mocha flesh. She gripped the base and stroked it slowly, looking at Lexi sucking my cock with humid eyes.

“What’s that for?” I asked, my hand combing through Lexi’s hair and gripping a handful of her amber locks.

I tugged Lexi’s by her hair roughly into me until her nose was buried in my pubic hair. I could feel her moaning against my flesh and her purr of arousal at my control buzzing through her mind.

“That one,” Carmen said, pointing at Lexi, “Wants to be double penetrated… If you’ll allow it, Master.”

I groaned at the thought and looked at Carmen with a lustful glare. I held Lexi’s head still, rolled my hips slowly fucking her mouth, then pulled her head back, “Is that right, my slut? Maybe you should beg for it?”

She looked up at me, trembling with desire and pent-up lust, “Please, Master, fill both of my holes, fuck my cunt, fuck my ass… Use me for your pleasure, Master.”

Her pleading made my cock twitch in front of her, and her irises dilated at sight. Carmen walked up behind her and gripped her head, lowering her mouth to her sister’s panting lips, kissing her deeply, and then looking up at me as Lexi huffed below her.

“Master, I am at your disposal. Use me as you wish.” Carmen purred, her hand still stroking her cock, pressing it into her cunt and grinding her hand into her core.

I paused, then realizing they were patiently waiting for me to command them, I stepped back.

“On your back right here, right now, slut.” I said, looking at Carmen, and she slipped to her back, lying with her head towards the door, her breast full and enticing.

“Mount her slut,” I commanded Lexi, tugging her head and pushing her towards Carmen’s prone form.

Lexi crawled over to Carmen, her pale, freckled skin a striking contrast to Carmen’s browner flesh. Carmen held her strap-on dildo, stroking sexily. Lexi slid forward, spreading her thighs astride Carmen’s hips.

I knelt behind Lexi, kneeling between Carmen’s knees. I placed my hand under Lexi’s sex, pushing my fingers into her aroused flesh, feeling her copious arousal coat my fingers. My thumb tapped the base of the still present ass plug. I gripped my cock, and guided it into Lexi’s opening, feeling her heat, the feel of her tight pussy tighter from the rubber plug in her ass.

“Ohh.. fuck!” was all she could say as my hot cock slid into her cunt. I groaned as my thrust coated my cock with her slippery arousal. Spreading her cheeks apart, I gripped the plug’s base and slowly tugged, twisting back and forth to unseat the invading cone. She groaned and shifted her hips, chasing the pin as it slowly pulled from her ass.

“Hold still,” I said, swatting her ass hard enough to leave a reddening hand print.

The bite of pain in her buttocks only purged her, but she stilled her hips to my command. I kept my hips pressed, my rigid member deep in her cunt. I could feel the plug retract along my shaft until the base pulled free and the plug slid out. Her ass gaped open, inviting me to slide my thumb into her ass, saving my place.

I drew back my hips, drawing my cock free as my hand kept her hips steady, “Slide your cock in, now,” I commanded Carmen.

Carmen had been stroking her fake cock, grinding the base of the harness into her aroused flesh. She’d lifted her other arm to pull Lexi’s chest down, mashing their breasts together as I removed the plug. At my command, she slid her hand to the head of the rubber dildo and reached down to rub the tip along Lexi’s hot wet cunt. Finding the opening, she lifted her hips, and Lexi curled her hips down.

Lexi groaned as I watched the fake cock cleave into her crease until it was in her completely. She ground her hips to get as much in her as possible, the pressure causing Carmen to purr as she felt the base press into her sensitive sex. I stroked my cock, testing the lubrication of Lexi’s hyper-aroused fluids, then spat into my hand, spreading the slick saliva over my engorged crown. I pressed the now slick tip under my invading thumb, pulling it out as I pressed my hips forward and pushed the purple head of my cock into her tight asshole.

“Ohhh fuck… yes.. unghhh, fuck! MASTER, oh please yes…fill this slut’s ass…,” She groaned as my shaft disappeared slowly inside her ass.

Carmen started rolling her hips, and I felt her oddly firm rubber dong slide under my invading cock. The tightness of her passage was increased by the two invading shafts, one of hot flesh and one of cooler rubber. I groaned and reached forward, grabbing a handful of Lexi’s red mane and pulling her head back. I then started to fuck her ass with longer strokes, finding a beat that matched Carmen’s rolling thrusts.

“Oh fuck, so fucking tight.” I moaned, “You like getting your ass reamed, little slut?”

The door swung wide as Lexi cried in a deep moan of lust, “Yes! Master, fuck my ass!”

I froze as I saw Kelly standing beside …. Kelly and their eyes widened.

Lexi was pushing her hips back and froze at the odd sight of two blonde goddesses at our entry.

Carmen seeing the look on my face, craned her neck backward to see the upside image of two identical women mouth agape at our lustful tryst.

“The fuck?” Carmen said.

“Jeremiah!” cried the Kelly on the right, “What….”

She was scanning the scene, the black leather collars that Lexi and Carmen caught her gaze. Then her hand followed Lexi’s neck as her head was pulled back by my fistful of hair. She gasped slightly at the shock of our scene. Her emotions flicked between revulsion, surprise, disgust, and an odd flavor of arousal flavored with shame. I was momentarily confused as these emotions were something Kelly had never associated with sex.

Then the Kelly on the left smiled, turned to her twin, and lifted off an odd pendant, whose brownstone was glowing gold.

“We can take this off, I think,” Kelly said to Kelly, and suddenly the temperature of the room bloomed; the lust we’d felt just before the door opened doubled and kept rising. My hips drew back and slammed forward. Right-Kelly began to glow, and Left-Kelly dropped the pendant and then started undressing. Right-Kelly scrambled to disrobe faster than her twin.

I was caught in a mist of confusion only fueled by my accelerating lust.

PAST - KELLY

My thoughts were still swimming from the events of the day. The drive-up had been so fun. My mother’s house had been a mess of emotions and strangeness. I still was a bit unsettled that my mother had known about the potential for my newfound abilities and had stayed silent about that all my life. I never was allowed to touch my grandmother’s things. I had zero memories of my grandmother, save for some old photos. My life had been so twisted and canted in the last six months, sometimes, I was overcome by the joy of my four heart mates, and other times, a flash of confusion and dizziness as my mind tried to fit things into place.

The drive home had been strange. I loved being with Aly. We were both so comfortable with each other. She was naturally curious about her new shape-shifting ability and was like a child with a new toy. I had lost track of how many times she took a new form. At first, it was hilarious as each new form was slid inside her skirt. The different ways that looked made me giggle incessantly. Then it turned even more strange, as suddenly I was driving with brand new people beside me. The illusion of her shape-shifting was weird. It seemed even each person’s aroma arrived with the new forms. The big sweaty trucker’s smell almost had me rolling down the window.

So I was happy to be home, to drive up to my house, and be ready to get comfortable with my four hearts. I grabbed Alyssa’s arm, or was it my arm, and giggled as we walked to the door. The giggle even chimed a harmony as her laugh mingled with mine. Opening the door, our gasps at the scene in front of us were also a strange echo.

Lexi’s head was craned back, eyes wide, her mouth open, a thick black leather collar tight against her pale neck. She was moaning and crying about something that I didn’t understand. Jeremiah had just driven his hip forward, so her body almost jumped at us as the door opened. Jeremiah’s eyes, half-lidded with lust and aggression, opened wide as he caught sight of us. Carmen was busy sucking on Lexi’s firm nipple and was unaware until the pair above her went still. Then she craned her neck back and looked at us.

I felt an array of emotions; shock, disgust, curiosity, shame, and captivation. Should I look away? Should we go away? I felt almost numb, which was also strange. For the last few months, any sexual display, from a chaste kiss between two people to a lustful moan from one of my lovers, would have my brain buzzing with excitement.

Why was I feeling nothing as I watched, my loves frozen in a moment of lustful passion?

A moment of panic welled within me, then jealousy—so foreign as I was usually okay with my family sharing our passion for each other. Even Lexi’s new strange fascination with pain usually had my thoughts abuzz with sexual lust.

I felt nothing, and it worried me.

Then I saw myself, or Aly (still so strange!), lean over and lift my mother’s pendant from around my neck. As soon as the stone left my flesh, I started to glow as my power awakened. The stone’s glow darkened but then pulsed as my supernatural arousal started to bloom. I fed on the decadent latent sexual energy that permeated the room. The sudden torrent of sexual energy coursing through my nerves made my nipples harden and cunt gush. I exhaled, my brain buzzing. I couldn’t hear what Alyssa had said when she removed the necklace.

I tore my dress over my head and stripped naked quickly. The sexual need in the room amplified, and the three lovers suddenly were at their peaks and fucking with abandon. I realized that Carmen, whom I thought was lying under Lexi while Jeremiah fucked her, was rolling her hips while sparks of lust coursed through her with each roll of her hips. I could sense Lexi’s double pleasure from the coursing friction in her cunt and ass.

“I want that,” I thought to myself.

My fingers came in contact with my clitoris, sliding down to spread my lips apart. My twin must have sensed my need as she shimmered for a second, leaving a blur of Alyssa’s form before Jeremiah was beside me, naked and his cock jutting out from his pelvis completely erect.

“Oh fuck,” I said as I felt his strong hand push my shoulders forward while his other hand grabbed my hip, pulling me to him.

PAST - ALYSSA

The pendant needed to be removed. I knew it. Once it was off, the flash of arousal took my breath away. I felt the heated passion of the threesome before us as they resumed their double fucking of the delectable Lexi, who started to scream as her crest rose rapidly. I looked over at Kelly and felt my nipples (and hers) stiffen, and my/her cunt became molten in an instant. The rapid onset of sexual need made my body shiver.

I looked over at Kelly and felt her arousal soar. Her initial human reaction to the unexpected scene before us confused her, but now with the pendant removed, it freed her ability to feel the sexual energy. Her need became palpable. My own need mirrored her.

“I need a cock in me,” I felt her thoughts.

Knowing Jeremiah was previously occupied, I looked at him, and suddenly I was him, instantly. I felt masculine, strong, powerful, and also completely naked. His strength flowed through me; the odd sensation of an erect appendage brushing against Kelly’s thigh almost buckled my knees. I knew I had to be inside her.

I grabbed her hip, turning her body. My other hand pushed her shoulders down, bending her over. She moaned and rolled her ass back, her knees bending as I reached down and gripped my hard hot cock. So strange to feel my touch, but it felt so good; I stroked it once, then placed the glans against Kelly’s flowing cunt. I closed my eyes as the feel of her hot cunt surrounded my sensitive cock. It felt like sex turned inside out, and I was instantly hooked on the feeling.

I grabbed both of Kelly’s hips and fucked her in a frenzy. My deep moans echoed and mirrored Jeremiah’s grunts of need opposite me. I looked in his eyes as he roughly reamed Lexi’s ass. My eyes rolled back as I felt his orgasm flow through his thoughts. Kelly’s power pulled his peak into the room, and it bloomed in a shimmer of light as Jeremiah shot his load of cum deep in Lexi’s bowels.

Lexi’s eyes flared as the feel of hot semen in her ass and the bloom of Kelly’s power set her off. She ground into Carmen, tripping the dark writhing body on the bottom to arch her back and quiver as she shouted her release. The three bodies in front of us watched us fuck, their eyes wide, as their bodies were frozen amid their super-powered orgasm.

I pressed Kelly down, and she slid slowly to her knees. I fucked her slowly as we moved. I couldn’t get enough of the feeling of my cock moving through her tight cunt as she crawled forward and kissed Lexi. Jeremiah jerked as he thrust deep into Lexi again. She pushed into Kelly, who rocked back into me, pressing her ass into my thighs. I reciprocated and hammered my thighs forward, bucking into Kelly, who pushed into the shaking redhead’s mouth, and the chain reaction flowed into Jeremiah.

I looked into Jeremiah’s eyes and went wild, fucking Kelly with abandon. She took each of my thrusts, slamming her ass back at me. Lexi had squirmed forward and slid to the side, overcome, curling into a fetal position as her limbs shook from full-body orgasmic tremors.

Kelly leaned down and kissed Carmen before looking up and seeing Jeremiah’s pulsing cock, a drop of his seed dripping from the tip. She crawled over Carmen, her breasts pressing into the brown Latina’s tits as she reached and grabbed Jeremiah’s cock in one hand and Carmen’s fake dick in the other.

I kneed forward as her movement pulled my cock free; I scrambled on to keep contact, thrusting hard to burrow into Kelly’s cunt. Kelly’s torso snaked over Carmen’s flesh, their breasts pressing together. One of Kelly’s hands stroked Carmen’s fake dick pressing the base into Carmen’s sex. Her mouth opened, and Jeremiah inched forward and pressed his cum-dripping crown into her open mouth. Kelly’s cheeks hollowed as she pushed her head forward, sucking to fill her mouth with the same cock sliding in and out of her cunt. She purred, and the ripples of sexual energy she was putting off were overwhelming.

I looked up into Jeremiah’s eyes and smiled. His eyes were filled with shock, awe, and confusion—lust. With the feel of Kelly’s mouth on his cock, he no longer cared if it made sense that he was looking at himself fucking his bride-to-be. I winked at him as I started to hammer Kelly harder and harder. He gripped her head, stopped her movement, and then reciprocated, fucking her mouth with hard strokes. Wet sounds filled the room as we both fed our lustful urges into the sexual being between us.

I groaned as I felt lips on my balls. A tongue was licking at the base, then the suction of lips sucking one of my full testicles into a warm mouth. The senses that flowed through my body were incredible. Kelly’s power suddenly erupted as I slammed deep into her. Jeremiah had thrust his hips forward and froze as he grunted, pouring another load of semen down Kelly’s throat. I felt my balls tighten, the lips surrounding one pulling free, and I thrust my hips forward, holding myself deep in Kelly’s clenching cunt. The feeling of hot semen shooting through my pulsing shaft made my eyes roll back. My throat let loose a resounding shout of lust as I felt my first male orgasm course through my nerves.

We froze there for untold seconds, the three of us shaking in orgasmic bliss. Then Jeremiah and I both slipped back onto our haunches. Kelly leaned forward, pulled Carmen’s cock aside, and dove into her cunt, filling her mouth with Carmen’s tasty muff. Carmen grunted her need palpable as she was trapped on her back through the ordeal. She looked at Jeremiah as her mouth opened.

“Oh fuck, Kelly, yes!! lick my cunt.” She shouted.

Carmen craned her neck and saw me, only as Jeremiah, sitting and slowly pulling on my cum slicked shaft. A look of confusion passed over her eyes; then, she shrieked as her nervous system overloaded as she came. I couldn’t stop myself from slipping forward and pressing my sensitive crown between her open lips. She closed her eyes at the taste and nursed on my offering, sucking down the remnants of my cum. Her body bucked from her orgasm. The feel of the suction pressure on my over-sensitive glans made my hips buck and tremble, but I couldn’t back away, frozen and unable to move in the overwhelming moment.

I felt the glow of sexual vibrations start to ebb, and Kelly lifted her head and looked back at me. She continued to look at me as she twisted to face me, sitting beside Carmen, trembling, eyes closed as aftershocks coursed through her nerves. I smiled back, realizing Kelly had been in control the whole time. She was letting her power sustain us and not overwhelm all of us. I was proud of her at that moment. I shifted and looked at Jeremiah, whose features were clouded with shock and confusion.

I exhaled and pushed my form to the front. Suddenly I was back in my flesh, kneeling at Carmen’s head, and dressed in my simple dress. The remnants of sexual energy in the room overwhelmed my natural body’s senses. Even though I’d just climaxed as Jeremiah, the overheated sexual aura from Kelly overloaded my senses, and I shot through peak arousal in an instant. My orgasm shook through me as my body arched and legs flayed out, my limbs all trembling as my body was overwhelmed by orgasm. I stopped breathing and froze.

Kelly’s eyes went wide as my body stiffened and then convulsed like I was in a seizure. She scrambled beside me with a look of concern in her eyes. I finally gasped, taking a huge breath, then shook my head.

“I’m fine….” I managed, “Oh fuck… I’m fine… shit… damn….”

My words just tumbled as my brain functions returned. The four others calmed as I settled into the bliss of afterglow. We were all silent for a few long minutes. They looked at each other as wonder and curiosity filled their thoughts without Kelly’s sexual aura.

“So,” Carmen finally said, “When did this happen?
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DISTANT PAST: ISAIAH & KATIE


Isaiah and Katie
 adored and doted on their son Jeremiah. Apart from Katie’s parents, their financial needs grew as their life together began. Katie worked as a grocery clerk for a while, while Jeremiah found steady work as a mechanic. Katie hated her job and wanted to return to school to pursue nursing. She was passionate about caring for sick people, and Isaiah agreed she needed to find work she enjoyed.

She started night school and was absent from the home often. The couple were constantly busy and struggled to work their schedules, so someone was home to watch their growing baby. Katie’s mother helped, but the demand became too much. Eventually, they hired a nearby student, due to graduate in the spring, to be their nanny for the times when one of them could not be home. Samantha had been a few years behind them in school, and her parents were friends with Katie’s parents.

Samantha was a welcome presence and doted on Jeremiah almost as much as his parents. Things went well for a while. Isaiah was promoted to shift manager with a raise in salary at the auto shop. Katie was able to enroll as a full-time student but had to pick up additional shifts that ran late into the night to cover expenses. The couple worked hard, proud to make ends meet, and still see a better future. However, Katie’s absence at night started to take its toll on Isaiah. When she was home at night, she was often exhausted. Their physical connection and intimacy began to wane.

Because of Katie’s schedule, Samantha began making dinner for Isaiah and Jeremiah. That led to cleaning up and preparing the kitchen for the next day. She felt like her actions were helpful to Katie. Katie always seemed so tired in the few times their paths crossed. She also wanted to care for Isaiah, who always worked so hard. Isaiah enjoyed having someone around to talk with. Samantha was an excellent worker and a welcome companion.

Slowly, over time, Isaiah began to see Samantha as less of a schoolgirl and more like a young woman. She had turned eighteen just before working for them, and the growing responsibilities of working for the young couple matured the young girl. Samantha was slightly taller than Katie yet shorter than Isaiah. Her long strawberry blond hair was tied back into a ponytail with a different ribbon daily. Her smile was constant as she performed her duties around the house.

Isaiah became increasingly distracted with his evening ritual of watching her work in the kitchen. The way her skirt danced just under her knees, showing off her shapely calves that stretched nicely as she lifted on her toes to put away the dishes each night. He was often distracted by her breasts’ swell as they pushed against her button-up blouses. His eyes would trace down to her slim waist and round bottom as she did her nightly dance in the kitchen doing her chores. Her hips rolled as she walked from one end to the other. She reminded him of his wife and the early years of their marriage.

One night, he got up to go to the kitchen, wanting just one more beer before he fell asleep. He was hoping that Katie might wake him when she returned after midnight. He was distracted by the thought of some intimacy with his soulmate. That thought passed through his brain as he turned back from getting his beer and ran into Samantha cutting a path to put something away in the pantry on the other side of the refrigerator. Suddenly her frame was pressed against his, and he wrapped his arms around her as she stumbled.

She looked up at him, feeling how strongly he held her. His eyes softened as she looked up at him with her customary smile. He started to kiss her. She struggled, trying to push him away. In his inebriated state, Isaiah was confused and wondered why his wife was refusing him. He mentally pushed at the girl in his arms, and suddenly Samantha was kissing him back. She felt a rush of desire as Isaiah placed his beer on the table and ran his hands down her hips to cup her bottom.

She inhaled at her arousal, feeling his firm manhood swell against her lower belly. Their kiss deepened, and Isaiah unknowingly continued to adjust her moral curve and willpower during their initial copulation. He didn’t understand why Katie (whom he thought he was kissing) was struggling and molded her responses to fit his rising need.

Somehow they didn’t wake Jeremiah, who slept soundly through their first tryst. In the afterglow of their shared bliss, Isaiah was shocked to find Samantha smiling up at him as he rested after that passionate first time. Samantha had been a virgin, but Jeremiah’s power made it feel incredible. She didn’t even feel the prick of pain or blood drip as he had punctured her hymen. Just as he started to lift away from the love-sick teenager, Katie slipped into their bedroom and caught the pair naked and post-coital.

She was speechless. Her emotions were a mess from being exhausted; her thoughts teemed with rage, anger, jealousy, betrayal, arousal, shame, and other emotions. Isaiah looked at her, shocked and guilty. He rose and went to her, his tumescent cock still dripping. He reached for Katie, and she recoiled. For some reason, that move sent a surge of anger through him. Couldn’t she understand it was an honest mistake? He pushed that thought, then, similar to his adjustment to Samantha, he molded his wife, his first love, to accept what she had seen.

Katie was suddenly aroused by the sexual energy that permeated the room and no longer restricted by the learned societal mores that Jeremiah had changed. Katie stepped close and clung to her husband. Isaiah responded and hugged her tight, kissing her, his manhood swelling with arousal. He helped her undress as Samantha watched, slipping from the bed to let the couple have their bed. Isaiah gripped her hand and pushed a thought to both as he spoke.

“No, stay,” he said, “you belong here too.”

The two naked women could only nod as Isaiah’s words and thoughts melted into their morals, and they hugged each other. Isaiah guided Katie to the bed, and Samantha slid behind her, caressing her, kissing her, and touching her breasts and nipples. Isaiah made love to his wife as Samantha stroked Katie and Isaiah together. The trio became one that first tumultuous night. None of them quite realized how drastically their lives would change. For that night, though, they were full of love and contentment. The relationship seemed entirely natural for the three young lovers.

PAST - JEREMIAH

I looked at Alyssa with amazement, still rigid from the afterglow of Kelly’s power, making my brain feel a bright warm light of contentment. The memory of the mirror image of myself fucking Kelly from behind made my cock twitch.

“Yeah, good question, Carmen,” I said. “How did you find out you could do that?”

“Ummm…” Alyssa said, her body still twitching in aftershocks of her last mind-bending instant orgasm when she shifted back to her form.

“Can I take a minute? There is too much.” Alyssa struggled with words.

Kelly slipped back and picked up the brownstone pendant. Upon touching it, her body slumped down, suddenly exhausted. She sprang back from it, rolling back towards Carmen. Her eyes which had dulled at the touch were now shining brighter again, her flesh resuming the glow she had after our lovemaking.

“I can’t touch that thing right now,” Kelly sighed. “But my mother gave it to me. It restricts my power and protects me from other’s powers.”

“Wait, what?” I asked.

“Too much,” Alyssa panted, waving at Kelly and me, exhausted, “Need to sum up….”

I waited, leaning over to rub Lexi’s shoulder as she rolled to her back, looking up at me. I pulled her back, letting her rest her pert bottom between my legs. I relaxed, and she curled to her side, her cheek against my chest, her breath warming my cooling flesh.

“Too much is right,” Lexi sighed, “I’m exhausted, Master… You guys talk amongst yourselves.”

Carmen turned over and rose to sit on the sofa. She unclipped and pulled the fake cock from her waist. Her hand cupped her pussy, and softly rubbed to soothe the sensations, her hand lifting to her breast to cup then tug softly at a nipple.

“Ay…” Carmen started to say, then shifted her view around the room and just sat back speechless, resting her head on the cushion.

Kelly crawled over and slid to sit beside Carmen, leaning against her. Kelly kissed Carmen’s shoulder and then wrapped her in her arms. Kelly was alert and radiant as she pulled Carmen to her, letting her rest her brown cheek against Kelly’s tanned breast. Kelly caressed her flesh, smiled, and touched her black leather collar.

“What is this?” Kelly asked curiously.

“A collar, Mistress,” Carmen said; she deeply felt submission to Kelly was as complete as she was to me. She slid up and started explaining the symbolism of the collar to a submissive. For the next few minutes, she caught Kelly and Alyssa up with her and Lexi’s desire to be our submissive slaves. How she needed to serve, that the collar was as unique to her as a wedding ring was to a typical woman.

“I know this is a lot for you to understand,” she admitted.

Carmen lowered her eyes, not out of humility but in respect. Her voice was soft with more emotion than she’d usually let on when she spoke again.

“I belong here, under you all. I will serve you willingly, as you desire,” Carmen said seriously, the formality of her words betraying her deeply felt desires, “Everything in me resonates that this is where I belong.”

“What she said,” Lexi said softly, looking at Alyssa, Kelly, then up at me. “Everything she says, I agree. I am yours, all of yours; I don’t need a ring. When you understand my feelings, I only desire a collar of your choosing.”

Carmen nodded wordlessly. Her head bowed.

“I am still learning,” I said, kissing Lexi’s head and reaching to touch Carmen’s leg. “But I am beginning to understand your needs. Be patient with me; I want to live up to what you need.”

“This is all so new,” Kelly said, her aura softly and slowly dimming, “My power is new; this idea is even newer. I love you two, with no reservations and no conditions. If you want this, then I will learn more for you.”

Alyssa had finally risen to a sitting position and was leaning on my shoulder, facing Carmen and Kelly. She drew her fingers across Lexi’s brow and kissed her forehead.

“I love you, little one. You too—Carmen-slut.”

Carmen grinned and seemed to buzz with the bestowed title.

“It is new to me, too,” Alyssa confessed, “I will learn your needs, and I think I speak for the three of us that we want nothing more than to see you be healthy, be happy, and be where you belong. I know in my heart you belong here, with us.”

Carmen smiled and then shifted as she rested against Kelly, “With that settled, can this slut take this plug out of her ass?”

“No,” I said, leaning towards her, “but if you roll over, your Master will take it out.”

Carmen grinned at me and rolled into Kelly, lifting her hips to offer me her ass. I leaned over and, spreading her cheeks apart with one hand, gripped the end and drew it out slowly. She grunted at the feeling, then purred a growl of contentment as her sphincter muscle opened, then closed as I pulled the cone-shaped plug clear. Carmen rolled back and settled back against Kelly’s side.

I discarded the plug and asked Kelly, “What did you learn from your mother?”

“Well, a lot.” she said, “All of it was a surprise. I’m still ruminating on what it all means.” She related everything Betsy told them about her grandmother, the United Priesthood, and the stone pendant.

“It was a shock that she knew all of this, and I’d never suspected that I was a halfling,” she said, a troubled look crossing her eyes, “That’s weird to say, aloud. I never knew who I was, until today. I guess I’ll be learning more as we grow into this together,” she said looking over at Alyssa.

“She knew you were a halfling, too, Jeremiah.” Alyssa said, “She knew about your family from reading Deborah’s diaries and your grandfather. She knew you would be able to fix her, remove her hate, and restore her relationship with Bob and Kelly. She trusts you so much.”

I nodded slowly, not knowing what to say, looking at each of the girls who had put their trust in me. Despite being impulsive and selfish in the first use of my power, I knew and accepted that I was working to make everything good, to think of others’ needs before mine. I finally accepted who I was and only wanted to honor the power I was given. I felt a small flash of light, a pulse of energy. I didn’t know where it came from but accepted it as encouragement.

“You all have trusted me,” I said, “I want to live up to that trust and to Betsy’s too.”

We grew silent again. Then Carmen looked at Alyssa.

“Is now a good time to talk about how good your cock tasted in my mouth?”

Alyssa laughed, her eyes sparkling.

“Carmen, you always use the best segues!”

“Yeah,” I said. “Tell us about this new twist to your powers.”

“Betsy showed me how,” Alyssa said, “freaked me out at first. But…”

Her form flickered, and suddenly, I had two Lexi leaning on my shoulders, looking into each other’s eyes. Then Carmen leaned forward and kissed the new Lexi on the lips as Lexi, Kelly, and I watched.

“It feels like Lexi,” Carmen cooed, kissing deeper, “feels nothing like Alyssa.”

Suddenly I watched Alyssa shift into my image, and Carmen kissed me. I felt my cock stiffen, then felt another cock press against my thigh. Carmen kissed my doppelgänger deeper, making the strange new cock grow thicker against my thigh. I watched as my image parted the kiss and looked up at me. I pushed back a bit, giving some distance, and Alyssa shifted into herself.

“You’re a heterosexual, Jeremiah,” she said, “I can feel it myself. though…” she paused, looking back at Lexi, “I can see why you enjoy this one so much.”

Alyssa sat up and looked at Carmen, who was having trouble shutting her mouth, “Having a cock is an incredible experience, and your mouth is incredible.”

The room began to glow again, and my cock was stiffening. I could feel Lexi’s cunt warm where she was straddling my thigh. Alyssa looked at me and kissed me deeply, and I thrust my tongue deep into her throat. I felt Lexi’s hand cup my thickening shaft and start to stroke it. Then suddenly, the desire shifted and started decreasing. I felt drained, tired, and almost exhausted.

“Sorry, my loves,” Kelly said, straightening the pendant between her breasts, “I need to learn to control myself, and you all need to rest. March straight down to bed and sleep.”

We rose and followed her commands, rolling into the bed and pulling up covers as we curled into a ball of warm, tired, contented flesh. I think I was asleep before my eyes had fully closed.

PAST - MICHAEL AND JENN

Michael startled awake as he felt a hand lift his cock, and lips surround his crown. Looking down, he saw Jenn’s eyes lift to his and sighed a bit of a frustrated sigh. The girl was greedy; he hadn’t had a whole night’s rest in the two weeks they’d been together.

“Did you get the money,” he asked, “from that John in the hotel bar?”

“Yes,” she said, slipping her lips from Michael’s cock-head, “he paid for the full night, even though I was only in his room for about 45 minutes.”

She slowly stroked her fist up and down Michael’s aching shaft, “He didn’t last very long; it took him most of the time to undress. He wanted to talk first.” Jenn said, rolling her eyes, then reported, “I blew him for about five minutes, then he pushed me down on the bed, entered me. Tap, tap, bang!”

She smiled and resumed her slow, languorous blow job. Michael knew she wouldn’t stop until she rode his cock until he came and then until he couldn’t stand her anymore. He groaned inwardly, only wanting to sleep. Outwardly, he smiled confidently at his recruit. The brothel would pay handsomely for such a talented and hard-working girl.

“Pretty easy way to make a buck,” he said, still selling her the new lifestyle she would
 have, whether she chose it or not.

“Meh,” she said, “I’d have blown him for free if he’d lasted long enough and cum inside me. I hate cleaning sperm off my belly.”

Michael gripped the sheets as she started to work his cock. Half from pleasure and half from soreness. He wanted to scream and shove her away but instead rolled over and found a rabbit dildo.

“I need to sleep, Jenn.” he said, handing over her favorite toy, “You can use this, or you can go back downstairs and try to find another John. Just don’t wake me until the sun is up.”

Jenn smirked at him and snatched the toy from his hand. She rolled over and started playing with it, then fucking it. Her moans and tiny screams were almost a lullaby as he faded to sleep. He struggled with sleep for some moments, thinking he probably shouldn’t leave her unattended. Michael’s exhaustion overcame common sense, and he fell asleep. He didn’t hear her get dressed. He didn’t wake to the hallway light spilling into the room. The door closing with a soft click barely registered as he rolled over and slept.

Jenn slipped down the hallway, her new slip of a dress hugging her hips. She knew her high heels made her legs look sexy. The cut of the dress kept an excellent pleasant draft blowing across her bare pussy. She would have to bend down carefully because she and Michael were tossed from the hotel the last time she did. Her ass hurt for hours from the spanking he’d given her. It would have been worth the pain if he had fucked her afterward. Instead, he made her sleep in the shower of the next shabby motel, where her cries from using the rabbit echoed off the walls.

She looked at the clock over the bar and thought.

“10:30 … not too bad; I might get three tricks before the sun comes up if I choose my Johns well… or maybe one perfect man who will fuck me all night.”

She stayed in the corner of the bar, where the red light from the exit sign bathed her skin in its glow. She looked at an older businessman, his close haircut possibly hinting at previous military experience. The ring on his finger, and a slight pudge at his belly, pegged him as a married husband, maybe a father. His kids would be college-aged, like her. That thought made her oddly aroused. Regardless, married business people were usually more willing to splurge for a whole night depending on their expense account and cash allowance.

When he looked at her, she smiled seductively, a slow lick of the water on her lips. Michael wouldn’t allow her to drink alcohol. That was fine with her; she didn’t like to dull her senses when she was fucking. She squirmed a bit when the man smiled at her. He picked up his drink and walked her way. She was already thinking of the menu she’d give him. The feral look he’d given her made her feel she might have found her all-nighter.

PAST - JEREMIAH

We slept soundly, and we enjoyed our closeness when we woke. The hunger for sexual contact at every opportunity had waned, and no one complained. Kelly smiled as she kissed me and wanted my touch. The arousal had a nice everyday feel, and I could tell her self-control was well intact.

“This is nice,” Kelly said, “I mean, I love the pull of sex, but since we’ve moved in together, it’s been pretty intense. I love being able to relax with all of you.”

Carmen stretched out towards Lexi and cupped her breasts before engulfing and biting Lexi’s nipple. Lexi’s yelp and then purr of arousal was nice to watch as she pulled Carmen closer.

“Speak for yourself,” Carmen said, “a day without sex is a wasted day.”

She talked a good game, but her heart wasn’t quite in it. The previous day had taken its toll on her body.

“My ass still aches, though,” she admitted, and Lexi nodded.

“I suppose we can take a day off,” Lexi added, flicking one of Carmen’s nipples with her finger.

They wrestled for a few moments and then settled into a cozy hug.

“You think it’s this amulet?” Alyssa whispered to Kelly within my earshot as we watched the pair relax into each other.

“Yeah,” Kelly said, “what else could it be?”

Alyssa slipped her glasses up her nose and looked at me.

“Monitor them, and us too, Jeremiah. We need a control experiment,” she said with a whisper. “If Betsy’s theory is true, so long as you hold this pendant, you will be unaffected. Okay?”

I nodded, and she slipped the pendant over Kelly’s head and placed it in my hand. I clenched it but didn’t feel anything. Then as I monitored Carmen and Lexi, they started to move closer, kissing deeper, and the stone warmed in my hand. I opened my fist, and the stone began to pulse with a web of golden lines.

Kelly took an intake of breath, becoming aroused watching Lexi and Carmen. I felt nothing other than normal arousal from watching two females kissing. Carmen growled and pushed Lexi on her back, pressing her mouth to Lexi’s very erect nipples. Alyssa had slipped down and was cupping one of Kelly’s breasts, feeding a turgid nipple between her lips. Kelly tossed her head back, her eyes glowing a brighter blue; she ran her hand down Aly’s thigh, then up, and cupped her sex. Alyssa spread her legs apart and ground her pelvis against Kelly’s fingers.

Scanning each of them, their arousal rose exponentially, and their self-control disappeared.

Carmen had lowered her mouth to Lexi’s mound, her hands gripping Lexi’s small breasts with a rugged grip that had Lexi wincing. I watched as the pain flickered across Lexi’s curve, then twisted, morphing into arousal as her hips ground up into Carmen’s mouth. Kelly slid down following her hand and began kissing Alyssa’s thigh as Alyssa turned between Kelly and me and rolled over on top of Kelly. They were soon both juicily lapping at each other’s cunts, moaning their arousal.

All this happened in a few minutes while I monitored their curves and watched. Kelly’s flesh took on a golden glow under Alyssa’s undulating body. Her eyes flickered up at me, almost begging me to drop the stone and join them. I clenched the stone tighter, though the moving flesh around me and their passionate moans had my cock hardening as I sat in the middle.

Carmen’s lifted her head and saw my cock jutting from my lap. She licked her lips and looked up at me with a lustful gaze. I could feel her feral hunger in her growled plea.

“Papi, come fuck this slut’s cunt.” she begged, “I need to be stuffed.”

I looked at her, her need plain on her face, and decided to try a different experiment. I slipped the necklace over my head. Kelly’s eyes followed me for a moment, still pleading with her eyes for me to drop the stone. When I settled it onto my chest, she complained with a moan, then returned her gaze to Aly’s dripping cunt, pressing her tongue deep as Aly ground her hips down onto her face.

I scooted to the edge of the bed, spitting on my hand and using the slick fluid to stroke my cock. It ached, even with the saliva as lubricant. I recalled how many times I had fucked various holes on my lovers yesterday and realized it was a normal feeling. I slipped behind Carmen, who purred as she pressed her ass out at me, her legs spreading apart. Her cunt glistened from arousal as I stepped forward.

I glanced at Lexi, who eyed me hungrily as I guided the top of my cock to Carmen’s folds. Just as my head touched her flowered lips, she stilled her hips. A groan of pain came from her mouth. She was still lubricated, but her hips drew away from the contact. As she moved forward, the connection broke, and she started to grind her hips back. This time I took aim and thrust as my head touched her cunt lips, slipping deeper inside.

She shrieked in pain.

“OWwww… Papi!, no no no, it hurts… damn it, stop!”

I drew back. Her cunt was dripping, and the thrust was tight, but her fluids made it slick. The mere touch of my cock made her ache painfully. After I backed away, she settled back into Lexi’s cunt and lapped happily. She even slid her hand down to finger her pussy. Her fingers entered quickly, and her groan of arousal made it apparent that she felt no pain.

I moved to Lexi, kneeing up and then standing on the mattress. With my sore cock in my hand, I grabbed a fistful of hair and pulled her to my cock. Her mouth opened hungrily, and she took my crown in her mouth, sucking. The soreness of my head made me wince, but her suction felt good. She whimpered, and though she continued to suck my cock willingly, her hand pushed Carmen away from her cunt.

Pulling my cock from her lips, her tiny fingers stroking it gently.

“No, please, Car, it hurts when you do it like that.”

She sucked my cock back into my mouth, but her suction made me wince, and I stepped back. She looked up at me as I broke contact. Her eyes lidded as a wave of lust flowed over her, then she looked down at Carmen, gripping her black curls and tugging her head closer. Lexi moaned in hungered lust as she pressed her cunt back to the hungry mouth of her Latina pussy licker.

Convinced, I stepped around the bed. It was odd to be near the sexual energy that I could tell pulsated the room but be utterly immune to it. I slipped to the bed and combed my fingers through Kelly’s blonde hair, touching her scalp as her mouth lapped up at Aly’s grinding cunt.

Immediately the room’s energy plummeted. The girls shrieked and rolled away from each other. Carmen pulled her fingers from her cunt like they were stabbing her and cupped her sex tenderly, flopping her back. Their cries and moans of lust and passion had turned into whines of pain from their sore bodies. Everyone’s arousal plummeted, and they all looked a bit panicked.

“Why did you let us go so long?” Alyssa asked, unable to see my actions as she lapped Kelly’s cunt.

“Not only was I immune,” I said, still touching Kelly, “but anyone I touch is immune.”

I lifted my hand from Kelly, and though not as instantaneous, the heat ramped up again. The girls started to look at each other heatedly again, moving closer. I quickly pulled the necklace around my neck and placed it on Kelly’s bosom.

“You all have had enough,” I said.

I felt terrible for the tortured whines of pain they sang out earlier. My tender cock had deflated. Without the power that always seemed present around Kelly, we were all a bit overstimulated.

“Today is a day of rest,” I declared, “No sex!”

“Yes, Master,” groaned Lexi and Carmen in chorus, still wincing from the soreness.

“I think we’ve tested Kelly’s theory enough to confirm it,” I said to Alyssa, who was on her back, her hand between her legs, cupping her tender lips carefully.

She nodded, with her eyes closed, just lying still. Kelly rolled over and pulled the necklace over her head with a sigh. I could sense her reluctance but admired her self-control for limiting her powers.

“You gain energy from it?” I asked, knowing the answer.

She nodded.

“I do. It’s a lovely feeling to breathe in the arousal you all emit. But I need to be able to control my output. I think I can do it, but it will take practice. My mother must be able to, or we’d have had an orgy the first night they were here.”

I nodded and headed to the shower, ready to start the day. Each girl either waited or went to another of our bathrooms to shower as we all washed our bodies carefully. One thing was true, having a succubus in the house made most pains disappear.

The girls all busied themselves making preparations for the trip. The lack of Kelly’s energy tired us, but all the rest of our connections still worked. We were affectionate and still craved touching each other. We moved together in a chorus. I was working on packing my clothes when I felt a call from Alyssa flash into my brain.

I walked up the stairs, and she was on the sofa, looking at me expectantly, “Okay, so that still works,” she said with a grin.

She looked through books in the box she’d gotten from Kelly’s mother. A few were open and strewn on the couch and coffee table. She held one in her lap and looked up at me.

“You’re not using all of your powers,” she said, “yours has a physical component as well.”

“How do you know?” I asked, moving a pair of books back to the box and sitting beside her.

“These are Kelly’s grandmother’s diaries,” she said, “more of a memoir. She slips between stories of her youth, some rather disturbing tales of when she escaped the Priesthood, and then there are sections where she describes the various powers of the line, and this drawing too.”

She pointed to a rough sketch of a square, apparently metal plate. Twelve stones were spaced in a grid, each colored differently with a colored pencil. The author had circled the brownstone and wrote in the margin, ‘in my possession.’ Each stone had the name of its line lettered neatly under it. The brown was Baraqiel. It was in the top right corner. The top left was a deep navy blue and was labeled Yeqon, my line. Next was a black stone labeled Samyaza, a deep red stone marked Penemue.

“That’s you,” I said, “right?”

She nodded, flipped a few pages, and found two pages in a tabular format. I followed the familiar names.


Baraqiel
 - psionic vampires, sexual energy feeders, incubus/succubus, physical beauty. Light and dark.



Samyaza
 - dark powers, corruption, power, manipulation, speakers of the word.



Penemue
 - teachers, telepathy, telekinesis, shapeshifters, light.



Yeqon
 - counselors, designers, manipulation, mind-molders, body molders, dark and light.


“Fascinating,” I said, my finger tracing down the columns past several lines of unfamiliar names, “What does the light and dark mean?”

“Well,” Alyssa stated, “I’m still studying the fallen angels, but while they are all fallen and disobedient to the creator, they all are imbued with free will. They are capable of making their own choices. These labels, it seems, are Deborah’s assessment, not an inherent trait. More than likely, they are from her observations. She grew up in the cult before escaping in a rather incredible way shortly after her 18th birthday.”

“So you think the same with the powers?” I asked, tracing down the lines.

“It matches with our observations so far,” she said, “Baraqiel are psionic vampires and feed off of energy, people’s emotions. Sexual energy seems to have its section. Reading her account, the female Baraqiel had better control of sexual energy than a male. They were often close advisors to the leaders of the lines. The leadership shifted between the three main powers. The one who was the leader during her time was a Samyaza. Her description of him isn’t flattering.”

I nodded, letting Alyssa lecture as I looked up at her and the books she lifted to reference from time to time. She had an incredible ability to read things and then align them with stories and easy-to-understand examples. Studying with her at school always made the material we learned much more fun, and letting her fly her nerd flag in this would be a great asset to all of us.

“My line, Penemue, is also accurate, “ she continued. “My love for learning makes me a natural teacher. We already knew about my telepathy, though… At first, I had misapplied that power to yours. I still think you have a component of telepathy to your powers.”

She stopped that thought.

“We’ll get back to you… from last night we know I have the ability to shapeshift.”

I nodded as she looked at me, checking that I was connecting to what she was saying., then said with a bit of anticipation.

“Okay, now watch this!”

She concentrated for a moment, then the book beside me started to shake, then levitate. Her gaze focused, and the book moved through the air.

“What the fuck?” Carmen said as she passed behind us, going to the kitchen.

The book tumbled into my lap as Aly’s concentration broke, and Carmen glared at us.

“We have no time for magic tricks, kids; we got an RV to provision!”

Then she disappeared into the kitchen, and we both laughed. Carmen may have been a sexual submissive who yearned to submit fully to service, but she was still full of momma bear passions. It didn’t bother me because I figured she saw it as a service to keep us on a schedule.

“Anyway,” Alyssa continued, “I need practice, but I can check the telekinesis block. That leaves your line, Yeqon.”

Her fingers traced down the line of powers supposedly aligned with my heritage.

“You’ve shown aptitude in all these; you have manipulated our minds, designed our responses. You have molded our wills and self-control.”

Alyssa pushed her glasses up her nose as I nodded.

“Okay, those three I agree, I have demonstrated,” I said, “but what does counselor mean? And body molding? I don’t get what that could mean.”

“Let’s talk the body molding first since I think I have some background that would help you understand,” Alyssa started, “According to Deborah’s diaries, the cult had their hand in organized crime in Nevada. They started some rural brothels and ran an underground prostitution ring. They never used Priesthood women to fill the brothels but recruited from young girls in towns around the Northwest.”

I nodded. We’d already put parts of that puzzle together; Deborah’s first-hand story just corroborated our theories of the Priesthood. I watched her as she continued.

“The Yeqon halflings, like your grandfather, who was probably the most powerful, as he is explicitly mentioned in Deborah’s stories repeatedly, would mold their minds to be willing to enter prostitution. But
 , he would also shape their bodies.”

“Shape their bodies,” I said with a question in my voice, like how, why?

“Jeremiah, sometimes you are a bit naive,” Alyssa smiled, “Especially for a red-blooded sexual male. He made them into the most beautiful and sexy females in the business. Priesthood brothels were some of the most frequently visited from the fifties through the mid-seventies. They were known for having the most alluring whores. Many have looked hotter than the glamor actresses of the time. Then, suddenly, after your grandfather died, the quality of Priesthood prostitutes regressed to the mean as far as the body shape of young Nevada prostitutes.”

Knowing that she wouldn’t tell me a tale without fact-checking as much as she could, I asked, “Do I want to read more about my grandfather?” trusting Alyssa to be honest.

“Now?” she asked, then shook her head, “No, you do not. Maybe over time, you’ll be ready. Your grandfather wasn’t a good man Jeremiah. I’m sorry.”

“So body molding,” I said, changing the topic.

I was more than willing to drop the subject of my family. I thought my father was evil, but it seemed he had led a more innocent life than I had imagined. I knew nothing about my paternal grandfather. I was happy to keep it that way.

“Yes,” Alyssa said with a smile, scooting a bit closer, “Do you want to try it?”

“Of course,” I said, looking around, “Do we have a test subject?”

“Me! Silly,” Alyssa said, leaning and kissing me.

“What should I try molding,” I asked, “I have no idea what I’m capable of.”

“Well,” Alyssa said, “Deborah alludes to a skin tone change that might be easy to test.”

I reached for her hand and pulled her arm closer. She wasn’t as pale as Lexi, but tanned wouldn’t be a good word for her skin tone. Since she mostly kept indoors reading books, her flesh was pale, and a bit blushed. Exposure to sunlight would leave a red glow on her skin before fading to her normal pale tone.

I thought painting a picture might be an excellent start, so I ran my hand up her arm. Behind my hand, the color darkened into a tawny tan, though still lighter than Kelly’s well-tanned flesh. I knew Kelly spent time in tanning booths, but she still had a natural color that was more like a sun-kissed beach bunny. Alyssa’s flesh on her forearm was now considerably darker than moments before.

“Wow,” Alyssa said with a whistle, “Do all of me!”

Feeling how the power was triggered in my brain, I waved my arms and focused. In a wave of flickering energy, the flesh tone of her entire body darkened to match the hue of my first brush.

Alyssa held her arms out, admired my work, lifted her shirt, and peaked inside her bra. “Wow, no tan lines,” she said and reached for her shorts.

I held her hand and just shook my head.

“No tan lines. We don’t have to look.”

“Okay, what about body hair,” Alyssa asked, holding her hand again.

Her forearms have dark wisps of hair that I knew she felt self-conscious about. I concentrated and thought of brushing the dust off a surface, and her hair vanished where I was focusing. Then, with another broad gesture, her exposed flesh was bare save her hair and eyebrows.

Alyssa’s eyes widened, and again she went to her waistband. I let her look, mostly because I was curious too. Her pussy no longer had a soft brown bush of hair but showed her exposed labia, her bare mound.

“Well, that’s new,” she said, “I kind of like it.”

“Saw it in a porn movie,” I said, “I heard they use wax to pluck out the hairs.”

“Barbaric!” she said, then purred as her fingers felt the soft flesh around her vulva, “but very nice.”

She stood up and pushed her denim shorts the rest of the way down, exposing a nicely toned ass and legs. Then she took off her top and bra, and I whistled approvingly at her new flesh tone and hairless body.

“We’ll save money on razors,” she remarked, always the practical one, “Can you do something with these?” she asked, cupping her breasts.

“What needs to be done? They are perfect!” I said truthfully. I loved her breasts; they filled her C-cup bras but had some sag.

“They sag too much; I want them up here,” she started lifting them higher, “and the areola is a bit too large, I think.”

I stood up and took her hand, guiding her to the bathroom so she could watch as I tried to mold her body. She looked at her breasts in the mirror with a somewhat defeated look. I concentrated and thought about lifting them, and they rose and raised on her chest; the crease of touching flesh disappeared. The full cups bounced buoyantly but stayed in their perky new shape. The lift looked natural, unlike the horrible breast implants in porn movies.

As I continued to mold, Alyssa’s features brighter to a beautiful grin.

I thought of pinching her nipples, and the dusky areola around her pert nipples shrunk. She gasped at the sight and wanted to lift to touch them but held her hands at her sides.

“Make the areola darker, and the nipples just a shade darker.”

I painted and looked as she nodded, then turned to the side.

“Lift the nipple a bit, not too much,”

I swayed in my thoughts, and the shape of the breast shifted into perfect crescents, not orbs.

She smiled, then turned her hips.

“Make my ass smoother and tighter.”

“Alyssa, your ass is perfect,” I said, then looked down and noticed a few dimples of cellulite and sag, so I mentally cupped and lifted, and her ass was suddenly more perfect.

“Oh yes,” she said, “great work.”

A crease of concentration crossed her eyes as she said, “Now, the acid test.”

In a blink, I was staring at myself, her having switched to my form, then in the next blink, Alyssa was back. Looking like I had left her, all of my molding experiments were fully intact.

“Whoa,” she said, “You’ve changed… Me. It’s permanent.”

She turned and kissed me, her perfect breasts pressing into my shirt. She pulled back and looked at me with a grin.

“Can you do you?” she asked.

Suddenly I was stripping and standing naked beside her. She was tall, but I had a couple of inches on her, and my cock hung nicely just above the sink as we looked each up and down in the mirror.

“A beard,” she started, “Not full. Maybe a goatee, though?”

I thought, hair curled from my chin, and a mustache appeared.

“Wow,” I said, “Not bad, but how about this,”

The hair shrunk back, and more grew and was left with an even stubble, just past a five o’clock shadow.

“Me likey,” Alyssa said, playing with her nipples absently, “can you change sensitivity?” she asked, pulling on her rubbery tip.

I frowned in concentration, then suddenly Alyssa gasped then moaned, her nipples rock hard on her chest.

“That’s a yes; dial back a bit, please,” she whimpered.

I dialed back, and she nodded as the sensitivity shifted, more sensitive than before but not intense.

We spent the next half an hour watching ourselves as I practiced molding our bodies. My chest hair shifted slightly darker and not so lush; my back hair disappeared. My abdomen grew trim with the shadow of well-defined abs but not highly cut. Alyssa wanted a bit of hair from my belly button down to my mass of pubic hair. The pubic hair became well groomed, and she suggested I remove the hair on my balls.

Finally, she guided me through shaping my cock. First, she wanted me to restore my circumcision, and my foreskin grew and covered my head, extending past the crown. She pulled back the extra skin and had me adjust the sensitivity of my head. I groaned, it was difficult to concentrate, but with patience, the feeling of my foreskin shifting up and down over my glans was like heaven. She added an inch to my erect length and suggested I add a bit of girth. Holding my vertical shaft as I pulsed the circumference of the column.

Finally, she had me go flaccid, and I did. My cock hung impressively with a slight turn to the left. Then she asked if I could make it erect at will. I pushed a thought, my cock sprang and engorged, and my knees almost buckled.

“Remember,” I said, “this is a no-sex day.”

“How about making it a no succubus sex day?” she asked and leaned her perfect naked breasts into my chest, her nipples hard against my flesh.

I groaned. My erection lifted and pressed against my belly as she kissed me. Her hand reached between us and stroked my cock. It was no longer super sore as this morning when we tested the effects of Kelly’s aura. The molding of my body must have renewed the natural feeling, in effect healing my body. I couldn’t resist her allure. I propped her onto the edge of the sink, and she leaned back against the mirror.

“One more thing,” she sighed, reaching for a hand mirror, “would you mind working on my vagina and labia?”

“So clinical,” I teased, then lowered to my knees and pressed my mouth to her bare mound, my lips sucking gently at her folds.

She gripped my hair, and I looked up.

“No, not like that… In a minute, just a few more things.”

Holding a hand mirror, she directed me, molding her labia into a symmetry she liked. She wanted her clit just a touch larger and the hood slightly more extensive and flexible. Then she reached up and pulled a small hoop earring from her ear.

I looked up at her quizzically, “piercing?”

She nodded, biting her bottom lip, “Something else to test; I want it through the clit hood, but vertical.”

I nodded and took the ring, looking at the metal hoop. I tried to influence the materials in the ring. It melted and floated as I used my fingers to mold the metal, making the clasp end into a small ball. I then concentrated on her clit hood and thought of poking a hole. With a gasp, her flesh parted, and I slipped the jewelry through the hole from the outside, curling it inside back towards the outside. I finished by shrinking the gap around the metal and forming a ball on the other end. The two balls pressed out from her clitoral hood, and the shaft curved slightly, the metal softly touching her sensitive bundle of nerves.

“Now…” she said, widening her legs, her fingers combing through my hair, as she set aside the mirror.

“Test it.”

I leaned in and licked her tender flesh, flicking at the tips of the metal stud. She gasped and gripped my head tighter, nodding her head as I inhaled the scent of her flowering vagina. Her molded labia flowered open, and I pressed my tongue between their welcoming folds. Her taste left me dizzy with lust and passion as her arousal flooded my tongue. I lapped and sucked her flesh as she lifted her feet and curled them behind my hairless shoulders. She drew me in, and I made love to her flowing cunt.

“Fuck, Jeremiah,” she said, “are you sure you’re not a lesbian? You suck my pussy soooo good.”

“I am a lesbian, trapped in a man’s body,” I said, taking a final lick, flicking the tip of my tongue over the metal ring, making her shudder.

I stood up, gripped my cock, and pulled my new foreskin down, exposing the crown. I pressed the sensitive fleshy knob into her open folds and pushed slowly inside. Wanting to feel every inch of my newly molded phallus as it slid in deeper.

“Just a bit tighter,” she crooned into my ear as my cock slipped inside her tunnel.

“So picky,” I said and pushed a thought, groaning as I felt her cunt walls squeeze me tighter.

I moaned as I drew back, my foreskin pulling over my sensitive glans. Looking into her big blue eyes, mine widened as I thrust back in, feeling the foreskin peel back. I groaned at the feeling of my bare glans moving deep inside her hot cunt. We both stared at each other as we fucked slowly, enjoying each new sensation. We lost ourselves to our passions, and we fucked harder. Her hips pushed out to meet my heavy thrusts. I reached up, gripped one of her perfect breasts, and then pulled at her sensitive nipples. She cried out as she felt her peak race towards her. I slammed forward and ground my hips as she lifted hers to mine. My pubic bone ground against her new ring, and she vibrated, levitating off the sink as her arms gripped my shoulders.

She came with a scream, and I bellowed as my hairless balls contracted and shot bolts of hot cum deep into her tight cunt. I bucked, the foreskin slipping over my head as I rutted in small strokes, amplifying my orgasm until my knees buckled, and leaned against her, pressing Alyssa back into the cold mirror. I panted into her ear as I came down from the peak, her hands running up and down my back as she cooed wordless sounds into my ear.

“Just a notch below succubus sex,” she said as I looked at her with a smile.

We parted, kissed, and I helped her down from the sink. I picked up my clothes, and she opened the door. Kelly, Lexi, and Carmen stood on the other side and glared at us.

“No sex day,” Kelly said, with a frown that turned into a grin the longer she looked at us.

“Wow, never mind that,” Carmen said. “You both look beautiful, gorgeous…” she gasped, staring at us.

“Yummy,” Lexi agreed, looking back and forth between us.

Alyssa had to explain my new powers, and the primarily complete RV preparations were put on hold as I worked well into the night, lovingly molding my already perfect lovers. Oddly, each of the small changes only added to their perfection. They remained fully recognizable as who they were, but … supercharged into sexual beings.

Thanks to the magic of body molding, we spent a reasonable amount of time enjoying our enhanced bodies, which were now free of the aches from the previous day. Kelly kept her pendant on and enjoyed the typical feeling of sex. She whispered into my ear as we cuddled together in the afterglow, “Succubus sex is still better.”

I nodded in agreement, “Truly, my love.”

PAST - JENN

“So, what’s your name?” I purred as I entered the man’s hotel room.

I spun around, peeled the straps of my dress off my shoulders, and walked backward to watch the older man enter the room teasingly. He had taken off his tie in the elevator, and his sports jacket hit the floor as the door clicked shut loudly behind him.

I turned and bent over to shimmy dress down, and stepped out, now in only my high heels. I swayed back and forth to show off my bare breasts and stiff nipples. My eyes were lidded as I felt the arousal I craved flowing into my lust-addled brain. I stepped forward to the older man, my hands moving to his button-down shirt, and started unbuttoning it.

“Jediah,” he said, then slid his hand to my throat and tightened his grip, “but you can call me Sir.”

I gulped, unused to the physicality of this man. Most Johns I’d met were timid, but this man knew what he wanted and was hungry. Hungry for something I’d not experienced before, it tasted odd in the back of my throat, but his ferocity fired in my core. I gasped, and my hand rose to grip his wrists, suddenly struggling to breathe.

“Ppuh please, Suhhr,” I managed before I was unable to speak.

Jediah gripped me, holding me up as I danced on my toes. His eyes raked down and feasted on my naked body. He pulled me closer with his firm grip on my throat and inhaled deeply. He seemed to feed off my rising fear and my atypical arousal. He released my neck, pulled back his hand, and slapped me savagely across the cheek.

“UghhhOwww!” I cried, staggering face down into the nearest bed of the double occupancy room. My cheek felt like fire, and I tasted blood on my tongue. I rolled onto my back and crabbed back away from the suddenly very violent man.

Jediah tore off his shirt, leaned over, slapped me again, then backhanded me ferociously. I felt my neck whip from side to side. I reeled in a red fog of pain as his strikes bruised my cheeks, and my tongue slid over my split lip, tasting the tang of my blood as it began to bleed.

“Why the fuck was my cunt leaking?
 ”

I felt my mind detach; my presence seemed to hover over the pair below me, watching as the man stuck and beat the woman—me.

I sensed innately as Jediah’s sadistic nature craved this part of the recruitment phase. He wanted sluts like me to know that not all Johns were disgruntled family men. Many were prowlers, hunting for their prey, willing to pay good money for a target they could beat. Some brothels catered to these cowardly men. The money they brought to sate their sadistic needs earned secrecy from Jediah’s corrupt organization.

Yes, Jediah enjoyed the recruitment and training of pain-sluts like I was becoming. My psyche dropped back into my body and screamed as the raw pain overwhelmed my senses.


I was in trouble.


My sexual arousal had endorphins swimming in my bloodstream. The sudden pain and extreme fear I felt only poured more endorphins in response. I felt my vision blur from the near narcotic response my body naturally produced. The pain faded, and a pleasant ache rose in response. My body shifted, trying to process the pain, while a deeper craving sought the intense feeling it left behind.

Jediah slammed me back down on the mattress and straddled my waist, pinning me under him. His hand dug in his trouser pocket. He gripped my nose with one hand and pulled it upwards, forcing me to open my mouth wide with a gurgle of shocking pain. Now holding a ball-gag, his hand gripped my chin and shoved the ball between my teeth.

I tried to scream but could only gurgle, my mouth filling with saliva and drool. Small sounds and muffled grunts of pain were the only sounds I could manage with my mouth filled with the rubber. My tongue flattened against the bottom of my jaw, and my mouth started filling with saliva overflowing at the ends of my stretched lips. I couldn’t swallow well with my jaws forced open. I had to focus on breathing.

“Shtaaph!” I tried to plead, “eith hhursss”

Jediah only grinned ferally as he used me to feed his dark sadistic needs. He drew power from my struggle and welcomed my feeble attempts to hit him back. I detached again, floating up as he used his hands and fists to hammer into the girl’s flesh—my flesh.

As I floated idly watching the scene, I sensed that his power was low. His influence grew by fear, then manifested as aggression. He hadn’t fed off fear like this girl’s—mine—in a long time. What he was doing to her would energize him—strengthen him. So he worked patiently to draw out my struggle, letting me feel the narcotic buzz of my natural endorphins, which overwhelmed my lust-addled brain after weeks of constant sex.


I loved every excruciating touch.


He was careful, knowing he couldn’t maim the girl or leave excessive marks—on me. He flipped her over and held a hand to her back as I slipped back into my mind. He attacked my ass with his hand, spanking, and punching, clawing and raking over my flesh. I arched in response and groaned into the mattress, his body weight too much for my petite frame to fight against. I sunk into the bed and began to seek and process the pain.

“Fuck will he ever hammer my needy cunt
 ?”

I innately knew that ordinary girls would need to be tortured for days to be trained to handle pain. Something was different with me. The sensations which flowed through my senses had amplified and morphed since that night with Kelly and Lexi. Even in the short time, he’d tortured me. I was already processing the pain, indulging in the heady high of teaming endorphins. I wanted it—craved it. My nerves and synapses came alive in the mix of painful sensations rushing through my nerves. My body chemistry flooded with endorphins, and I was soon drunk with their narcotic effect, dulling the pain. My arousal grew with each rough handling.

Jediah reversed himself and sat lightly on the small of my back, facing my toes, his knees at my waist. He grabbed my thighs and opened them.

“Keep them spread apart, slut, or this will seem like a tickle,” his voice invaded the echoes in my ears.

I groaned, my thoughts jumbled in the fog of pain morphing into lust. I spread my thighs, exposing my bare cunt and tight anus. I growled a low purr as I pressed back into the rubber plug.

“ysssthhh Daaadahh” I moaned, hoping it would be more than just a little plug.

I felt his hand work between my open thighs and the curves of my reddened and abraded ass. My cunt was leaking with arousal, not a remnant of my arousal in the bar or my last quick fuck with a feckless John. No, this new flavor of lust made my body tremble with desire. The extreme pain flowing through me was like pouring gasoline on a fire. Everything amplified the cycle of pain-feeding arousal. I ground my bruised sex into his fingers as he shoved them deeply, forcing three, then four fingers into my splayed cunt lips.

I felt him pull his fingers away, then twist off of me. My hips rolled, and I tried to squirm back, seeking his fingers. I groaned in frustration around the ever-present ball, forcing my jaw open. Then I heard him. He pushed down his trousers and boxers.

I twisted my head to look back at him as he gripped and stroked his cock. I crabbed backward towards him on the bed. He grabbed my hands and brought my wrists together, trapping them at the base of my spine. I nodded into the sheet, lifted my ass, waved it, and offered my cunt to him. I felt him crawl on his knees until his cock teased my heated cunt. I writhed at the contact rolling my hips to feel his man-meat finally penetrating my emptiness.

Jediah’s solid hands and arms worked my wrists and arms, twisting my palms together and rotating my fingers to point up my spine. The painful strain on my elbows and shoulders barely registered as I groaned meekly at this new taste of pain. Looking back over my shoulder at Jediah with lust-filled eyes, I rolled my head to the side. I knew what I wanted.

“Futh muh khuunn” I begged through the gag, driving my hips back as Jediah forced my hands higher up my spine.

He grabbed my elbows and pushed them in, my arms twisted in a reverse prayer pose. My shoulders rolled as I screamed my pain into the gag. He slammed into my cunt with a hard thrust, and I bucked, welcoming the stiff hot shaft into my buzzing cunt. I growled as my hips rolled, squeezing the invading cock with her inner muscles.

Jediah started rutted, letting his lust take over. One hand gripped a handful of my hair and yanked my head back. My extended jaws, the giant rubber gag, and now my craned neck made breathing a chore. I gagged on my drool and gurgled as I tried to draw a breath of oxygen. Jediah hammered my cunt with powerful strokes, and I bucked into orgasm.

In my oxygen-deprived, pain-filled state, the orgasm was a rush of release mixed with pain. My nerves flexed as they used up the last of the oxygen, and I felt my eyes roll back, and my muscles slumped as I blacked out.

I detached and watched my body slump lifeless on the bed. Jediah let go of her—my hair and unclipped the gag, making sure my body was still breathing.

Stroking his still rigid cock, he grunted his release and coated my reddened back and ass with his hot white cream. When he recovered, he went to his suitcase for supplies. He cuffed my ankles together, then my wrists behind my back. He locked my limbs together using the clips and left me limp in a rough, hog-tied position.

As my breathing returned to normal, he pushed the gag back into my slack mouth and stood up to admire his work, ensuring I was breathing regularly. My body was a mess. The once smooth, vibrant flesh was bruised and scratched along my sides and ass. This girl that looked like me slept with an odd grin, even gagged, that seemed content, at least to Jediah’s demented vision.

I watched from the ceiling as he slipped to his knees on the opposite bed; the room came with a pair of full-sized mattresses. He said his prayers quickly, then slipped between the sheets. I felt myself sink back into my body and then trembled as the pain returned, followed by the constant ache of need in my dripping, throbbing cunt.

DISTANT PAST - DEBORAH - DIARY ENTRY


I was craven. I see that now, I weakly succumbed to murderous revenge. I wasn’t strong enough to walk away. I needed to leave my mark as I fled that hell hole.



I still remember how the stench of the three-day orgy filled my nostrils as I fled the scene. My powers hadn’t waned during the ordeal; they blossomed. I had fed on their constant arousal. I was always alert and knew what I was doing. The men of the compound were in a frenzy of lust. Lust they hadn’t felt in their lifetimes. My powers bloomed in an incredible display, my body an object of desire for their demented fantasies. I let them feed. I let them get drunk on their perversions.



“Use me,” I’d said to myself.



While their mortal flesh tired from their dark fantasies, my flesh was energized — the power flowing and building inside me.



I remember how they clawed at me, trying to mark me. My power kept me radiant and unharmed. I let them into my body, taking them willingly into my ass, cunt, and mouth. Sucking their lust and passion into me, each connection making me even more powerful. Their human seed tasted like the feast of Bacchus to me, and I let myself get carried away as I gorged on the feast. I watched with feral eyes the younger men, too young to participate in the rite of passage, hovering as spectators around this orgy of the gods.



Zedekiah was near my age, and though genders kept to themselves in our patriarchal slum, I knew of him. He was a brooding young man, though handsome physically. His eyes darkened with his desire to control, manipulate, and corrupt, just like his father.



Zedekiah’s father was the Yeqon leader and a power-hungry man. He was involved in my awakening, trying to coordinate the men with the ultimate desire to control me. He used his powers to manipulate them as best he could. In the early parts of the first night, the lads’ lust for me was difficult for him to control the lads’ impulses. Ultimately the strength of my allure and the needy feckless youth ignoring his mental commands overwhelmed him early in the night. He fell to an aneurysm lying still to the side of the flesh pit I thrived within.



I was in the center while eight pairs of hands gripped me, and I fed from their lust when the older man slumped to his knees and fell. Zedekiah kept his eyes on me. I remember his icy cold stare; I think he knew my goal. He watched as my first victim, his father, fell dead. He turned and walked away. I felt the dark spirits cackle as I had done their bidding. The first victim only whetted the dark sprites’ appetites, and they goaded me to continue.



I continued through the next day, letting the younger men have their fun. I enjoyed their antics and fed on their power and their seed. The first victim had left me feeling powerful, and I shared that power as lust with the willing young men. I maintained my watch on the elders, my targets. My first victim was crippling, but Zedekiah had promise as his heir. I wanted to end a line with my next victim. I finally saw my target.



He was considered the wise one, a Penemue, a so-called teacher. I knew the dark spirits influenced him. His false teachings led to female enslavement on and off the ranch. I had friends in each of the leaders’ houses. They fed me intel as my body was prepped for unholy birthing into a succubus.



The Penemue fool had counseled that I would become addicted to the power, and then they could enslave me. I laughed as I watched him orbit outside the pleasure pit of young male flesh surrounding me. The fact that he only had produced six daughters must have made him feel ashamed and frustrated. No male would be left to continue his line when I conquered him.



I admit I goaded him when one virile young man hit me in the right spot, and I blossomed into an orgasm that left me pulsing with power. I fed on the young man’s powerful release and focused my energies directly on the old man. His fall from an infarction, and a massive erection, was even more shocking, to the crowd as they cleaned up the mess before eagerly restarting their ordination rite.



I was allowed a slight respite as they cleaned up his mess. Even allowing me to cool and cleanse my heated, sweaty, and cum glazed flesh with water and a soft rag. I didn’t want or need the cleaning and spent the time pushing my power to keep the young men in the game. I needed them to stay aroused; I wasn’t done yet. They rallied as my power entranced them, their youthful cocks stiffening inside my supernatural aura.



One more victim, I promised myself, then I’d leave this place forever—even if it killed me. I focused on the dark Samyaza puppet master sitting on his silly throne, wearing the perverse breastplate. I knew he was protected from my powers as long as he wore that charm. But I didn’t need to use my abilities to trap him. He was a male. His lusts weakened him; I only had to use his natural fleshy desires to trap him.



I worked the crowd of boys that teemed around me, taking them in each hole and two more in my hands. When a cock exploded in a pulsing flow of white cream that now decorated my flesh, leaving a glaze over the glow of my powers, I pulled another one forward. I danced and showed every male watching that I could make them feel like a god. I’d feed them the power of angels. I fulfilled their sexual lusts beyond their beliefs. I worked for a day, enticing that damned Samyaza dictator. The stream of young men kept me charged and full of power.



The leader finally succumbed to his inborn lust. Rising from his silly throne and tossing the breastplate to the ground, his erection throbbed from his pudgy gut. I giggled in glass as he shoved the boys away from me, his eyes dark as he felt my lust flow through him. As he took me, my power bloomed, and I let my fangs grow, claws stretching from my fingers.



I struck as the darkness consumed me.



When my senses returned, I walked away from the mob in the shadows. Alone, I felt the high priest’s metallic breastplate with twelve stones hang from my sore fingers. My body was naked and sticky from the ordeal. I felt tired, weary, and painful. As I recalled what I had done, I shivered in disgust and realized I needed to flee.



I saw a young girl, almost my age, walking alone through a small opening between two of the compound’s uniform houses. I rushed to her and grabbed her dress. She struggled as I pulled it off her torso. She turned around and was stunned at the sight of my naked flesh. I was powerless as I held the breastplate and must have looked horrible. While she was stunned by the gruesome sight of me, I pulled the dress from her leaving her in just her temple garments. I tore off her top garment, exposing her breasts, and she shrieked and ran.



I dropped the breastplate to the ground and felt my power bloom again, feeding on the latent lust in the air. I pulled the dress over my head, covering my flesh that had felt torn and abraded without my powers. I kneeled and worked the breastplate gripping the brownstone, and the relic sapped my strength as my power ebbed. I managed to pry it free, clawing at it before I dropped the plate to the dust. I wrapped the brownstone inside the girl’s bodice and paused, slipping the bundle into a pocket of the dress I stole. I sighed as my now unrestricted power released and fueled me. I knew that I could escape now. I raced down the drive of the compound and into the night.



I was free.


DISTANT PATH - ZEDEKIAH

The succubus bitch had gotten away. The shock of the high priest’s fall was still buzzing through the compound. I was shocked but not surprised that my father had perished. He was never as controlled as he should have been. Our power was subtle, and he used it recklessly, overconfident in his ability.

I traced the trail of blood from the platform, the blood of our leader dripping off the edge. Young men, slightly older than me, writhing in pain from their folly. Fucking anything, even a full-blown succubus for three days was excessive—the fools. I wasn’t invited on the platform, and I knew I didn’t want to be near the stench of that craven whore. They deserved the pain they’d feel. I’d turned away after watching my father fall. I was the eldest Yeqon now. The continuation of our line was on me.

The night was starting to fade, light creeping along the eastern horizon. My dim flashlight would not be needed soon. Its yellow light glinted off a slab of dusty metal, and I kicked it over—the breastplate. I recognized the stones and instinctively recited their names from memory. Baraqiel was missing. The succubus whore had torn it out. Her bloody fingers had marked the brass fittings.

“Just leave it alone,” came a voice behind me, “I’ll take care of that, son.”

The man was bearded, his eyes light grey and unreadable. His physical form was slightly worn. I watched his hands, the palms scarred deeply from something that had happened to him many years ago. He picked up the breastplate and slipped it under his arm. His gaze looked at me and assessed me. I felt wisdom that went beyond years as he looked at me with an even stare.

“You are close,” he said cryptically, “but not completely gone. There is still a choice you can make.”

“What do you mean?” I asked, a flash of anger blazing behind my eyes.


Who was this man to judge me?


His smile rose half mast on his lips before collapsing into a knowing frown. He closed his eyes as the sun lifted from the horizon. He sighed as he felt the glow of the warm light.

“Darkness is hard,” he said, not addressing me completely, and he turned to face the rising sun.

“Mind your choices, Zedekiah.”

He walked away, turning to slip between two nearby houses. He was long gone before I could follow him.

“How did he know my name?” I wondered, then went back to counsel the remaining elders.
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DISTANT PAST - ISAIAH, KATIE AND SAMMIE


After Samantha graduated high school,
 Isaiah promoted her to a full-time nanny. Part of her compensation was room and board. The money was tight for three people, and four people didn’t make it any easier. The arrangement’s benefits made it easy for the three adults to make the most of the situation. Samantha loved to serve her two lovers and cared for Jeremiah as he grew into a toddler.

Isaiah started calling her Sammie, which made Katie smile. The two women grew closer. They thought it was merely a typical attraction. Isaiah’s gift had helped him to convince them their love was natural and unique. They had no reason to doubt it, everything they felt made Isaiah’s words seem genuine. When they questioned something, Isaiah leaned closer, concentrated, and then explained what they should understand. They’d giggle and nod their heads.

“Of course, Isaiah, I should have known that” was their common refrain.

Isaiah had known his family had special powers. His father was never able to explain his legacy thoroughly. He would allude to them and hint at them but never commit to teaching anything to his son. He was gone so often, even with frequent moves to various parts of the region, Zedekiah’s sales job kept him out of the house. Isaiah loved his mother, but she was clueless. Any question about this strange idea of powers would be met with the same refrain.

“You have to talk to your father. He’ll know the answer.”

The aftermath of him leaving home and choosing Katie and their son over his family only further isolated him. He did his best. His guilt at being caught in bed with the babysitter had made him instantly sober. He could fool himself and blame the three beers on his seduction. Though he knew the truth, he had influenced both girls into accepting his selfish pleasures.

It wasn’t a horrible situation; the culture of the early 1970s almost reveled in alternative relationships. Even the mostly rural community in Oregon seemed to shrug and allow the trio to live in a semblance of peace.

They had Katie and Sammie’s parents over for Jeremiah’s third birthday. The older adults were initially concerned, seeing how close Sammie was with Katie and Isaiah. Protective fathers and worried mothers tossed a few accusing words. Isaiah’s smile and reasonable explanations seemed to calm their fears. The expanded family accepted the unorthodox trio and truly loved the little boy, Jeremiah.

Isaiah was troubled, though, and he fell into phases of depression. He knew he was living a lie of his own making. That more lies handled the consequences only made his moods darker. Finally, he decided he needed to know more about his powers. He needed to find his father and talk to him. He hated the idea of returning to his father with every fiber of his will. However, he took some leave from work while Katie was between semesters and traveled to Montana to find his father.

PAST - JEREMIAH

I woke up to the sound of a telephone ringing. As I blinked, the small form in the shape of a nicely tanned Lexi was heading to the phone. She turned back, her red hair looking amazing against her now tawny and freckle-less flesh.

“Hello,” she said, “Alexis speaking.”

I raised a brow, wondering how the person on the other line would react. To my knowledge, no one knew an Alexis lived here, nor would they associate her voice with mine. Maybe Jerry would, but he’d be more apt to drop by unannounced than ring me at 8:45 in the morning.

“Lexi smiled at me, “Oh, yes, Mr. Jones, I remember you,” she said while posing nude for me. My eyes followed the flawless curves of her flexible solid body, and I felt my cock stiffen.

I crawled over the still sleeping bodies of the three flawless girls in my bed. “I’m sleeping with supermodels,” I thought, still amazed at the long night of body sculpting.

“Sure,” Lexi said as I approached, “he’s right here.”

She handed me the phone and kissed my cheek.

“Good morning, Master.”

“Hello,” I said into the receiver as I hugged Lexi quickly before she strolled into her closet, dressing for her morning run, “This is Jeremiah.”

“Mr. Jackson,” the salesman said on the other end, “Just wanted to let you know your cruiser is on its way. It should be at your address in about an hour and a half. Can I confirm your address and that you’ll be present to receive your new cruiser?”

“Oh wow,” I said, suddenly remembering how much we needed to do when the cruiser arrived. I repeated my address and assured him that I would be home. As I hung up the phone, I went back to bed and woke my sleeping beauties.

“Time to get moving, lovers,” I said, softly touching each of them, “The RV will be here in an hour and a half.”

Carmen looked over at me with a yawn and a stretch. Then as she processed the words, she shot up; her new firmer breasts still had a nice bounce. She slipped out of bed as I admired my work.

“Why didn’t you tell me sooner?” Carmen lamented, scrambling to get dressed, “We wasted so much time yesterday!”

That may have been true, but I enjoyed the fruits of my work as I watched the three sleeping beauties slip naked across the room to their closets to get dressed. Lexi appeared in her skimpy running attire and promised Carmen she’d be quick.

I followed Alyssa into our closet and distractedly pulled at my erection as she pulled her jeans up her taut legs. My erection pulsed at the view of her bending over to lift a t-shirt off a shelf. She looked at me as she pulled the shirt over her top, stretching the logo across her perky breasts. She noticed me absently stroking my cock at the shift of her stiff nipples under the cotton tee.

“Like what you see?” she smiled and slipped forward, putting her hand over mine, and pulling with me, “I know I do.”

She took a few moments to stroke with me, then kissed my cheek, “C’mon, Carmen will have our hides if we get distracted again today.”

“Focus,” I repeated to myself and sighed as I pulled some boxers over my turgid shaft, then tucked them inside my jeans and put on a t-shirt. I shook my head to clear the thoughts, then headed upstairs to check in with Carmen about what needed to be done.

DISTANT PAST - ISAIAH

Isaiah felt a slow, dull pain grow in his gut as his car sped further away from his home. Katie and Sammie would be fine while he was on his trip, and Jeremiah adored both of his mothers. The precocious toddler would probably not even realize his father’s absence. He drove east and wound up the highway through the foothills of the Cascade range, then deeper into the mountains. He reckoned his route across the high desert of Eastern Oregon through Boise and south of the Bitterroot mountains would clear him of any snowfall before he drove north towards Pinebluff.

The rain dumping on the western half of the Cascades would only be a bother for the first few hours of his trip. The rain shadow of those towering mountain peaks kept the state’s eastern half dry most of the time. As he wound through the hills, he realized he was hungry. The fall day was cold and rainy, but the parks were still open for most of the lakes. The skiing season hadn’t begun, and fishermen would be looking for their last catch. He remembered a small lodge on the edge of a small lake formed by an artesian spring.

“They serve good hamburgers,” Isaiah recalled as he downshifted and turned down the winding entrance to the park, “I’ll fill my stomach and can still make Burns by nightfall.”

He parked in the gravel parking lot and walked quickly in the rain to the wooden cabin that served as a lunch counter/boat rental office. The lake allowed no motor boats, and the tight winding road to the park discouraged most boat trailers. The lodge rented out rowboats by the hour, and on this rainy day, most were clipped to the pier with short chains and drifted in the wind.

Isaiah shook the rain from his hair as he entered the lodge and found a stool at the lunch counter. The kind older woman who split time taking orders and filling out a crossword came and poured him a cup of coffee.

“I’d like a burger and fries, please,” Isaiah said as she looked at him with a smile and a lifted brow.

She nodded, penciled it onto her pad, then turned and rang a bell slipping the sheet onto a metal ring. His was the only order as she swung it around towards the kitchen. Some noises came from the kitchen, and soon the sizzle of ground beef hitting hot iron filled the air.

The door opened, and the lady looked up again with a smile and raised an eyebrow at the new guest. His bearded face and gaunt form had Isaiah thinking he might be a vagrant traveler.

“The usual, Marge,” the man said with a smile and then looked at Isaiah, “Mind some company for lunch?”

“Um, sure,” Isaiah said with a wave inviting the man to sit next to him.

Marge repeated her routine and settled quietly back at her crossword. It seemed this lunch counter ran on telepathy, as she hadn’t said a word, but two lunches were being cooked with quiet efficiency.

Isaiah had expected a different smell from the rough-looking man beside him. Instead of sweat and other body odors, the fragrance of the forest emanated from his form, smelling of pine and a bit of smoke. The older man’s scent wasn’t unpleasant at all.

“What brings you here?” the man asked, with the air of someone that was a regular, protecting his turf. Isaiah understood the question stemmed from curiosity, though not threateningly.

“Passing through,” Isaiah said, “I’m headed to Montana to search for my father.”

The man smiled and ran his fingers through his beard, shedding the rainwater collected there, “Searching for a father is good work, though sometimes it can be frightening.”

Isaiah nodded, unsure what to say in response, and the man slid a copper metal plate with eleven stones across the counter towards Isaiah. Isaiah looked at it curiously; one stone was missing, the hole it left apparent along the top row. The other stones were not spectacular; in this setting, they looked more like a fishing lure than anything else. Isaiah looked at the man, whose kind grey eyes caught his smile, though his beard was masking his lips.

“That’s for you,” the man said. “It’ll protect you on your journey.”

“Ummm, thanks… “ Isaiah said, picking up the odd thing to look at it closer, “I didn’t catch your name.”

“These people call me Josh,” he said, spreading his arms to indicate— Marge and the unseen cook. At least that was all that was currently present in the tiny cabin. In such a small company, Isaiah thought the statement was a bit weird.

Josh started on some fishing stories, and Isaiah wanting to be polite, accepted the strange gift and slipped the odd metal plate into his jacket pocket. By the time the older man had finished his tales, the pair had finished their lunches. They both rose to leave, and the older man caught Isaiah’s hand as he reached for his wallet.

“Put them both on my tab, Marge.” Josh said with smiling eyes again, “It was a pleasure to break bread with you, Isaiah.”

Isaiah looked curiously at the man, thinking, “I don’t remember telling him my name,” but holding out his hand to shake and thank the man for an enjoyable lunch and his stories.

The man’s hand had scarring on the palms, making the touch feel slightly different. “Must have gotten snagged on a fish hook or line,” Isaiah thought, recalling some of the more exciting tales the man had shared.

“Keep looking up, Isaiah,” the man said as they parted ways in the pouring rain, “there is always light above the clouds.”

Isaiah smiled at the saying and the truth in the man’s words. Isaiah waved and then rushed back through the sheeting rain to his car. He started the engine and headed up the winding exit. He turned back onto the highway and accelerated towards the pass’s summit, eager to put some miles behind him. He still felt the ache of missing his two lovers and his son, but he felt oddly energized about making the trip.

PAST - JEREMIAH

I finished bringing my luggage to the living room where Carmen had us stage our gear. I had two suitcases, and a duffle bag. I had no idea what to pack, as the events of our hasty trip were undefined. So I packed about ten days of clothes that should work in various climates. It was summer, and in the northwest, that could mean a variety of weather, from a hot, humid day, to a drenching thunderstorm. I stacked them in the growing pile of suitcases and boxes in the living room as we waited for the coach to arrive.

Carmen had us well organized. She had stacks of kitchen supplies she had purchased in the expanded shopping trip after we bought the coach. Her ability to store lists of requirements in her brain was incredible. I trusted her intuition as she had yet to forget one thing. I thought her own personal gear was also incredibly compact for a grown woman. She knew what she wanted to wear and didn’t need a lot of options. I had told the girls I wanted them to take at least one outfit that could be used to go out to a nice restaurant. Carmen modeled a form-fitting black dress that clung to her shapely thighs for me, and I immediately approved.

Lexi’s gear was also packed compactly. Her love of running and rope-climbing added another equipment bag to the pile. She made up for the excess with a streamlined set of clothes and outfits that fit her comfortably. Her dress for the night out was a stunning green a-line skirt that accentuated her muscular legs. The top was truncated and had me smiling at the glimpse of the outfit’s tightly muscled abdomen.

Alyssa packed much like me, with primarily comfortable jeans and t-shirts. Some flannel button-ups for the cooler days we might have in the mountains. She packed some oversized sweaters she loved to wear while studying, often pulling her knees up inside to warm her legs. Her special outfit was a warm red one-piece dress with a skirt that hung comfortably and danced just above her knees.

Kelly… Kelly was a different type of girl, perhaps more typical. Where most of us had two or three bags, Kelly had eight. One simply for her cosmetics and hair supplies. Why a dazzling succubus needed such mundane things was a mystery to me. She also had three outfits for every possible weather combination. Another suitcase was filled with belts, cheap costume jewelry, and other accessories. I shrugged; the motor coach we had bought had plenty of storage underneath the carriage for our expanded bags. So it wasn’t much of a worry.

Carmen loved to tease Kelly for her extravagance. Her Barbie-like personality was in proper form as she carried three full armloads of her things up from the basement. I knew she’d look fantastic in anything, but her fashion choices had to be perfect for the environment. She had three different special outfits picked out—just in case.

“You never know exactly what you need, Jeremiah,” she told me as she modeled the three outfits for me, her perfect form looking fabulous in every outfit. “I can’t possibly only take one.”

“Okay, Kelly,” I surrendered. “If you can convince Carmen, then it’s fine with me.” I didn’t mind passing the buck, but with a thought warned Carmen not to be too strict with Kelly.

They haggled, and Carmen whittled Kelly’s luggage to five bags and a much smaller make-up bag. In the middle of the final negotiations on Kelly’s luggage, a loud horn blew a tune, and the rumble of a bus was heard outside.

We filed out the door to watch our large cruiser slip easily alongside the curb outside the house. The driver waved out the window as he left the engine running and climbed out of the driver’s seat. He went through the main cabin and came out the side door.

“Jeremiah Jackson?” He asked with a smile as a smaller car pulled up behind the large bus.

“That’s me.” I said, “Thanks for bringing her down safely.” I shook his hand and pushed a tip into his palm, unsure of the protocol for camper delivery services.

He felt me press the bill into his hand and smiled. I guessed correctly as he smoothly pocketed my money. I signed receipt of the papers, and he took me on a quick tour of the driver’s panel and plant management console. Satisfied I understood, he waved and slipped into the passenger seat of the other car. We were left with our new, fully customized motor coach parked in front of our yard.

Carmen whistled through her fingers, and we started pushing the gear from the house to the camper. She seemed to know exactly where everything went. She shooed Kelly and Alyssa out of the cabin when the cargo load was finished.

“Lexi and I have some arranging to do,” she said. “You three will be in the way. Go find something to do.”

I shrugged and headed to the house, thinking of what pleasurable things I could do with this unexpected time when I heard the phone ring. Kelly slipped inside and picked it up, smiling face as she answered cheerfully.

“Oh, hi, Tommy!” she said, and I recognized how the girls addressed my uncle. I had too much respect for the man to call him anything other than Thomas or Uncle. I was glad the girls felt so welcomed by him. They could call him by his preferred nickname.

“Sure,” Kelly said, looking at Alyssa and me, “We can come down right now. Is it okay if Alyssa came along?”

She nodded at his response and hung up, and took hold of both our hands. “Tommy has the marriage license and paperwork for us to sign. We should do that so that mother won’t have to worry about that while we’re gone.”

Alyssa smiled and hugged Kelly tight.

“Thank you for inviting me, Kelly,” she said. “But that is for you and Jeremiah. I wanted to read some more and study some more things. I’ll see you when you get back.”

I looked at Alyssa, making sure she was okay. She pushed back a happy thought, letting me know she was doing exactly what she wanted. She also reassured me that marrying Kelly was the right thing for all of us.

I took Kelly’s hand and walked toward my uncle’s house. The summer day was just the right temperature. We were both worn out from working to fill the cruiser; the light breeze felt good on our perspiring flesh.

Uncle Thomas was on his porch to welcome us, “Where is Alyssa?” he asked.

“She stayed home,” I answered, “she is in a research mode. You can’t turn her brain off when she’s curious about something.”

Kelly giggled, and I felt her recall her ride home with Alyssa bouncing between forms.

“That’s so true of her!” Kelly giggled, then hugged Thomas and kissed his cheek.

Thomas blushed and welcomed her.

“There is someone I’d like you two to meet,” he said, ushering us into his study.

A broad woman with brown hair rose from a chair as Thomas entered his study. She was slightly plump, but her warm character met us with a smile. She grew and took Kelly’s hand in hers.

“I’m Miranda,” she said, “I’m the Pastor of the Universal Church.”

She looked at Kelly as if assessing her with a long glance, then lowered her eyes, spying the brown pendant that Carmen demanded Kelly wear.


“We can’t be getting distracted,” Carmen had said with a smile, “We’ll never leave if we stop to fuck every five minutes. You keep that thing on, Mistress.”


Kelly blushed as I felt her remember Carmen’s words, then listen to the pleasant Reverend speak.

“What a fascinating stone,” Miranda said, her tone snapping us back into the current conversation, “I’m sure there is a story behind that.”

Kelly nodded and paused, unsure if she should reply, but Miranda had turned to face me.

“You must be Jeremiah,” she said, “I knew your mother and father many years ago before I was ordained. They were a lovely couple.”

I smiled, unsure what to say as she motioned for us to sit down. She turned and looked at Thomas with her studious gaze. Indicating that he needed to start whatever this meeting was.

Thomas coughed into his fist.

“Yes, well, your marriage license requires that you have pre-marital counseling,” He looked at both of us, then at Miranda, who smiled comfortably, “Miranda has generously offered her services to take care of that requirement. Miranda…”

The meeting more clear in my mind; I worried that our stories would be different, that she’d see through our facade. I forced myself to smile.

“That is wonderful. I know this may seem like a rush. Kelly’s parents have a very tight schedule, and three weeks is the best fit.”

“Tell me how you met Kelly, Jeremiah?” Miranda asked.

Her gaze constantly shifted between our faces. Her warm smile and comfortable demeanor started to put me at ease. She wasn’t an enemy, not in Thomas’ house.

I related my trip to her school in Eastern Washington. How we met, felt our connection. How we fell in love. I told about how we felt being apart and how we met each other halfway between our schools mid-semester. Kelly picked up on my tale and related how her parents were closer to State and how she transferred to State to be closer to me.

“Sounds like a lovely, if not rapid romance,” Miranda said pleasantly, her statement putting an end to our story.

“The State of Oregon takes marriage between a man and woman very seriously,” she continued with a warm smile. “I find the union of male and female to be the basis of our society. Two people pledging fidelity to each other solely
 makes our culture work so well.”

We both nodded and didn’t speak, letting her continue.

“Thomas tells me you are pregnant, Kelly,” she said earnestly, “I must ask, and do not take this as a judgment. That’s not my intention. Are you positive it is Jeremiah’s child?”

Kelly blushed, then nodded.

“Jeremiah is the only man I’ve ever been with. It must be his.” Her precise and honest statement assured her, and I nodded in agreement.

“We connected so naturally,” I said, “I never thought of birth control. So while we didn’t intend to have a child, I take responsibility for raising our child.”

Miranda laughed, her eyes bright with a pearl of inner wisdom.

“It is man’s folly that they think they have control over procreation.”

That hung in the air for a second as she looked at us and returned to her warm smile.

“You both are very committed to each other. I can feel the connection. The state feels the union of father and mother provide a safe place for a child to feel love and grow in a genuine relationship. Is that what you both seek?”

“Yes,” I said immediately, somewhat surprised at how I connected to her proposal. I’d never really thought about what a child needed. Her short sentence regarding a husband and wife resonated in my gut.

“I want that for our child, to the best of my ability,” I stated confidently.

Kelly slipped her hand along my elbow, pulling herself close, “We both do,” she agreed.

Miranda leaned back in her seat, her warm eyes watching us, then turned to Thomas.

“I’ll sign the papers, Thomas. They are exactly how you related to me, a wonderful young couple.”

After signing her name to the affidavit, she smiled and turned back to me, “I hope your love burns as brightly as your parents and lasts much longer. They died too young.”

She touched me; it was as if she could soak in my feelings as I thought of what I knew of my parents. Or thought I knew. The stories I’d heard as a kid or even from my Uncle seemed at odds with what we discovered about my father. She smiled enigmatically and squeezed my hands in hers as she rose to leave.

“You were loved, Jeremiah,” she said, “very deeply. I can feel their souls in your touch and know they still look after you, even on the next plane.”

I smiled, thanking her, and processed that last cryptic statement. I didn’t know anything about religion or the teachings of the Universal Church. Her presence was soothing, and her words to me felt like honest encouragement. I held on to her words to remember what she said as we discovered more of the truth.

After Miranda left, my Uncle was pure business. We signed the marriage license application, and he assured me the legal paperwork would be complete.

“When are you expected back?” he asked as he placed the last paper in a pile, rising to hug us both.

I looked at Kelly, and she answered.

“We will be back in three weeks.” Kelly answered, “Mother has made plans for three weeks from Saturday, in our garden. Please tell me you can come, and bring your wife and family. We are all family now.”

“Of course, we wouldn’t miss it.” Thomas said and kissed her cheek, “You two be safe and careful. The things Alyssa and I found about that evil cult are disturbing. Get what you need to learn about your father and get out. No other good will come from lingering in that region. Tell the girls I sent my love.”

Kelly and I left and walked back home, our arms hooked together. We were happy and looked forward to a bright future. A sunny day in an Oregon summer can be fleeting, and we hurried home as we spied a rain cloud forming and moving west towards us. We slid up the steps of the house just as the rain started to fall.

DISTANT PAST - DEBORAH - DIARY ENTY


My soul hurts. I was selfish to leave the Priesthood. I knew I had to escape, but had I known the cost, I should have killed myself in the end. My selfishness kept me alive. I don’t know why I survived, why the instinct to keep breathing kept me going.



I had no idea as I walked that lonely road to the neighboring town that night I had left the compound with the seed of so many evil men stirring in my womb. It never crossed my mind I could become pregnant with their spawn.



A couple took me in, cleaned me up and fed me, listened to my story, and gave me money. Putting me on a bus and sending me to a home for battered women they knew of in Boise. They didn’t realize the whore they helped was bearing the seed of demons. They should have left me beside the road to die.



I couldn’t kill the thing that made my belly rise a month after arriving at the shelter. The sisters of the rite didn’t believe in abortion, regardless of parentage. I pleaded with them not to let this spawn breathe. They had no idea what to do with me; I’m sure my ravings sounded like a mad woman. They found a spot in a mental hospital, and I spent most of the rest of the pregnancy restrained at night. I was lying on my back, looking up at the window to the stars in the sky; my wrists and feet were bound “for my safety.”



My hatred for the cult grew as I sat in this jail of soft white walls and leather straps. This place was no different really. Always controlling the females, can’t let them make their own decisions. I was filled with hate, darkness and anger as my belly slowly grew more prominent.



I was plotting how to kill my child when the time came to give birth. I fantasized about how to make it look natural as I breathed through the contractions. They felt like tickles compared to the pain my father often tortured me with. As I started to push, I plotted how a single pillow at night could make the beast stop breathing. My vagina opened to allow the spawn of demons to find the air of light. I cursed at the fates as the wriggling creature started to cry its pitiful tune.



Then the cursed nurses put the baby girl on my breast.



One look in her eyes, and I was gone.



I can’t harm my child! I must protect her! I must keep her safe!



Her eyes sought mine and a bond of love, so strange to my young body, formed. Her tiny fingers wrapped around my fingers. I felt my heart leap in joy, and I knew her name.



“Call her Elizabeth,” I said to the nurse. “Please, her name is Elizabeth.”


PAST - JEDIAH AND JENN

Jediah tugged at Jenn’s dark tangle of hair, her half-nude body scrambling in the ripped dress he’d pulled over her bruised flesh. He looked at the door numbers as he pulled her down the hall. Jenn’s mouth dripped a drop of blood on the floor as she worked her tongue over the hole in her jaw where a tooth had been.

Jediah pulled to a halt outside a room and slammed the girl’s head into the door. His feral grin was dark as he licked his lip, inhaling her sudden flash of pain as her skull pounded into the door.

“Key,” he said.

The girl put the brass key she clung to into his hand. Her arms were shaking from the shock her body was lapsing in and out of. Her humiliation of waking hogtied to the bed and the pain of an hour of torture she’d endured before he dressed her and took her down the hall. She was filled with shame, fear, humiliation, and a dark part of her brain was thrilled by the feelings even as her physical body ached and poured more endorphins into her blood.

The girl shivered, her eyes dull and unfocused. Her mind must have detached from her body to cope with the events of the last 8 hours. Her unfocused spacey eyes were unresponsive as he pushed in the door and shoved her body awkwardly into the room.

He tossed her limp frame to the bed, and the man sleeping woke with a start, looking wildly around until he saw Jediah looking down at him. He shrank back as he saw the rage in the older man’s dark eyes. The girl’s body twitched, and her unfocused eyes blinked slowly as she shifted in and out of consciousness.

“You’re supposed to be protecting her, Michael,” the older man spat at, the younger man.

“I know, Jediah,” he said, looking wildly around and finding the girl slumped on the bed beside him. He rolled towards her, then recoiled as he saw how badly she’d been beaten.

“I was exhausted. Who did this to her.”

Jediah leaned toward the boy and spat at him. “I did, you fool.”

Michael shrank back from the Jediah and looked back and forth from the beaten girl to the angry man. Jediah fixed his gaze at Michael until Michael dropped his eyes to the floor. Then he slumped into a chair and exhaled a long breath.

The girl groaned and curled into a fetal position, unaware of her surroundings. Jediah had driven her through a pain-arousal cycle this morning, addicting her to the endorphin rush. He truncated it with frustration because she started craving the pain a bit too much. It was a balance he needed. A good whore served her John’s passions, not her own perverse needs.

He shifted his eyes back to Michael, who looked exhausted. Now with Jediah’s scolding, he felt shame. Michael had let his guard down. He could have lost this girl to a predator that wouldn’t have stopped. She could have been killed.

“Take it as a lesson, Michael,” Jediah said, slipping into a mentoring tone, “These girls are the merchandise. They are our product. We must look out for them until they are safe in their houses. I want you to return to the field and find a new mark.”

“What?” Michael said, looking up at him, “I was going to take her to the compound, see her through the whole process, then take her to her assignment.”

“I’ll take her,” Jediah said, “she’s a special one, and I think a bit above your level.”

“Let me go with you,” Michael said, “I want to see the rest of the process. Please Jediah? This has been a hard year; that first mark was a waste of time.”

Jediah nodded.

“True, a desert is what you told me, but she led you to this one, right?”

“Yeah,” Michael said tiredly, “that first mark, Kelly, just disappeared. She was a cold fish. I was playing the wrong role. I can’t be a college boyfriend. I’m better playing the bad boy. Forbidden fruit. I’ve invested much time into Jenn and want to see the finished product.”

Jediah thought to himself, remembering the toil it took to be on the road, trying to seduce and corrupt women. It took a while to get the process down. Michael was showing promise. He looked over at Jenn, still a mess from his treatment. And that had only whetted his appetite. He needed another conquest to soothe his hunger. Jenn had been used up.

“Take the day, get the girl cleaned up,” Jediah said, standing and walking out of the room, “I want to leave first thing in the morning. You do a good job; I’ll consider letting you come along.”

“Understood, boss,” Michael said, turning and waking Jenn with a slap to the face.

Jediah left the boy to his task and walked back to his room. A short nap and he could be on the prowl by dinner time. He had several targets that fed his dark thoughts; they all showed up in places like this from time to time. Rural areas had their share of lonely housewives or newly divorced cougars. He looked forward to his hunt.

PAST - JEREMIAH

PAST - JEREMIAH

Alyssa looked worn down as Kelly and I returned to our empty house. Her eyes were damp as if she’d been crying. She marked her place with an old photo and put aside the diary she’d been reading. She stood and greeted Kelly first, hugging her tightly. She lifted her hand and gripped the brown stone pendant tight, looking into Kelly’s eyes.

I watched, confused, as her eyes brightened and her posture straightened. When we walked in, the room seemed darker, and suddenly it felt brighter as I felt power project from the stone outward to fill the space.

“Thank you,” Alyssa said with a deep sigh, leaning and hugging Kelly as she relaxed from the tension she’d been experiencing.

“What was that about?” I asked as the pair of girls touched foreheads, taking a moment to share a bond.

“The effect of Kelly’s grandmother’s diaries,” Alyssa finally said, turning to me, as Kelly lowered her head and leaned into Alyssa, placing her head on her shoulder, resting it there.

“What about them?” I asked, concerned suddenly.

“They are surrounded by darkness,” Alyssa said, “she was tormented by dark spirits her entire life. Her experiences fill their pages, and I’m beginning to feel how she must have felt. Those spirits still linger over her possessions. They…”

She drifted off, looking at me cryptically, then continued. She must have seen my eyes growing wider, my mouth opening to question her explanation. She straightened and fixed me with a glare.

“I have no empirical way to describe this, Jeremiah. But I’m learning this world is beset with spiritual powers, light, and dark.”

She pointed at the diaries.

“Those books are dark,” she lifted Kelly’s pendant, “this is light.”

I nodded but was still confused as she continued trying to explain.

“Light always overcomes darkness, J. The only hope the darkness has is to hide.”

I shook my head, puzzled. It sounded like some old religious dogma from when I was a kid in my grandfather’s church. Complete foreign to hear from Alyssa’s usually precisely scientific explanations. I put my arms around her and Kelly. I pushed as much love, contentment, and … light into them, and they relaxed. Slowly we all straightened as the power pulse from the stone faded into the background.

“I don’t understand,” I admitted.

“I need to read those books, even if they are dark,” Alyssa said, “I need to know the secrets if we want to survive.”

“That sounds melodramatic,” I said, “we’re going to a bank in a small town. Then we are coming back. We will enjoy nature and mountains and springs as we go. I don’t think this is a trip to Mordor.”

Suddenly Carmen was at the door.

“Okay, Master, Mistress, and Mistress, your carriage awaits!”

We forgot about what we were doing and headed toward the coach. Aly stopped me and pulled me back.

“Carry those books for me, J.” she said, “I want to have them as we drive.”

I picked up the box, still thinking she was being unreasonable, lifting the small box easily and heading towards the door. When I reached the steps and climbed into the motor coach’s main cabin, my arms felt weakened, and my mind held dark thoughts. Flashes of anger pulsed through my brain. I felt jealousy, hate, and rage try to slip into my brain. I plopped the box down and slid it into one of the closets. The feelings lessened but didn’t go away.

I looked around for Kelly. My eyes must have looked wild because there was a hint of fear in her eyes when she saw me. Then she softened and hugged me, pressing that brownstone against the flesh of my neck. I felt it pulse again, and my mind cleared and filled with different thoughts, hope, and love.

“Okay,” I managed as Carmen looked back at me as if I had grown a second head, “I understand better now, Alyssa.”

Carmen slipped into the driver’s seat and pulled a pair of shades over her eyes, “Hold on, kids, we’re underway.”

“But,” I started thinking, “what was the plan? Did Carmen know the way?”

Kelly and Alyssa started talking before I could voice my concerns.

“The contractor will be here in an hour or two, you’ve already signed power-of-attorney, and he has everything he needs to start,” Kelly said.

“His workers are going to move the rest of our stuff to storage this afternoon,” Alyssa continued.

“We’re going to Betsy’s first,” Lexi said, curling next to me on the sofa I was sitting in.

“I want to try to contact Jenn one more time before we are without a phone line,” Kelly explained. “Mom wants to cook us all dinner.”

“I have something I want to talk to her about, too,” Alyssa said.

She leaned into Kelly, discussing something in depth. She turned to try to explain to me. Then just waved a hand at me. Lexi leaned in and changed sofas, talking more plans with the pair. Soon the three of them were deep in planning and discussion.

I looked up to see Carmen laughing at me in the rear-view mirror. I got up and slid into the co-pilot seat.

“Don’t worry, Papi,” she said, “we’ve got everything under control.”

I smiled and closed my eyes, believing her completely, but the question buzzed in the back of my brain.

“Control of what?”

DISTANT PAST -ISAIAH

The light of the town ahead glowed on the horizon as Isaiah cruised the deserted highway. He knew a hotel was there; he was tired and could use the rest. He was also lonely. He had thought of Katie and Sammie and hoped they were doing well.

He pulled into the hotel, an older building. He parked and went inside. There was a small bar with a few tables for food service opposite the front desk. He reserved a room, then went to the bar to have a beer and a bite to eat before going to his room.

The barmaid was a trim dark skinned girl. Probably had Native American blood, thought Isaiah. She smiled brightly at him. He ordered his beer, and he only felt more lonely as he drank. Absently watching the young women tend to the few customers, he loitered longer than he planned.

She wore tight jeans that clung to her shapely ass, and her button-down shirt tightly stretched the hotel logo across her ample breasts. She had about three buttons unbuttoned that revealed a deep cleavage that her darker complexion only accentuated. He smiled more at her as he drank a second beer. He usually stuck to only one. He was too much of a lightweight to drink more and stay sober.

He remembered the feeling he had the first night he seduced Sammie, and their lives changed. He watched the young woman as she drifted closer. He scanned her to see if that still worked. He didn’t fully understand what he saw in her, but her eyes glanced up at him, and he smiled. He felt her alight with arousal and curiosity. But those feeling were kept at bay by solid self-control. She was attracted to Isaiah but noticed his ring and didn’t pursue it more.

Intoxicated, Isaiah wanted more. His brain blurred from the alcohol; he put his hand in his jacket pocket. He leaned back and tried to push her to flirt more. His power failed as his hand brushed the metal plate he’d placed there. He blinked, shocked, as he tried again and also failed. He pulled out the plate and looked at it. One dark blue stone was alight with golden lines that pulsed then faded.

“Strange,” Isaiah thought, kept his hands away from the plate, and tried to push another thought to the intoxicating young woman behind the bar. She turned from the other side of the bar and walked back toward him.

“Are you staying the night here?” she asked, her dark eyes glinting, “I’m Maria.”

She leaned over to look at Isaiah. Her moral curve sparked with arousal as Isaiah smiled back at her.

She was thinking, “I don’t have to be so afraid of married men, at least not with travelers. This man was attractive, and his eyes were so kind. I could enjoy a night with him. A one-nighter wouldn’t be horrible.”

Isaiah watched, observing her eyes as she looked him over. She looked back at his eyes, then down to his lips. She wet her bottom lip, and her teeth bit into the tender flesh. She dropped her eyes to his chest, flicking from his eyes to his firm-looking body.

Isaiah was suddenly stricken with guilt as he could feel her start to heat up. He grabbed the copper plate. Her eyes dimmed, and she smiled professionally at him. She wiped the counter and then walked back to her station.

Isaiah left a big tip and hurried up to his room. Fleeing the bar as he carried that strange plate in his fist. He laid his head on the pillow, placed his hand on the scale, and went to sleep: his thoughts were a confusing mess as he considered what he might have done.

Maria watched as the handsome man left so suddenly. He looked like he’d seen a ghost. She sighed. He was attractive but unavailable. She wanted nothing to do with a married man. Besides, her boyfriend would be by soon, and he’d be angry if he caught her flirting with any man. She cleaned the bar and didn’t give the man another thought.

PRESENT - JEREMIAH

Jeremiah sat at his desk, lost in thought after Alyssa returned to the party. After bringing her to a quick orgasm to burn off the latent effects of Zac’s aura, he thought of her last words, dispelling Isaac’s latent sexual energy.

“An incubus that can mold people’s wills,” she’d said, “that boy needs to be watched.”

A woman entered my study, knocking on the door as if on cue. Even in the dim light, he recognized her head’s halo of white hair. Her frame was familiar as she smiled and walked to his desk, sitting in a chair opposite me.

“Jeremiah,” she said, “I’m worried about my grandson.”

“I know, Mom,” Jeremiah told Betsy as she scooted closer. “Alyssa and I were talking about him. We’ve told him about our family.”

“You should have told him sooner, Jeremiah,” she said stridently. “He could have been ready; he could have been trained by now.”

“Betsy, we didn’t know if he would even have powers,” Jeremiah explained, “nothing in Alyssa’s research has ever mentioned two halflings having children that had powers.”

“Well, you should expect that would have been hidden, kept secret,” Betsy said, with exasperation, “I just felt him move through the house. He isn’t aware of the effect he has on everyone.”

“He is a bit over-charged right now,” Jeremiah admitted, “that poor girl was kissing him half the night. I adjusted her. He unconsciously slipped a bit and made her kiss him to surprise me. The girls wanted a surprise party. That part at least was a surprise.”

“It’s not a joke, Jeremiah!” she said earnestly, “You of anyone else here, even Kelly, should know the dangers.”

“Mom, we’ve discussed this, Aly and Kelly and I,” Jeremiah reminded her. “You watch him like a hawk. Even Carmen and Lexi watch him. They are like mother hens, sending me reports on his daily behavior. No other halfling has ever had this much adult supervision. We have a plan.”

Betsy sighed and slumped back in the chair, “I know, dear,” she said, retreating, “I’m just worried, and I’ll have to talk to whoever thought up that stunt. We can’t go around tempting that boy so.”

“I’ll talk to Carmen,” Jeremiah said, and she nodded knowingly.

“I love that girl as if she were one of mine,” Betsy said in a soft tone,” but she is as mischievous as a sprite,” she quieted more as she thought about Carmen, “It is good that she met you, Jeremiah… the darkness would have used her up, and spit her out. With you, she’s known love and light. I forget that sometimes, my love. Sometimes I have too much of my mother in me.”

“Thank you, Betsy,” Jeremiah said, standing up and hugging her, “You are the best grandmother to Zac; he is well loved and surrounded by light. We will keep him safe, all of us. We’ll figure it out.”

Betsy slipped her arm into Jeremiah’s, and he escorted her back to the party. Later that night, Betsy would retire to her room in the large estate. She would remember her husband as she said her prayers. She would stand vigil over her beloved family until she fell asleep, just as her mother protected her.

PAST - JEREMIAH

I stretched out in the comfortable co-pilot chair as Carmen confidently drove the cruiser out of town and headed towards the interstate. She smiled over at me, then shimmied in her newly molded flesh.

“I still can’t believe what you did to me?” Carmen said as she glanced at her flawless physique.

Her training as a dancer had built a foundation of solid and flexible muscles on her sturdy frame. Her genetics made it easy to add more curves to her when she went lax on her diet. She hadn’t paid much attention for the past six weeks. Last night as we all paid careful attention to every curve, she’d become a bit self-conscious at how loose some sections of her arms and belly had become. By the night’s end, her flesh was tight, exposing her washboard abs and tight round butt. Carmen had a dancer’s body through and through.

“And that thing you did with my bush, Papi?” she whistled, “I like that a lot, but it got me thinking...”

“That’s always trouble, Carmen,” I said, smiling over at her.

“Yeah, yeah, but listen to me. You know how you molded those rings you put in our ... you know what,” she said, usually not so shy with her words.

“Clit hood,” I said.

“Yeah, fuck, I always forget the name of that,” she continued, “fuck, Papi, that was hot...”

She wriggled a bit, thinking about it, which led to more wriggles, and I had to cough to get her attention.

“Anyways,” she said. “I’ve always had a hermaphrodite fantasy...”

“Hermafra-what?” I said, “You forget clit-hood, but you remember that?”

“Hush,” she said with a blush. “A chick with a dick and pussy, is that more plain for you, Master? Could you make one of us like that?”

I thought about it and thought maybe I could, but the last couple of hours of thinking of marriage and the effects of the dark spirits made the whole thing a bit heavy.

“I probably could,” I said, “but right now, the last thing I want to talk about is sex fantasy.”

“Oh, I understand, Master,” she said, “this is some deep shit you’re going through.”

“I’ll figure it out,” I said, reciting my mantra, “Tell me more about you, though. How did you grow up?”

Carmen looked over at me for a long moment, then let out a long sigh.

“I don’t like to talk about my family, Master.”

“I know,” I said, “but I’m curious. I know more about Lexi’s foster parentages than you.”

She was silent for a moment, then stiffened her back as she drove and started talking.

“My mother, Maria, was half Indian, the teepee type, not the Hindu type. My father was 100% Mexican.”

I leaned back to listen and encouraged her with comforting thoughts.

“They met in a small town in Eastern Oregon,” she continued. “Her family was small and poor, and the town didn’t have many opportunities for minorities. She started working in a hotel keeping their bar.”

“Anyway,” she relayed. “My father was part of a motorcycle gang, he had a wild past, and the gang felt like family to him. He didn’t do drugs or get drunk too much. But his gang started running drugs from Northern California to Nevada. They’d found that a roundabout path through Oregon was less noticeable than a direct route through Reno.”

I thought about the geography and nodded, understanding. The direct route was filled with tourists and would have lots of watching eyes. The couple times his uncle took him duck hunting in the high desert east of the Cascades, it always seemed deserted.

“That makes sense,” I said. “What kind of drugs?”

“Oh, every kind, they made the rounds to all the whore houses outside Reno and along the northern interstate of Nevada. The Johns came for pussy and stayed for the drugs,” she said.

I wasn’t sure if Carmen understood that our quest would pass through that area or that my grandfather may have recruited and corrupted young girls to work as whores. The whole story started to sound like deja-vu.

“One night, the gang stayed in my mother’s town.” Carmen continued, “He spent the first night talking to her at the bar. They were attracted to each other, but she didn’t want to be involved in a one-night stand. My father respected that and treated her like a lady.”

“Go on,” I said.

“Well, one night, after several months of seeing each other on his standard route,” she recited. “My mother leaned over the bar and kissed him. She told him she liked how she made him feel desirable and like a treasure. She said she felt trapped in this town, but she wasn’t certain she’d be safe if she left. Then she looked at him and said, ‘I think I’ll always be safe with you.’”

I smiled, and she grinned.

“I never knew you had a romantic soul,” I said.

“Mama and Papa,” she smiled, “they were lovers. She packed her bag and rode out of town on the back of his Harley the next morning. She stayed with him, protected by his status in the gang, and the whole gang took care of her. She made a home in Northern California, and a few months later, I was born.”

“That sounds nice, Carmen,” I said

“Well, that’s the story my father’s father told me,” she said, “my parents were killed in a gang fight six months after I was born.”

“Oh my god, Carmen,” I said, “I’m so sorry.”

She shrugged and lifted her sunglasses, rubbing a finger along the bottom of her eyes. She stared ahead at the road and was silent for a while, her bottom row of teeth pressed into her upper lip. Then she stiffened and started again, feeling determined.

“My paternal grandparents raised me,” she said. “Abuelo was a senior member of the gang. He didn’t ride but was part of every decision. He loved me deeply but was a very flawed man. The people around my house were rough and knew how to jack cars, get alcohol, have sex, smoke dope, do drugs.”

“As much as he wanted to raise me right, I was a rebel at heart,” she confessed. “He tried to contain me, and I just pushed him away. I ran away from Abuelo after Abuela died. He was too depressed from her death to even notice. He died three months later. I was sixteen and alone. I had learned from Abuelo that you needed to use what you had to succeed.”

She ran her hand down her body, “All I had was this...”

“I lost my virginity when I was raped by the first bike club I tried to join.” Carmen stiffened as she told her story,”

“Carmen,” I said, “you don’t have to...”

“No, Papi, I DO!” she said and tossed off her glasses, tears streaming down her face.

Carmen quickly turned off into an abandoned weigh station and parked. She looked at me, took a ragged breath to steel her nerves, and started reciting. The other girls, confused at the sudden stop and Carmen’s tears, drew closer to listen.

“I was raped at 16 and had an abortion two months later. I sold my body to get the drugs I craved. I sold drugs to teenagers that should never taste that shit. I cooked meth and packaged heroin naked. I was a drug mule. When I turned 18, I danced in strip clubs and turned tricks in back alleys all over Northern California.”

She wiped her eyes that were now black from her mascara, her breaths coming in sobs.

“I wanted to kill myself; I hated everything about myself. I would have had I not found a church and decided to pray for one last chance; I planned to overdose on heroin.”

Her voice softened as the tale shifted.

“The Padre there, Josué, was a kind man.” Her voice cracked slightly at the name, “He didn’t judge me. He hugged me and sent me to a women’s shelter. At the shelter, I got clean. In six months, I worked for the shelter; cooking, cleaning, taking care of strung out whores and homeless drug addicts.”

She continued, her face beginning to brighten at the happier memories.

“The Padre reappeared and gave me a scholarship brochure. It seemed tailor-made for me and my background. I didn’t have a high school diploma, so I had to get my GED. For the next three months, I learned everything I should have learned in four years of high school. I passed the GED and earned that scholarship.”

“I chose to go to our school,” she said, looking up at Lexi and Kelly, her smile breaking through tears, “because it was as far away from Northern California as I could imagine. Living next to you two putas, ... It felt like I was finally home, and I loved it.”

She went silent, sagged under the weight of her story, looked at me, and laughed.

“Then I saw you fucking Lexi, and my whole world turned upside down, wonderfully so!”

We surrounded her, hugged her, and poured our love into Carmen. None of us expected to hear about her life in such candid detail. I was proud of her for facing the past and bringing it to light. She felt less burdened.

“Okay, fuck you bitches,” she said, wiping her eyes and finding her sunglasses, “We need to get to where we’re going, and we won’t get there crying like babies; back to your seats.”

I chuckled to myself, and Alyssa slipped behind me and hugged me.

“You are a wonderful man, Jeremiah; without using your powers, you helped her. You asked earlier what a counselor is...” She kissed behind my ear, “that, that right there... that is a counselor.”

PRESENT - JEREMIAH

I entered my bedroom from the main entrance. The double doors were centered on a broad wing of the sprawling mansion we called home. Alyssa and Kelly’s rooms were directly beside mine, with Carmen’s on Alyssa’s end and Lexi’s room beyond Kelly’s.

My doors opened to a broad parlor. My retreat upstairs had a large HDTV and comfortable chairs. A wet bar on one side mainly was for appearance as I didn’t drink more than an occasional beer, and soda was too sweet for my palette.

I paced through the inner parlor and passed through my dressing room to our bedroom. It was a large room that extended across the entire wing of our house. A set of windows across the back wall brought natural light during the day. The view encompassed all my property, a lush forest that overlooked a valley with a small creek running through it. With a full moon, it was a spectacular view.

Along the front of the sprawling room were five doors, the center one I’d just walked through, and the other doors led to my lovers’ boudoirs. On one end was a hot tub with a sliding door that opened to an expanded deck along the side of the house, and beside it was a full bathroom and spacious shower.

The front rooms of the girls were a facade, though each room was made custom for each of them. They spent time in their room with their varied interests, but we shared this bedroom each night. The bed was also custom; basically, two king-sized beds pressed together, with a sturdy frame and custom bedding.

As I walked in after the party, a single body was already there. Carmen knelt before the bed, wearing a leather training collar around her neck. She wore cuffs on her wrists and ankles. She bowed her head. I scanned and sensed the shame she felt for the slip-up with Zac. I shook my head and walked forward, standing before her and touching her dark hair’s crown.

“Did you plug yourself already?” I asked.

“No, Master,” she sighed, “it is not this slut’s place.”

“Knees, arms flat, ass up,” I commanded; I sensed what she thought she needed but refused to be harsh with her.

I opened a closet where toys and other paraphernalia were kept. I picked out a medium-sized plug with a jeweled base. Then I grabbed an insertable vibrator. I’d need it soon, as I thought of my plan. A couple of skeins of rope went over my shoulder. Holding a tube of quality lubricant, I tossed the toys in the bed.

Keeping on my button-down shirt and dark trousers, I kicked off my loafers and rolled up my sleeves. I looked over, and Carmen was prone on the floor, her breasts pressing into the carpet, her arms stretched above her head, her ass raised, her knees doubled under her. Her appearance was relaxed, but I felt her curve, and she was in a frenzy of emotions.

I lubed up the plug and stood behind her. I tapped one of her soles with my stockinged foot. Feeling my cue, she reached back and pulled her ass cheeks apart. I grabbed the jeweled end of the plug, pressed the pointed tip shiny with the slick lube, and pressed it firmly into her ass. She groaned at the feeling, and her curve purred with arousal as the plug seated firmly.

I swatted her ass, “Bed, on your back, center, spread eagle,” I commanded in a low voice.

She crawled to the bed and slunk up to the center. She held her head down and was clouded by the dark ebony veil of her hair. I went back to the closet and retrieved a blindfold. I could feel her desire to hide her eyes; I was sure they were streaked from her tears and black from her makeup. As she climbed the bed, I slipped the blindfold over her eyes. She nodded her quiet thanks and continued her journey.

“Spread-eagled, slut.” I reminded and started unfurling the ropes. Kelly walked in as I was finishing knotting the cords. Her naked form was bronzed and toned. She had worn her brown-stone pendant all night, “Just in case,” she’d said. She saw Carmen lying bound to the bed and took off the charm. The room immediately pulsed as she allowed her power to bloom, feeding on Carmen’s arousal. Kelly noticed the quietness of the room and looked at me. I nodded toward Carmen, whose body was trembling, her breasts rising and falling, then shuddering as she cried.

I slipped beside Kelly and whispered in her ear.

“She’s feeling guilty. She thinks she fucked up with Zac, making him find a second girl to kiss.”

Kelly frowned.

“That’s silly,” she mouthed quietly. “We all played a part in that,” her thoughts continued.

I nodded in agreement, then whispered to her my plan. She smiled, crawled up the bed, and started caressing and cupping Carmen’s breasts. She played with her nipples making them hard as rocks. I shed my clothes and slid onto the bed, grabbing the insertable vibrator and teasing the wand along her thighs. She trembled at the touch, with Kelly’s fingertips still massaging her breasts as her body started to hum. I rubbed the tip along her moist bare cunt lips and then pushed it inside.

“Don’t let that fallout,” I growled, then swatted her clitoris with my bare palm.

Kelly watched, and I nodded to her. She slipped to the headboard and spread her legs astride Carmen’s head. Carmen craned her neck back, and Kelly leaned forward, then ground her cunt into Carmen’s open lips.

Lexi entered next, in just her silver collar that she always wore. I had the only key to remove it, and the loop around her neck always reminded her of her Master. She crawled up next to me and kissed my thigh. I motioned for her to be quiet and wait, and she knelt as she watched me.

I started molding Carmen. Small little motions of my fingers made her clit stiffen and grow. Carmen arched her back at the feeling and moaned into Kelly’s cunt. I slowly adjusted her sensitivity level as making her clit into a cock would overload her nervous system. I tugged at the lengthening tender ball of nerves, molding a porous structure inside, feeling it engorge as Carmen’s blood filled the new appendage. Lexi watched, captivated as I developed it into the shape of a cock, not overly large. It was made of flesh and had no plumbing, but it would serve my intentions. I stroked the erection, feeling its firmness, then motioned to Lexi, and she wrapped her hand around it and stroked it.

Kelly started moaning as Carmen’s tongue found her clitoris. The visual of Lexi stroking Carmen’s new cock induced her body to pulse with sexual energy. Lexi leaned her mouth down and started sucking on Carmen’s cock. I reached down and turned the insertable vibrator on, and Carmen stiffened as the plastic phallus started buzzing inside her. Her hips rolled as Lexi sucked on her cock.

Alyssa finally joined us, only in her glasses. She stood at the side of the bed watching, then looked over at me. I pointed at Lexi, who had started fingering her cunt as she tried to swallow all of Carmen’s cock.

I sent a thought, “Airtight,” to Alyssa, and she smiled, nodding. I held up two fingers, and she pointed to me. I grinned, then pointed to my mouth, then to her, and she nodded. In a flash, Alyssa turned into my form, her cock rigid as my own, and started stroking it.

I tapped Lexi, who was too interested in Carmen’s pulsing cock to notice the shift. “Face Kel, and fuck Carmen’s cock, slut.”

She grinned and climbed up Carmen’s trembling body. Kelly rolled her hips, letting her power flow through the room, but keeping it at a low simmer. Carmen lapped at her Mistress’s flowering lips, drinking her delicious arousal. Lexi leaned forward and kissed Kelly as her legs spread across Carmen’s hips. I grabbed Carmen’s stiff cock and stroked it, then pushed it into Lexi’s cunt, feeling her rock back and grind down until Carmen’s clit-cock filled her.

Carmen screamed into Kelly’s cunt, as she came, then undulated through her orgasm. We were far from done with her. I kneeled behind Lexi and slathered my swollen cock with lube. Alyssa crawled across the bed and knelt, looking like me, beside Carmen. She stroked her cock, then pressed it between Kelly and Lexi’s lips. Kelly sucked the crown into her mouth, and Lexi licked along the shaft. I pressed my slick crown against Lexi’s tight sphincter. She jumped, not realizing what I was doing, then pushed back as she felt me probe again.

I grabbed her hips, nudged her anus, then pressed hard, tugging her hips back. I felt her sphincter open, and I thrust hard, feeling Carmen’s swollen clit-cock pulse under my thrust. Lexi growled as she felt her ass fill with my throbbing cock. Her hips rolled as she fucked Carmen through my stiff intrusion.

I looked at my doppelgänger, and Alyssa grabbed Lexi’s head and fed her my cock. Kelly rose, and Alyssa leaned her form down and kissed the blonde goddess deeply, her firm, masculine hands gripping the blonde tendrils of Kelly’s mane. We all started moving, connected, the nexus of our arousal focused on Carmen trapped under us and Lexi, who was purring as all three of her holes were filled with throbbing cock.

Kelly pushed our combined arousal, making us swoon with her power. Our passion and lust drove our bodies in a vortex of physical motions. With a vibrator in her cunt, her super sensitive clitoris stretched to the size of a cock, firmly gripped by Lexi’s pussy; Carmen’s orgasms broke into waves, then a continuous shake as she feasted on Kelly’s cunt. Kelly succumbed, shaking and clinging to Alyssa’s side. Lexi jerked and vibrated as her cunt clamped down and sprayed Carmen with her spending. Alyssa and I roared and simultaneously poured our cum into Lexi’s ass and mouth.

We hung on the edge as Kelly’s power glowed around us, then we rolled over. Alyssa flashed back to her form and softly touched Carmen. I leaned back on my haunches and turned off the vibrating cock in Carmen’s pussy, pulling it free. She shook and jerked as her orgasms still flowed through her.

Lexi rolled off her and looked up at me with a smile, then closed her eyes and breathed. I formed Carmen’s clitoris back to normal. Then with a nod to Alyssa and Kelly, we untied her cuffs.

Carmen rolled on her side, pulled her knees up into a fetal position, and just sobbed. The girls surrounded her and talked to her softly. I slid over her and kissed her ear.

“I love you, Carmen, always.”

I scanned her, feeling her guilt and remorse evaporate as the loves of her life surrounded her.

I felt Lexi slide against me, her breath on my neck. I turned and kissed Lexi softly, and she peered into my eyes.

“Master,” she whispered, “I think you misunderstood the discipline she wanted….”

“Oh?” I asked and listened to her.

“That is one of her favorite things, what you did to her,” Lexi explained, “she needed to be corrected, to feel the bite of her Master’s whip.”

“Hmmm…” I smiled and looked at her, “Do you think my whip could have damaged her as much as the guilt and disappointment she was torturing herself with?”

I paused as she considered my words, recalling when she occasionally disobeyed me and nodded softly.

“No, little one,” I said, kissing her forehead, “ She needed to feel loved and be reconnected. She needed to be in her place, with all of us.”

Lexi smiled and stretched to hug me tight, “That’s why you’re the Master, Master,” she kissed me deeply.
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DISTANT PAST - ISAIAH


Isaiah woke
 up refreshed as he felt the tremor of power from the breastplate as the stones flickered in an odd golden glow. Blinking and rubbing his eyes, he dismissed the effects as remnants of a dream. Having fallen asleep fully clothed, Isaiah didn’t take long to get ready for the road again. He relieved his full bladder, washed his mouth, and smoothed his tightly cropped hair. Checking the mirror, he returned to the bed, pocketed the bronze plate, and went to check out.

“Hey,” he asked the desk clerk as he paid for the night, “do you know the bartender? Her name was Maria, I think. Could I leave her a message? I wanted to apologize to her; I was a bit depressed last night.”

“She quit,” the older lady said without emotion, “I heard she ran off with her boyfriend; didn’t you hear the loud bikes drive up? We’ve gotten complaints all morning from their noise. Good riddance if you ask me….”

Isaiah plastered a grin and nodded as the lady continued gossiping about things that were none of her business. He took his receipt and headed to the car. He was only slightly concerned about the girl, as he was sure he left before he’d done anything permanent. Still, it bothered him for a few miles down the road, but he had forgotten her name when he drove through Boise.

PAST - JEREMIAH

Carmen pulled the cruiser up along the curb at Bob and Betsy’s house. The couple must have heard our rumble as they appeared at the door before the engine turned off. Kelly first slipped out of the cabin and flew to hug her father, then her mother. Alyssa hugged Betsy and then Bob, who blushed at the contact. Lexi and Carmen followed, hugging the couple as if they were their parents. I came down last, shook Bob’s hand, and then leaned to hug Betsy.

“Someone’s been experimenting,” she whispered as she squeezed me tight. She pushed herself back, her eyes knowingly looking into mine. “Be careful, Jeremiah. These powers aren’t a toy.”

She paused, looking at me, and I nodded, a bit cowed by her stare. She broke into a large smile and kissed my cheek.

“You are taking good care of my girl, I can tell. Thank you.”

She turned and shooed everyone inside.

“Dinner is served. Help yourself. I never imagined having seven people around a table. The seating is a bit tight.”

She had made a pasta dinner, and the small dining room table felt cozy and crowded as we sat with three mismatched chairs. The dinner conversation flowed over several topics. First, an update on the Bed & Breakfast: the contractor had cleaned the house and spent a good time demolishing the parts that were going to be renovated. They had moved our bed to storage, as Betsy had expanded the plans to have four guest rooms, with our family quarters still on the top floor.

Secondly, Betsy covered the wedding preparations. Her gardener assured her that the backyard would be ready in three weeks. A call from my Uncle had persuaded Betsy to invite Miranda to officiate the ceremony. Kelly and I smiled as we’d enjoyed her interview, but I was curious.

“What about your pastor?” I asked, “Wouldn’t Kelly be more comfortable with someone she knew better.”

Betsy looked at Kelly and laughed, “Oh no, dear. Jeremiah, Kelly hates him; she thought him creepy when I forced her to go to bible studies.”

“It’s true,” Kelly said, “he creeped me out. He couldn’t stop staring.”

“Truthfully,” Bob said, “we’ve been spending some time away from our church with Kelly gone. We need something more … well different in how we worship God.”

The table got quiet, and I expected Alyssa to test the topic with her tendency for an atheistic viewpoint. To my surprise, she nodded. “I think we can all appreciate that each of us seeks god differently. It’s good to keep seeking.” Alyssa said.

I almost choked when she said that, but the topic soon passed to our trip to Montana. We talked about the route we would take. Bob was convinced the Interstates were the best bet, given the size of our motor coach. I wanted to take a more direct route, even if it meant driving through the mountains. We settled on going along the Columbia gorge until it split and then deciding on our way from there based on the weather.

The girls retired to the living room, talking more wedding talk. Bob prodded me to go to the back deck. He offered me a cigar and a glass of bourbon as he reclined in the cooling night air. It got dark late in the evening in Oregon, so we enjoyed the darkening twilight.

“So,” Bob said hesitantly, unsure where to start, “Betsy says you are a halfling like her.”

I must have paled a bit and coughed on the sip of alcohol in my mouth.

“Pardon?” I finally sputtered.

“Look, Jeremiah,” Bob said, leaning over to look at me, “I’ve loved Betsy for as long as I’ve known her. Her mother had some strange theories about life, but I know she loved her daughter despite her dark spells. Since she passed when Kelly was born, it seems Betsy has….” He paused and looked at the stars, “She has accepted some of her mother’s ideas, even opening up and explaining them to me.”

I nodded that I understood.

“I’m not quite sure I know what to say?” I said.

I didn’t deny my identity, and I didn’t exactly confirm it either. I tried to relax as Bob continued.

“She says she is a halfling, Betsy does,” Bob rambled, “and to be honest when she stopped wearing that brownstone necklace she constantly wore, well she seems much happier. I felt less tired, … and, well … the sex…” he bled off into silence.

I let my eye focus on the amber alcohol in my glass for the awkward moment.

“I’m not a super spiritual guy, Jeremiah,” Bob said. “What the bible says is usually good enough for me. However, Betsy’s stories have a glimmer of truth to them, at least from my experience.”

I finally felt comfortable enough to scan Bob as he talked about everything, his mind lit with fears and troubles and love for his wife and daughter. His hopes for me and the three other girls in his daughter’s life. I could have resolved his conflict with a push or a nudge, but I just observed as he worked through what was on his mind. His moral curve morphed as he accepted some problematic thoughts, and his posture sagged as he confessed more things to me.

“Well, Jeremiah,” he summarized, puffing the last of his cigar, “I don’t know much, but I know this — my daughter loves you, and my wife approves of you, even respects you. So if you are a halfling, you seem like a good one. Protect my daughter, son,” he said quietly. “Please.”

“Of course, Bob,” I said, snuffing out my cigar and standing next to him, reaching for his hand. He took my hand, then pulled me and hugged me tightly.

“I love that girl with every fiber of my being. She is exceptional.”

“Yes, she is,” I said and squeezed his shoulders, “I will protect her with all I have inside of me. You have my word.”

Alyssa slipped her head out of the sliding glass door, a crease of worry across her brow,

“Jeremiah, we need you,” she said and disappeared back into the house.

I hurried after her, with Bob right behind me. Kelly was on the couch, close to tears. I looked at Alyssa with a question, and she pushed a thought for me to listen.

“It’s Jenn,” said Kelly. “She’s in trouble. I know it!”

She held a piece of paper and pushed it to me, “Read that, Jeremiah, tell me what you think.”

It was a sheet of dot-matrix paper. The computer text on it revealed it was an email addressed to Kelly from Jenn. It was dated two days ago.



Kelly,

I'm so excited. M thinks I'll be perfect for the job! He is going to take me to Montana to meet the boss. How lucky am I? I get to combine my favorite thing, SEX, with making money. M is taking me to a hotel to let me try turning tricks. I'm a bit nervous, but M thinks I'm a natural. He indeed loves the way I please him. Say Hi to Lex and Car; I wouldn't be where I am without their help.

Xoxo Jenn.





I looked at Betsy, and she nodded.

“‘Going to the boss’ means they’re headed to the Priesthood. They like to have a visual test of their new workers. They have some… “ she paused and looked at me, then at my molded companions, “ … procedures to get them ready.”

I felt like I’d been punched in the gut. Enhancing the beauty of my companions was such an easy step for me. Did that make me any different than the ones that would be molding Jenn, making her a sex slave and prostitute? As my thoughts ran wild, Alyssa took my hand, her thoughts calming me as I felt sick with shame. She wordlessly soothed me; our words were being stunted in the company of Bob.

“We can try to do something,” I said to Kelly, “but they have a head start on us.”

“Can’t we just get to Pinebluff as quickly as we can,” Kelly said, “maybe we’ll find her at a hotel?”

I shrugged, overwhelmed with the possible troubles we could find. We didn’t know what the Priesthood was capable of. We barely knew our powers. My mind lit up with fears and apprehension. Alyssa squeezed my hand.

“That’s what we’ll do, Kelly.” Alyssa said, “We’ll start early in the morning and drive straight through. Each of us can drive the cruiser, right Carmen.”

“Yeah, they made that thing easy,” Carmen said of the expensive upgraded cabin, “you guys should be able to handle it.”

The phone rang in the background, “Let the machine get it,” Betsy said.

We started planning for the next leg of the trip until the answering machine beeped and the voice on the phone started talking.


“Kell? are you there? I need help.”


PAST - JEDIAH

Jediah was still buzzing from his turn with the playmate he’d found in the bar. He wondered if that is what the middle-aged woman considered him after their brief and very violent affair. Half-dressed, he’d left her dangling off the end of her hotel room bed. He had ripped her dress and torn off her panties in the heat of the moment.

“A bit sloppy,” Jediah thought, “she might regret the whole encounter when she revives and decides she’d been raped.”

Jediah laughed bitterly. It wasn’t his first rodeo. He never used his real name, and his visits were always short in any town. He’d have the molders adjust his appearance if a woman ever complained. They never did; they got their thrill. If you looked for the right signs, the rape fantasy type was a bit easy to discern. He never left an open wound, and the pain they felt would soon leave their flesh. They’d regret it in the morning, but they knew they were looking for it.

This one, though, she was a bit taken by surprise by his sudden aggression once inside his room. He couldn’t fault himself. He’d had a rough day. He was still upset that Michael had let Jenn fish for a John alone. He needed to remind that boy to watch the merchandise closer.

As he thought of Michael, he was reminded of Jenn, whom he was sure was pampered by Michael after her ordeal with Jediah the previous night. The woman in the lobby had only whetted his thirst. Jenn had shown promise near the end. Maybe he could start back with training her if she’d spent the day recovering.

Oh, how he loved the hunt. That’s part of the reason he’d let Michael clean her back up. Wait for the darkness to fall before stalking back to the bar, looking for fresh prey. Part of the recruitment game was always looking for the next pretty face. The molders could work miracles, but it was always a better product if the base model was well defined.

The woman he’d left hanging off the bed, her name escaped him, was too old for recruiting. But her desperate looks around the bar first convinced him that she was looking for something. Something that she couldn’t find at home. She thought he didn’t see the dimple on her ring finger. He even glanced at it to sell his line.

“Why isn’t a pretty thing like you married yet.” he had drawled at her, smiling, then gaping at her cleavage.

Clue number two, they always advertised. Always. Her dress was too short for her age, and her blouse too tight. Dipped too low, and the lack of a bra and her jutting hard nipples. Jediah knew he had something to freshen his palate.

He walked to Michael’s room. He wanted to check on Jenn, see if she was in good shape, then he could drag her back to his room and have another go. Jediah slipped the key in the lock, then rushed in as he heard Jenn’s voice on the other side of the door.

“… I need help,” Jenn whined, pain clearly in her voice, “Kelly, can you find me? I don’t know….”

She looked up as the cord ripped from the wall, and her eyes widened in fear as Jediah looked like he was choking her. He did, of course, but not enough to strangle her. He slammed her body against the wall and looked around for Michael. Michael had fallen asleep again. He should kill him and find a new hunter. Not enough time; they needed the pipeline filled; he’d make him watch, show him how it was done. He kicked the fool in the ass. Michael just rolled over and snored louder.

“She did a number on that kid,” Jediah thought, “She’ll work well in the field.”

His hand muffled her cries as he pushed her against the wall spanking her ass. He grabbed and tugged at her sore breasts as she screamed into his palms. In the maelstrom, her system rallied and poured the needed endorphins into her bloodstream. The pain numbed, and her head swam, and then she watched, detached, floating in the corner of the room, as that hard man took her limp body, grotesquely splayed over the bed. She almost enjoyed it when he pulled out of her and sprayed her back with his white offering. Her mind clouded with thoughts of what it might taste like as the lights went completely out.

PRESENT - JEREMIAH

Jeremiah awoke to an empty bed. An everyday occurrence for him, as his wives had busy lives. He looked at the sun streaming through the bedroom windows and reckoned it as about 8:00. If the day were typical, Lexi would return from her run shortly. Kelly would be in the gym doing yoga and light weight lifting. Alyssa would read in her boudoir before she came downstairs around 9, grabbing a muffin before heading to the office. Carmen always did brisk thirty minutes on the stair-master after waking up with Lexi, then proceeded to the kitchen to make breakfast.

The house had some staff to clean the main areas and maintain the grounds and the systems such a large house required. Carmen, however, still insisted on making the meals for the family. They would hire a caterer for Kelly’s large parties, and the cost would be passed on to my practice.

Alyssa and I worked together in relationship management, one of our many services. Kelly would consult on some of the more specialized needs of broken relationships. Her official title was a sex therapist. She got more enjoyment from hostessing parties, though helping couples enjoy lovemaking was also fulfilling.

Jeremiah pulled on some gym shorts and a tee shirt and headed towards the stairs. He sat on a stool at the counter, and Carmen passed him a plate of his breakfast. She hugged Jeremiah as he took a mouthful of her famous Chilaquiles.

“Thank you, Master,” she said softly, “I very much enjoyed your discipline.”

Jeremiah smiled and hugged her back, whispering in her ear,

“I love you, Carmen; we must be careful with Zac. It was a mistake any of us could have made.”

Betsy came into the kitchen in her dressing gown. It was a big fancy thing that accentuated her features, her hair might have been white, but her skin was still full and supple. She slipped into the chair beside me, and Carmen fell back to the serving side and passed her a plate.

“Thank you, Carmen,” she said, yawning and poking at her eggs.

“You’re welcome, Abuela!” she said, her affectionate term for Zac’s grandmother.

Betsy looked at me, her eyes showing a shift in her thoughts

“About Zac,” she said. “He’s eighteen now. He should have more freedom to spend time with that delightful girl Beth.”

Jeremiah paused and looked at her, blinking slowly.

“Sorry, Mom,” Jeremiah said, “What?”

Carmen slipped to the other corner of the kitchen and spied Lexi, still sweaty from her run.

“Have a seat, Lex; I’ll bring you some water and breakfast.”

“Thanks, Carmen,” Lexi said and slipped beside me, pressing her sweaty brow to my back as she hugged me tightly.

“Good morning, Mas… J!” She was careful to keep terms regular around Betsy.

“Yes,” Betsy continued, “I think it would be good for the boy to have alone time with Beth, bring them closer together. She is the right girl for the boy.”

Lexi froze and looked around Jeremiah’s shoulder at Betsy, then at Jeremiah as his mouth hung open and closed. He opened it to say something, then closed it again to think.

“Um, Mom,” he said finally, “have you seen Zac this morning?”

“Oh yes,” she said, “I just passed him on my way in. He hugged me as he returned to his room, sipping that coffee he likes too much.”

Jeremiah nodded, then stiffened, his mouth opening.

“ISAAC!” he yelled loud enough to be heard in the spacious mansion, “COME SEE YOUR FATHER BEFORE SCHOOL!!!”

PAST - JEREMIAH

We all froze as we heard the line go dead, the echo of Jenn’s last words from the answering machine. “Kelly, can you find me? I don’t …
 ” is still ringing in our ears.

Kelly jumped first, going to a phone and dialing *69, activating the call return feature of Betsy’s landline. We all huddled around her as she listened, saying aloud, “Stage Coach Inn, Pullman, Washington.”

“That’s where our school is!” Kelly said, looking at Lexi and Carmen,

“Maybe you can get her before they take her to the compound,” Betsy said, “hearing her, I’m sure that’s the next step.”

“Where is the compound?” Jeremiah asked, “Where’s the road atlas?”

Lexi bound out to the bus and came back with the thick book of highway maps that covered all of Oregon, Washington, Idaho, and the western part of Montana.

Betsy grabbed it and flipped through it.

“It’s here, Jeremiah,” pointing to a valley running south of Missoula between the Bitterroot Range and the Sapphire Mountains.

“What is the best way to get there?” I asked.

“To Where? Pullman?” Bob asked.

I nodded, “If we leave now, we can make it there before morning, maybe get to her before they have a chance to take her to the compound.”

“Well, I’d go east to Pendleton, then up the Interstate here, then turn and go straight east to Pullman from there.” he pointed to the map, “It’s all good road. Kelly knows the way; I’m sure Carmen does too.”

“Can we just go!?!” Kelly asked, itching to find her friend.

I waved her to the bus, and Carmen and Lexi followed behind her. Alyssa took my hand, then looked at Betsy, “Is there anything we need to know?” she asked, “Anything you can tell us that will help us.”

Betsy thought for a moment, “Paralysis. Look for Paralysis in my mother’s journals,” Betsy’s thoughts clouded, “I’ve never used it, but I know she did once. I pray that Kelly never has to.”

Alyssa hugged her, “We’ll do everything we can to keep Kelly safe and find Jenn.”

I hugged Betsy tight, “I’ll protect her, Betsy,” I looked up at Bob, “I promise you!”

With that, we ran to the bus. Carmen accelerated from the curb before the door was fully closed. Lexi had the road atlas in her lap and helped to navigate out of the neighborhood, and we hit the eastbound lanes heading towards the Columbia Gorge as night closed in.

I sat behind Lexi and thought, “How many miles to Pullman?”

Lexi had to flip through the book and count mileage. The small college town wasn’t listed on any of the tables. I tried to do the math in my head, thinking of the nearby cities and better-known routes. My thoughts had me paralyzed as I kept hearing Jenn’s haunting voice.

“About 350 miles, Master,” she said, and I looked over at Carmen.

“How fast can this go? Do we need to stop for gas?” I asked, looking over at Kelly crying on Alyssa’s shoulder.

“This thing can do the speed limit, not much more,” Carmen said, “we have a full tank, so we shouldn’t have to stop.”

I was able to do the math, “About 6 hours,” I said and looked at the clock on the console, “It’s near midnight now, so we’ll be there around 6 … 7 in the morning?”

Carmen nodded, and I looked over at Kelly.

“We’ll be there by morning,” I said, “with any luck, she’ll still be there.”

I slid up beside her, and she leaned into me, sobbing.

“It’s my fault. I did this to her. Curse these powers.”

I was blaming myself. I was the first link in the chain. I pulled her to my chest and let her cry. Alyssa slipped off the sofa and headed further down the cabin. She pulled out the box of Deborah’s diaries and started scanning through the pages.

“What are you looking for?” I asked Alyssa as I hugged and soothed Kelly.

“Betsy said that there was a mention of paralysis,” Alyssa reminded me, “I want to find it and check the context. It should keep me busy for a couple of hours.”

I nodded and leaned back, stroking Kelly’s back as she worked through her feelings. I struggled with mine. I had only glimpsed Jenn for a moment that first night with Kelly. She was just a shadow in the hallway who was checking on her friend. She had interrupted us before we even started. If I hadn’t adjusted Kelly, nothing would have happened to Jenn.

I had pushed the first domino. I felt sick to my stomach the more I thought about it.

“Aha!” Alyssa said, then flipped back a few pages and then started reading quietly to herself.

DISTANT PAST - DEBORAH - DIARY ENTRY


I shouldn’t have left her alone that night. Another reason I’m damned. If I had stayed home… Damn my eyes, so blinded by hate, my hate drove me to insanity, and now my Elizabeth will pay the price.



I did leave her alone, and I don’t regret what happened in my hunt. The demon-spawn halfling I hunted was entrapping young women, like my Elizabeth, and turning them into whores.



I remembered the dead eyes of Zedekiah Jackson. He had watched me as his father fell under my influence the night of my escape. I felt him following me as I fled that night. He needed to be removed from this plane. I was just the bitch to do it. I just had to find him.



I knew he liked the small schools. The ones with religious girls looking for Mrs. degrees. He wanted to reverse their piety, corrupt them, and enslave them to carnal desires. The Priesthood preyed on these young, innocent girls, then bled them dry and filled their pockets after they had addicted them to the sins of the flesh.



One of many reasons I had done what I had done the night of my awakening. I wished more of them had fallen.



I left my Elizabeth, who wanted me to call her Betsy, a name that filled my mouth with bile. A boy at school had called her that, and she liked it. Oh, why did I ever leave her alone?



To my credit, I did make her wear the stone. However, I wouldn’t need it tonight. If I found Zed, he would feel my full strength. I only hoped I could survive so I could continue to protect my precious daughter, so close to her awakening.



I drove to the outskirts of a small college town. The college taught a similar religion to the godforsaken Priesthood. Just past the city limits, alcohol was allowed, and a seedy hotel and bar were lit up starkly in the night. The college girls there were young and naive, indoctrinated from an early age. Their greatest goal was to submit to a man and become his wife. They were already halfway programmed. A few were on the wild side, alone for the first time. A place like this was like a bug light, drawing them to their doom.



I pulled into the hotel parking lot and let myself feel. I knew if I allowed it, I could feel the power of my kind. Halflings could always identify other halflings. I felt him, Zedekiah; his presence made my throat constrict with bile. I paused and felt another weaker presence.



I contemplated.



“Did Zed bring protection? Did he bring another along for the ride?”



No, everything I knew of him told me he was solo. This other presence was a coincidence. I pushed that from my thoughts and homed in on Zedekiah.



I found him in a dark corner of the hotel bar. I slipped to the far side of the bar and ordered a drink. I stayed in the shadows, watching Zedekiah scan the room. If he saw me, I’d have to flee. I drank cautiously, the sting of the alcohol steeling my nerves.



Zedekiah was focused. He wasn’t looking for old hags like me. He wanted young meat for his dark purposes. He found her after about an hour. Two girls came in all smiles, one a mousy brunette, the other a blonde halo of hair. She reminded me of my Elizabeth. Not my Elizabeth…



I looked twice. The girl was pretty, but no, not Elizabeth. Zed slithered out of his booth like the snake he was and approached the pair at the bar. A few words and the mousy one found a reason to leave, and Zed led the blonde back to the table. I waited, trying to keep my powers hidden, not leaking into the heady air of the seedy bar. They had a dance floor, and men and women would get up and start dancing. Their climbing arousal made it hard to keep my power focused. I fought against it and stalked my prey.



The blonde apparently passed Zed’s wicked test, and he escorted her to the lobby and the elevators. I watched the lights and noticed the car stop on the fourth floor. I let a bit of my power leak, went to the bathroom, and checked my appearance. I went to the front desk and smiled at the male desk clerk. Not that it mattered, my allure affected both genders.



I turned my allure up and smiled, leaning over to let him see the tops of my breasts.



“Can you help me? I’m meeting my husband, Mr. Jackson. He said you could give me a key.” I smiled and made myself giggle.



It was too easy.



“Of course, Mrs. Jackson,” he had said to my boobs and handed me a key.



“What room? I forgot,” I giggled a helpless laugh.



He said, “fourth floor, but…,” I let my question linger, leaning closer and breathing my pheromones across his features.



“408,” he repeated like he was in a trance, his carnal thoughts fed me, and I welcomed it.



I thanked him, flirted more, letting his lust and arousal refill my batteries, then I went to the elevators and the fourth floor. I quickly found my way and double-checked, scanning for Zed’s presence. He was behind the door. If anything, the muffled scream from his captive gave it away. I put the key in the lock, turned, and pushed out my most potent power.



Succubi can paralyze people and make them helpless as they fill their minds with sexual thoughts and carnal desires. Unable to move, we feed on their thoughts. It’s delicious and mostly harmless, as they wake up thinking it is all a dream. It’s not, but they fool themselves, unable to accept that dark angel roam this plane.



I shot my power towards the pair. She was making them freeze instantly. I felt the girl succumb and fall against the wall. Then her body slumped to the floor. Zedekiah was able to turn and see me as the door closed behind me. He tried to push me away with his power, and I batted his suggestions away. The blonde girl slumped to the floor, her blouse torn away and her breast exposed.



My only excuse is she looked like Elizabeth, and that thought drove me insane. I shrieked and pushed my paralysis curse again. Zedekiah’s eyes went wide, then stayed there. I lost myself to my anger; I have no memory of what I did…



When I came to myself, Zedekiah was dead. His eyes frozen, his head the only recognizable feature. Below the neck, his body was an unrecognizable mess of blood, flesh, and bones. I choked back my gore at sight and looked up at the girl.



I drew back in horror. She appeared like a skeleton, her flesh gaunt against her bones, all of her life sucked out of her. Her blonde hair shone in the freakish display. It was an omen, I felt, if I continued to let my hate consume me, my Elizabeth would end up like this poor girl.



I shrieked in horror and fled. Whipping past a body coming from the opposite room and headed towards the back stairs. Bloody and half mad with rage and horror, I found my car and drove off, stopping and turning off to drive deep into the forest. I cried until I couldn’t anymore, then fell asleep exhausted.


PAST - JEREMIAH

Alyssa lifted her head, noticing that Kelly and I were watching her read.

“So?” I asked, “What did you find.”

Her thoughts clouded as she put together pieces of the puzzle, and I could feel her conflict within her mind over what to tell us. She looked at Kelly and me and frowned as if steeling herself. She cleared her throat.

“This is dark stuff,” she said and slid onto the sofa opposite Kelly and me. “Both of your grandparents are involved.”

I blinked and nodded.

“Okay, Alyssa, tell me what I need to know. Who was my grandfather?”

“He was the main recruiter and sex trafficker for the Priesthood,” Alyssa said slowly and precisely, “He enslaved many women into prostitution and sexual slavery. He and Deborah, Kelly’s grandmother, were foes—deadly foes.”

“How deadly,” Kelly asked in a hushed whisper.

“Deborah killed Zedekiah,” Alyssa said, then continued in a clinical voice, “She ripped his body to shreds and, in the process, sucked the life force from a young girl that he was trying to recruit. The young girl died too.”

Kelly went white and then clung to her pendant. I did a double-take and then put my head in my hands and combed my hands through my hair. I exhaled and looked at Kelly, then hugged her tightly. Alyssa slid to her knees and leaned to hug us both. Lexi slipped behind Alyssa and leaned into us all. Carmen set her jaw and drove along the gorge’s dark rise, a full moon showing the way.

After a few moments, I lifted my head. The girls found seats, and I looked at Alyssa.

“Okay, so how does this help Jenn?” I asked, “What does it have to do with paralysis.”

“Okay,” Alyssa said, thinking, “For one, I learned from the story that the Priesthood uses hotel lounges to recruit. Since Jenn called from a hotel, we can assume that whoever has her is Priesthood.”

I nodded, and Kelly shuddered and leaned against me, seeking my comfort. I put my arm around her and rubbed her shoulder. I wasn’t my grandfather; his actions were repulsive to me. Kelly wasn’t her grandmother. We couldn’t get lost in the past, yet, I struggled to listen to Alyssa.

“I also know from reading Deborah’s diaries that she felt she’d crippled the Priesthood organization. She saw the elimination of Zedekiah as the final blow. From that, I’d assume the powerful halflings had all been left weakened or dead. Any halfling we may or may not encounter is probably not as powerful as our lines.”

I thought about that as Alyssa also went quiet.

“That’s odd, though,” I said. “For whatever reason, our three lines were removed from Priesthood influence and kept safe while we grew up.”

Alyssa nodded.

“It’s bizarre that we were scattered, then came back together. Random events led to us reconnecting. I can’t explain any of it beyond strange coincidence. If I believed in fate, I’d put us coming together as a mark in our column.”

“I believe in fate,” said Lexi, “I couldn’t have planned any of this, and nothing I could imagine has me feel the same connection as I do with you guys. Whatever powers we might face, we can overcome it if we work together.”

Lexi’s spontaneous speech helped to ground us, and we leaned closer, trying to figure out a plan to help Jenn.

“Okay, so what about paralysis,” I asked, “Betsy seemed to think that it is important.”

“Well, the idea of sleep paralysis is tightly linked to the succubus lore. The common explanation is that the succubus will force a man to sleep, paralyze them, and feed off their arousal and sexual excitation.” Alyssa quoted from her past research, “But Deborah used her power to push paralysis to the two she killed. Then she physically attacked Zedekiah; I don’t know if she formed claws and fangs, she isn’t clear, but she does describe the condition of his body. The other death is harder to explain. I don’t think Deborah expected that to happen. It might have been that she sucked all the life force from the other girl in her frenzy.”

I shook my head, the explanation sounding fantastic, and Alyssa tried again.

“Think of how you send us images and suggestions,” she explained, “that could be how Deborah could throw paralysis.”

“Okay, but Kelly’s never done that,” I said.

“I never shape-shifted until I did,” Alyssa said, “You never body molded until you did.”

“So, what are you suggesting?” I asked.

“Kelly needs to practice,” she said, looking at Kelly.

“Will this help Jenn?” asked Kelly, looking a bit ashen.

“It could. Putting an enemy down would be of great benefit if we were confronted,” Alyssa reasoned, then, seeing Kelly’s reaction, “Look, we don’t need to go down this path. If you’re uncomfortable.”

“I can try,” Kelly said, trying to be brave, then straightening, “I will do it if it can help free Jenn.”

“We need a volunteer,” I said.

“I will,” Lexi said, standing up, “I feel partly at fault for Jenn, though I’m not gifted like you three. I willingly volunteer if I can help Kelly discover and master this power.”

The three of us looked at her, then she blushed.

“Besides, being fully restrained is a fantasy of mine.”

“Okay, wait for a second,” Alyssa said as Kelly straightened and started to close her eyes, “before we go all gung-ho on this, I should remind you we are traveling almost 60 miles an hour down a twisting highway. Suddenly activating our powers might have disastrous consequences.”

“You’re right, Alyssa,” I said, “let’s not rush into this. We need to think about safety.”

I looked at Kelly and then lifted off her pendant.

“Carmen should wear this. She needs to be unaffected while she drives.” I handed it to Lexi, and she took it to Carmen, who slipped it over her head.

“Only Lexi and Kelly need to be present to try this,” I said to Alyssa, “but one of us should be present to observe and call for help.”

“Good point,” said Alyssa, “I’ll go sit up by Carmen. I want to read more and see if I can find anything else to help. I’ll monitor your thoughts from there.”

“Okay, I’ll close the door, so we don’t distract Carmen,” I said and rose, leading Lexi and Kelly to the rear cabin and closing the door.

The room was dark, and I was still chasing dark thoughts in my mind with the news of my grandfather’s murder. I felt angry, for no real reason, hurt and upset. I felt like a dark shadow was resting on my back. Flashes of anger, rage, and turmoil danced through my thoughts. I turned on a light, illuminating the small cabin.

“Well,” Lexi said, “where should I stand.”

Kelly also looked disturbed.

“Um, I’m not sure how to just activate my powers,” she said, “I usually need some sexual energy to feed it.”

We all looked at each other, neither feeling a spark of desire.

“That could be a problem,” I said, “maybe we all just lie down and cuddle for a bit.”

Lexi slipped up onto the bed.

“I’m game,” she smiled,

Lexi peeled her shirt off, exposing her evenly toned breasts, free of freckles. Her nipples stood firmly, and the buzz of arousal started in the back of my mind. I tried to shake an odd sensation of dark thoughts weaving in my mind.

I slid behind Lexi and cupped a firm pert breast as Kelly laid down on the other side. Kelly and I looked at each other. I watched with a feral grin as a shadow shifted in her eyes as she sunk her manicured nails into Lexi’s flesh. I began to feel hungry as the room grew darker, shadows physically pressing around us. Kelly’s appearance began to glow, her eyes shifting to a reddish hue. I bit my lip and salivated as the tension rose.

“Mmmm,” Lexi said, enjoying the rough handling both Kelly and I wanted, and with eyes locked, we both drank on her arousal.

Without her stone, Kelly’s power bloomed, warming the room. I pushed my hand to Lexi’s shorts, shoving them down her hips. She wriggled helpfully, and soon she was naked between Kelly and me. I raked my nails up her thigh, and she bit back a scream as she spread her legs. I grabbed her bare slick sex and felt a pulse of arousal coat my fingers.

Kelly rose her long nails as talons sank into her top. She tore her shirt, freeing her breasts, and stretched as she felt her power bloom from her core. Her eyes were a dark red as she looked at me, and I felt my cock swell in my jeans.

Even as dead as we felt moments ago, Kelly’s power grew to feed on darker energy that permeated the small room and captured our thoughts. Her teeth gnashed as if tasting the ignited lust filling the room.

A dark shadow pushed at me, then filled me. I shoved my fingers into Lexi’s cunt and gnawed at her flesh. She growled, and I felt her hips lift, shocked but enjoying my harsh treatment. Kelly slipped from the bed and stood at the side.

“I think I can try now,” she growled with a low purr and a deeper voice. “Kneel in the middle slut.”

My shock at the sound of Kelly’s voice evaporated quickly, chased by darker thoughts as I watched Lexi kneel. I slipped off to the side of the cabin and watched. Shedding my jeans and released my cock. I stroked it as I watched. I licked my lips, anticipating the feel of what was to come. Any misgivings were chased from my brain by darker thoughts of possession, power, and fear.

Kelly focused her red eyes on Lexi and opened her mouth, and shrieked—a whisper. I felt a pulse in her power, and Lexi swayed then slumped lifeless to the mattress, limbs akimbo. Kelly looked at me, and I felt odd dark arousal at the limp, prone form. Kelly smiled a crooked smile as I knelt up on the bed.

“Hold her legs open,” I commanded her, “I want to see if she can feel me fuck her.” The words felt foreign to my tongue, like a bitter syrup.

Kelly eagerly complied, licking her lips as she slid behind Lexi’s limp body. She pulled the small girl back roughly, grabbing under her breasts and lifting her like a rag doll over Kelly’s glowing flesh.

Lexi’s body was oddly canted as she rested on Kelly’s abdomen, her head lolling between Kelly’s breasts. Kelly reached down and grabbed Lexi’s legs behind her knees, spreading her legs apart and making her wet cunt lips splay open.

“Fuck her, Jeremiah,” she hissed in a dark tone, “Fuck the bitch hard.”

I looked at Lexi’s eyes, her body was lifeless, but her eyes were wide. Arousal, fear, and dread passed through her thoughts. I fed on them, savored them, craved more.

I leaped forward, possessed by a dark need, and dropped to my knees, my cock throbbing in my fist. I slammed my cock deep into her tight cunt. Her body was limp and wobbled lifelessly—dead weight on Kelly’s body.

I reached and grabbed Lexi’s hip, drawing back and slamming forward. Fucking her lifeless form was different, she breathed, but it was even. Her cunt was lubricated, but nothing else moved. I had to work to find the proper position. Then with a smirked grin to the glowing goddess under my prey, I started fucking her harder.

Kelly’s red eyes gleamed at me as her tongue traced her lips. She drew her lips back and bared her fangs as I slammed into her limp friend. Her fangs shone dim light as she opened her jaws and bit into Lexi’s shoulder.

PAST - ALYSSA

I was in deep thought as I studied Deborah’s dark diaries. The thoughts of the threesome streaming from the back of the cruiser felt dark and black, then dissipated. I was focused on learning more, so I poured through the book and thought I’d check back in a few minutes. When I looked up again, thirty minutes had passed. I reached out to listen to my connected lovers’ thoughts.

“HELP ALYSSA!!!” Lexi’s thoughts screamed into my brain, “Aly, please, Help me!!!”

“She’s mine. I will fill her,” came another darker, unfamiliar thought.

“I will consume her,” echoed another dark thought.

Under those were Jeremiah and Kelly, aroused but not fully present, as if they were under an inky sour tasting influence.

“CARMEN!” I shouted suddenly, my brain making the connections and cursing my stupidity, “STOP THE BUS!!”

She looked at me like I’d grown three heads and pulled onto the shoulder, braking hard.

“What the hell!?!” She asked as she worked the brakes and the wheel to pull over safely.

“Give me the pendant,” I shrieked, and leaped at her, “Fuck Carmen, give me the fucking pendant!! Now!”

I grabbed the necklace as she tried to pull it over her head, almost yanking out some of Carmen’s hair. I raced to the back, and the bus shifted and came to a halt. I threw open the door, eyes wide as Jeremiah’s body was hammering into Lexi’s lifeless body. Kelly’s jaws were sucking on Lexi’s shoulder, and she opened her mouth to hiss at me, her fangs dripping Lexi’s blood.

I pushed forward, pressed the brownstone into Kelly’s calf, the closest part of her body to me, and gripped Jeremiah’s arm. The room brightened, having gone dim even with the illumination of the camper’s light, and Kelly’s features shifted back to normal. Jeremiah froze and slid back, shock filling his eyes as he looked down at Lexi’s lifeless body.

I held the stone to Kelly’s flesh as her power ebbed. Her eyes rolled back in her head, and a deep odd voice growled.

“Noo, I don’t want to leaaave….”

Jeremiah growled, even as his body slumped.

“Nooo, I am so hungry, let me feed….”

The voices fled as the orb glowed in golden webs, and dark shadows slipped from Jeremiah and Kelly’s bodies. Jeremiah slumped to the side, breathing and awake but confused. Kelly’s eyes widened, and she screamed, feeling Lexi’s limp body resting on her.

“Is she dead? Did I kill her? Noooo!” Kelly wailed, fully panicked.

With a start, Lexi inhaled, then bucked forward, eyes wide and sucking in breath after breath. She saw and reached for me, clinging to me as she fought to form words.

I sat on the edge of the mattress holding the stone to Kelly’s flesh and reaching for Jeremiah to keep touching him. The stone purged the room of the dark shadows, sprites, and other cowardly beings.

“What. The. Fuck.” Carmen asked at the doorway.

I slumped my head against Lexi’s shoulder, kissing her and tasting the tang of her blood on my lips.

“Get the first aid kit, Carmen, please.”

I searched my thoughts as I waited, and my loves just breathed, the darkness passed, and we waited.

PAST - JEDIAH

Jediah cursed himself as he tried to revive the limp body on the bed. She was breathing. That was good. She had a pulse, another positive. The rest of her was a mess. She needed a shower, covered in blood. Old wounds had opened, and fresh wounds too. His own dried cum still crusted her back and abdomen. He needed her awake; he missed something in his rage at hearing her on the phone.

He pulled her up and carried her to the shower, thinking, “Two birds, one stone.”

He shifted her to sit against the back of the tub, then turned on the water. She jumped at the cold water striking her, then lapsed by to a barely conscious mode. He let the water warm, then started to wash her clean. Jediah used the hotel bar of soap and a washcloth as the water ran red as the blood and gore were cleansed off her bare flesh. He washed her scratched and abraded flesh with the soap; it stung, and she cried out in whimpers as Jediah cleaned all her flesh.

When she could stand, he got in the shower, letting her hang on to his soaked body as he washed her backside. He rinsed her, and she relaxed into him. He let her rest for a moment, then turned off the warm water, wrapped her in towels, and dragged her back to bed.

Her eyes blinked, then she drew back in horror. He grinned at her and gripped her jaw.

“You said a name,” Jediah asked lowly, “what was the name.”

Jenn thought. Her whole brain felt blurry.

“Who, Kelly?”

That was it, he thought.

“Yes, that’s right—good girl.”

Jenn smiled at the praise, happy to help out this man. Her thoughts were a mess, her mind drifting between memories and pain.

“Kelly is a dream,” she slurred, “so beautiful, I crushed on her so hard….”

Jediah let her continue, listening.

“She was my first. She and Lexi… Then Carmen,” she smiled, then giggled, “those three are insatiable sluts. They still make me horny thinking about it.”

“Is that right?” Jediah said, leering at her, “Where is Kelly? Is she close?”

“Phffss… she’s at her Mom’s; I just called her.” Jenn slurred, then leaned and kissed the friendly man helping her. “She’s nowhere close, lover… she’s in Portland; we’re alone….”

She lifted her arms and drew him close, her legs opening.

“Fuck me, Daddy, I need to be stuffed…” her eyes rolled back, and she was suddenly unconscious again.

He let go of her, letting her slump lifeless to the bed. “Portland,” he thought, working the problem, “six hours away.” He paced, thinking and looking at the clock, performing the time-distance calculation. He should move her, change hotels at least. If he stayed here, where she made the call, there could be trouble coming. In about four hours, he could meet this Kelly in person.

Wait, that was Michael’s first mark? Was she the Baraqiel influence?

He paced.

He didn’t have time to chase ghosts, not with Jenn in such rough shape. He needed to get Jenn to the compound. There his friend Samuel could mold her and erase the marks that marred her flesh. He looked at her, then at Michael, who had slept through the beating he’d given Jenn and the interrogation that followed.

“I’ll leave him here,” Jediah thought. “Jenn checked in with him so if her friends showed up looking for her. Michael could misdirect them. Hell, the boy won’t even know where she is. That should buy him more time.”

Set on a plan, he looked back at the girl. She needed to wake up and fast. He dug through Michael’s suitcase and found the boy’s kit. Drawing a syringe, he injected a dose of pure adrenaline into her thigh. She inhaled sharply and bucked, then sat up and held her head in her hands. He tossed her a new slip of a dress.

“Get dressed, baby girl. Daddy’s going to take you for a ride,” he said, using her words, hoping she’d connect him with a pleasant memory.

She purred and looked at him.

“I’d rather ride you undressed, Daddy,” She slurred, sounding half drunk, ”But I am an obedient slut for you.”

She dressed, and he gathered what he thought were her things, leaving Michael asleep. He left the room as it was, blood and strewn with torn clothes. None of the blood was his, just the girl’s. He found his car and drove out of the parking lot at 4 AM, heading east. He leaned back as Jenn leaned over, unzipped his trousers, and sank her mouth around his cock.

“She is an insatiable slut,” he thought, “Michael was right about that.”

DISTANT PAST - ISAIAH

Isaiah was tired. He was tired of driving. He was tired of his thoughts. He was tired of his guilt. He was just tired.

Seeing a road sign for a hotel, he thought, “I can rest here, the drive to Pinebluff in the morning will be easy, and I won’t show up worn out.”

He wasn’t looking forward to meeting his father. He might be able to find out about the Priesthood and his father’s role from other people. He remembered boys his age in the few times they lived at the compound. None of the faces he recalled struck a chord or a memory. Blank faces with blank memories.

He sighed, pulled into the hotel, stretched, then tiredly got out and removed his suitcase. He went through a series of thoughts, his body still feeling like it was moving down the road.

“A shower, a new change of clothes, I’ll feel like a new man,” he thought, “Tonight, I’m ordering room service; no need to tempt fate.”

His fingers traced the edges of the strange jeweled plate that seemed to stop his powers when he touched it. It made him feel calmer, knowing he had some control. The minor adjustments he constantly made to Katie and Sammie seemed too manipulative. He knew that he loved them, though. The bond he felt with them ached as he drove further and further away.

He thought about his father as he entered the lobby. He headed to the desk clerk, preoccupied, blankly asking for a room for the night.

“Certainly,” the desk clerk said, “I need identification and a license plate number.”

He slid his driver’s license and recited his license plate.

“Thank you, Mr. Jackson, from Oregon,” the front clerk smiled, “sign here and here, and I’ll get you your key. How many do you need?”

“Just one,” Isaiah said absently.

“Something feels familiar about this place,” he thought. Maybe his father took him here as a boy. They’d certainly stayed at plenty of hotels. His father always got a separate room, saying he did his business at night.

“It’s just work, Isaiah,” his father had said many times, “I’ll get you in the morning, and we’ll get breakfast.”

Isaiah sighed, took the key, and gave the clerk a half smile, which seemed familiar to the man.

“What an odd deja-vu,” the desk clerk thought, then dismissed the idea. He’d seen too many faces today.

Isaiah unlocked his door, letting it shut as the door opposite him opened, and a silhouette walked down the hall in a flash of grey.

“An older man,” he felt his thoughts, “hoping to score a companion in the bar.”

Looking at his watch, he turned on the TV and picked up the room service menu. He blanched at the prices; then he realized if he skipped the regular beer he drank, it would be about right.

“I don’t need the drink,” he said to himself.

He watched TV absently, still lost in memories of his lovers and his follies. He got up and opened the door, letting the man in with his room service. He tipped him and shut the door, “Hopefully, for the last time tonight.” He ate woodenly, missing Sammie’s well-crafted meals and the cherubic smile of Jeremiah as he made his daily mess.

He did have to open the door again to put his tray outside. Then he took his shower, laid out a new set of clothes on the spare bed, and rolled into bed, naked.

An untold number of hours later, he woke up. His cock was rigid, and the air was filled with a strange glow. He thought of his loves as his hand found his cock, and he stroked it. It felt good to stroke it, thinking of each of their bodies. His arousal felt different as he pulled at his manhood.

Usually, it peaked, but tonight it seemed as if his arousal was sucked away, even as his lust grew. Growing frustrated, he stopped. He listened to the sounds of the hotel and was startled to hear the sounds, like those of an animal, growling, and snuffling. He rose and pulled on his pants, his cock had deflated, and the strange arousal was sucked out of the room.

He pulled open the door; his room service had been collected as his brain recorded that a feminine form slipped from the room opposite his and ran towards the fire escape. Her features felt crazed, and he closed his eyes, trying to recall her fleeting image. She had blonde hair and was probably older than him, more his father’s age. Her eyes were wide, and her … wait, she was covered in blood?

The door across the hall was ajar. No sounds came from it, and he was drawn across the hallway and pushed the door open.

“Hello,” he called quietly, “your door was open, and,” the words stuck in his throat as he moved in from the entry seeing a bloody corpse on the floor and a hollow shell of a … was that a girl?… leaning against the wall.

“Holy hell,” he thought, biting his tongue before he screamed for help; the bloody face on the dead man looked fam… “DAD??!?”

Isaiah crept closer, avoiding puddles of blood, and looked, “yep, that’s Dad,” he thought.

He was surprised he felt little remorse for his father as he stared at Zedekiah’s unfocused eyes. His gaze didn’t look much different than when he lived and breathed. Breathing would be a bit hard, seeing he had no lungs.

Pushing the macabre scene from his mind, he looked around. His father’s silver briefcase was open on the desk, and some papers were stacked neatly beside it. He stepped carefully, not wanting to disturb the scene, but his mind had convinced him the needed answers were in his father’s papers. He shoved everything in the case, closed it, and turned to leave.

He exited the room and checked his watch. He was wide awake and doubted he could fall asleep. He could probably be back home in 10 hours, back to Jeremiah, Katie, and Sammie. That put a smile on his face, and he grabbed his suitcase and headed downstairs to check out. He didn’t feel guilty about his lack of remorse for his father. Whatever he did to that poor girl slumped lifelessly against the wall, he’d paid the price with his gruesome death.

He tossed his bag and the briefcase in the back seat, slipped into the front and started the car. As he hit the road that early morning, he hoped he’d never think of his father again.

DISTANT PAST - ELIZABETH

My mother was gone, and I reveled in the freedom I felt without her dark shadow hovering over me. I loved my mother, and I knew she loved me deeply. As a single mother in the late sixties, she was an outcast from most of society. She didn’t mind that, but her particular attention to my care was almost suffocating at times. I was eighteen, though, celebrating that birthday earlier in the week, and I wanted to be my own woman.

Deborah’s strange tales were also a bit overbearing. She had convinced herself that she was some half-angel half-human being that possessed the powers to control men’s minds sexually. I did admit she was pretty, and I had inherited her looks. That was one of the reasons that I’d invited Bob over in her absence. He made me feel more handsome, and his nickname for me, Betsy, made my heart melt a little.

He was a good student, a member of the honor society, and a leader in our small church. Most of the teenage boys in our small seemed pursed spiritual purity, or at least outwardly. They had learned the path from birth and knew to become exalted in the next life; a man had to follow the right direction in this life. Bob was well liked by the teachers at school, and my few friends thought he was very handsome. He was large, a football player, and kept his hair in a short military-like cut. So many of the boys were growing longer hair, even in the rural parts of Idaho where we lived.

I had smiled at myself as I prepared for Bob’s arrival at my doorstep. My skirt was just the right length, right at the knees, completely dress-code. My full breasts, which I felt a little self-conscious about, tended to get unwanted attention. They stretched the buttons of my blouse. I usually wore a sweater to obscure their shape, but tonight… Tonight I wanted Bob to notice. I checked the mirror one last time and saw the ugly brownstone my mother had given me. It did nothing for my outfit.

I took it off, looked at it, and let it rest in my palm. A strange warmth emanated from it as I thought of Bob. It seemed to pulse. I wrote it off as too much of my feminine hormones, knowing that my time would come in a few weeks. I put the stone on my dresser and picked up a silver necklace. A silver pendant of flowers looked much better tucked at the top of my décolletage.

I heard a knock at the door and Bob’s call, “Hello, the door is open? Betsy?”

I rushed through the kitchen and double-checked the table I’d prepared: fried chicken, corn, potatoes, all of Bob’s favorites. I moved through to the entry and smiled at him.

“There’s my Betsy,” he grinned.

I melted a bit at the possessive tone, “I am his,” I thought to myself.

The room seemed to shift in color, brightening as I leaned to kiss his cheek. He hugged me tight, smiling, then pushed me back to look in my eyes.

“Thanks for inviting me to dinner,” he said and hugged me tighter.

He felt so good holding me, and I felt something inside me shift, then bloom. He felt even better.

I turned to him, suddenly breathless, and he looked at me, then at my open lips. He pulled me close and kissed me. It felt delightful, and I moaned in arousal in his arms. We’d kissed and held hands from time to time, but our moral upbringing had the rules well formed in our brains. Our bodies suddenly didn’t care about anything we’d learned.

Bob’s hand lifted my breast, and I shamelessly pushed my chest into his palm. My hand ran from his chest down to his waist, holding on to his belt. I kissed him back, my tongue sliding along his lips. Suddenly, we were taking off each other’s clothes in the light of the entryway. I didn’t care. I just wanted whatever I was feeling to continue. It did. It grew more and more as we touched each other.

Bob lowered his mouth to my bare breast, and I held onto the back of his head as he nursed at my nipple. My hand drew down and slipped inside the waistband of his white boxers. I gasped at the hot feel of his rigid manhood. I stroked it slowly, and he moaned into my breast. His hand dropped, and he fed his fingers along my thigh, sliding through the leg opening of my panties, brushing my tight blonde curls, and then feeling my lips.

I couldn’t get enough.

“I need you in me, Bob, more than anything I’ve ever felt.”

He pushed me back and looked in my eyes, I pushed all my allure at him, and he pushed his boxers down, releasing his turgid cock. I wriggled my hips and stepped out of my panties. We looked at each other, fully naked and feeling no shame, only heated arousal. I reached and grabbed his cock, and led him past the forgotten dinner and to my bedroom.

I hardly noticed the brownstone glowing on the dresser as I lay on my back. I spread my legs, and Bob kneeled between them. I kissed him, my hands at his hips, then touching that pulsing muscle and guided him to my moist and ready womanhood. He moved cautiously, aware of my virginity. I lifted my hips and pushed another wave of arousal as his head parted my flesh. I barked at the pain but then felt nothing but bliss.

“Go deeper, Bob,” I said, “Fill me… please….”

“Oh, Betsy,” he said before sealing his mouth to mine.

He thrust a few times; then I felt his cock pulse, then a hot flash as his seed filled my womb. I wormed against him feverishly.

“Nooo,” I thought, “too soon, too soon.”

I pulsed from my core and felt that strange light bloom again. Bob’s cock flared, his eyes lit up, and he started thrusting again. I reveled in the heat of the moment. My body was on fire like I’d never felt before, waves of pleasure crashing through me—through Bob. We made passionate love, lost in each other’s bodies. Then fell asleep entangled in each other’s arms.
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PAST - JEREMIAH


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“If you had the stone with you, Carmen could have been influenced,” Kelly said.

We looked back through the windshield at the front of the coach, the headlights of traffic illuminating the winding road we’d been traveling. The road clung along a tight cliff that plunged to the broad river on the other side of the four-lane highway. We all understood that we were lucky to be alive, breathing, and a bit beat up.

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

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

Kelly shivered again at the memory and leaned to hug Lexi. They gripped each other for long moments, bare flesh pressing against naked flesh. Aly had let the stone slip to the mattress as the tight space returned to normal. I felt my arousal rise, watching my two supernaturally enhanced lovers embrace. My cock thickened along the leg of my shorts as Kelly’s flesh took on a golden hue and began to glow. Alyssa looked down at my erection and licked her lips, then blinked as she caught herself and grabbed the stone beside her. She sheShe shoved the charmed stone into Kelly’s back.

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

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

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

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 and you to 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 also could 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,” she sighed, “I trust you, and I love you.”

I watched Kelly lean and rested 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

When Isaiah pulled into his driveway, he was met by the three members of his family. Jeremiah was happy to see his father and wanted to show him his new toy truck, which looked like a camper. Katie hugged her husband, then looked him in the eyes as if she was looking into his soul, seeing if he was all right. Sammie clung to him, hugging him tightly.

“We missed you so much,” Katie said and hugged 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, “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 him when she was first pregnant.

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

Katie didn’t quite know how to respond. Was that a good thing? 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 reconciled in the last few years. She needed his counsel, and she often looked to him for guidance.

Sammie was just glad to feel whole again. Isaiah’s absence left a palpable ache in her inner being. She found some consolation in little Jeremiah, who had so many of his father’s mannerisms even at his young age. Late at night, she and Katie also found solace in each other’s arms. It wasn’t the same; though they enjoyed the pleasure of their release and were satisfied as they fell asleep, Isaiah was a missing part of both of them.

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 safe with it near.

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 many young women, profiles, and records of where the women had gone.



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.

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 them in small doses since then, weaving his wishes to cover up his shortcomings. He evaluated his use, and he realized 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 them into a 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 may have wanted; he’d molded their minds to become what he needed. So he could profit from trafficking them into sexual slavery for money. 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 and help 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 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. A few words to show her how he was right, and she knew he always was, and she was wrong. 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,” she cooed, “dear, it’s okay. Everything will be okay.”

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 had 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 to 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 awakened. 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,” I thought, “she loved the boy.”



I cursed myself, and the dark sprites that had had their way with me this 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 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; 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, make her seek light and not 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 at 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 to my room quietly. I’d not disturb the two lovebirds. This 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 that showed the southeastern corner of Washington, the roads marked in yellow highlighter.

“How long was I out?” I asked.

“About two hours,” Carmen said, looking at the glowing digital clock on the dash, “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,” I said, “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 sunk 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 and hit 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 second. 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 carriage, “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 how I sat, getting comfortable while focusing on the road. I felt for where the controls were and tapped the brakes 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 and focused 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 and I and you 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, and squinted our eyes. 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 dark 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 plans for the wedding. 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 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 settled into breakfast.

“I’m sorry I was so heated,” Betsy said. The break in the action to come together 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 never was one to fill the silence with an excess of words.

“Well, I was thinking last night about when I was young and I first found my powers,” 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, Mother,” 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 had 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 the wine country of Oregon. His heart gave out, and his car slowed down and bumped 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 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 hear.”

“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 in 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, and stood up, then 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 with your tests to 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 in his area 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 bought enough goodwill from their neighbors to tolerate 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 that 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 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 had 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 if it didn’t come along with material wealth.

They were not completely dry 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 turned sadistic in seeking 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 the desires of men. 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 that 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 had seen a slight rise in profits, but with only Samuel and Jediah available to molding and train the profitable whores who could survive such harsh use put a tax on their time.

Rolling up to the compound, Jediah woke Jenn.

“Come meet my cousin, slut,” and yanked her hair, tugging her from the care 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 also was 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

When she saw her daughter, Katie’s mother’s face betrayed a sense of worry when she came to collect Jeremiah.

“It’s okay, mother,” Katie attempted a brave smile. “We need to talk about things; we’ll be fine.”

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 how they lived had brought 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, allowing her to get angrier.

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. He just was trapped by his selfish actions.

“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 Isaiah’s actions and reviewed 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,” Katie said aloud, “are slaves and don’t even know it.”

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

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

Isaiah considered that 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 paper, “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 … and if they knew about Jeremiah….”

Isaiah knew his father left town before Jeremiah was born, but he never knew 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 three, 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 and looked 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. 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 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 this, 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 Sammie saw 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 aloud, 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.”

With the emotions that Isaiah was feeling, It was a miracle they made it to their hotel, in Portland. In the morning, they’d head east as the sun rose over the Columbia Gorge. They’d drive the road, passing through the shadows of the towering ridge through bright stretches as 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 face I saw that first night on the bright side of 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; we stood behind as Kelly spoke with the desk clerk.

“Her name is Jenn. She’s in trouble. Her call came from this hotel.” she said, “Is 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, then paused 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 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 many handsome older men who knew how to treat women 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 for Carmen and Lexi to show off behind Kelly’s body.

“I even brought some friends,” Kelly said as Alyssa’s web of thoughts entwined in 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 that 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 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 that 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 threesome ignored us, frantic to get to the room number he had given us. When the elevator opened on 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 border of panic and then heard the door start to move and the door handle 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 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 courtyard. 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 clicking 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. She was in control, and Carl/Michael was subdued without too much destruction. Carmen found the phone, and its line was already pulled from the wall. She grabbed the cord and removed it from the receiver. Then Carmen 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 their ‘relationship’ was a sham, a way to make her feel comfortable with him. Why he always wanted to have sex with her fell 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. I pushed Lexi to help her restrain Kelly, then 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 saw he 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 how strong of a moral structure her parents had developed in her. I silently thanked Betsy for that. I pushed the thoughts of what could have been from my brain. 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; that she was gone was a surprise to 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 on just things that would help us find her, but the rest of his story also disturbed me. 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 tae-kwon-do on him. I wanted him to be punished for what he had almost done to Kelly and had done to Jenn. Alyssa was the only one to put distance from 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 free 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. I don’t know if the best thing is 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 parent’s 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, so the Priesthood had ingrained many differences. 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 up the room. They swept the room clean where we had touched anything. They piled the bedsheets on the bed, bundling the bloody sheets in a separate pile. When we left, stuffing the stained sheets in a garbage chute along the hallway, the room didn’t look different than any other room.

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 hard not to waylay Ben with a punch to the head when Alyssa sent me a report of the women’s account of rape to 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 tee-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 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 we 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 reaching, 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 started recognizing 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 slightly larger, it seemed. 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, 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 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 top 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 mirror 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 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, then asked 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.
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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, diversifying. 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 lack of a present Yeqon heir was a deadly strike against their organization.

Deacon had tried to pull together the pieces: traveling to the brothels, inviting the Chinese to taste their talents to bribe them with their greedy 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 shrunk.

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 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 money associated with Zedekiah’s name soon had them at the compound’s gates. The attention from the investigation 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 that preyed on the cult’s younger daughters and traded between 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. Amidst the scandal and with less wealth, the population of the cult 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 that were old enough when she married and wasn’t targeted by the authorities, but her husband had five other wives, underage, in his household. She was left behind though her children were stripped from her and taken into child protective custody. Deacon brought her into his house, and she had served him well. She took care of his home and schedule. She never shared his bed. With what had happened with the Baraqiel, 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 also was 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, “can you take a look at the map and tell me what you think.”

I looked at the route and was disappointed the way to Missoula ran north towards Spokane, then headed southeast into the small valley of our destination. I looked for a more direct route, but the road was twisty, carving between significant mountain peaks. The elevation changes would take their toll on our heavy camper, and there was nothing in the way of services along that path.

“Yeah,” I finally allowed, “I think that’s the best way. We should probably stop someplace 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 listened with my mind to the three girls in the back. Alyssa was talking with the pair. Benjamin’s story was very troubling to them, Kelly especially. I pushed a question to Alyssa if I should come back. She indicated she was handling it but that she was hungry.

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

“No, Papi,” she laughed and smiled at me. “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 probably was 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 would get wound up and angry over 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 probably was 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 guess I’ll call him that, as he was nothing like the boy that tried to seduce me).

The stories he told about Jediah, the recruiting process, the training they gave their recruits to endure, and even 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, laid 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, “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 to not 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 influence of the Priesthood. 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 what’s out of 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 drug 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 place to make some money. He decided to return to the small town where his father was killed. It was large enough that he could 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 made her sad. 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 the misplaced children appropriate foster homes.

“Can we apply to 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 hadn’t modified her, letting her feel that absence. Despite his modifications, she also had started to miss Katie too. The 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 fixing her. So they ended up having the same conversations as Sammie worked through her feelings of absence and withdrawal. It was good for Jeremiah too. He was hurting from his guilt and shame. Talking about his feelings with Sammie was hard, 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 local area families. 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 conferencing with neighboring state agencies, they decided to funnel the children into homes in Oregon, Washington, and Idaho.

Isaiah worked in a section for sending children to Oregon families. It was primarily administrative. He hardly had any contact with the children, seeing them 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 wanted popular names, and it was essential for Isaiah to find appropriate names.

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 prominent lines of the cult. 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 think of a name to capture her essence. He first thought of Alice since she seemed curious, and her blue eyes reminded him of the girl that followed the rabbit down the hole. He dismissed it because recently, Alice had been associated with a housekeeper with 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, Pullman, was almost central to Priesthood influence. Sammie could live there and find her career, and he could continue to help break the influence of the Priesthood.

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 sunk into her nerves. Her hips had to rock back and expose her dripping cunt more.

“YEoohchhhh,” 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 hard bite of the tip before the noise sank into her ears. 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 was in front of her again; dirty trousers pushed down his thighs. His colossal cock rubbed against her face as he stepped next to the platform. He gripped her head and then his shaft and 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 man 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 taste. The whipping of her thighs and ass only made her want more. She felt the cock plunge into the back of her throat, inhaling the 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 laid her tongue flat along the base of the invading thick shaft. Surrendering her mouth and cunt to the use of the men that had whipped her and branded her. 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 said, “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 to our luxury RV. I don’t find living in the stone age 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 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 got the tent up and slipped in a sleeping bag. 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 she held a chain connected 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, “he needs to pee.”

“You did that?” I asked.

“Yeah,” she nodded, “my telepathy can add some pretty extreme suggestions, much like 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, I’d made, very different forms of activity lit up his emotions. His primary focus was 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 while 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 things we had experienced with the 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 and was washing down the table. Focusing on her task made her happy. She enjoyed that her labors helped her family. She had learned from her time at her foster home the routine of service 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 alert to our thoughts and could connect things, like our dreams. How she found the silver briefcase was incredible. Even more, 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 had me move 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, which made Alyssa giggle 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 she was 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 some incredible discoveries. We were primarily successful because we all played a part and had a role. 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 relented to one last piece of business to focus on 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, “It we set up his 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, that trail might 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 local law might be influenced by priesthood money. I think we 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 started to prepare 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 of different shapes. My mouth kissed and gnawed on succulent flesh.

We made love to all of us, each touching and connecting. Kelly’s power throbbed around us, keeping us aroused, and I found myself over her, looking into her brilliant blue eyes. Then a hand guided my cock, and I felt my shaft cleave into her warm wet sheath. She exhaled sweetly as I sunk my hips into hers, filling her. Two hands wrapped around my chest, playing with my nipples. A warm body pressed into my back, generous breasts pillowed along my spine, hard nipples pressing into my flesh. My body rode between the two warm bodies and enjoyed the zen feeling it produced.

There was no urgency, and we shared our passions and needs. Kelly slipped away, and Carmen slid under me. I only lifted my hips as a hand reached and reinserted me. 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, then Lexi was over me. Her trim body crouched over my pelvis. Her hand gripped my turgid rod and slipped into her tight cunt. I felt her muscles ripple as she rolled her hips, taking me deep inside her. Alyssa kissed me; her tongue tasted of Kelly. I reached to touch her jaw and kiss her deeper, but instead, I was holding the back of a blonde mane as she licked, nibbled, and sucked my nipples. I was overwhelmed at the touches of my lovers.

My hips rolled and bucked up while Lexi rode and ground me back down. I reached and pulled her down to my chest. She leaned and kissed Kelly as I wrapped my arms around her waist and rolled my hips as my arms held her in one place. She groaned and whimpered as she neared her crest. Then threw her head back and screamed in delight as her orgasm ripped through her.

I rolled over and found Alyssa, I grabbed her, and we rolled off the bed. I pushed her over the edge of the small bed so her thighs were pressed against the side. I roughly entered her from the rear. She tossed her head and looked back at me as my hips slammed into her ass. She turned and watched her three sisters entwined and watching. I sensed her mouth open wide as I fucked her harder than I ever had. 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 in her lust. Our three lovers watched, their hands and mouths engaged 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 hung down, panting for breath. I grabbed and pushed her back onto the bed, climbing beside her and holding her close. Our three lovers enveloped our entwined bodies, and we quieted. The warm glow of arousal from Kelly’s power shimmered, and she fed on our passions. Alyssa recycled that power through her telepathy, and my entanglements washed us all into shared consciousness. We slowly fell asleep and rested.

PAST - JENN

She 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 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 from her off. Then with some motions, the scars from the whip faded. The aches stayed. She slumped more, clearly 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,” she 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 drug her to the back, then opened a door of steel bars set into a concrete block back wall. She felt his hand grip a mass of wet hair and push her head through an opening into the cage inside the wall. The room was warm. The concrete exposed the warmth of 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 lay 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,” she told herself, “to be used. I begged for their attentions, their cocks, their fists, and whips. I got everything I deserved.”

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 more; everyone would see,” she thought, “I have to hide; 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 opened my cupboard to find a new 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 confessed to us,” Alyssa said, pulling down a sweatshirt over her naked breasts.

“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 as my stream hit the ground and 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 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 when her power bloomed that, she took down three of the most powerful lines. The only one left was your grandfather, Zedekiah, Jeremiah. He was the one that 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 some things, familiarizing her, while Kelly, Aly, and I cleaned up the tent equipment and stowed it in the underneath compartments. 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 didn’t like me taking six bags,” she smiled, “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 then 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 manilla folders were stacked neatly, some thin, some 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 years of remaining fees with the banker. I had to call my uncle to make the bank draft, as 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 more than a total of 15 minutes before I was walking back to the cruiser.

“This 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 showed some confusion, and 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, and the folder was filled with photos of young girls and then 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 poured 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 be able 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 give her a call. 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 was 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 I can see you soon, and 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.
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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 that she ate 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, 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 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 didn’t think 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 pressing through the bar ballooned 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 dirty slut,” her thoughts echoed as she couldn’t help feed her 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 while on the compound. Kelly looked at the map over Alyssa’s shoulder, noticing the gate and the other buildings. Carmen leaned over and also made herself familiar with the compound map.

“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. Can you use it?”

“I’ll try,” Kelly said and held 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 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 from 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 at the door.

“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 like 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 broke 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. 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 that 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 that 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 feed 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 and looked for Jenn and 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, almost 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 franticly, looking for Kelly. I saw Carmen standing over a man, trussing him up tightly with rope. I reversed direction wildly and saw Lexi holding Kelly on 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, that appeared to have been gutted with animal-like claws.

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

I reached out and scanned the girl, who was breathing thinly, but 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 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 whole 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 and saw the hallways that led to backrooms, and she 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 find out if 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 that had mentally enslaved her for years. The man that 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 looking 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. They changed my name 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 did 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 a 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 tightly.

“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 lightened suddenly, Alyssa was there, and another woman was 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 at 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, “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 started to brighten, and her flesh began to swell and glow. She looked at me as her dim eyes focused, 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 as I thrilled at 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 rest 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. While my foster parents loved me as best, they could. 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 fully. Something inside me fell 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 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 began to want something more physical in the past, they spoke about their feelings and agreed it was better to be the best of friends first. They were both a bit timid about getting too physical and ruining their friendship.

That was before the 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. Zaz was largely unaware that he had fully awoken.

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 how wonderful it felt to kiss her.

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 bus, 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.

Kelly and I turned to Rebekah, along with Alyssa. We needed to figure out how to dispense with the two dead men. We did not want to draw attention to the bound man starting 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 a host for him 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. I can still hear the sound of his spine twisting. 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 can be started 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 like she usually was with sex. I sensed no external influence. Carmen’s lust was similar. She sought a physical outlet for the intense experience we’d gone through. Still full of adrenaline, they both craved the lustful outlet.

Jenn was different. My first adjustment was to her curve to help her was distorted. She had reverted to how Jediah had trained her.

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, where ever, 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 the primal part of my brain. 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 cunt. 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 for a moment 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 at Jenn’s clitoris, swapping between a smack and a lick of her tongue. As Lexi’s mouth sucked at my flared head, I pulled out and groaned. I finished pulling the plug from Jenn’s ass, then grabbed my shaft. Lexi spat on my crown, and I pushed it into Jenn’s gaping anus, then 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 into 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 also 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 own me. Don’t you get it? I will do whatever you ask. Just fuck me again. It’s all I’m good for. I’m a hole 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 the 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 asked Lexi.

“No, Master,” she said, “the tats are new. She is also different; 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 eagle 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 I needed 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 and shift her self-control and 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,” I started, and 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 and 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 came into his apartment in a rush. Sammie rushed out of the kitchen at the door closing and saw Isaiah hurry down the hallway. He usually always greeted her in the kitchen. She looked concerned. 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, ruffling 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 mad man 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 a temptation for anyone, and Isaiah was worried that he could be influenced and his weakness to give into that temptation. 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,” Sammie said, “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; 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 started. 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 revert. 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 different than anything I’ve seen. 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 alone in this 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.
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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 was alive. I needed to know more about who or what I was.

“Is that actually Alyssa’s mother?” I wondered; the sudden revelation was still a shock to 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, we had 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 only child, 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 just a 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, though, every union was abusive, and they were all guilty. The trials were easily won once they changed venue to a different county.”

“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 return to that room.”

She called the hospice and had a conversation. Alyssa seemed distracted, deep in her thoughts, like she often was when the five of us weren’t in the same room. However, her face clouded with some confusion, and she kept flicking her eyes to look at me.

“What is it?” I asked, “Is something wrong?”

“Nothing,” Alyssa smiled, “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. They’ve called a hearse, and they’ll pick up the body when they come and take it to the mortuary,” Rebekah said, hanging up the extension, “We can stay downstairs and talk.”

I was relieved. I didn’t want to see a dead body, not another one. She set us down on a sofa and 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 by the pendant. I reached to pull it off.

“No, Kel!” Alyssa jumped at me. “Net yet, I’m sorry. I need to go down and help with something. I’ll send someone to get you when I’m ready. Can you please keep my mother company?”

“Ummm,” I said, even more irritated. Did she expect me 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 a few minutes. I want to introduce you to Jeremiah. 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 that almost killed her too.”

She nodded and looked towards the ceilings.

“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. Many of my grandmother’s stories I thought were fairy tales. I didn’t believe 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 my point, to build my morality. I knew my mother meant well, but it made my grandmother feel unreal most of the time. My mother said my grandmother only tolerated my loving father, and when she 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 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 while they are 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 was wildly looking around, 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 an indulgent smile 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 also should have these restraints taken off if she’s asleep now. She needs not 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 into seeking more stimulation. 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 to go back and 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 only had a wife to try and produce an heir; there was no love in that relationship. He recruited college freshmen 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 be able to resist the urges the tattoos initiated.

“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 link to mine. I welcomed her back and suggested that she come back 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 said explained that she and Lexi were only acting on the feelings of their aggression from our encounter rescuing Jenn. Lexi related that Jenn was the initiator by 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 knows. Samuel is the dead guy in the workshop.”

Kelly dropped her head at that, and I pulled her close. Jeremiah hugged her too.

“I didn’t know what I was doing,” Kelly said, “I became this … animal. I felt fangs and claws grow; it all felt part of me. That scares me. That side of my powers is frightening. 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 was 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 feelings and emotions. I could send a suggestion, and I could feel 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 at understanding their thoughts, or push a suggestion with family though it was effortless. 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 rapidly. 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. It felt like the room was suddenly warmer. 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 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 was pushing off her jeans and panties. I tugged off my tee-shirt and stood up to push my jeans down frantically. 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 chest pushing against her friend’s tan side. I lowered my mouth, fingers spreading Jenn’s labia, and kissed the wet folds. I licked and sucked the succulent emissions 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 cuff’s 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 mounds together. Kelly ground her pelvis into Jenn’s firm abdomen, her cunt slipping over her belly, running the ring Jeremiah had pierced her clit hood against 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 tongue your sweet pussy.”

Kelly pressed up on her thighs 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. I ground into Jenn, and she humped up to add friction to our greedy tribadism, 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, her moans keening thrusting her hips up as my hips ground against her. I rolled my hip and pressed against her slick lips, moving my sex into hers. Our bodies folded into each other, with Jenn trapped between us. Our sapphic flesh squirming together in that tiny bed only fueled the heated lust we felt. Kelly’s aura bloomed, and I felt my peak coming.

I felt Jenn’s thoughts invade my brain. I was overcome at how desperate her sexual need was and sought only to fill it. I came as I felt a new connection to Jenn’s mind form with our hive mind, my body shaking in response to my orgasm.

My web of thoughts pushed out, 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 bad.

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 flicked on a light switch, and the room brightened. 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 grew suddenly 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. It felt 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. Carmen’s face revealed that now she felt the telepathic waves emanating from the cruiser. She pulled off Lexi’s top and lowered her mouth to the petite redhead’s perky breasts. 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.

She responded by turning her torso towards me. Carmen shifted to Lexi’s other breast, sucking deeply. Lexi stroked my thickening cock through my trousers and then unbuckled my belt. My control vanished, and I parted the kiss and pushed down my pants. Lexi’s mouth twisted, and she reached her hand to grip my shaft, then hungrily sucked the head into her mouth.

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. 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. I thrust deeply, groaning as I watched Carmen’s eyes roll back into her sockets.

I leaned forward and gripped both breasts, pushing her down into the rough wooden surface. She wrapped her ankles around my thighs and held me to her as I fucked her hard. My hands clamping into her breast flesh, I used them like handles. I tugged at her breasts, pulled her back from the platform, then shoved her mercilessly into the rough wood.

Lexi recovered and crawled back onto the platform, looking at me with lust-glazed eyes as she faced me above Carmen’s head. She rose and lifted her knees as Carmen lifted her arms. Lexi straddled Carmen’s head and ground her cunt against Carmen’s mouth. Carmen groaned as she tasted Lexi’s spending and bucked her hips up at my hard thrusts.

I leaned forward, pulling one hand from Carmen’s firm breast, and reached behind Lexi’s head. I gripped her mane of red and tugged her closer, then kissed her deeply. The three of us roiling in our maddened haze of lust and passion. We fucked hard, our bodies gleaming with sweat in the tight space of the warming hut. Together we raced to our peaks, then exploded as we felt the seismic waves of orgasms of the trio in the cruiser flow through our brains.

Crashing through into the bliss afterward, I rolled beside Carmen. Together we leaned into Lexi and panted as we recovered from our frantic fucking. 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. The air seemed 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 in my mind that 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,” I thought, “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 enjoyed touching each other, everywhere, for hours. “What was 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 profound 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—ten thirty 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 sideway?”

“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, “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 were plunging 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 clicked my cell phone off. I flipped the camera on and took a selfie. My breasts with my nipples still achingly hard down to where my hand covered my mound. 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 was 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 his flesh against mine. 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, smiling, “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 the answer to how we could stay focused. I needed Jeremiah’s help.

“On our way,” I felt his echo.

Jenn struggled. Her thoughts, now linked with mine, were a jumble. Her arousal was almost a constant pang of need. It practically throbbed to feel it, and I wanted to distance myself from her. I also wanted 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 did at first either. I did a mental roll call, and except 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 myself 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 bit 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, like her power helped speed her healing. That was a good sign. She slipped to the edge of the bed under her control.

“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 felt along her 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 are special,” he said, “I’m Jeremiah, and this is Alyssa. You know Kelly. We are special and can do special things.”

She nodded, and I pushed more thoughts and feelings toward her to help her understand. Jeremiah pulled her to stand. The four of us surrounded her. I slipped back, letting Carmen and Lexi get closer.

“Can I help you return to your real shape, Jenn,” Jeremiah asked, “I want you to be yourself, not what 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 self-control adjustments helped us all to focus. Jenn grimaced as her breasts shrank to her 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 purely sexual object to a beautiful young woman—her appearance became less a private dancer 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 towards the front, and the rest stayed behind and helped 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 said, “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 in any way we could.

PAST - REBEKAH

Being alone in one’s mind is pretty liberating, I must admit. It is hard to describe the number of manipulations I had suffered under the influence of Deacon’s evil mind for so long. This day 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 that 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? 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 to be so opposite. 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 the cruiser,” 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,” she 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 with that. 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 arousal I felt.

I looked at Miriam, and she had a shocked look on her face. Her ample bosom had always stretched her blouse to the point 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 as 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 being said. 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.

I groaned at the feeling of moisture as my fingers wormed between her folds. Her hand was cupped and lifted my breasts. I parted the kiss, and her mouth enveloped a nipple. It felt so divine to have her lips and tongue caress that nub with love. My hip ground into her thigh through our skirts. Had I been in my right mind, I would’ve blushed at my wanton acts as I rutted into my friend’s body like one of Jediah’s whores. I felt nothing but bliss at the feelings rushing through me and no remorse in seeking more. She rolled her hips, and I felt my finger delve into her womb. I wanted more, and I lifted from her with my eyes lidded with lust coursing through my veins.

She looked up at me, troubled like I would leave her in such a state. Her smile returned when I pushed down my skirts and stood before her naked as the day I was born. My body was firm. I was a hard worker. I had well-shaped but smallish teats for a woman nearly sixty. Miriam giggled lightly as she scrambled to peel away her skirt and toss her undergarment away.

Miriam was pleasantly round, her figure very womanly, curvy to my more stick-like form. She reclined back against the sofa, and I knelt at her feet. I lifted her large breasts, her nipples pink with wide aureoles. I filled my mouth with one peach-shaped orb, and she groaned and combed her fingers through my hair. I loved the taste of her flesh, and her response only egged me on.

I kissed my way down her warm abdomen, my hands sliding along her thighs and opening her legs as I kissed the top of her soft mound. Her hair was fine, and her labia was deliciously pink. Something I would never have found arousing only a few minutes before had me panting with desire. I kissed her full lips and licked her damp flesh. She slid forward along the edge of the sofa, granting me full access to her sex.

I loved the strange taste on my tongue and licked along the edges. I sucked in her lips and slid my tongue up between them as I sucked. Then I found the top and her firm nub. Miriam gripped my head in her hand and rolled her hips. I lapped at the bud hidden in the soft down curls. One of my hands found its way to my sex, and I explored my channel with my fingertips. I found the right spots and moaned into Miriam’s open slick sex. My other hand slid up and petted at her lips, worming into her folds.

“Oh yes, please! push a finger in there….” Miriam coaxed as I lapped at her bean.

I pushed deeper and found her opening. It was slick with her arousal. I pressed deeper and felt her tight flesh surround my finger. I huffed in a deep exhale as my finger penetrated my entrance. I’d never felt such divine pleasure. I was drunk on her scent and taste. She groaned and encouraged me with her hand. Her other hand was clutching at her breast, tugging at her nipple.

I felt a peak coming, and I drove us both towards it. My mouth and fingers pushed her to the edge. Her scent and taste compelled my fingers to edge myself closer. Then she shrieked, and I joined her. My mouth suddenly lapped at her flowing spending, and my finger deep in my clutching vagina. We relaxed after the crest, and I rose to kiss her. My face glazed with her warm juices.

She smiled and kissed me, then kissed and licked at her nectar, cleaning me like she were a kitten. 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 slower. I knew there was something 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 already had 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 for a weekend that meant different things.

Lexi had taken Jeremiah out to rock climb. Which usually meant she climbed, and Jeremiah helped with the ropes and kept his 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 do most of the things, her gift was caring for us domestically. 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 to our home as the sun was going down. As it was summer, 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 effect 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 are 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 stay sleeping. They had marvelous dreams, probably. Then I pushed my powers out to envelop just Jeremiah and me. His cock throbbed, and I almost 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.
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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 exposed to Kelly, Lexi, and Carmen before I had fixed them 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 and then strengthened his willpower to make the need to carry it out. Simultaneously, Alyssa pushes 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 police interrogation. I figured the ordeal of a 250-mile hike through the mountains might be a traumatic enough experience 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, 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 door of the house along 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 bodybag, 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 his 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,” then 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-built 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 also was 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 they 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 or practice much religion, but I learned from attending church with my mother that a meeting house was someplace unique. 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 used to be 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 finally looked at the room differently. 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 had lined the back wall behind the table, and pulling the curtains 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 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, “and after being held mentally captive by Deacon, I don’t use those words lightly.”

I shrunk 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 a comforting hug by Carmen and Lexi. I looked back up the list of names, so many more before my grandfather. All the 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, it 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,” Rebekah said, “I suppose that’s right.”

She stood up and 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 marked:



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 grouped together. 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 his hand, “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 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, “that the stone plates were manufactured is a fact. But what did they use to make them? Was there a different source? Was it a way for them to record an old story more permanently? We don’t know. 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 all of our 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. The last week seemed to be a rush of one thing after another. We had no home for another few weeks, and a wedding was planned for ten days back in Oregon. 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 and added 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 taken care of our morning routines, we dressed and went to the kitchen to see what Carmen made for breakfast. This morning it was a waffle bar, and we started to help 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 that 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 about what all this meant. Beth was talking excitedly on the phone and rubbing her eyes. She looked sad, and I felt my mind reach out to her. I felt her emotions on edge, and her moral graph sparked with activity 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 think if 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 in my father’s bed.

PAST - JEREMIAH

I opened my eyes to the light of the morning. The face beside me was foreign to me 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 a suggestion was to spend some 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 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.

She was naked, as was I, 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 said, “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 ring almost by accident. When I thought about it, though, Alyssa was right. Everything that had happened to us was almost by accident. Or 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 us.”

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 took my time and tasted each of her swollen lips. I licked 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, 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 also was 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.

“Cum 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 shook as I filled her, her cunt clenching and milking my shaft as it invaded her inner depths. She raised her back, lifted her hands, gripped my shoulders, and pulled me down. I kissed her 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

PRESENT - JENN

I impatiently tapped my fingers on the steering wheel of my car. Why the light was red was irritating 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 stop light. 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. It was more that I missed being at Jeremiah’s party. I missed being near 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 deep our connection 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 had used my toys, though I didn’t need to; I was already aroused. 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 as I told him to, and he’d grown to enjoy it. 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 a bit 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 so perfectly. I looked down at him. He was barely moving, his eyes were closed, and his breathing 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. That was even more frustrating 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, drug the tip over my leaking lips, then shoved that stick up my needy cunt. I needed four hands, and two wasn’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 hung over, 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 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 that I was 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 was almost doing 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 I reconnected to the mesh of my soul lovers. She let me pass by her, and I walked to the kitchen. Some young girl was with Zac. Everyone else was huddled around the kitchen table talking.

I probably could have figured things out if I was 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 bee-line to 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 together the pieces 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. I had noticed the tattoos on her breast and mound had faded to 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 again and again. 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 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. My hand reached around her thigh and wormed 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 spurting 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 conscious thought.

I looked down, and before her ass tattoo was an angry black, had fated 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 behind 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.

“So three? Three submissives?” I questioned with a chuckle.

“Oh, at least three now,” Carmen said and was content to hug me as we rested.

PRESENT - JEREMIAH

It’s an old blessing, 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 relationship. He couldn’t put his mind into the dominant mind space 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. Selfishly, it was easier to play the role of Master for Jenn. It was an easy fix for Jerry, too. I knew and approved. Jenn loved him for everything good that Jerry was.

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 filling 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 that 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 also was unaware 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, 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 can 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 had tried to teach him as a family was 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, Zac,” I said.

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 frightened and 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 their conflict,” Alyssa pushed a thought, “there is an opportunity to fix things.”

“Is he ready?” I wondered, “He hasn’t been trained. Maybe we should hold off a day.”

“Talk to Beth’s parents,” Alyssa said, picking up on my concern, “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 also made a shower and dressing room (co-ed, of course; there is no need for separate dressing rooms). Carmen and Lexi had persuaded me to make a dungeon too. The three of us went to the dressing room to shed our clothes. The dungeon also was 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 have instead 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 apparatus 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 made my shorts tight already. When I saw our three submissives, my shorts grew even tighter. They all had on leather collars. Carmen and Lexi’s permanent silver chokers, for which I had the only key, glimmered under their 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, not wood, so it was much thinner. The cross shape was two deltas inverted, pointing to 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 to play with each other, 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 of 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 the girls on the loveseat over her shoulders. I pressed my chest against Jenn’s body, reached around to grab one breast, and then pressed the star again. I waited for the nipple to engorge, then clamped the clip into the base of her nipple.

Jenn hissed at the pain but tossed her head as her body started to respond to the feeling. 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. When I swung the flogger at her shoulders, her whole back side 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 at the sofa was becoming 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 and wormed my finger into 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 horizontal. 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 back down and walked around until I stood at her head. She looked up at me, and I pulled my waistband down and released my hard erection. She opened her mouth with a growl, and I pressed the tip between her lips.

I hesitated, letting her suckle and kiss the only head, using her tongue to press my foreskin back and expose the sensitive glans. She groaned at the taste, and 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 reached down and gripped her tits as my hips slowly worked my cock in and out her mouth. The nipple clamps bounced as I massaged her mounds and flicked my thumbs over the 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 handle of the flogger. 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, but it left marks, while a flogger rarely did.

I was still warming her up. 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 and took thin breaths. I let her recover, released the brake on the joint, 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’s hand was pleasuring herself, plunging fingers into her cunt.

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, and 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 pounding slaps left red marks quickly fading in the deep flush her skin had taken. 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, just seeking my pleasure, then roared as I filled her cunt with a load of cum.

I froze as my balls emptied, then leaned my sweaty chest against her warm, reddened back. I hugged her tightly as she regained her senses, my fingers traced over her flesh, running over the stars and flower tattoos, each touch sending her another shiver of pleasure. I coaxed her mind and body back to earth.

Then we were surrounded by the others; 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. She was sated but not satisfied. She ground back into me, and my cock responded.

The sea of bodies parted, and Jenn turned around and kissed me. Her hand lowered and stroked my cock. I covered my hand with hers and cheated, using my healing power to bring it back to full strength. She smiled into my eyes, lifted to her knees, and straddled me. I groaned as my cock reentered her tight cunt, and she pushed back from me, leaning back onto her arms. Her hips drew up and down fucking my cock while I reclined on the headboard.

The four others filled the space between us. Alyssa kissed me deeply, her fingers finding one of my nipples and pinching it hard. Carmen sucked my other nipple, her hand caressing my belly. I felt Lexi’s mouth against the base of my cock as she licked and sucked my cock and Jenn’s cunt. Kelly had pushed Jenn’s breasts together and was sucking each of her rigid nipples.

From there, I quickly lost track, our web of bodies shifting into a succubus-powered blissful orgy. I shot my load into Jenn’s cunt for the second time. Then Lexi’s mouth was sucking my cock, keeping it rigid. I raised from the headboard and got on my knees. Carmen appeared suddenly in front of me, and I slammed my cock into her.

The girls arranged themselves into a ring, their asses facing me. I fucked each one until I was at the edge, then I would move to the next. They were kissing each other, hands and fingers touching each other as they waited their turn. I was soon pounding hard into Lexi when she tripped into orgasm; I moved to Alyssa, hitting hard as I pressed her head into the mattress. When Alyssa came hard, I grabbed Kelly’s hips and fucked her, her blonde mane tossing as she craned around to look at me. Her eyes glazed over, and the room shimmered as she peaked. Then I was pounding into Carmen’s ass; she had removed her plug and held her cheeks back. I fucked her ass and pulled her head back by her hair.

Finally, I pulled out and stroked my cock. The women twisted and lay on their back, their mouths open. I roared as I came, my jets of cum landing on breasts, faces, hair, and open mouths. Then I fell back, and they turned and crawled towards me. Lexi was the first to clean me, then shared it with the rest. The last to suckle was Jenn, smiling; I could feel she was much less on edge.

They surrounded me as I rested, our minds slowly returning to focus. 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.”
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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 time, alone. 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 feel 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 tee-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 dinners and do the 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 keeping 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 and make it part of our new family and 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 that had gotten into the sex trade, like Jenn, and wanted a way out. I was interested and thankful for the opportunity to help Rebekah and the other families remaining.

“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 onsite that can oversee construction. He’s a close friend, so he can also be available to 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 tell how they fit into our family and our start-up business. I realized, listening to them talk, how serious they all had taken to 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,” Jenn said, “these past few weeks have been ruinous to my classes at college. Getting hospitalized after you met Kelly damaged my grades for the term. One of the reasons I hooked up with Michael, or Carl, or whatever… was he could distract me from how messed up my school life had become.”

“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, “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 much 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. That were now four bridesmaids, and … I didn’t have any groomsman. 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 other school team friends. 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 humorous thoughts my way.

“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 for 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 matrix 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 and then through the small town of Pinebluff, 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 by the pool.”

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, “I knew you were all at home because your cars were all in the driveway. I told Beth’s parents you were probably down in the gym. So I came down alone. You probably should 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 last 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, “we’ve done it 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 family orgy. I washed Kelly’s back and then turned, and she did the same for me. In a few moments, we were out and toweling 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,” Kelly said, “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,” then shaking Brad’s arm firmly, 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 moving to such a large mansion. It served a few purposes, thought, 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, besides 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 was in 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 while not having to engage in a tete-a-tete with the pair. They were both naturally worried about their daughter, but that wasn’t a surprise. They were also guilty over the feeling 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 sparks of the conflict with 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 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, is it not?”

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 over-reaction 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 core. 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 how much she loved her husband and how much he loved 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 could 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 comparing 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 orbs 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,” she asked, ”is it okay if we order pizzas? 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; I didn’t know what to order. A few minutes later, we had four large pizzas ordered along with some beer to be delivered in 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 little fondling. It appeared that my strengthening of self-control was going to 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, getting them dried off for dinner at 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,” I said, “Missoula has a mall.”

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 we 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 book store.

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 divided a lot easier 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 was worried her mouth into 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 lifting 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 lick around the fast ring as I pressed my finger against the muscle. She groaned and shifted forward as my digit slipped inside. My tongue flicked at her call 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, then 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 were gripping Alyssa’s breast as she moaned 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 spending 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; 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 sunk 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 damps 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 show both shock and sexual satisfaction. As we slowly moved, rising from sofas and floor, the people in the pool area did likewise and started 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 inside light, leaving us only illuminated 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 of me.

I watched her sleep and smiled. I kissed Jeremiah’s cheek softly. My family was so special. We loved each other with no jealousy and 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 to play.

Soon I was in my dressing room, alone. I was picking out an outfit and fixing my make-up. Jeremiah always said I didn’t need any, but I liked to make minor adjustments to my appearances. 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 first thing at our office. 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 claiming their love was real, we all worried that 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 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 of a communication with thoughts and emotions. We used the word talk as a 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 under 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 started to understand the dynamic simply with frank discussions with Alyssa.

Jeremiah was called in if there were some significant conflicts. My services served as a safe place to practice in the rooms along 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 I could tune my aura well 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 made notes that nothing appeared out of the ordinary in counseling. Jeremiah saw no immediate conflicts in his session. We needed to observe them in situ to be able to assess their issues and prescribe a 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 like a memorable getaway at a hotel. 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 square. 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 lighting in the room 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 her thin form. His shoulder muscles rippled under his black form-fitting shirt, and grey trousers fitted well and clung to his well-muscled ass. His flesh was dark, probably from a Hispanic or middle-eastern heritage. They were a striking couple.

The woman leaned into her husband, lifting lightly on her toes, the heel of her shoe raised from the ground 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 blushed 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 garter 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 offset 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 said, 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.
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PAST - JEREMIAH


I woke
 up from bright morning sunrise light 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 tee 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 bee-line to 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 cluster 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 had tired but happy smiles on their faces. 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 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 in response to 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 pulled the 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 experienced fear, so it didn’t surprise me after what we experienced. 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 handling the more muscular man physically. Additionally, given the signs of possession, it was better to restrain him until we determined what happened.

Kelly came in with a robe and was still shaken by the look on her face. I took the robe and gave it to Jodi, who slipped it over her shoulders. Kelly was looking 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 lay 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 with 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 together and came up with 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 early 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. Today’s popular fiction enjoyed exploring the concept of superpower mutants, but it was clear that our abilities were passed genetically, not through a 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 similar powered people. The groups usually were 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 momentarily 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. The power of the stones to limit supernatural abilities and protect the bearer was still 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 it was handy because Kelly left her brownstone at home.

Jeremiah took the plate from Kelly but held onto her hand. The flesh-on-flesh protection was probably a good idea. I looked at him, then 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 his 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 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, beginning to grow more and more alarmed. “Where am I? Dr. Jackson, why are you here?”

It was apparent 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 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, 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 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 first told me what it was. 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 and 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 that, 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, pretty much all 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..”

“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, “It has many random people. We have ways to control whether we are affected by the power, with Kelly’s stone and the plate. You still have the plate, Carmen?”

Carmen nodded, got up, opened a drawer, and lifted up 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.

“Look,” 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. 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 down 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 hold onto the stone pendant,” Alyssa started, “they’ll be unaffected by Kelly’s power. They will be the safeties. We’re not looking for the mall to erupt into a sex orgy, 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, but he can monitor and adjust my self-control, and I can help him with 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. I must have misinterpreted it as our desire. Not the arousal of more people around us being affected. It makes more sense to me, and I can adjust myself accordingly. When I understand what it does, I 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, so much noise. I need 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 not to go right back to 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, “You’re right, Alyssa,” then sighed. “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 too.”

I walked over to the lodge and talked to the manager. I told him we were going into town but wanted to have a spot when we returned later. 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 texting after midnight with Beth. We agreed on no sleepovers, but sexting wasn’t discussed. 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 good night.


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 but 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 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 because I got 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 tops of the other students at one of the junctions of the hall.

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 situation in my jeans. 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 and made the hand gesture.

“Take your seat, Mr. Jackson,” Ms. Little said 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 am also an eighteen-year-old boy. I have my share of schoolboy fantasies, and Ms. Little is 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, put on her usual teacher smile, and started her lecture. I shook my head, forgot what transpired between us, and focused on her lecture. I noticed that quite a few of the other girls 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,” the girl 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 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,” she repeated, “my panties are pink today, and lacy. 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, then a slip of paper was tossed on my desk by Brooke. 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 opened it slowly to read it.



“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 shucks,” 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 off pencils and other objects onto 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 and 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 an 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 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, and 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,” she asked, “you don’t look well… 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 smiled, “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 set of buildings with department stores on 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 tee 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 into our daily lives challenged how 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; 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 and was confident in her body, a tight tube top and a tiny mini skirt. 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 lifted a damp fingertip to my lips and tasted it. It didn’t taste like Alyssa. A bit more exotic and a hint of perfume. I offered the other finger to Alyssa, who eyed it, stuck out her tongue to lick it, and then sucked on the tip.

“Interesting,” she said, “I didn’t expect that. Tastes good, no?”

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 and reached 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 African American, not dark black, but a nice dark 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, gripped her hips, and pulled 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,” I asked, “have you tried?”

Alyssa flashed and smiled up at me.

“Yes,” she said, “my attempt at being a mermaid in the pool, sadly, didn’t work.”

“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,” I said, “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 and 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 compliments 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. 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. Through the years, she seemed to cycle back and study some 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 had 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 went to open the door to the control room. She nodded and echoed 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 a 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 front desk of the high school. 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 helpless momentarily, my thoughts swimming through the different scenarios. Jeremiah returned from the room where James sat on the bed, holding his head. 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 a charge worthy of expulsion. He could have destroyed the career of his teacher. 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 I let my thoughts fix into 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 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 split in desire, 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 me, the stone protecting Jeremiah and me. The cries of passionate lust from the pair in the kitchen 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.

“These 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 out of 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. His hands cupped her young, heavy breasts.

Carmen watched us, her fingers gripping 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 his cock slipped deep inside Leah. I felt her trip into an orgasm as her cunt 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 gash. 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.

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 Leah crumbled to the ground, spent.

Jeremiah stood up and looked over at Carmen, his eyes 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 hungered.

“Up on the bed, puta,” Carmen commanded, settling on her knees, her ass pointed right at Jeremiah. She tapped the mattress for Maria, “my turn.”

Maria scrambled onto the bed as Jeremiah stood behind Carmen. Carmen gripped Maria’s ankles and pushed them back, then sunk her mouth into our Hispanic maid’s dark rosy cunt, glistening with her pent-up need. Carmen bent over at the waist, her ass rotating, coaxing Jeremiah to come closer. He gripped her hips and impaled her on his rock-hard shaft with a single thrust. He grunted as he felt her grind back into him. His hunger was palpable, and my fingers drove into my heated cunt as I watched him take Carmen.

I slipped out of my chair, stepped over Leah, and strode around the bed’s end. My aura billowed around me, and I fed on the lust flowing from the lovers around me. I crawled up and gripped Maria’s hair, pulling her flat on her back. She looked back at me and licked her lips. Carmen lifted her head feeling the bed move, and watched me as I straddled Maria’s face. I lowered my aching molten pussy onto our maid’s hungry mouth and ground down, pressing her head into the mattress. Jeremiah grunted as he watched my angelic face. My lustful grin turned him on as his hard thrusts pounded into Carmen’s bottom, her body shifting closer as she lapped Maria’s spasming cunt.

I felt the tremors of their hard fucking transmitted through Maria’s tongue and gripped my breasts, pulling at my stiff nipples. My eyes shifted to Leah sprawled against my chair, watching us, her fingers petting her glistening pussy. All other thoughts had fled as I let my power envelop us, accepting their worshipful gazes and blooming into a genuine sex goddess.

Jeremiah gripped Carmen’s ass, hauling her back to meet his heavy thrusts.

Carmen tossed her head, looking back at him wildly, “Fuck me, fuck your bitch, fucking make me cum, Master… please!!!”

Jeremiah redoubled his efforts forcing Carmen off the edge with a gurgled scream. She dropped her mouth and sucked hard on Maria’s clit, and the maid trembled and shook.

Then it was just my husband and me. Jeremiah practically vibrated with unspent lust. He climbed onto the bed and gripped the back of my head. Carmen pulled Maria down, cuddling with her on the floor, and Jeremiah tossed me on my back.

I was thrilled at his control, how he needed me at the moment. The only creature on the planet that could sate his passion. His cock pulsed as it filled me. I wrapped my ankles around his back, locking him into my core. Jeremiah’s thrust lifted my body, his hips pounded hard, my body met him, and we pushed to our peaks together. I met his thrusts and dropped back, hungry to be filled again. His mouth glued to mine as we breathed each other’s air. Our bodies writhed in a heated wave of lust and pleasure. Time had no meaning.

Then we crested, and our common lust and passion met and exploded. He stiffened, arching into me, and my back curved, grinding my spasming cunt into his pulsing jetting phallus. He bred me, filling my womb, his cock trapped in the clutches of my pulsing cunt. I exploded, my flesh trembling, my arms and legs pulling him into me. He 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 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 towards the large department stores at the corners. It was around noon, so the food court was filled with people, varying in age from young to old, couples and singles. Some parents were with 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.”

Our sign to Lexi was a raised fist. Lexi would watch Alyssa, and Carmen would focus on me. Jenn would observe the people in the immediate vicinity and squeeze Lexi’s hand if she thought it needed to be shut down. I spent a moment with each girl, adjusting 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 as everyone near the center of the court was captured by her initial bloom.

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 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 overcame everything she was reading. 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; it was getting stronger.

I looked at Jenn; she was watching the couples nearest her, and I could tell her mind was becoming overcome by the scenes of 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. His times knocked 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 spiked 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, the man’s face sucking on a bare breast.

I shook my fist in the air, wondering if Lexi had succumbed.

Then 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 made 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 or any people was 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 that is a child. After that, it was all-encompassing for anyone over 18. I didn’t see anyone that 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 that 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’d never have lasted.”

I looked at Lexi, and she nodded, “They’re right, I was holding the stone, but it took Carmen 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 that 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 for thirty minutes.

Jenn was wild in need, and I took her first. Hard—over the back of the passenger seat until she squirted onto my thighs. Then Lexi was on her knees licking me, sucking Jenn’s juices off my cock. Carmen and Alyssa were melded together while Kelly shoved two fingers into her cunt, watching them. Jenn slipped past dove and me between Kelly’s legs filling her mouth with the nectar of the gods.

I lifted Lexi, and she wrapped her legs around my hips. She rotated her hips, and I grabbed my cock and pushed it into her; she sank onto my shaft. I bent over and laid her on the sofa, her head against Kelly’s side. I roared as I couldn’t fill her tight cunt fast enough. She rotated and sucked on Kelly’s nipple.

I blasted into Lexi’s cunt, then pulled out, looking around. Alyssa met my eye as Carmen fell away, shaking in orgasm. She flashed, and I was facing the Nubian beauty from the bookstore. She turned and shook her full round ass at me, and I strode behind her and pulled her mane of braided hair. I slammed in deep, my cock already stiff, and rode her hard. The black flesh of her ass was like caramel, firm and supple. I pulled her cheeks apart and moaned at the sight of her dark anus, her ebony cunt lips gripping my shaft as I fucked her harder and harder.

Alyssa’s moans were foreign, a lilt of an island accent in the voice of the stacked and thick black woman. She coaxed me to fuck her harder, to take her.

“I need it,” she cried, looking back at me with her chocolate irises, “give it to me, fill my cunt with your white seed.”

I grunted and shot jets of cum into her cunt, and then Alyssa panted as her black flesh shimmered, then returned to her usual form. I slumped forward into her as she rolled into a ball. I curled my body around her, the room quieting into a soft mews of contentment.

We rested for another 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.”













CHAPTER
 THIRTY-EIGHT











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 cascading series of unforeseen events seemed to grow out of control.

Zac’s awakening had been expected at some point, but none of us had expected him to have both Jeremiah and Kelly’s power. 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.

The topper was this morning’s session with James, where Kelly morphed into her demon form. I didn’t know what else to call it. His confession of reading a book reminded me of when I read Deborah’s diaries.

To come home to 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 through what would possess 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. His lack of control might have affected Leah and Maria. The latent arousal would have affected Kelly once the stone uncovered her. She always had trouble with control when her emotions were on edge.

So I could explain in my mind how such an illicit affair could occur.


Why was I on edge about it? Was I jealous?


While 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 college age. 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 taking care of 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 carefully counsel Leah; would this event affect how she cared 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 hardbound book, leather-bound and 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,” I thought, “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. It 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 at how to change things to make everyone feel better.

“With so many things piling together,” I started. ”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 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 said, “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 many 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 with Isaac awakening. I remember how weird things got when all of us awakened. 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 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 succumb 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 started, “I have few recollections 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 telepathic component to them. 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 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 said, “but I think we should take precautions from 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 willpower. 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, he tried, but 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. She fell under Zac’s sway pretty easily as strong as she is.”

Jeremiah thought for a moment, “You weren’t here, Aly,” he started, “I felt his aura at full bloom. He’s stronger than Kelly.”

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, which meant our exhaustion was 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—kissing. Kelly was leaning into Alyssa—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 as tired and sensitive as I felt, 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 wall 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 flashing 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’s cunt. Jenn’s 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 was 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 drug 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 me 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 along 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 with 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 into Carmen, my hands gripping her thighs. 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. Lexi’s cunt gushed wetly, and Carmen groaned, licking her spendings, the taste putting 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 turned back, my arms turning her body in hot water. My cock pressed against her ass as I bent her over the pool edge next to Jenn and beside Lexi. Lexi leaned over and kissed her old roommate thoroughly. I gripped Kelly’s ass cheek in one hand and my thick cock in the other. I lined up and then thrust deep. Her cunt 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 hammered into her.

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. I reached and pushed her shoulders down, breasts pillowing into the pebbled concrete border. She cried out, encouraging my hard thrusts.

“Oh FUCK,” Kelly cried, a touch too loud, “Fuck me, take me, fuck me hard, Jeremiah… HARD!”

I didn’t care who heard. I wanted people to see and hear as I took her hard, made her plead, and beg for it. She turned back towards Lexi and kissed her deeply, her moans silenced by her 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.

I thrust hard into Kelly, feeling my peak rush 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 felt like I 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 the bed. We cuddled briefly, but then all fell into a deep sleep. Our warm bodies curled into and around each other.

PRESENT - ISAAC

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 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… 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 in 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. The shape of Brooke fucking Taylor’s bare pussy lips consumed my imagination. 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 trigger 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 made clarity return. 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,” Beth said and looked concerned at me through the camera, “Get well soon, okay?”

“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 front of 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.”

“Like what?” I said, “I know you all sleep together, though you think you’re sneaky. I’m not dense. I think it’s pretty cool. I don’t know how you keep up with all of them.”

My dad blushed, and I chuckled at that, then he regained his composure.

“Well, I should’ve known you could add,” he chuckled, “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, then 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 a confirmation of her unspoken conversation with me over the weekend. My dad cleared his throat and pressed forward.

“It’s clear today that you have the same power as your mother. You might even be stronger than her.” 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 Saturday.”

My Dad nodded; I guess he was good at math too.

“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 said, speaking 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 weird.”

“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 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 hungry looks from the nurse.

“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 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, “maybe 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 bi-sexual.”

“Yes,” Alyssa said. “Additionally, if you project your aura, you will draw people to you. Your presence arouses them. 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 into the power shows you have strong willpower. I can adjust you to be 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 that were 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 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 that 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 shaped like a crescent with a large land peninsula to the west of the body of the lake. 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 the registrar had unenrolled Jenn without an issue over the phone 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 put them on a truck back to our home. Alyssa also arranged with Uncle Thomas to pay the landlord. Then she called our contractor to meet the moving truck she arranged and put the boxes in the same storage as our things.

“It’s 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 back to us. I was curious how far along Jediah was along the road. 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 they were 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,” Alyssa said, “after I went to the backroom to rest, Jenn slipped in behind me. 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 twisted. Jenn’s hands were 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 appear 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 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 meeting us. 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 and 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 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-in BBQ grill on 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 how to start 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 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 where ever 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, and the house had two large sofas and a coffee table. A small TV sat off 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 head 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-acclimated 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 must 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. 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, 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 items of clothes: 1 - shirt, 2- pants, 3- underwear, and 4- socks. Then started to climb the stairs quietly. I used my ears more 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 pushed 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.

Less than three minutes probably, 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, “let Carmen 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 and 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. She exhaled through her nose, trying to get it down her throat. I tugged, my hand gripping the back of her skull and pressing my hips forward. Her hands touched my thigh, then pushed backward, pulling my cock out with a wet gasp of air. Then she was back at it, with better bearings. Her nose pressed into my public hair while her throat massaged my sensitive glans.

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 and grabbed my hips, her mouth back to slurping on 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 and bent forward 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.

Lexi pulled back and pushed her head down, doing a headstand at the back of the sofa. I caught her legs and lowered them until her hips rolled over the top of the low back of the couch. Her calves wrapped around my hips, and I aimed my cock at her juicy cunt. I groaned as I thrust into her. I saw Jenn gripping Lexi’s firm tits while kissing the upside-down minx.

How Lexi moved her hips to grind her cunt along my cock was divine, her flexible athletic body compressed under me. I grabbed her waist, holding her over the end of the couch, and pounded into her flooding cunt. Lexi growled, and then her body went stiff, shaking under my heavy thrusts. She rolled back and curled onto her side on the sofa, her body still trembling.

Jenn climbed up the sofa vacated by Lexi. In two steps, she launched her body at mine, and I caught her slim body in my strong arms as she wrapped her legs around my waist. I reached under her and gripped my cock, placing her bottom on the top of the sofa. Carmen twisted onto her belly, climbed up behind Jenn, and pressed her tits into Jenn’s back. Carmen’s hand pulled open Jenn’s parted thighs as I shoved my turgid head into her tight cunt.

Jenn growled at the feel of my cock, her heels digging into the sides of my spine. She leaned back into Carmen’s body, and Carmen wrapped her arms around her and squeezed her tits hard. Jenn’s body undulated as I fucked her with steady strokes. Her eyes blazed as her body moved strongly, her hips lifting to meet my heavy thrusts.

Beside her, Alyssa rolled her head back, looking up at me. Her thighs were spread wide, her heels resting on Kelly’s bottom. Kelly was sucking one of Alyssa’s hard nipples with her mouth while her hand was between their bodies, fingers jammed in Alyssa’s cunt. Kelly’s hips pressed against her hand, grinding her cunt against the back of her hand. Kelly’s eyes flicked up at mine as she moved against Alyssa’s rolling hips. Alyssa reached under Jenn, and I felt her slide a finger along the bottom of my shaft as my cock was like a piston filling then retreating.

Jenn groaned as Alyssa’s slick finger searched and found her tight muscle and pressed into her sphincter. I felt Alyssa’s finger push inside, press up into my shaft, and grunted. Jenn looked at me with lust-filled eyes, and her head rolled back. Her hips moved, then lifted her back arched into Carmen, and she screamed as she came, her juices squirting around the base of my shaft.

I pulled back and walked around the couch. Jenn slipped back and cuddled next to Lexi. Lexi kissed her deeply, her hands moving over Jenn’s twitching flesh, soothing her. Then I gripped Carmen by the head and pushed her over the end of the sofa. My cock pressed into her cunt, and she groaned, then rocked back into me. I held her there, one hand at the back of her neck, the other gripping her at the juncture of thigh and hip. My cock powered into her relentlessly, I was in a zen state, and I didn’t stop driving into her until Carmen tossed her head back, and her cunt convulsed so hard that my cock almost ground to a stop.

I stepped back and gripped Kelly’s hips. I drug her away from Alyssa’s breast, and Alyssa slumped along the bottom of the cushions. Kelly’s blonde mane slid down between Alyssa’s open thighs. I knelt on my knees and gripped my shaft. It was like a steel rod still, and I drove that like a dagger into the sheath of Kelly’s slick pussy. She roared, then lowered and molded her lips to Alyssa’s glistening cunt. Alyssa looked at me with molten eyes, drinking in my lust-filled features, her mouth open and licking her lips.

“Fuck, her, J.” Alyssa groaned as Kelly pressed two fingers into Alyssa’s flowing snatch, “Fuck her till she cums. Then claim me, take me, fuck me.”

Her words urged me on. I reached around Kelly’s tan thigh and wormed my fingers over her mound. Finding the round points of her clit piercing, I pulsed my fingertip over the top of her clit as my cock slammed deeper and deeper into her tight cunt. Then she arched her back and groaned, her spending coating my balls like a hot flood.

She curled to the side, and I walked on my knees to Alyssa. She lifted her ankles and spread her thighs apart. I pushed my shoulders under her ankles and lifted her hips slightly to align us. I fit the head of my engorged glans against her gaping folds, then slammed heavily down. My feet fought to gain purchase, and I hinged my hips up then back down. She slumped flat on the sofa, her body bent in two.

Her cunt was mine to possess, fuck, and own. I rode her hard. My hands reached behind her thighs to fill with her full breasts. I held her back firm against the sofa and went wild. Our flesh slapped together as I took her, then as her mouth opened and she silently screamed as her body went rigid, I felt my balls convulse, and a billowing stream of cum shot into her pussy. My hips slammed forward, spurting my hot seed along her quivering canal, emptying into her womb’s depths.

I’d take her to my bed tonight, just Alyssa. My prize for winning the game. When my wits returned, I rose. I squatted and pulled her into my arms, her legs over one arm and my arm around her back. I immediately carried her to the primary bedroom behind the sofa, where I’d fucked my harem into bliss. Then slipped her under the covers and slid beside her. I rested my head on her warm breast, moist with her sweat. Her fingers combed through my hair. My breaths slowed as I listened to the beat of her heart, then we slept.













CHAPTER
 THIRTY-NINE











PRESENT - ISAAC


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 I had it 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 reminded me constantly. 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 had said she had, pushed
 her aura. So I imagined myself pushing, lightly, out from my core. I felt it—my gut tightened. I felt the 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’s time was where teachers passed 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 controlling 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 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 were pulsing 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 washed 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 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 bi-sexual, their adventures with boys being the talk of the locker room.

I spied Beth, and she saw me and made a bee-line to 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. 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 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 this 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, give the boat a spin.”

“Oh, that sounds fun,” I said and smiled, 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. 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, thinking, “We probably have to leave town on Friday morning, I think… 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. I leaned into him, pressing my body between his arms. He hugged me and enveloped me. I hung on him, loving the feel of his heartbeat on 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 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, I thought to myself. She didn’t look envious, but her look was a celebration. 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 that 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 with a folder thick with papers. 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. The 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 at Kelly’s morphed appearance, not just fangs and claws but powerful bulging muscles that rendered flesh from bone. That only one person was killed was fortunate if Lexi hadn’t thought to use the pendant… I shivered at the thought.

Thinking of that, I flipped on the television only a week ago 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,” and 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 heavens, 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 pay for 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 behind her dramatics. 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 torn. 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 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 you only do what’s necessary.”

He grinned sideways, then nodded, “I guess you’re right, Aly,” he agreed, “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 contentment, though I still had an irritating itch in my mind regarding Jenn. She grew up as an orphan, like Lexi, Carmen, and myself. 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 pace a bit, especially after swimming and biking. Triathlons were a different type of puzzle than a marathon. Lots of it had to do with training and discipline. I had to put in the hours of training to get my rhythm down.

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 that I could do a few laps, and then it 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 getting out of the pool, I felt energized. Then the day just went crazy. I had 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 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 had to do with weird shit in their lives.

I was drying off when I recalled what happened when we got to the 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, which 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 others 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 and 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 some signs of being telepathic. 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—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 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, 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 had uploaded it to my watch via Bluetooth while my watch 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 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 fast 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 on my expected paces,” 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 start 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 had on a white blouse that was untucked in 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 paces 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, two weeks until I’d taper, then two weeks until the race. My work day was light, though, 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 was 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 more robust 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 thighs. The black band of her thigh-high stockings a stark line against her firm thigh. She wasn’t aware of anyone around her, caught 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 paces 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 breaths 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 hit 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 subsequent 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, and I recovered nicely during my jogging stretches. With two laps remaining, I cruised into the stretch along the student parking.

The teacher straightened out her clothes and opened the back door of her car to toss in her bag. 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 straight away. Then I saw her standing on the edge of the track—watching me.

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, going to make a PR 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 place.

“Well,” she started, “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?” she said, “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,” I said, “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 process of a name change was easy to do. 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 the presence of teenagers walking to their cars. I ignored them, my imagination wondering what noises Megan made with her stocking 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 student’s 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 thought of Megan in various positions. She was a sexy young thing.

PAST - JENN

What the fuck?!

Jeremiah was loaded, like 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’d 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 if he met an untimely end. Jeremiah had 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, always in a state home.

I smiled again, thanking whoever for the blind luck I had in having fallen 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 at I’d be aroused. Whatever he did with his squinty eyes, Jeremiah was a big help. I was learning some 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 would need to happen is 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; 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 times, we drew in 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 felt like a prude now. Any thought of sex would be beaten back by this army of control. Which was good because the last thing Tommy needed to see of Jeremiah’s newest benefactor was her bent over the side of the boat, begging for one more 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; touching 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 test third period and put on the brakes. But I spent the first half of the second period daydreaming of him. 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, going through the steps, “You and Isaac 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 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,” I said, “You are much different than your reputation.”

“I am?” she asked, “What am I supposed to be, some kind of bitch?”

“Well,” I said, filling up the awkwardness I spewed out, then decided to speak the truth, “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 boys get 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 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 most prolonged period 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 counted as staying.

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, my face red. I was the first student to escape through the classroom door. 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 red hair and was sweet, making sure we 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 were 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 worried 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 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 along 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. I felt my eyes roll 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 seemed to 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 were lifting and dropping as he pounded his stiff cock into my leaking cunt like he was breaking up concrete. It worked! I cried out as I felt 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 and seized up, his back locking in an arch as he lifted me, levitating above his seat. I felt his molten load fill my cunt with a torrent of boiling love juice that 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, 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 secure. 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. I felt the clammy perspiration near my scalp and realized that I must look and smell 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 and then tried to pay attention to 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 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 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 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 this to have any chance of 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. Her hand is 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 and pulled 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 tee shirts. Alyssa thought deeply like 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 felt 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 sounded like a pirate talking in these 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 or lock. 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 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 flooding 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 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 sunk 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
 FORTY











PAST - JEREMIAH


The rest
 of the boat trip went without any unexpected shenanigans. Jenn slept through most of the journey while we water-skied. Uncle Thomas piloted with Connie, watching and 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.

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 flesh made her appear like a model in a copper-tone commercial. Even slowing down and sinking into the water looked gracefully. 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 her momentum would rocket her fast on 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 and sink as her momentum evaporated. She was always ready for another turn. Lexi’s smile was broad, 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 the skis in front of her, 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 gripped the tow rope and was pulled through the water until she’d let go and bob 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 explaining to her how to let her weight rock back into the skis, but Carmen never mastered the trick of balancing on the skis. She was out of her element on the water, as graceful as she could be dancing in our camper rocking down the highway.

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 and then paused and leaned against it, pulling me into her. I kissed her, and she lifted her arms above my shoulders. Her fingers combed through my hair.

“Less than ten days,” she said, smiling, “We’ll be married. Did you ever think this would happen?”

“No.” I smiled, “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 with 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 has 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 wouldn’t say I 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 said, “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, “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 incorporate Jenn into our circle, she was still 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 enjoyed our short vacation here. The house was in great shape, and I loved spinning around the water in the boat. The shadow of Jenn’s scars from the United Priesthood’s corruption was the only part that damaged our time here.

Jenn wasn’t ever 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 good night. 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 on the brighter light of morning. 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.

I rolled towards Kelly and kissed her lightly on the forehead. She curled into my chest and nuzzled. Her body pressed against mine, and her warmth soon had me aroused. She blinked her eyes, rolled me onto my back, then straddled me, reaching down to slip my erect cock into her tight pussy. She pulsed, making me gasp. She rode me, her hands pressing into my chest, as she controlled my depth and pace. It was her ride, and I enjoyed watching her take pleasure in my rigid cock. I could tell my arousal was feeding her. She shimmered brighter, her blue eyes opening with a sparkle. Her smile and open mouth betrayed how close she was.

She leaned down to kiss me, her tongue pressing between my lips. My hands cupped and gripped her breasts, pulling her down on me as her hips rippled and rode up and down my entire length. She parted the kiss and pressed her head alongside mine, her chin on my shoulder as her breaths quickened. Her moans pled for more. I pulled at her puffy nipple, eliciting a whine and another sweet moan, then slid my hands to her hips, gripping her tightly.

When it was my turn, I shifted down, adjusting the angle of my penetration. Her thighs widened and sank against me. Then I rolled my hips, the pace quickening as her hips stilled. My shaft pressed harder and harder into her stretched opening. She groaned, her mouth sinking into my shoulder blade, her nails digging into my upper arms. I rode her hard until her teeth nipped into my flesh, biting back her scream.

Her body shook as she went over the edge. I jammed my hips up and wrapped my forearms around her spine, my cock pulsing as it emptied my balls into her pregnant womb. I felt her body quiver again as another wave overtook her. Then I was in bliss, unfocused and fuzzy, coupled with my lover, my soon-to-be wife. We rested, entwined together for uncountable minutes.

When we came too, 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 tee shirts over her torso, and we walked to the main cabin. Alyssa looked out over the lake, deep in thought, then smiled as she saw us. She stood up and hugged Kelly, kissing her softly, hugging me, and kissing 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 other’s 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 changed into something that will 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 more 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 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 can make Jenn the best person for him.”

“Are you saying that I should design their relationship?” I said, “Manipulate their moral curves to fit each other?”

I was aghast. It was an audacious idea. 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’ve adjusted 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, 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 of 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 - ISAAC

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 very 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 through 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 in 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 looked at me oddly 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 project 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 sexted and included pictures of her naked body. We video-chatted as we both masturbated. She was almost insatiable. I wished I was 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. The shape of it 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 parent’s 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 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, kind, and seemed happy but also reserved. Like 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 what 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. The feeling was plateaued, engaging my father’s side of my powers, I felt indecision.

I continued to scan Leah with my father’s power and could perceive a curve as my Dad had described. It was alight with flickers of power, and the edges of her curve 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. The 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 activity along the top of it. The protection, self-control, backed away, retreating from the roiling sparks that I now connected with sexual arousal since it had pulsed when I pushed my aura. The arousal bloomed even more as the guardians retreated.



*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. Her legs buckled, a hand went between her legs, and a moan escaped her lips. I could hear her inhale sharply, then step towards me. Then two steps, she was at my bedside, her face inches from mine.

I looked into her eyes, which were brimmed with tears of frustration and lust. Shining in the moonlight, I leaned and kissed her. I tossed my covers off of me, and my hands guided her onto 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. Lean 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, and 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.

I gripped Leah’s hips and 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, parting and meeting. I could only think of pleasing this woman. Giving the pleasure she craved, I lost myself looking into her blue eyes, my hand reaching and combing her hair back. 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. Leah slipped off of me, turning, and taking 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, 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 as they stayed with us. It was the first time our family had guests that 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 as to the changes I felt. The most significant change was the addition of Jenn, of course. 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 once 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 fulfilled me deeply.

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 more and more drained. Back home, which was strange, it was Jeremiah’s house, I had no attachments to it, but it was my 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 allowed the heap of responsibility to rest on my shoulders and tried to top her to submission. I could top, 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 she knew that I would satisfy her need. So increasingly, she’d seek me out when she felt on edge.

I’d worried about this in my brain all afternoon. I worried now, In Jeremiah’s bedroom, sitting on the bed, waiting for his time with me. I was still troubled with the changing dynamic. I didn’t feel like playing the card game the five were engaged in. After clearing the table and doing the dishes, I excused myself for some alone time. I could tell the game was winding down. I was still edgy. I needed to find a center.

I did what came naturally. I decided to do what a good submissive should do. I stripped and knelt at the door. My head bowed, my hands resting palm up on my bare legs. My thighs spread and opened.





I was 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 down my cheeks and ran over 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, and I heard the sound of a bag dropping beside me onto the floor. I focused on the floor 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, kneeled, then crossed my arms behind my back, holding each elbow in the opposite palm.

“Edge.” 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, spending time on sailboats and ROTC line handling. He knew the knots. He knew the different types of rope. 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 between my breasts. The line tensioned and pulled the top and bottom bands between my round breasts, compressing the flesh and tightening the bands. Then he tied similar vertical bands at my sides, between my arms and my sides. He was pulling the bands into my full breasts and making them 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 a 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 tension on the rope 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 vibrations of the line 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 thought to Alyssa and then felt the vacuum as he and I dropped out of the mesh. It was just him and I.

“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 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 asking, “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 should be blamed.

“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,” 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 simultaneously 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 cum 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 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 and was right where I needed to be. I sighed 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 in the small of my back, forcing 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 push 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 was sucking 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 around 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 me and filled 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 feel of the coverlet 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, 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 I 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 breaths 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 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 using 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 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 the photo and linked it to the file 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 parallel to my ongoing special powers research. The two areas sometimes collided, like skirmishes in battle. The lines of various creatures seemed to oscillate between falling under the spiritual corruption of the dark sprites and all-out battles from the forces of light to defeat them.

My tactic with such artifacts was to bag and tag them. I wouldn’t release them 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 occupied were along a hallway open to the large living area. The gym floor emptied to ground level, and the pool. 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 author, publish date, publishing house, 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 that displayed a view of our deck, pool, and the broad clearing of natural grasses. The forest of trees further back protected the sight-lines of our property. 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, fold, and leave our clothes 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 stair 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 in the direction of 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 seclusive.

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 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, they 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 push every thought out.

“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, it 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 you are a friend as well. If I tell you everything, and if you still want to leave, this is a confidential conversation. 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?”

Leah 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 tumble through her thoughts. I concentrated and telekinetically pulled the ribbon in her hair, and her brown tresses fell around her shoulder.

“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 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’s 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 coat 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 sunk 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 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, encouragement. Then her thumb pressed into my ass as she lapped at my clit ring. Two fingers are pulsing 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 covered drinking 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, entering the house and looking 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 would 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 and turned 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 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 said, “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 started, “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, the 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 in mine. Then I felt a new presence. Leah blinked and looked up at Alyssa, then over at Lexi and me. Her brows creased as she felt our minds meld 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 be following, but Carmen felt that 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 mass of flesh. Leah’s pale flesh is 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 as far as new 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 of 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. The past week I had 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 started to massage her feet.

“That feels good, Jenn,” she smiled, “thank you.”

“You’re welcome,” I said and smiled, “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 know 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 that 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 only way to live.”

“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 started, “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
 FORTY-ONE











PAST - JEREMIAH


While Kelly
 and Alyssa were helping form an identity of Jerry for Jenn to start to think 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 with gas. I called Jerry and told him we’d be at the house in two hours. I asked a favor if he could buy some things for us at the store, 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 the final leg was my turn. 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 jobs were still in process. 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 mid-drift, 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 illumination from the glow 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 to have people walk through the bar and still have room to sit around a table. I pictured how that would work in my mind 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 entrance into the bathroom that passed through into a larger open shower area with a built-in seat. We continued through to a large closet and dressing area as large 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, the options were attractive, but it was still too soon to fix anything permanently. 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 his 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 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 are captives.”

Lexi smiled and leaned up to kiss me, “No,” she said, “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 everyone was 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, then Jeremiah, his cock uncovered next to Lexi’s mouth. Kelly’s head rested above Lexi’s on Jeremiah’s chest. Alyssa was facing Kelly, resting opposite of her. Alyssa’s body was 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 if 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, didn’t know 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 need I felt at a primal level. 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 auto-pilot 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 and was 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 do 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. Now I felt comfortable in my body. 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 with my fingers for stubble, 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 flesh 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 flesh as I slowly toweled off the moisture. 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 the 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 and felt comfortable in my skin. 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 charged me, showing me their secret, then welcoming 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 all of it. 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. I think 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 with the arrangement for the wedding. 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 move 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 and pulled out a notebook, ripping off a sheet of paper and handing 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, and her body softened, and she rose and came 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, mother,” 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. 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 to not 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 strands of metal, three gold and two silver. The strands were turned in a spiral pattern, 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 provisioned 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 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 that 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 backstairs 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 our 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. She was my friend and lover and 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 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,” was sealed 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 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 all were nervous about what tomorrow would bring.

PRESENT - ISAAC

After the night with Leah, I behaved myself. The whole prior day, 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 coincidence, but three times, in 15 minutes?

I’d fucked up, and she was becoming obsessed with me. That was a little hot and also very much a danger signal. I didn’t want to ruin her career. Even if I were over 18, any sexual contact between teacher and 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’m going to go 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 lab partners with Shannon. She helped me yesterday when I was so distracted 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 that was basically like a parent to me, “She is training for a triathlon. I think she runs at 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, “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 did.

After school, I came home, and everyone was 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 tee-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 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; it wasn’t 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 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 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 to the tempo of the music.

The crowd turned to watch her, and I turned to look back at my Master. He was all smiles, his focus 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; 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.

The woman that was officiating was she 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. I was 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,” smiled Ms. Miriam.

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 during his wedding, he was committing to all of us. Alyssa was crying, holding her hand to her mouth as she smiled through her tears.

“Ladies and Gentlemen, may I present, Mr. and Mrs. Jeremiah Jackson,” reported 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, a group of hired helpers moved the chair 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 room, 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 firsthand his struggles. 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 the sudden presence of Leah 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 admonishing our emotions but letting 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 boy that 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 boy. I could think of many scenarios where a young man with his powers could have made some 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 said. “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 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 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 deciding 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 was 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, Leah and Zac 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 was the ideal harmony for 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 guest made excuses, and the crew mother had 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 and 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 smiled in confusion. Jerry and Jenn left right behind them, and lots of firm and loving hugs were exchanged. Jenn was radiant next to an exhausted-looking Jerry, but they were both happy.

Then it was us five, and my parents. A table was full of gifts we’d open after our honeymoon of two weeks. 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 car. 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 side, closing the door 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, 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 driving 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 winds. 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 oceans 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 was checking in at the front desk, and Kelly was beside him. She waved us over and then ran her hand along her belly. She’d only begun to show, but she stepped back from Jeremiah and directed her hands to press against her pregnant belly.

“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 small 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 and had 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 this all 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 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 then 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, slid out of the way, and bowed my head.

Jeremiah took Kelly into his arms, both of them naked and Jeremiah splendidly erect. He turned and placed her among the rose petals. Alyssa slipped off her clothes and then reclined on the sofa. She snapped her fingers, and 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 taking 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 her and Jeremiah. 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 her, her breathing increasing 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. 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 we made love to Mistress Kelly; Alyssa had shifted to her sister’s form. It was Kelly’s night. I groaned as my mouth moved and suckled a different breast. Lexi lifted and smiled, then dove between 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 that Kelly was on her knees, facing us. Jeremiah was behind his bride, his hands on her 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 indulgent 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 before us and listened to her commands, kissing, sucking, moving, and offering. Her moans of pleasure only encouraged our decadent moves. I heard the Kelly behind us pleading with Jeremiah, urging her 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 pairs 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. They were enjoying each other’s pussies. Jeremiah pulled Lexi up towards his mouth, then fed me his cock. I looked 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 lusts. We quickened, the indulgent slower pace lost to the 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 and continued to ride my Master’s cock. Lexi screamed and pulled her arms around my shoulders, clinging to me as her firm body convulsed wave after wave. Kelly cried out once, then in a chorus with her doppelgänger as she crested and then quieted.

I grunted as I felt my insides boil with the spending of my Master. His hips rolled as his hands clung to Lexi’s hips. I felt my body trip into a 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 dance beat.





However, do you want me… However, do you need me…








The other verse of the seemingly endless refrain that the singer 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, its influence over its followers, and its larger corrupt enterprises 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 first thing on the radar 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 the Bed & Breakfast would be ready. I wanted a change of scenery, and while having Kelly’s car with us was fun, it also separated us when we drove. 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 Cascade. The range of mountains had a stretch of volcanic peaks that lined up from northern California to Canada. The rugged terrain had formed many lakes. This one was created from a prehistoric lava flow that dammed up an artesian spring. Boating was restricted, and motorized boats were not allowed. It made for a quiet get-away.

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 the demand for the small rustic rooms was high, and there was no vacancy. 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 created the lake naturally, trapping the vegetation underneath the rising water. The water was clear and shallower near the lodge but dropped off into a basin, and the bottom was overtaken by the deep blue color of the water.

Lexi smiled as she rowed, I had offered to row, but she wanted to do the chore, “I need a good workout,” she smiled, “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 getting to the other side of the lake was somewhat easy. I sat in the stern while Lexi faced me, 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 was continuing her pursuit of a degree in pre-med, 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 looked at our family’s needs and decided she needed 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 never was 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, and she grinned and then went and sat with Kelly, and they started planning for 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 feeling of peace that I was a small 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 content 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.”
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JEREMIAH


I breathed heavily
 into her ear, my hot breath cooling her damp flesh. A bead of sweat ran along the edge of her jaw. The tip of my tongue captured it. Then I lightly nipped her warm flesh. Her eyes craned to the side to catch my eyes, her body tense but not struggling against the ropes that bound her.

“I’m going to enjoy this….” I growled in her ear and perceived her response as a grin, but physically she was unable to, as her mouth was propped open by a ball gag.

I loosened my grip on her hair and raked my short nails down the arch of her spine. I stepped back and pulled the heavy leather flogger back with my other hand. I swung sharply down against her prone form. Her flesh grew dusky pink under the tendrils and the satisfying smack of each firm strike.

“Urgghhnnaah!” Lexi screamed at the first blow, then simmered into a purr as her body softened its tenseness, and she let herself fall into the heady sensations that flogging brought her.

I worked the heavy leather strap up and down her body, pausing intermittently before the next random strike fell. She was prone, straddling a bench, her arms bound to the forelegs on either side of the bench, and her legs spread apart at the back legs. Her freckled flesh was all exposed to my hand and my whip. She wanted it no other way. The way her curve lit up with enjoyment as I played to her cravings, I could tell her insides were already molten before I started homing my blows onto her firm rump and saw the swell of her bare pussy open and exposed. I paused for a moment, lowering my whip hand to her ass, feeling the heat from her flesh as my other hand cupped her sex, worming my fingers into her open and weeping folds.

“Someone is needing her cunt filled,” I growled under my breath, and Lexi strained against the ropes to open her sex more to me, “Such a needy slut, no patience whatsoever.”

I returned to my flogging. It was too early to get lost in the sensual delights of fucking Lexi. She was always ready for that. This time was meant to fill a deeper and darker need. She was a bit antsier all week, just buzzing. It seemed like she couldn’t completely relax. Her training for the triathlon had peaked, and now she was tapering in the weeks before the race. Having pushed her body hard to improve her performance, she was used to more strenuous workouts, and the taper always put her on edge. Add to that the strange goings on in our house, and I wasn’t surprised by her unusual anxiety.

Lexi’s flesh had bloomed into a deeper hue of red as I finished with the warm-up. Her breathing was steady but elevated as she worked to process the pain from the heavy strokes. I shifted towards her rear and focused firm strokes on her firm, round ass. The two curvy round orbs were tight from her near-constant training and made a good target for the flogger falls. I intensified the pace and the strength of the blows, spanking her bottom hard.

She was always eager to please, still wearing my silver collar around her neck. She was as devoted to the rest of the family and me as ever. She quickly adapted to Leah, our nanny, joining our family, which still struck me as strange. The five of us often played with others, but few entered the inner fold of our mental mesh. Leah’s addition surprised even Alyssa, whose power generated the mesh, The last person to join our mesh was Jenn, which had almost split us apart.

“UNnnggh, Masssahhh!!” Lexi roared suddenly and broke me out of my absent-minded thoughts. Her bottom was bright red, and my hard strokes left marks where the tendrils lashed into her flesh. Bright specks of blood mixed with the faint, almost invisible, dots of freckles scattered across her flesh.

I hadn’t wanted to go that hard, so I dropped the flogger and sunk to my knees, my hands gripping her firm cheeks. First contact brought another gurgled complaint from her gagged mouth, but as I kneaded deeper, she sunk into a purr. I examined the slashes and saw they were only surface level. No more flogging, but she could still endure some severe hard mauling from my hands as my short nails raked over the sensitive flesh.

I gripped and spread her cheeks, my fingers digging deeply into her firm musculature. Her hips shifted up into my hands, then down onto the firm bench as I drove her bottom and core into the edge of the padding. Her hips rocked, trying to get some pressure to her engorged and sensitive clit, her silver clit-hood ring flashing invitingly.

“You’re like a bitch in heat,” I growled. My fingers between her spread cheeks pulled her labia open and exposed her pulsing and wet core. The pink flesh clenched slowly to coax anything to enter Lexi’s dripping channel.

I squatted back and reached to the side, collecting a plug, some lube, and an insertable vibrator. With little fanfare, I squeezed some lube on my finger and pressed it against her tight anus, followed by the heavy black butt plug. Her moans encouraged me to stuff her full. Then, after the ridge sunk past her sphincter, I grabbed the vibrator, shifted it on, and teased it up and down her open lips.

“Fuaaah meah, pweeeaase, Maassaaah!” Lexi whined, her hips straining against the pull of the ropes binding her thighs to the vertical legs. I enjoyed holding the tip of the buzzing stick right against her opening, testing to see if she could rock back into it. She couldn’t, which caused her to erupt into a stream of pleadings as she whined and pleaded.

Finally, I jammed the vibrator in deep, firmly stroking it into her tight cunt, and the expected groan of relief followed by more keening pleas—music to my ears. I stepped back and off to the side, watching her. She was bound to the bench, bent over in a crouch, looking even more like a bitch in heat. Like she was begging for any walking cock to come fuck her needy cunt, and deposit their seed in her womb.

I knew the vibrator alone wouldn’t push her over the edge. Regardless, I carefully monitored her arousal to keep her away from the edge—she needed a distraction. I walked towards Lexi’s head, gathered her mass of red curly locks into my fist, and pulled her chin up. With a snap, the ball gag loosened and fell from her drooling lips.

I quickly shifted lower and gripped my shaft. I pressed the hot flesh of my swollen head against her lips. She suckled instinctively, pulling my crown between her lips. Her tongue rolled over the glans, then up and down the underside of my thick shaft. She couldn’t move her head, but with her tongue and suction, it felt like she was sucking my post deeper into her hungry maw.

“Such a greedy, hungry cock sucker,” I growled, gripping her head with both hands.

I rolled my hips, driving my shaft deep into Lexi’s mouth, pressing against the back of her throat. I could feel my crown compress as it struck the soft flesh of her palette and bent into the tight entrance of her throat. I groaned as I felt her swallow, pulling me further into her until my groin pressed into her nose and my balls spread over her chin.

Her eyes were closed, her hips gyrating slowly up and down, driven to the melody of the vibrating stick in her cunt. I knew it transmitted through her flesh to the thick wedge of rubber plugging her ass. Her body glowed from sweat and the heat of her beating. I pressed in and drew out, feeding this creature my cock.

“My fuck beast, my little fuck toy, such a greedy, needy slut.” I intoned as I fucked Lexi’s mouth, breathing swiftly through my nose as I pressed the pace.

My filthy words drove into her mind, and her responses only increased her pleasure. My powers monitored her curves of emotions and feelings. Her sense of security peaked, and her arousal fluctuated in a high steady curve, riding the edge just this side of bliss.

With a firm shift of my hips, I buried the length of my cock deep into Lexi’s mouth, her lips curled against the base, and her tongue vibrated along the bottom of the pulsing rod. I held her firmly to my core, feeling her head sink deeper before attempting to pull back to get some air. I held her steady, relishing her struggle. When I released, my cock slipped back, pulling a flood of thick spit and saliva from her mouth. It coated her cheeks and ran down her neck as I rubbed my stiff slick erection all over her reddened face smearing the drool. Lexi purred, looking at my cock, then up into my eyes, showing off by opening her mouth and sticking out her tongue. Offering her mouth to my pleasure, something that shot a thrill down my spine and made my cock twitch in arousal.

“Such an eager cocksucker. You love having your mouth filled with cock.” I growled lowly.

“Only my Master’s.” She replied quickly before craning her mouth open like a baby bird anticipating a meal.

I rewarded the sentiment by shifting the head of my cock against the outstretched tongue. Lexi’s eyes watched mine as her tongue curled under the vee-shaped crease and pulled my swollen head back between her lips. Lexi sucked on the glans caressing the sensitive tip with her eager tongue. Gripping her voluminous hair in my fists, I stroked in and out of her mouth, enjoying the wet sounds of her suction breaking with each stroke.

I pulled out suddenly, stepping back as her eyes opened, and she sought my eyes with a panicked expression. As she watched me move, she leered into a grin, lowering her head into the bench as she strained to lift her hips and offer her filled holes to me. I stepped behind her, pulled out the buzzing vibrator, and shut it off before discarding it. I slammed my rigid spit-soaked cock deep into her steaming cunt. Lexi grunted in heat as I filled her, my fingers digging into the abraded flesh of her ass. I held her there, pressing her hips into the firm bench as I fucked my slave relentlessly. My hips fired and slapped into her spread and bound thighs.

I felt her trip into orgasm, her cunt contracting around my cock as it sluiced through her flooding cunt. I gritted my teeth, clenched my inner muscles pushing through my impulse to peak, and worked her clasping cunt with wild abandon. My hands shifted up her back, one fouling in her mass of red curls, gripping then pulling her head back, my other hand running under her jaw, fingers tightening over her neck, feeling the cool steel of her collar as I compressed her throat. Her cries cut off as I rode her, limiting how deeply she could breathe.

I felt my peak collapse to a point at the base of my spine and shouted as I slammed forward. My cock pulsed as the head flared and shot cum deep into my slave’s womb. My fingers pulled from her throat and gripped her shoulders, my hips rutting in short strokes as I emptied my balls into her convulsing cunt.

“Fuuuuuck!” I roared as Lexi cried out incoherently. Our bodies melded together as I folded over her bound form and kissed the back of her neck. My breath was heavy on her bright flesh, my tongue darting out to lightly lick as the fresh sheen of sweat covered her light freckles.




* * *







As I rested my back against the head of the bed in the back of our dungeon/playroom, Lexi swung around and laid her head back against my chest. My legs spread out, and my hands pulled her hips in between my thighs, then ran up her sides and gripping and kneading her pert breasts.

I enjoyed her smaller mounds, contrasting from the full orbs the rest of my family possessed. I had offered to alter them before. Lexi had always liked them this size, partly because she ran so much. She always claimed that her tits fit into my hands perfectly, that she was made for my pleasure.

I gripped intensely into the base of her breasts, and she purred, “Keep doing that, Master, and you’ll make me an insatiable fuck beast again.”

“You say that as if it’s a bad thing,” I intoned.

“This one loves that you can’t get enough of her after all these years, Master,” she said quietly, then turned her head, craning to look into my eyes, “But this one wanted to talk to you.”

“Of course,” I said and nodded, granting her permission to speak, “Speak clearly, my pet.”

I shifted my hands to her arms, rubbing along the rope marks and holding her close to me.

“I have had some strange dreams, Master,” she started, her eyes dipping down to look at my chin, “Wild sexy dreams, but with someone not in our family.”

I could tell this was troubling her, but I wanted her to explain, “How do they make you feel?”

“Crazy aroused, horny, and needy.” Lexi confessed, pausing before looking into my eyes, “It’s not like I’m not getting enough attention. With Leah in our circle, if anything, I’m more fulfilled than ever. I think Zac’s awakening has triggered many different things.”

I nodded in agreement, “That’s true,” I said, then listened more, shifting her around to face me, her firm breasts pillowing against my belly as my hands rubbed her shoulders.

“I feel attracted to one of his teachers, Megan Little,” she confessed softly, her fingers running through my chest hair.

“Ms. Little—American History teacher?” I recalled, “Cute platinum blonde?”

“Yes, Master,” she nodded,

“What made you notice her?” I asked.

“I watched her masturbate between cars once while training at the school track. I thought I’d told you about that before. She didn’t realize I was watching until she was about to leave, then she came over and talked. She has come out and watched me each week, staying until I’m done and then talking with me more. I can’t get a read on her, but I also can’t stop dreaming of her.”

Her spill of words and emotions flooded her mouth, and she looked up at me with a curious look.

“I want to know her deeper, sexually and emotionally,” Lexi confessed seriously, “I’m afraid if I tell the others. I think they’ll feel I’m not happy with the family, and I am. It’s just….”

I hugged her as she stopped talking, letting my hands drift over her back and then embrace her. My lips kissed the crown of her head as she laid her cheek on my chest and a single hot tear trickled down my flesh.

“I love you, Lexi,” I started, “forever and without any conditions. I think we’ve all felt tugs towards others from time to time. We even tried including others, even after Jenn. The only one that fit has been Leah, and that’s only been for a few weeks. Do you see … Megan becoming part of our family too, or just an affair between you and her.”

“I don’t know, Master,” she sighed and rolled back onto her back, allowing my hand to return to lightly caressing her breasts.

“She is Zac’s teacher. I think he has a crush on her. Even if he is loyal to Beth, he’s still a teenage boy and an incubus. If I had a fling with her, it might upset Zac.”

I let her settle into her thoughts, trying not to distract her too much by softly teasing her nipples into hard little buds. I scanned her absentmindedly, noticing the ripples along her emotional relationship curve. Her graph spiked in a specific area that must be tuned to her new interest. Her attachment to this unknown person was strong for Lexi, who had always sought a deeper connection with me first, Carmen second, then a tie between Alyssa and Kelly. This peak for Megan Little was the strongest I’d ever noticed for Lexi outside our family, only slightly lower than Leah’s new peak.

“I feel like a schoolgirl,” she huffed and softly lifted my hands from her nipples and kissed each of my hands, placing them on her upper chest. “I am obsessed with her.”

“Are you curious if she is with you as well?” I asked, only slightly rebuffed by her shifting of my hands.

Lexi nodded slowly, then craned up to look at me, “Yes, I’m madly curious. She likes me, but does she … is she…?” she sighed with a huff of frustration, which was wildly cute for my devoted slave.

“You should invite her for a swim and lunch,” I encouraged.

I wasn’t worried about losing Lexi to an outsider. I never really gave it a thought. I knew Lexi would choose me if it came down to a choice. Additionally, though I never really wanted to use my powers in such a manner, I could make the distraction disappear without much effort.

“You wouldn’t mind?” Lexi asked.

A mixture of shock and longing flickered across her eyes. She was shocked that I wasn’t possessive and eager to get closer to her crush.

“I wouldn’t,” I confessed honestly, “but maybe invite her over while everyone else is off doing something. I agree that she and Zac seeing each other at this point might be awkward.”

She wormed around, crawled up, kissed me deeply, and looked into my eyes, “You always amaze me, Master.”

“All I want is a happy slave, Lexi, my love.”

ISAAC

“I didn’t want this to happen,” I thought to myself as I looked down at Megan Little, sprawled on her desk, legs spread and lifting her hips to meet each of my strokes. I shook my head at the vision as my eyes lowered to the faces of Shannon and Brooke sucking deeply on their teacher’s full breasts.

I grunted as I heard an encouragement, “Fuck her, Zac, fuck her hard, make her cum!” My girlfriend Beth growled as she pressed her full breasts into my back, her hands on my hips guiding my strokes.

Other than the five of us, the room was empty. I told Beth we had to ensure the doors were locked when we slipped inside Ms. Little’s classroom to have some privacy. My mind, at the time, figured that any would-be intruders would be overcome by lust before they got close enough to see, even if the door’s windows had their shutters drawn.

The room was sizzling. I released my aura, barely controlling it, trying to limit it to just Beth and me. It kept growing. I could feel it shimmer as people passed through the edges of its radius, fighting not to let it enlarge and engulf the school. Too late, I realized it wasn’t the hallway but our audience of three girls behind us that made my aura so wobbly and my flesh glowing that odd bluish hue…

I should back up and start from the beginning.

It started as an innocent kiss between Beth and me just after the last school bell of the year, the last day of exams, was finished. All left before graduation were largely optional classes the following week, followed by a formal graduation ceremony the following Friday night. As seniors, we didn’t have any other courses; most of the next week would be spent on social activities and senior recognition.

Beth and I met in the hallway and walked hand in hand to my locker. I made a grand ceremony of clearing out all my clutter and tossing it in a nearby garbage can. Then I wrapped Beth in my arms and kissed her deeply. I wasn’t aware of how long we kissed, just how good it felt to kiss her and wrap her in my arms. Wanting to add a little special kick to the kiss, I slipped off my ring that muted my powers and shoved it in my pocket. Then tightened my aura to the smallest orb I could control.

Immediately what started as an innocent kiss became a wild lustful snog fest. The remnants of people in the halls gawked, and one girl drawled, “Get a room,” as she passed.

“We should go somewhere,” I managed to say between kisses, groaning at how Beth’s hand had molded around the outline of my rigid cock stroking it through my jeans.

“Just … quickly… I want you so bad,” Beth managed to say as I took her hand and entered the first classroom nearby.

I promise I didn’t know it was Ms. Little’s classroom.

At first, I didn’t notice Shannon and Brooke were sitting bored in the front row. Nor did I realize that Ms. Little watched us enter quietly. The two girls needed to stay after school to make up for extensive absences. Ms. White kept meticulous attendance records and was sure to abide by the rules. She was a first-year teacher and had yet to grow cynical of senioritis.

So that explains how the three of them and the two of us were in the same room. Although for the first few minutes, Beth and I didn’t even notice them. I swung her into the room and pushed her against the wall, pulling and locking the door. I kissed her deeply while lifting her top and unclasping her bra.

As soon as the door was locked, I also expanded my aura, surrounding us in the glow of our building sexual energy. She gasped hungrily into my mouth, her hands unbuttoning my jeans, pushing them down, and fondling my turgid shaft. I ignored my control, and the orb of my aura expanded to encompass the room instead of just Beth and me.

It wasn’t long before I felt a second pair of hands run along my sides and embrace my chest, a warm set of breasts pressed into my back. The third pair of hands pushed my jeans down, then cupped my balls as Beth stroked my length.

I turned around, losing even more control of my aura, and watched Ms. Little remove her bra and sway her hips as she walked toward us bare-chested. I looked down to see Shannon’s pale blonde tresses slip between Beth and me as she started to suckle Beth’s firm nipples.

By now, my control was shaky, and I felt more and more people get drawn in as they walked down the hall outside the classroom. My power ramped up, and I closed my eyes. I was concentrating on shrinking the radius. The rest of the school was saved, but I couldn’t stop keeping my three crushes from fully enthralled by my supernatural influence. There was no way to reach my ring in my pockets, as my jeans were now around my ankles.

Frankly, I didn’t want my ring.

By the time my aura was pulled back tighter, another hand had gripped the back of my head. I swiveled and locked eyes with their light blue irises of Brooke as she pressed her lips to mine and thrust her tongue between my lips. I groaned, moved a hand away from Beth, and wrapped it around Brooke’s side, sliding down over her short skirt and then lifting it to squeeze her ass. My fingers soon pressed into her unsurprisingly bare, soaked, slick pussy lips. Brooke groaned into my mouth in encouragement.

I felt a mouth on my cock, and pulled from the kiss to look down. Beth was gleefully sucking hard on my head as Shannon’s lust-lidded eyes watched close. Shannon moaned and leaned in to lick and kiss alongside my shaft. Beth pulled back, then guided my purplish head between Shannon’s open lips. I sighed deeply as I saw her cheeks hollow, her supple tongue swirling along the rim as she sucked on the head.

Again my head was turned, then tilted down, catching the sight of Ms. Little’s green eyes before she pulled me closer. I lowered eagerly, and her eyes closed as her lips contacted mine. She had stripped down her stockings and garter belt, and my hand lifted magnetically to cup her buoyant breasts.

We were all lust drunk from my magical aura, part of my incubus genetic makeup, as our bodies shifted against each other. The four beautiful girls orbited my flesh and enjoyed every touch, their nostrils flaring as they breathed deep, inhaling the intoxicating pheromones emanating from my glowing flesh. My senses were overcome with the building energy. I only lightly scanned the four beauties with the power inherited from my father’s side. I sensed their moral curves light up and observed new peaks forming strong spikes in each relational profile. I suddenly understood how my father had formed such solid bonds with his family of women.

We shifted, rotating and twisting away from the hall. The number of people affected by my aura was reduced to just five. With fewer people stimulating my powers, I felt more in control. I pressed Ms. Little back onto her desk. Shannon and Brooke swept everything off the surface in a shuffle of papers and folders. The sexy teenagers hooked an arm around each teacher’s legs and spread her thighs apart. Beth pressed me forward, and I grabbed Ms. Little’s hips. I groaned as my swollen head pushed and slipped along her shiny outer lips. Her greens eyes locked on mine.

“Yes, oh fuck… please, put it in me!” She whined as the shaft slid over her lips without entering.

I slipped my hips back to realign, and Beth reached around me to grip my shaft and guide my head into our teacher’s slick tight cunt. She groaned deeply, her hips lifting as I sunk in deep. With a slight pause to enjoy the feel of Ms. Little’s tightness, I drew back and began my hard thrusts in and out.

Shannon and Brooke watched me as they leaned from the edges of our teacher’s desk and nursed on her full buoyant breasts. Their hands gripped her ankles, holding her spread open for my quickening thrusts. They shifted alongside me, bent over the desk, and offered me their bare asses. I pulled Brooke and Shannon against me, moved my hands to cup their sexes, and pushed my fingers into each of their liquified pussies. I felt them gyrate as my fingers slid in deep, my timing matching the beat of my thrusting cock.

Beth, behind me, sucked on my ear, then slipped around Brooke to the far end of the desk. Beth pulled her dress up and off her body as she sashayed past me. She smiled sexily at me, encouraging the indulgence of my teenage crush. Then she lifted one knee to the top of the desk and climbed behind her teacher. Ms. Little gasped as I slammed in harder, her head rolling back. Mid-arch, she licked her lips as she focused on my girlfriend’s juicy cunt inching closer.

Beth leaned and gripped her breasts as she squatted over the blonde halo of our teacher’s locks. She tightened her thighs firmly to hold her balance as Ms. Little’s lips and tongue sunk between her engorged lips. Beth moaned lowly and inhaled deeply—rocking her hips and grinding her cunt into Ms. Little’s eager mouth and tongue.

Brooke and Shannon’s hands were busy, sliding down and playing with Ms. Little’s clitoris as my cock grooved easily in and out. Our moans and groans filled the room. The five of us glowed in heated arousal.

Suddenly, Ms. Little moaned loudly, her body seized, then shuddered as she climaxed on my cock. I slipped out and slid over a half step, aligned behind Brooke, spread her ass cheeks apart, and pressed my cock between her full lips. Lips were etched in my memory since she bared her sex to me in class at the onset of my powers. Brooke moaned, bowing into the desk surface as she ground her hips back, enveloping my length. Brooke moved her fingers to fill Ms. Little’s now empty cunt, pressing three in deeply and curling under Shannon’s fingertips rubbing up into our teacher’s tender spot. Ms. Little’s hips shook and rocked in one continuous orgasm.

I fucked Brooke hard. My hands gripped her ass, pulling back and spanking one ass cheek hard. The three girls on the desk shifted as I engaged with Brooke a bit rougher than with Ms. Little. Ms. Little slid down towards me, dropping to her feet, then rolling over the side of the desk next to Shannon. Her mouth sealed with Shannon’s as Beth sat on the deck and crabbed forward, spreading open opposite the pair of blondes. Shannon’s platinum blonde tresses shook as she parted from the soulful kiss with our teacher, leaned between my girlfriend’s spread thighs, and sealed her mouth against her swollen lips.

I pulled Brooke back against me, stepping back from the desk. I twisted around the corner of the desk and pressed her back against the edge of the desk. We now faced the threesome of Ms. Little, Beth, and Shannon. I watched as Beth tossed her head back, feeling Shannon’s tongue probing her cunt as her head turned and her eyes locked on mine. I resumed my hard thrusting into Brooke’s cunt, and reached for Beth, gripping her soft brown curls and pulling her head to mine, kissing her deeply as I fucked her new friend.

Ms. Little swiveled as her heavy breasts pillowed against her desk and kissed Brooke deeply. Brooke, who was gasping and moaning, quieted with a moan into our teacher’s mouth. Brooke’s hips pressed back to meet each of my heavy thrusts. Beth whimpered into my mouth as I felt her body twist and rock, rolling her hips to grind her needy cunt against Shannon’s hungry mouth.

Feeling Brooke buck then shake, I backed out of Brooke with a slap to her ass. Brooke whined a whimper, then deepened the kiss with her teacher. I slipped past Ms. Little’s firm bottom and aligned in front of Beth and behind Shannon. I gripped Shannon’s hip with one hand, stroked my shaft with my other, and took a moment to probe for her opening before I plowed in deep. I hammered into Shannon with firm, steady strokes while Shannon tossed her head to stare hotly back at me, then shifted around and lowered her head to continue lapping at Beth’s leaking cunt.

Ms. Little shifted forward, using a knee to lift her sleek form onto her desk, then leaned forward to kiss Beth deeply, sealing her lips to my girlfriend and quieting her crescendo of moans. Brooke rolled over and then lifted her head between Ms. Little’s toned thighs, kissing one lightly. Brooke hooked her arms around her teacher’s thighs and sealed her mouth to her cunt.

I watched in amazement, thinking that I’d wake up from a dream in my cool bedroom wrapped in ruined sheets at any moment. Instead, the room grew even warmer. I paused for a moment, then sensed additional arousal suddenly ramping up. I mentally sucked in, reducing the radius of my aura, wondering how far it slipped while I was distracted fucking Brooke Taylor’s pussy. I took the moment of sanity to check in with my partners’ emotional and moral curves, and they were all peaking. My other powers felt their edges approaching.

I gripped Shannon’s hip and rutted hard, my nails digging into her flesh. I felt her cunt contract, then she was groaning into Beth’s cunt, her thighs clamped together. Beth moaned into Ms. Little’s mouth, her hips flexing as she lifted her ass from the desk and flooded Shannon’s face with her clear ejaculate. Ms. Little’s clutched Beth’s thigh, then slid to her open pulsing lips and buried her fingers in deep, frigging her hard. I felt my peak soaring, and the intensity of my powers tripped Beth and Ms. Little into their second orgasms twitching and moaning. I rammed deep into Shannon’s depths, then pulled out and stroked my cock, shooting my white seed in jets—decorating Shannon’s bottom.

Spent, I slipped back against a wall and sat down, my back resting against the cool flat plane. My power pulsed as the four girls writhed in the throes of their orgasm, and the afterglow began to wane. I watched them roll into each other, their mouths seeking one another. Three of them kissed and then licked my cum off Shannon’s bottom; then, as a group, they lowered and crawled towards me. I spread my arms as they all slid against me, patiently taking their turns to kiss me and thank me with their lips for the bliss we all experienced.

After prolonged minutes, I parted from a kiss with my teacher.

“Ms. Little,… I… I didn’t realize you were in your classroom; I thought it would be empty..”

“I think at this point you should call me Megan,” she smiled, “and it’s okay, I think… technically, you are no longer my students.”

She paused and looked at me in the same odd way she had for weeks since I had experimented with my aura. I looked at Beth, and she had the same look in her eyes, which was reflected in Brooke’s and Shannon’s. They were connected to me, all of them, unselfishly. My scans of their curves confirmed that they were all happy to be in this moment, all together, with each other, and with me.

Had I just formed my own family, like my father?

“Anyone up for a swim?” I asked, wanting this to continue as long as possible.
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LEAH


“Don’t you dare stop!!”
 Alyssa cried and clutched my hair, grinding her hips into my lapping mouth, the fragrance of her cunt filling my senses, my tongue savoring her unique flavor.

Her words were familiar, but her voice was strange, a musical foreign accent with a deeper tenor. Her flesh tone was darker—caramel colored and smooth. Her darker curly pubic hair made for a different feeling on my tongue.

“Oh, Leah… fuck yes… I’m going to cum!” Alyssa announced in a sultry Indian accent.

She lifted her heel around my side, her anklets and bracelets adding tinkling sounds that went along with her gyrations as she approached her peak.

I pulled my hand up from my needy pussy and lifted it under my mouth. I pressed two fingers inside Alyssa’s pussy, my thumb sliding along the dense black tuft of hair above her slit. I curled my fingers inside, driving deep and then rapidly jerking up into her.

I felt Alyssa tense and her cunt convulsed. Suddenly, I was lapping up pulses of fluid with each orgasmic contraction. I savored her unique taste, closing my eyes at the sensation before tilting my eyes to look up at her.

Alyssa’s head rolled back, the deep bronze color of her flesh making her skin seem radiant as she perspired from her efforts. Her full breasts were smaller than Alyssa’s but capped with darker nipples that rigidly stuck out like firm thumbs as her body bucked in tension as she screamed out her bliss.

As she peaked, then relaxed, her head tilted forward, her lush black locks surrounding her unique face, her large brown irises looking at me with approval as she panted and caught her breath. Her hands softly combed through my hair, bangles on her wrists tinkling joyfully in my ear. The glint of her nose ring in the afternoon light made her different form more exotic.

“Mmmm, thank you, Leah,” she said, drawing my face up past her dark breasts with their brown nipples, pressing her tongue into my mouth, and kissing me with unfamiliar lips.

“You taste different and move different,” I said, sinking into her embrace, enjoying how she felt somehow warmer in the afterglow.

“How often are you like this? You seem greedy.” I asked curiously.

“Well, things are crazy right now, and I need to burn some energy,” Alyssa said as she shape-shifted into a petite Asian female with small breasts and silky long black hair.

“Do you need a rest?”

“No,” I said and shook my head, leaning closer to this new exotic form, “No, I do not….”

CARMEN

I knelt at the side of Kelly’s bed, her heel in my hand as I massaged one of her feet sensually. She was stiff and on edge. Something was getting to her. I hadn’t seen her this grumpy in many months, if not years.

I had stripped in my bedroom when I heard her on the mesh reach out to me. So walked naked through our shared bedroom, then into Kelly’s boudoir. She liked calling it a fancy name instead of ‘bedroom.’ I knelt at her bed, naked—my breasts firm and proud, my thighs open and willing. I was proud of my physique for a nearly forty-year-old Hispanic woman.

I pushed Kelly’s foot to the side and reached for her other foot, twisting her on the bed so I could continue my massage.

Kelly slid down on her back with a heavy sigh as she let me manipulate her toes and soles. She seemed to be struggling with issues that seemed to bubble up continuously. I knew Zac’s present issues were weighing heavily on her, but there seemed to be more things troubling her. I instinctively moved higher on my knees to caress and knead her lower legs and calves up to her knees.

Kelly lifted on her elbows and peered at me with a soft smile.

“Are you trying to seduce me, slave?” she asked with an arched brow and a teasing grin.

“It’s not this one’s place, Mistress,” I smiled, “One like myself should not presume to seduce my better.”

Then I pressed her thighs further apart and worked my hands firmly up her hamstrings.

She blushed and then grabbed the pendant around her neck and pulled it over her head and free. With a grin and wink at me, she twisted, leaned, and hung the pendant from a hook above her headboard.

“If Zac can take his stone off whenever he wants…” she muttered.

She looked like a goddess as she laid back and lofted her knees and lifted her skirt to expose her naked sex to me.

The room felt warmer as she released her supernatural succubus halo. I felt my sex clench with spontaneous desire. I didn’t hesitate; instead, I eagerly rose and bent between Kelly’s spread thighs to kiss along her now glowing flesh.

“May this one indulge in tasting my Mistress’ juicy cunt?” I asked boldly.

“Fuck yes, in fact, I command it.” cursed Kelly as she unbuttoned her top and started to disrobe.

Sometimes she stumbled into a dominant mindset, and her command liquified my submissive insides even more. I hungrily snaked up between her thighs and pressed my lips to her petals, using my tongue to spread her open and take a long, succulent lick.

I heard the inner door to Kelly’s room open as my arousal from her unrestrained blooming aura ramped up. I lifted for a moment to see Leah slipping inside with a petite Asian girl beside her, seeking the beacon of Kelly’s aura with lust all over their faces.

I felt small unfamiliar hands touching me very familiarly, which made me grin.

“Mmm, please indulge, Mistress,” I said, recognizing the long nails at the end of slender fingers sank into my breast flesh as Alyssa’s.

Alyssa’s delicate hand gripped a handful of my brown mane to crane my neck up from Kelly’s sex and kissed me deeply.

“Mmmm, my eager slave,” Alyssa said in an Asian-accented voice.

Her eyes shifted to watch Kelly, whose flesh had turned brighter. Leah crawled alongside Kelly and helped her remove the rest of her clothes.

“This is going to get crowded….”Alyssa mused, always thinking ahead.

At that moment, Kelly’s front door opened, and Jeremiah peered in. His head tilted as he saw the strange shape of a young Asian woman that Alyssa was using, then grinned.

“Where’s Naomi?” he asked.

He slid in, gripping Lexi’s hand, and pulled her into the small room. Lexi slipped beside me and lowered to her knees. Her finger curled through my collar and pulled me to her lips. I grinned and swatted her ass, enjoying her aggressiveness.

“With Nana Betsy,” Alyssa said with a mischievous grin, adding, “…for a sleep-over….”

I smiled as even in the throes of lust, Aly and J remained the adults in the group and ensured their young daughter was safe before succumbing to the delights of the flesh.

“Let’s move to the main bedroom then,” Jeremiah commanded.

Kelly grinned and shifted towards the edge of the bed. Alyssa grabbed my hand and led me back through Kelly’s access to the main bedroom. Lexi rose and hugged Leah as she slipped from the bed, then clung to her as they waited for me and Aly to pass.

I looked around to see Jeremiah lean over and kiss Kelly deeply as she rose from the bed. She wrapped her arms around his neck, and he slipped his arms under her thighs and behind her back, lifting her easily into his arms. The married pair followed the rest of our family into the main bedroom, and a trail of clothes and undergarments left a path to the large bed. We all slid onto the comfortable surface and enjoyed every inch of each other.

We lost track of time as Kelly let her full succubus power flow with overwhelming effect.

ISAAC

I looked in the rearview mirror as I drove with Beth in the passenger seat. Immediately behind me drove Brooke in her new red convertible, her black hair sticking up in wild spikes as she smiled over at Shannon, who grinned back in the passenger seat. Bringing up the rear was Ms. Little—Megan, alone in her late model sedan, it was hard to see her clearly, but the distances between our three cars showed we were all looking forward to a swim and maybe more.

We parked along the wing of the house where the gym and entertainment rooms were. My parents' room was on the far side of our mansion, atop the taller second story. We all got out, and the four girls gathered around me in front of my car.

It was common for high school seniors to visit one of the nearby lakes after the last day of school to swim, party, and celebrate. So Brooke, Shannon, and Beth had their swimsuits in their backpacks. They eagerly walked to my front door, with Beth leading the way. Megan shifted nervously and looked up at me with a cute shrug.

“I don’t have anything to swim in,” she sighed and leaned against my side.

“I’m sure we can find you one,” I said, “There are six adult females in this house.”

I looked towards my ex-classmates, “Go on inside, and to the right, you’ll see a door to the gym. There is a dressing room you can use to change into your swimsuits. I’ll help Ms… I mean, Megan find something.”

Megan slid her hand into mine as my three classmates smiled and headed off to get changed. I followed the sexy trio in through our main entrance, then turned to the left and headed up the stairs to the adult rooms that lined the balcony on the second story.

“I think you should be about the same size as Lexi,” I remarked.

I led her up the stairway and then turned to the left to Lexi’s room at the end of the hall.

I knocked lightly and then turned the knob to peek in. It was empty. I saw the light shimmering deep inside Lexi’s room as I slipped in, bringing Megan in with me. Megan fidgeted and made a soft moan as we crept into the warm room. I approached Lexi’s dresser and passed it down the hall towards the back. I saw the tangled limbs of all my adult housemates moving sensuously on their large bed.

I looked over at Megan, and she was already blushing with arousal and unbuttoning her blouse, her nipples hard and aroused as she bared her chest (having forgone putting on a bra after the classroom tryst). She looked at me hungrily just before the full force of my mother’s power overwhelmed me.

I audibly grunted as I tried to maintain control. My ring was in my pocket as I was recovering from earlier and thought I had my powers under control. The wash of lust that flowed through us from my mother’s aura was the end of any control I had, and I grabbed Megan to pull her towards me.

We were busy stripping off each other’s clothes when I heard footsteps and looked back towards my parent’s room. Lexi approached her door, and her eyes widened. I’d never seen her naked, but her firm, athletic form made me jolt. She was aroused and was only coming to close the door. When she saw me, however, her gaze shifted to Megan, and she slowed. Then with only the slightest pause, she continued directly towards us.

As Lexi drew close, Megan noticed her, and after a double take, she gasped,

“It’s you….” Megan breathed and stepped past me towards Lexi. Their arms wrapped around each other, and Lexi slid her hand up, fouling her fingers in Megan’s blonde hair, and kissed her deeply.

“We were looking for a swimsuit….” I started to explain.

I stopped talking as the two women continued to kiss heavily. Lexi pressed Megan back towards her bed and leaned into her until Megan sat on the edge and laid back.

“I didn’t know you’d be here,” Megan said softly before being muffled by Lexi’s aggressive kiss.

I looked back into my parents' room. I saw Leah’s silhouette as she rose from my parent’s bed and looked curiously towards where Lexi had disappeared.

“Had they been fucking?” I asked myself.

Leah slid past the door and into Lexi’s truncated hallway, where Lexi had disappeared. Leah’s nipples stood out proudly from her full breasts, which bounced hypnotically as she entered Lexi’s room.

“Oh, Zac…” Leah said, recognizing me. Leah looked to where Lexi and Megan were feverishly making out on the bed. Lexi was kissing down Megan’s neck, and their thighs entwined. Lexi’s small breasts pressed against Megan’s fuller orbs. They didn’t even realize Leah was beside me.

“Um,” I mumbled, my hand stroking my cock idly, looking at Leah, “Want to come down to the pool with me?” I asked.

I only hesitated because part of me wanted to watch the pair making out so near. Another part of me wanted to slide down the hall and watch how the adults played. A third part of me wanted to get very far away from them. The pulses of my mother’s aura and my increasing lust held me in one place.

Leah looked back over her shoulder at the bed she’d just left, then at the pair on the bed beside us. She nodded, pulled my hand from my cock, and tugged to the front door to Lexi’s room.

“Yeah, the pool may be safe,” she said cryptically, “Your folks will understand….”

Her eyes dulled slightly as something unsaid passed through her thoughts. She paused then nodded, seemingly to herself, before pulling me back out of Lexi’s room down the stairs.

At the foot of the stairs, Beth, Brooke, and Shannon were waiting in various bikinis. They looked up and saw me walking down the stairs, my cock rigid, with a very nude Leah leading the way. I could tell they were already feeling my mother’s aura as their nipples were all stiff, and their hands couldn’t stop touching each other.

The sight of me, with a visible erection, and the unfamiliar form of Leah bare naked and flush with arousal sent a non-verbal cue. They pulled off their bikinis, tossing the colorful triangles in all directions.

“To the patio,” Leah said, waving them forward, “outside, please.”

I pulled my girls with me, and we headed to the shade of the patio and towards the calm waters of the pool.
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LEXI


My flesh was still
 alive after being with my Master. Kelly’s unfettered aura flooded over me like the first surge of a tsunami as I followed Master into her room. Spying Leah beside the petite Asian woman, it only took a moment to recognize the new figure as a shape-shifted Aly. I smiled at Carmen and knelt to greet my sister slave. Then I rose and kissed Leah and wrapped her in an embrace.

Leah’s inclusion in our web of minds made me happy. There was something about her that struck a chord deep inside of me. I felt my core clench even more arousal as she smiled and kissed me, turning into my arms and wrapping herself snugly against me.

The air was filled with the familiar erotic influence emanating from Kelly as Carmen rolled her head back to wink at me before kissing Asian Aly. Kelly slid up on her elbows and then leaned towards the four. Her eyes were ablaze with lust and passion.

Moving together to our communal bed was a relief, and we quickly reconnected. With six of us, the pairings were even, but all of us enjoyed the magical flow of Kelly’s aura. Aly’s mesh of our minds made our communication simple. The air filled with indulgent moans and grunts as we all enjoyed the bliss flowing through our senses.

Lying on Leah, I enjoyed sucking and licking one of her hard nipples as my fingers tugged and twisted its twin. My thigh ground against her slick sex, which she pressed into me, as I flexed and ground my sex into her thigh. I lifted my head to grin at her and leaned in to kiss her when motion in my periphery gave me pause.

“I left my door open,” I recalled, noticing figures inside moving in silhouette from the backlight of my open front door.

“I know Jeremiah closed that one,” I said.

I backed away from Leah and slid to the carpeted floor. I looked at Leah, then pointed to my room as she rolled to her side to look at me with a raised eyebrow. Motioning to be right back after closing the door, I paced towards my room, trying to see who was in my private space in the shadows.

The backlit shadow split and two figures emerged, one decidedly female and the other most definitely male.

“Zac?” I thought to myself.

I focused on his companion, and my breath caught in my throat. It was her, Megan Little, his teacher. I paused for a beat, then, with determination, I strode forward.

“I want her,” was my only lust-filled thought. “He can’t have her. She’s mine.”

I brushed past him and gathered the young teacher in my arms. Zac said something I didn’t catch, but her eyes widened.

“It’s you….” Megan managed to squeak before my lips sealed against hers, silencing the rest of her sentence. I pressed her back towards my bed as I kissed her deeply. My hands drew down her back to her bare ass, which I squeezed and lifted to the edge of my bed.

“I didn’t know you lived here,” she murmured without complaint as I crawled over her, my hand pulling her thighs apart as I leaned into her, my lips capturing hers again. Her tongue pressed into my mouth hungrily as I took charge, thrilled at her response to my aggressive engagement.

Powered by Kelly’s aura, I also felt the more primitive yet powerful pulse of young Zac’s power. Megan and I were enthralled with each other and entranced by the supernatural bliss boiling in our psyches. Everything else besides her and I faded and blurred.

LEAH

Alyssa was my primary connection in the mesh of our family. Jeremiah as the head was also a strong connection. I was drawn to Lexi more strongly than Carmen or Kelly. Lexi was always close when we enjoyed ourselves in the communal variable. She felt different from Carmen, the other typical female. Carmen felt motherly, Lexi more of a sister, although all four other females were the same age, and I was much younger.

Lexi enjoyed playing with me. Although her silver collar betrayed her position as a submissive slave, she took control. Between her and me, we were more equals, and she took advantage of that to assume the top role. I enjoyed being a bottom in our family, as they were much more experienced than me. I had so very much to learn.

As she laid me on our giant bed, I stretched like a cat, lifting my arms above my head. Then I leaned and reached for my redheaded partner, pulling her hips to straddle me as she lowered and sucked on one of my rigid nipples.

Kelly was beside me, her head tossed back, and her moans of encouragement filled the humid air as she ground into her husband’s hard strokes. He was captivated by her as she glowed with her supernatural powers. On the far side, I could only catch glimpses of Aly’s lithe Asian form as she rose and ground her hips with her tiny hands filled with the uplifted caramel flesh of Carmen’s breasts, who was growling her encouragement.

I closed my eyes, enjoying the sensations, then felt Lexi draw away. I blinked my eyes, the absence of her warm flesh sent a shiver of goosebumps over my thighs. I rolled to the side, and I watched her step carefully towards the open door of her room.

“Why was that open?” I thought to myself as Lexi paused for a moment, then strode purposefully inside her room, “Does she want me to follow?”

I slipped off the bed, curious to know what was happening. I saw three shapes in her room. I touched the door, thinking of closing it and giving whomever her guests were privacy. Then turned to look back at the bed I’d just left. I blinked and reversed my gaze in a shocked double-take. I recognized a person inside.

“Zac?” I breathed.

I slipped into Lexi’s room and closed the door behind me. I walked deeper into Lexi’s room and then, with a smile, embraced Zac. He was just a few years younger than me and going through so much. I wanted to make sure he was okay. We both looked at Lexi and … Wait, was that Zac’s teacher?

Zac looked at me, then at the pair on the bed. He hesitated for a moment, and we both felt the influence of Kelly’s siren call before he took my hand in his.

“Let’s go to the pool?” He asked half-heartedly.

I nodded, taking a step towards Lexi’s open front door, “Yeah,” I said shortly. I was still under the influence of Kelly’s magic but thought it would be better for Zac not to feel that pull. “I think your parents will understand.”

I meant that they would understand my absence but also realized something else in the air was confusing and enticing. Once we left Lexi’s room, I looked down the staircase to the huddle of teenage girls at the base of the stairs. I suddenly understood as I felt Zac’s aura fire up at the sight of his new connections. I instinctively felt that he was entwined with them as much as I was with his parents.

As Zac and I stepped down the stairs, any mundane restraints were blown away, and the three teenagers began to pull off their swimsuits as all of their eyes focused on Zac and his glimmering presence. Beth, I recognized, but the other two were unknown to me. I felt a pull toward the girl with the short black hair but was also struck by the natural beauty of the statuesque blonde that had her arms around Beth and was cupping her bountiful breasts.

Zac turned towards the patio as we hit the main floor, opening the doors, and an Oregon spring’s fresh, cool air flowed over us. The coolness had a similar effect on our building needs, but only for a moment. The trio followed Zac through the door, and I let go of his hand and reached for the wrist of the black-haired girl.

“Ummm, I’m Leah,” I said, looking slightly up at her.

“Brooke,” she said, then leaned down, lifted her hands to my hair, and pulled me to her lips, kissing me hungrily.

We stumbled out into the patio, eagerly touching each other. I didn’t want to part the kiss. Brooke turned and took control, pressing me back against the full-length glass window beside the doors. She growled as she broke the kiss, her hands falling to my breasts and gripping them firmly, making me shudder and my core clench.

“You live with him,” she started, licking her lips as she pulled her fingers over my diamond-hard nipples.

“Yesss,” I moaned in answer and as encouragement, “I am the nanny to his sister.”

“Zac is just full of surprises,” Brooke smiled, then lowered to suckle one nipple into her mouth.

My fingers combed through her short hair as I pressed my chest out invitingly. I saw Zac pressing Beth over the edge of a sturdy picnic table. The blonde climbed up the other side to sit and spread her legs. Beth reached for her, pulling her closer. Suddenly Beth’s head tossed back, and she looked over her shoulder at Zac as he drove his cock in deep.

I blinked breathlessly and saw Beth’s head lowered between the blonde’s spread thighs. The blonde’s fingers combed through Beth’s hair, and my eyes followed up the length of her arm until I stared into her face. My hips ground forward as I felt Brooke’s hand cup my dripping sex.

“Fuck, Leah,” she said, “you’re wetter than a fountain.”

Brooke looked up as my gaze dropped to her blue eyes, and I felt her lift my thigh as she kissed down my abdomen.

My lust-filled moan felt like a shout as her mouth surrounded my engorged lips. I felt Zac’s aura pulse as I watched him fuck his girlfriend. I locked eyes again with the blonde as I ground my hips into Brooke’s lips. Our hips mirrored each other as we ground into our partners’ hungry mouths. Then my knees buckled as I felt a wave of bright bliss overcome me, only to be echoed by another pulse of Zac’s power.

We were speechless and unable to stop as the golden vibrations of Kelly’s power billowed out from the house. She strode through the doors, looking like a glorious sex angel. Jeremiah, Alyssa, and Carmen flanked her, naked god-like figures watching the five of us lost in lust. Jeremiah’s manhood was rigidly erect. Alyssa had resumed her usual form and looked strikingly beautiful. Her finger was slightly hooked inside Carmen’s silver collar, who stood behind her Mistress with eyes flicking back and forth between our groups.

Behind the four stood Lexi and Zac’s teacher - I still didn’t know her name—both radiant in the afterglow of their interrupted tryst. I could feel the raw power of Zac and Kelly’s competing auras flicker through my flesh and psyche. I dropped my hands to Brooke’s head and ground my cunt into her, unable to stop myself in lust-addled passionate need.
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ALYSSA

Playing with Leah was fun, and we both enjoyed ourselves as I shifted my body shape to exotic forms. The new forms always brought new twists to erotic play between two consenting adults. The Indian girl was very pleasurable. The contrast between my dark flesh and Leah’s creamy skin made it seem indulgent. The way the form responded to touch, even Leah’s flavor changed as I kissed and pleasured her.

Shifting into the lithe form of my favorite Japanese avatar also tended to excite me. After some rather stressful weeks, things had settled into a routine. It felt good to take a day off and enjoy being with the people I loved. Jeremiah had taken Lexi to the dungeon earlier. He had admitted to me that she was agitated and anxious. He thought it was the effects of tapering in her preparations for her Triathlon. Nothing we hadn’t been through before, and Jeremiah knew how to handle his slave better than anyone now, even more than Carmen.

My eyes smiled as I looked down at Carmen under me. I scolded myself lightly for letting my thoughts drift while we were engaged. We knew each other’s bodies so well it was easy to shift into autopilot and enjoy how well we entangled with each other. After almost twenty years together, she was still a passionate and attentive lover. She deserved the same from me.

I’d slid the thought stream of our mesh to the back of my mind and purposefully reengaged with my passionate partner. I filled my hands with her breasts and squeezed hard until she grunted. Our cunts were grinding together, and I shifted to apply firmer friction which took the breath from my lungs as I moaned deeply.

Kelly was glowing as I looked over and watched her lovely face as she stared into Jeremiah’s eyes. Her breasts bounced rhythmically to Jeremiah’s steady thrusts, and her fingers clawed at the sheets as she enjoyed the rush of her succubus powers feeding deeply on the waves of lust and passion surrounding her.

I swirled my hips and lowered my mouth to Carmen’s to kiss her deeply when I paused and hovered over her.

“Fuck!” Carmen complained, “Don’t fucking tease me, Mistress,” she whined, her hips gyrating against me.

“Shhhhh,” I said as I looked over and noticed Lexi and Leah were missing.

I willed my mind to tune back into the mesh and felt Lexi’s passion being expressed to someone disconnected from our minds.

“Who is that?” I thought to myself.

My mind sought Leah’s. Had she been dropped from our mesh?

With a bit of relief, I felt Leah’s intense arousal. Her thoughts were confused. She, too, was responding to someone not present in our mesh.

I paused—my body tense. “Who else is in the house?” I asked myself.

Then I shuddered as I felt a wave of Zac’s power rush through me and mingle with the more familiar pulse of Kelly’s aura.

“Oh, fuuuuck!” I groaned loudly as I tripped into orgasm, jerking my hips with Carmen’s and feeling her tremble under me as her orgasm rushed through her.

I felt in my mind more than saw Kelly arch and stiffen as she came, which induced a roar from Jeremiah as he thrust forward and stiffened, his hips jerking as he filled Kelly’s womb. We all relaxed and panted, catching our breath.

“What the fuck was that?” Kelly growled. She shifted free of Jeremiah and slipped off the bed.

She looked back over her shoulder at Jeremiah, her face still aglow with her power and a stern look in her eyes as she connected everything that was happening. I shifted back into my usual form as my mind processed all the new sensations. I was recounting the moments before and recompiling what I had felt and what was communicated on the mesh.

“What is your son doing?!” Kelly’s anger colored her face, compelling Jeremiah to scramble to his feet to follow her. I slid my finger through Carmen’s collar and off the bed to follow.

“Follow me,” I hissed quietly into Carmen’s ear, “I need to find Lexi.”

Kelly and Jeremiah headed through Kelly’s bedroom while Carmen and I walked towards Lexi’s door. She was missing, and I figured she had discovered someone in her room. I opened the door and felt a rush of Zac’s power pulse through me as I saw Lexi undulating over the voluptuous form of… Wait, wasn’t that Zac’s teacher?!

I reached and grabbed a handful of my slave Lexi’s red curls, craned her chin up, and grinned into her eyes.

“Who is your new friend, pet?” I growled softly

“Megan, Mistress,” Lexi whined.

While I could feel Lexi’s arousal ramp up at the feel of my fingers on her scalp, I focused on Megan and looked into her eyes.

“Hello Megan,” I purred, “I’m Aly.”

With my eyes locked on Megan’s blue eyes, I lowered my mouth, then sealed my lips to hers. I pressed my tongue between her welcoming lips. I felt something click within my psyche, and my knees went weak. A flood of new minds and voices swam through my sense as the mesh of minds I was connected to doubled. Our mesh was immediately linked to the minds of Zac’s girls in the throes of their orgy.

“Oh,” I sighed.

I pulled back, blinking slowly at the blue eyes of Megan as my mind put the pieces together.

I looked at Lexi. “Bring your new friend downstairs. I think we should all meet.”

I felt Megan shiver and her eyes wide with awe as she also felt the expanded mesh and the confusion of more minds connected.

I got up, tugged Carmen with me out of Lexi’s room, and hurried to meet up with Kelly.

“Come with me, Carmen.” I said, “I need to explain this to Kelly before she does something she will regret.”

“Explain what?” Carmen muttered under her breath.

Carmen was frustrated, and her libido overheated. Her eyes darted back and forth, then widened as she felt more minds. Her eyes closed as she sensed their lust, and she shivered in the heated arousal flooding our meshed minds.

I saw Kelly at the end of the hallway. Jeremiah was in front of her, keeping her from rushing down the stairs. Kelly was radiant and animated. I knew the signs… she was losing control. An out-of-control Kelly could be more destructive than we could handle.

“Kelly!” I yelled frantically, “STOP!”

Kelly stopped. Jeremiah stopped. Carmen stopped. I stopped. Time stopped, and everything was still.

I psionically pulled my essence from my body and walked toward Kelly. I used the same unfamiliar power when I reached out and pulled her free from her time-locked physical form. She looked at me fiercely, her anger apparent.

“Did you know what he’s done?” She snarled, “Don’t tell me you are okay with this!”

“Take a breath, my love.” I started, “Your son is doing exactly what you did at his age.”

She paused, her eyes lowered in thought, then flashed up and looked at me crossly. “I never did this. I was a good girl until, J….” I reached and took her hands in mine as she remembered where it all began.

“Jeremiah did affect you, but all he did was remove the moral limits that your mother had installed in your mind. Free of her restrictions, what did you become?” I asked and waited.

We had time for her to process her past.

“Oh, I was such a slut.” She gasped, her image blushing as she remembered. “When Jeremiah left, I just… With Lexi… and Carmen…” she looked up at me, “I was empowered then too, wasn’t I?”

“I think you were,” I nodded, not wanting the word slut be a pejorative. “It also explains so much more than we knew at the time. You were beautiful and radiant the first time I met you. You were shockingly bold, but you weren’t a slut, my love. You were just you.”

“Oh, poor Jenn,” she whispered, “she will never be the same… because of me.”

I lifted her chin. “We don’t know that. She was also under some dark influences.”

I leaned into her and wrapped her in my arms. “Remember what we were like our first days when you moved here.” I stroked her back, “How we fit together, built our loving family, and had such adventures. The mall, the campground, the lake. We became close because of you.” I reminded her.

She looked up at me. “And you, and Jeremiah,” she said.

“Yes,” I agreed. “All of us formed what we have become.” Then I softened my eyes as I looked at her. “And now it’s Issac’s turn.”

“He’s just a boy…” she started, her breath catching.

“He’s a man now,” I replied, “just a year younger than you were.”

“What if he makes mistakes,” she said, “enslaves these girls.”

“We will be here to help,” I nodded. “But feel them, Kel,” I encouraged her to explore the new mesh of minds, “do any of them feel trapped?”

She paused, and I could feel her presence shift through the mesh of minds, her eyes flicking back and forth, then lifted to look at me.

“They feel like we did—like we are.” she finally nodded.

“Yes,” I agreed, then smiled. “What should we do about it?” I asked, confident that she knew the better path.

She leaned into me and kissed me. “Welcome them,” she smiled, “thank you, sister.”

We were back in our bodies in an instant, and time restarted. Her pace slowed for a moment, and she leaned forward and wrapped her arms around Jeremiah. I continued to lead Carmen, and I could hear Kelly as she kissed behind his ear and spoke softly.

“Thank you, my love,” she smiled, a tear at the edge of her eye, “For always taking care of me, for loving me, for being such a good father.”

“Of course, my love,” Jeremiah said, turning to her, then running his fingers through her golden hair, “I always have your back and will always take care of us.”

She smiled demurely up at him. “You taught that to Issac too, haven’t you,” as she leaned and brushed her lips to his.

“Of course,” he said, then kissed her. “He is just like you.”

She nodded gently as she broke the kiss. Her glow took on a brighter shine as she turned, her golden mane tossing as she continued to the base of the stairs. She observed the scene of nude teenagers like a sex goddess and fed on the lust youthful bodies emanated from the magic billowing from Zac’s body.

KELLY

I hadn’t felt this energized or empowered for longer than I could remember. I stood watching the scene on the patio, the five teens engaged in delicious carnal acts, and I fed on that energy. It amplified the power that grew in our bedroom from our unrestrained lovemaking. I let my gaze drift from Leah leaning against the window, enjoying the mouth of her new friend.

“I should know these girls’ names,” I scolded myself but recalling Alyssa’s wisdom kept me from letting that self-incrimination grow inside me.

I let my eyes drift, still feeling my powers grow and billow. Aly’s mesh made the feelings of everyone in the mesh amplify, and I drank in their lust-filled thoughts. My eyes finally locked on the striking vision of my son. The new man shimmered in his aura while confidently fucking his precious Beth.

I blinked to align my emotions with this caring man-child I had raised. He was his father’s image in how he focused on his partner. Not even the supernatural waves of my aura affected his passionate intensity. My eyes drew along the buxom backside of Beth and where her head was rocking between the thighs of a lovely blonde creature.

“Another nameless beauty,” I thought, “I’ll soon know them all.”

With a nod to myself, I released a thought through the mesh to my partners. For a moment, they hesitated, then as I stepped forward, they fanned out into the patio. I strode towards Zac, and as I approached, the influence of my aura mixed with his, and he crested into orgasm. His aura pulsed powerfully from that, and his enthralled partners writhed as they experienced their peaks.

I waited, letting Zac catch his breath, then lifted my hand to his arm and turned him towards me. His eyes blinked as he focused on me. I felt Jeremiah slip past us to the pair of girls on the table. I smiled at my son.

“Mom?” Zac stammered, “I… I can explain!” he started.

I put my fingers to his lips and drew him closer.

“I don’t think you can,” I smiled, “and it’s okay.”

Then I shivered as my nipple lightly brushed over his chest and wrapped him in a hug. Our bodies trembled as our two auras merged.

I kissed him lightly, my lips pressing to his. I wrapped my arms around him—my grown boy. We were naked and aroused, but the kiss and hug remained chaste. I smiled and combed my fingers through his hair.

“Do you mind if we enjoy meeting your friends?” I asked softly.

Zac’s eyes widened as he felt what I felt on the stairs. It wasn’t merely the emotions of his companions but had expanded to include all of our family’s thoughts. Everyone enmeshed. He blinked for a moment in opinion, then leaned and kissed my cheek.

“I think we’re all family now, my family and yours.” I nodded at him as we parted, turning away from each other.

Turning my head to the right, I saw Jeremiah behind the stunning blonde girl. I recalled her name—Shannon—in the mesh and connected that name with her body. She was bent over, her face clouded in lust as J slammed into her from behind. I approached her, lifted my hand to her blonde hair, and gripped it. She looked at me and shuddered in orgasm, and I leaned over and kissed her deeply.

I felt a hand on my opposite side, a familiar hand. I parted from the kiss with Shannon as I felt Carmen’s hands wrapped around my waist and her breasts pressed into my side, her mouth at my ear.

“Mistress,” she breathed as she embraced me, “are you okay, my lover?” Her free hand slid through my hair as I parted from the kiss with Shannon and turned to stare into Carmen’s deep brown eyes. I nodded slowly.

“Yes, love,” and I moaned, feeling a tremor pass through my body as I felt another orgasm propagate through the mesh.

I leaned into Carmen and kissed her, my hand slipping from Shannon’s hair to Carmen’s cheek and then down to her heavy breast. She panted as our kiss deepened, and I felt her body shift to face me directly.

As I sucked one of her hard nipples into my mouth, I felt the firm flesh of Lexi slip past me, then joined me in suckling on Carmen’s rigid nipples. I looked over at Lexi, and we kissed like lovers. I felt her body shifting forward and back. I looked down at Lexi’s strong sides as she rose, kissing Carmen deeply. I lowered my eyes to watch Lexi’s hips grind against the thigh of her new blonde lover.

“Megan,” I mumbled, watching her wide open, blazing blue eyes; she leaned and kissed deeply.

I saw her eyes roll back after holding my own eyes for a long moment parting from the kiss. Then I watched my son’s teacher tremble in orgasm. Lexi’s fingers churned between the teacher’s quivering thighs.

I turned and looked around. Zac had taken Carmen’s hand. They walked a few steps away before Zac pulled her close and kissed her deeply. Jeremiah had stepped back away from Shannon and looked at me. He walked towards me and wrapped me in a hug. My hand caressed his cock, and he was rigid again in a moment. I kissed him; he looked in my eyes; I grinned and tossed my head, nodding.

He understood. This wasn’t the first orgy our family had enjoyed.

I looked around at the bodies around us, across the picnic table, the lounges, and the steps of the pool. Pairs, threesomes. The pairings shifted, and I slid between the black-haired girl and Leah. I lost track of individual fingers, hands, or mouths. We were an undulating mass of hungry flesh, finding pleasure in every connection. The mesh was a cacophony of euphoric lust as we crested and fell. Wave after wave of orgasms collided, receded, rose, then crashed again. I was powered by the intermingled combined auras of Zac and me.

Timeless moments passed, and then the storm receded. Somehow we had moved from the wooden tables and chairs of the patio to the softer leather couches and soft carpets of our main living area. I was entangled with the black-haired pixie-faced girl.

“Brooke,” I said softly as my fingers stroked her short hair.

Her eyes blinked open, and her striking blue eyes found mine, then lowered.

“Mistress,” she breathed and wrapped me in a hug.

Our breasts pressed together as she softly kissed my lips.

“Call me Kelly, love,” I said and kissed her softly.

I turned and smiled, seeing Leah’s blushing face lying on Brooke’s hip, and I rose and kissed her softly.

“Are you okay, baby girl?” I asked, using the name I picked just for her.

“Yes, Kel,” she said, and I felt her purr in contentment.

The same pattern cycled out around the room, pairs entangled with pairs. Peaceful rest of satisfaction permeated the room. I slowly rose and stood up, looking around to find Jeremiah lying beside Carmen, then blinked in confusion as I saw Jeremiah tangled between Lexi and Megan. Then the image shimmered as that one changed back into Alyssa grinning like a kitten that found the cream.

I smiled and then stepped my way outside. The sun hung low on the horizon as I paced to the calm waters of our pool. I slowly walked into the water, my flesh shivering as I sunk into the chilly pool. Then I pushed off the steps, twisted onto my back, and floated. Alone with my thoughts as I closed my eyes.

JEREMIAH

I saw Kelly rise to her feet and pace towards the pool. I inhaled a long sigh, the pleasures of the orgy still triggering tremors throughout my flesh. I kissed Carmen lightly, feeling her stir and a broad smile spread over her features. She always had a way of smiling that used her whole body.

“Master….” She breathed as she found my eyes, shaking her head, unable to form words.

I smiled at her and let her take a breath before I looped my fingertips through her collar to pull her mouth to me in a much fuller kiss. I enjoyed how she sunk into our kiss, then I parted from the kiss, having gained her full attention.

“We need to get everyone dressed,” I said and looked around the room. “We need to have food, and we need to talk.”

Alyssa slid next to me, then kissed my cheek. “He’s right,” she said, “I’ll help you.”

Alyssa turned and looked at me, her eyes searching mine and spreading into a soft smile. “You need to go be with Kelly, love,” she said unselfishly. “She needs to feel you and hear you.”

I nodded, and her thoughts answered my questions in the mesh. I stood up and paced to the pool, down the steps, sinking into the water, then diving beneath the surface. I swam underneath the floating form of my wife, then twisted and rose to wrap my arms around her. My lips kissed behind her ear.

“I love you,” I said, feeling her body startle and then sink against me comfortably as she relaxed again.

“I love you too,” she said, twisting in the water, and looked at me.

Our body shifted from floating horizontally then easily treading water as she looked at me and wrapped her arms around my waist.

“Did we just make a mistake?” she asked as her eyes lowered to my chest, a hand lifting to rest between my pectoral muscles as she looked back into my eyes.

“Nothing we haven’t done before,” I answered. “We will adapt to this change. Like we’ve always done.”

“But Zac,” she started. “He’s my son. I can’t… not with him.”

“Then don’t,” I smiled softly, “we’re not going to be telling the whole world about our family. You have other options, and you always have me.”

She nodded to my words, smiled broadly, and kissed me, kicking in cycles to keep us both above the water.

“That was crazy, though,” I said, “the two of you cycling together. One pulse, then another. It was overwhelming. How do you feel? After all of what we just experienced.”

Kelly looked at me, her eyes brimming with tears, “I don’t regret a moment of it,” she said, “it felt right, lover. I know it was intense, but I was always in control. Zac was as well. He didn’t lose control—not once.”

I smiled, kissed her cheek, then squeezed her tight, “I love you, Kel.” I said, “You are helping everyone. I saw how you connected to all our new family. You’re important to all of us even more now. And not because you are a yummy sex goddess.”

“What do you mean?” she blinked at me, her head tilting curiously.

“This next generation,” I said, “they need to know they will be okay. Remember how we felt, the confusion, how our lives were suddenly different than every other person we knew? They feel that now, and we need to be there to let them know they are okay. Accepted. Loved.”

She looked up at me, her arms relaxed, and her wrists crossed behind my head. She smiled and then pressed her forehead against me.

“Jeremiah,” she said, “what did I ever do to deserve you? You always know how to calm my soul and banish my fears.”

She kissed me, and we just floated in the water, our natural buoyancy only letting us sink partially beneath the surface. My toes found purchase on the tiled bottom of the pool, and I stepped forward towards the shallow end and the steps rising to the house. Kelly slipped to her feet, and we walked hand in hand up the steps, pausing to grab a stack of towels and dry each other off. Then we stepped back into our house to the flurry of activity led by Carmen and Aly.

Alyssa turned to me smiling, “Carmen has given them instructions to shower and get dressed, then help set the table.”

“Aye, Papi,” Carmen smiled, “I’m going to go call Maria and have her start dinner. She had the day off today, but she knows she’s always on call. She can pick up takeout—Chinese?”

“Okay,” I nodded, “you know best, Carmen.”

She beamed at my compliment and smiled. “Now you three go, wash the sex off you, and I’ll join you in a little while.”

Alyssa took my other hand, and the three of us returned to our room to clean up for the next step in our eventful day.

MARIA

My thoughts were a jumble after I took Carmen’s call. I said goodbye to my friend, who invited me to lunch and a day of watching telenovelas. Those things have so much drama!!

“Eleven people?” As I got into my car, I thought, “I’d better pick up for at least fifteen. Little Naomi will be returning. Betsy may stay.”

I laughed, “I would certainly like to eat too.” I thought to myself.

I stopped at the Chinese restaurant and sat in the waiting area as they hastily prepared my massive order. The manager wasn’t happy with me.

“We need more time… Advance.” The manager said in frustration, “Too much. No time.”

“I’ll add another $50 to the tab if you can get it done in 10 minutes.” I said, “Fifty—Dollars.”

He frowned and nodded, then slipped into the kitchen shouting excitedly in Chinese.

I sat down in the waiting area and felt my phone buzz. I pulled it out, and it was a message from Carmen.



Carmen: Chicka - R U getting food?

Maria: Yes, I am getting Bing's. I should be on the way in 10.

Maria: Why so many people?

Carmen: Orgy. I can't believe it. No. Call it a graduation party.

Maria: U. Must. Tell!

Carmen: When you are here. Hurry!





I remember my sudden unexpected tryst with Leah, the nanny. My new sexual relationship with Carmen was terrific, even if it was sporadic. I wondered if that would change.

My order was finally ready, and I grabbed the two large bags and put them in my trunk. I backed out of the parking space, then out of the lot and down the road to the Jackson manor.

Suddenly a form loomed at the house’s driveway, and I slammed on the brakes to not run over the shadowy figure illuminated in my headlights in the gloaming dusk.

An older woman peered at me and stepped towards the passenger side. The door unlocked as if it had a mind of its own. Then she opened the door and slid inside with a litheness that I wouldn’t expect for someone her age. She looked at me and smiled.

“You drive me,” she said enigmatically. “I find Brooke, my foster girl.”

“Who the hell is Brooke?” I asked myself as I shifted into gear and drove to the house.













CHAPTER
 FORTY-FIVE











JEREMIAH


I settled
 into my chair at the end of the table in our dining room. Our usually crowded table was made for ten, but Zac took the initiative to get the other leaf out of storage and extend the table to be more comfortable. We rarely had large dinner parties, but we would have close friends every once in a while. This was my first time seeing new faces at my table, and the three new faces were beautiful.

Before sitting down, I made a circuit of the large table introducing myself to each of Zac’s new family. I used the word family as it was the best word I could find to describe the unique relationship of minds and bodies we all shared. I knew it wasn’t only Zac’s family and my family but our family—we had all merged somehow. Once our minds connected in what we called a mesh, it was permanent. You can’t unpop a champagne cork. Even after Jenn slipped away to be with Jerry, she still easily shared her mind when she visited for spa days. Alyssa never knew how the connections happened, but she could sometimes control the lines of communication.

I’d spoken to Beth before, but I wanted to check on her. Being Zac’s first love was unique, but I worried she wouldn’t understand that she was now one of many of Zac’s lovers. As we talked, I scanned her moral and relationship curve and realized that Beth was happy her friends would be part of his family. She beamed and stood up to give me a full-body hug and a lingering kiss.

“Mmm, thank you, But we don’t want to ignite another…,” I smiled into her eyes, then nodded towards Kelly, who was chatting idly with Alyssa, “There will be plenty of time for….” I let my words go silent, and Beth’s blush and nod indicated she understood. Beth settled back into her chair, then turned and introduced me, formerly, to Shannon.

I smiled, recalling the start of the orgy and our passionate connection with Shannon, I pushed that fond memory aside, and I smiled and talked with her. She described how she met Zac and was friends with Beth and Brooke. She related how she and Brooke had teased Zac in Megan Little’s class in the weeks prior. Which helped me connect they were the unknowing targets for Zac’s first reckless experimentation with his powers. After my conversation with Shannon, I could see why Zac chose her. Shannon’s curve was well adjusted, and she was pleased with the present situation. I did feel something was unspoken, and she had some turmoil in her relationship curve, not associated with our family. As our conversation slowed, she stood to give me a hug and a kiss on the cheek. Then Shannon introduced me to Brooke, sitting beside her.

I smiled at Brooke as I shook her hand and examined her moral and relationship curves. She reminded me of a mix of Carmen’s brazen sexuality and Lexi’s grit and determination. Her eyes were captivating, and her natural melanin-rich complexion betrayed her native roots, which made her light blue eyes even more fascinating. She stood to kiss me firmly, with a fire in her eyes, before settling down next to Shannon again.

I walked past Lexi and tugged her collar to kiss her. I only needed a moment to check in with her to know she was floating on a cloud of bliss. One reason was Megan Little, the History teacher, sitting beside Lexi. Megan was vibrant, and up close, her naturally blonde hair was dark enough to be called strawberry blonde. Her green eyes sparkled as she hugged me tightly.

“You raised a good boy, Mr. Jackson,” she said, then faltered with a self-deprecating laugh, “I promise, that is the last teacher mode comment I’ll make, I’m sorry.”

“Please, I’m Jeremiah or J.” I said, “I’m delighted to meet you. You’ve made an impression on two of my family already.”

I squeezed Lexi’s shoulder, and she blushed like a teenager in love.

“They have made an impression on me, as well,” Megan said, “I feel a bit like I’m the odd one out, though.”

“I can understand,” I said, realizing she didn’t have many peers in our family near her age, “I think you and Leah will also be good friends. Don’t worry. You’ll discover we all act like we’re in our twenties. Age is just a number.”

“I feel very welcome, J” she smiled, “Thank you.”

As I scanned her curve, I knew we’d need to discuss some things seriously. Her life would be in the most upheaval. She was happy, but her curve buzzed with conflicts when quiet. The other girls were at the age where leaving home was expected. Megan has a job and a career. All of that would change. I sent her some comforting vibes as she settled back next to Lexi—the two of them did seem smitten with each other.

I returned to the table’s head when I heard a knock on the door. I went to open it, but it burst open before I got there, and my young daughter Naomi rushed inside.

“DADDY!!” She screamed in her five-year-old voice, then hugged me around my thighs. Then she tore into the dining room, yelling.

“MOMMY!!” she cried happily, throwing herself into Alyssa’s lap.

I looked past the open door to see Betsy, Kelly’s mother, on the steps. She had stopped at the door and was having a coughing fit. I rushed to help her inside. Seeing me coming, Betsy stifled her cough, straightened confidently, and smiled knowingly.

“Is it safe for her now, Jeremiah?” she asked with an arched brow and a wary eye.

Betsy’s power was much like her daughter’s but weaker in strength. She had never used her power since Bob had died, but she could feel when we were active, which was good since she kept Naomi safe by watching her when we needed her help. With the added family members, we’d have to remind them that a child lived in the house.

While I helped Betsy into the house and took her light jacket, the late spring evening was chilly. I saw Maria’s car come to a stop in the driveway. Before Maria could get the bags of food from the trunk of her car, a wizened old lady sprung from the passenger seat.

I looked at her curiously because she appeared very old, and yet she moved like she was much younger.

“You have my Brooke,” The old lady said shortly and walked a direct path towards me. “Don’t lie to old Naeme. You have her here.”

“Yes, she’s right inside….” I said and reached to help her up the steps.

“I don’t need help from you!” She pulled her hand back firmly, avoiding my touch. “I know the game! You no touch Naeme!”

I looked at her with my mouth agape. Then nodded at her and showed her towards the door.

“Brooke!” I called loudly, “Someone is here for you.”

I went back to help Maria with bringing the food from the car, then followed in the footsteps of the mysterious guest Naeme into the house.

Brooke appeared at the edge of the kitchen. Then her mouth opened wide, “Naeme,” she said under her breath, as she rushed towards the old woman, “I was about to call you.”

“Well! You not
 call Naeme,” huffed the old woman, “Hours girl. All day long, Naeme no hear from Brooke.”

Brooke looked at me, “She’s my foster,” she said.

I nodded and turned into the kitchen, and Brooke guided Naeme into the dining area. Kelly leaped to her feet and went to meet her.

“I’m sorry, ma’am,” Kelly started.

“I Naeme,” Naeme said, “don’t call me ma’am.”

“Yes, Naeme,” Kelly replied and blazed best her hostess smile, “please, have dinner with us. We lost track of time. We should have ensured that all the kids called their parents. We are celebrating the end of the school year.”

Hearing that, Beth suddenly reached for her phone and tapped out a message while Shannon watched over her shoulder. Shannon didn’t seem like she felt it was essential to contact her parents. I’d have to remember to ask her about that.

Naeme found a seat next to my empty chair. Everyone shifted and moved as Brooke sat beside her foster mother and everyone else resettled. Carmen and Maria started passing out plates. Take-out Chinese food cartons were soon passed around. Kelly settled between Alyssa and me before leaning to talk with Naeme more.

“Eat first,” Naeme said and forked some noodles onto her plate, “we talk after.”

Kelly was left speechless for a second, then she nodded and started filling her plate. It was good that Maria made a large order because we were all famished. Betsy enjoyed a smaller portion and was talking with Zac at her side. She seemed to cough into her handkerchief from time to time. She always returned her focus to Zac. Her grandson could do no wrong in her eyes. If Betsy decided that blame was to be levied for Zac’s new relationship with four women—Kelly and I would be the targets. However, her demeanor was calm. I knew she sensed more than she let on and understood the family dynamic had grown and changed.

Naomi fell asleep in Alyssa’s lap, a noodle grasped steadfastly in her fist. Leah got up and took her in her arms, then patted her back as she walked downstairs to put her to sleep. She returned in a few minutes with the baby monitor, placed it on the counter, and nodded at Aly with a smile.

Naeme took that moment to dab her old lips with her napkin, then put it down and looked around the room.

“Okay, now talk,” she struggled to find the right word, “Us.. We…” she tried looking at everyone, her English broken and accent thick.

“Naeme,” Brooke said, rising and walking towards her foster mother, a bit embarrassed around her peers, “Let me take you home.”

“No,” she said simply, then looked around the room. “This your home now, no?”

“So you’re kicking me out?” Brooke asked breathlessly, betraying her worry openly.

“No, no, no.” Naeme chanted with an enigmatic grin and lifted her hand to Brooke’s jaw, looking at her tenderly.“You always welcome with Naeme, silly girl. But this your home now.”

Brooke’s eyes softened as she looked into the kind eyes of her foster mother. Her eyes welled as she realized the meaning her mentor understood so clearly. Brooke brusquely wiped the tears from her eyes. I could tell she wasn’t used to showing emotions. Then she smiled and nodded.

“Yes, Naeme,” Brooke said and leaned her forehead to the old woman’s, “how you know these things, I don’t know, but thank you.”

“Naeme Fae,” the woman smiled with a chuckle. “Fae know things.”

She looked around the room at the silent faces around the table. Naeme focused on Kelly, who was watching with rapt attention. I realized we all were intently focused on the pair.

“You Fae,” she said simply to Kelly.

She then recited the exact words as she shifted her gaze to Aly, Lexi, Leah, and then back to Brooke with a sparkle in her aged eyes. It was a statement of truth, not a guess. Naeme knew their natures. That was as clear as her words.

The five women looked shocked and weren’t sure what to say.

“One more,” she said softly, looking distractedly around the faces at the table, “but she no here… trapped in ink chains.”

Her strange words brought up the image of Jenn in my mind’s eye. Then Naeme rose and walked to Lexi, hugged her, lifted her hands to the side of Lexi’s head, and kissed her forehead. Naeme then lowered a gnarled finger to Lexi’s silver collar and turned to glare at me.

“Why make Fae slave to you?” Naeme asked with anger in her voice, then turned to point at Zac. “You! You no slave, Brooke. Brooke free. You hear Naeme?”

“I think you have the wrong idea,” I stood up, confused at the words, but wanting to assure our guest, “Lexi is free. She devotes herself to me.”

Naeme looked at me for a long moment, then nodded.

“You stupid then.” Naeme complained incredulously, “Silver enslave Fae, no reborn.”

Everyone looked at one another, and Brooke moved towards Naeme. The pair traded words in a native language back and forth. I sat back down, and the rest of us looked at each other in puzzlement as the pair spoke expressively.

Finally, Brooke looked up at me, “We all need to talk,” she said, “it’s important. Can we sit somewhere more comfortable? This may take a while.”

“I’m going to leave you to do that,” Betsy said and pushed her chair back. “Good to see you again, Naeme.”

Kelly did a double take as she looked at her mother and then at Naeme.

“You know her?” Kelly said.

“For decades,” Betsy said, “I met her just before Bob, and I visited you at your first house.”

“What?” Kelly said.

“Oh, Kelly, I don’t have to tell you every little thing,” Betsy said as she pulled on her windbreaker and headed to the door, pausing to kiss her daughter’s cheek. “But listen, Naeme’s wisdom is essential to you. Now more than ever.”

As Betsy was leaving, the table became alive again. Chairs pushed back, and people rose and moved into the living room. I may have been a bit nervous as Naeme entered and sat on the edge of the fireplace.

Several carnal acts by myself and her foster daughter were enacted only a few hours previously on that same hard surface. It wasn’t easy to get those images out of my head. I felt a hand on my arm, and I looked at Brooke.

“I enjoyed that too, J,” Brooke gave me a knowing smile, “But we need to talk about something else. Do you mind if I translate for Naeme? She thinks she speaks good English, but some things are lost in translation.”

“Sure,” I said, “I’m at a loss right now. That’s not uncommon, you’ll find.”

I was still emotional and now more confused. I tried to piece together all the new things that Naeme had said. I’d heard the word Fae before. Some of Alyssa’s rambling research and the arcane texts she collected had bits and pieces. Alyssa held the lore about as seriously as she now saw the false angelic lore of United Priesthood.

Aly, Kelly, and I had powers, and so did Zac. Why weren’t Zac and I listed as Fae? What made someone a Fae? Lexi and Leah never demonstrated any capabilities. Lexi had worn my collar for over eighteen years. Had I unknowingly trapped her?

Troubled, I settled into my chair, and Kelly slipped into my lap, then Alyssa perched in her usual spot on the arm of my chair.

The rest spread out in pairs around the room. Lexi sat beside Megan. Zac found a spot between Beth and Shannon. Carmen sat next to my chair, and Leah curled next to her. We all looked up at Brooke, who sat next to her foster mother on the fireplace ledge.

Naeme stood up and began to speak.

BROOKE

I’d heard all of Naeme’s stories before. I never connected it to reality. I thought it was ancient native tales used to explain unexplainable things. She had called me Fae many times, but I never believed it. I didn’t have any power. The lack of wings was seriously a downer. I didn’t even have pointy ears.

But talking to her as she leaned next to Lexi, I started to understand things differently. I looked at each new adult in my life, especially Kelly and Alyssa. I knew they were powerful. I felt their powers. I knew Zac was exceptional. I would have thought he would be Fae too.

Lexi looked at me while I talked with Naeme. I smiled back. She grinned, and for a moment, then I saw it. She was more like me than anyone here, like me and… Leah. For the first time, I believed what Naeme was saying.

And with belief comes power.

At that moment, just before Naeme started talking, I felt a quickening and knew I was reborn. It felt like a supernatural glow surrounded me. Changes would soon come; I knew that as rock solid, stone-cold truth. But it was only accurate now that I believed it.

I shivered, my mind wrapped into the magic that seemed to seep steadily into my psyche. As that happened, Naeme started talking, and I translated her ancient lore for my new family.


Fae is eternal. It has always been. It was part of chaos when Gaia created the world. It mixed with the world and took on the care of Gaia’s creation.



Fae is magical. It is not physical. We cannot die, but we are reborn continually. A truth that needs no explanation.



There are many types of Fae. They live here in Gaia’s world and cross through Faeayrie - the dominion of the Fae.


Naeme looked at Kelly, walked to her, took her hand, and began speaking in her native tongue while I continued translating.


You are Fae. You were not born. You are reborn from Deborah. Betsy had a human child. That human died in a crib on a cold night. Deborah was there. She witnessed it, gave this form her life force, and her mortal form became dust. You are Fae.


Kelly gasped at the revelation, trying to shake her head. Her eyes blurred with unbelief, but Naeme’s steady eyes eventually captured hers. There was a pause, and then Kelly’s eyes blinked, looked deep into Naeme’s eyes, and exhaled.

“Oh, I see,” she said softly as he processed this revelation, “It is true, isn’t it.”

Naeme squeezed her hand and then went to Alyssa.


You are Fae. You were not born. I don’t know who you used to be. Your mortal mother found you and protected you from the dark forces of your childhood. Until you could grow. Then you awoke. A lie you always believed was shattered, and you awoke
 .

Alyssa looked at Naeme and then looked at Jeremiah. She squeezed his hand, “You did that,” she said, “When you fixed me, allowed me to love you.”

Naeme smiled at her, then looked at Jeremiah.


You are not Fae. But you come from Fae. Long way back. Halfling with formidable powers. You are strong because of the Fae that surrounds you. But you can be stronger still. But you must sacrifice now, are you ready?


Naeme looked at Jeremiah, then over to Lexi, before continuing.


You must be free to grow, become your true self, and embrace the magic in you. Your precious shackle must be removed.


Lexi shivered, her finger tracing along her silver collar. Lexi looked at Jeremiah, and a tear slid down her cheek, but she nodded.

“Master,” Lexi’s voice broke, her eyes filled with tears. “I’ll always be yours, but….”

“I know, little one,” Jeremiah said quietly, huskily clouded with emotion.

I had to brush back a tear watching the two of them communicate so much in so few words.

Jeremiah slid from under Kelly, pulled a chain from his neck, and traced the chain to a key that hung next to his heart.

Alyssa, Kelly, and Carmen all stood up, and Lexi fell to her knees, bowed her head, and wept. The room was so silent that I could hardly breathe. I lowered and sat on the fireplace alone as I watched—a feeling of sacredness fell over the room. The bond these two had formed was powerful.

Megan watched with tears in her eyes. She knew she was part of this equation but had no idea how that happened. She trembled as she watched Lexi become surrounded by her family.

Naeme stood still. Her head bowed in respect. No other words were needed or spoken.

Jeremiah leaned, found Lexi’s collar, and lifted her chin to look into her eyes. She looked up into his as he turned the silver collar around her neck and fitted the key into the lock. The click of the lock opening was audible, like a crack of lightning in the silence. Jeremiah quickly pulled the broken ring behind his back.

“You’re free. I release you.” Jeremiah managed to say in a choked whisper.

He leaned and kissed Lexi’s forehead, his tears spilling onto her cheek. Lexi cried openly. Then her body started to glow with an intake of breath. Her face broke into a soft smile as she felt the change in her being. I knew she felt the same quickening I had felt with my first belief only minutes before. Then she reached and clung to Jeremiah by his neck.

“Thank you, Master,” she said, “I’m always yours, collar or no collar.”

Naeme stepped forward and began to speak directly to Lexi; I rose and translated again.


You are Fae. You were never born. You have always been. You have been reborn again to return to your natural form. You are free. Your choices are yours alone. You are loved.


Naeme turned, pulled Leah to her feet, and then led her toward me. Her wise eyes searched me, seeping into my very soul. Then she stood Leah and me together and spoke again; this time, I listened.

“My child,” she started, in her broken English, “You Fae.”

I smiled and nodded. Nothing else needed to be said. I’d felt the quickening. She turned to Leah and squeezed her hand.

“You Fae, you will be reborn,” she said, “Gaia knows the time. Soon, child, soon.”

She drew Leah and me into a hug, then directed Leah back to where she was sitting. Naeme looked at me and tapped her lips. She turned to the group and started speaking again in her native tongue. I began to translate again.

Her eyes first went to Jeremiah and then to Zac.


You men are halflings, filled with Fae magic and love. You are only strong when you protect your Fae. Nurture your Fae. They are not of this world. This world is always hostile to Fae. You alone can keep them safe. Apart from you, they will be in danger.


Naeme paused, then looked at each of the rest. She smiled at Carmen, who beamed back a smile. She nodded to Maria, who had slipped into sitting near Carmen to listen. She looked at Megan, who pressed against Lexi, looking awestruck. She looked at Shannon, whose pretty features were clouded in thought, holding hands with Beth, who braved a small smile.


You lovelies are human; you are enthralled with your Fae friends and halfling lovers. You chose this freely. However, you may not have foreknowledge. Know that you are protected; you are essential to your family. You are all bound. You are loved.


She stopped, looked around the room at each of us, and then slowly bowed.

“Naeme goes now,” she said brusquely and walked towards the door.

We all fell silent as she left. I felt like I could not even move, and only when the front door closed did I stir. The room, which was so solemn and quiet, burst into a cacophony of questions and exclamations.

I sagged, tired from the mental tax of translating, hearing two languages in my mind, and shuffling the meanings. Naeme’s words were so much more profound in her native tongue, and I prayed that I was able to do them justice. While I rested from the toll, I felt the power within me begin to make changes to me.

The quickening was thrilling, but now there would be a cost. I looked and saw Jeremiah, then turned and looked at Isaac. With an impulse, I shifted and knelt at Jeremiah’s feet, laid my head on his knee, and closed my eyes.

I felt his fingers comb through my hair, then the calming feel of Alyssa’s fingers trail beside his. I felt at peace.

“Don’t worry,” Jeremiah said, his voice still edged with emotion, “We will figure this out; we always do.”

LEXI

After Naeme left, I began to cry openly. I felt Megan’s hand running up and down my back. I was tense and uncertain in the aftermath of Naeme’s revelations. I reached for my collar for comfort and came up empty, and I lifted my head and bawled. I blinked, looked up, searching for Jeremiah, and saw him leaning down to talk to Brooke at his knee.


“That’s my place,”
 I said, feeling naked without my silver collar, “OH! What have I done?!”

Before taking a second to consider anything than being closer to the comfort of my Master, I slipped from the couch and away from Megan’s gentle fingers. I slid beside Brooke, then lifted on my knees to hug Master around his neck. I felt Kelly brush my hair back as I wept into his neck.

“I don’t know what I just did,” I mumbled into my ears, “I am scared, Master.”

I felt Brooke lift beside me, then her arm went around my back, and her mouth nestled behind my ear. She kissed me softly.

“I’m scared too, sister,” she said, “and so tired.”

I slumped into her. Her words made me feel it. The draining tiredness on the other side of the thrilling feeling of awakening I felt after my collar was removed. The quickening energy I felt was fading, and I was filled with fatigue.

“Let’s get them to bed,” I heard Master say, then felt his arm around me and lifted me into his arms.

I felt lifted, carried upstairs, and slid into my bed. A few moments later, the warmth of Brooke slid beside me, and I wrapped myself against her. Covers were pulled over us, and then just voices.

“Should we do anything else,” Zac asked.

I realized he must have carried Brooke up to my room.

“Rest is what they need right now,” Master said, “I think….”

“We all need to rest,” Alyssa said; their voices faded as I heard my door click closed.

MEGAN

I felt Lexi gasp and then crawl away from me and towards Jeremiah. I had no experience to begin to fathom what either of them thought. All I felt was the withdrawal of her presence and a sudden pang of fear.

“I’m scared too,” said a voice.

I turned and saw Leah sliding next to me. She wrapped me in a hug and felt warm and comforting. Leah pulled back and then smiled and kissed my cheek. Then kissed my lips tenderly before looking at me.

“I’ve been scared before,” she said, “my first night with Zac was a secret. I felt ashamed as I left his room when we first….” Leah laughed and smiled, “Well, it’s more than a fuck, and also not making love, isn’t it?”

“Yes, it’s not either of those,” I smiled and leaned against her putting my head on her shoulder.

“I thought I’d either have to resign or get fired,” Leah continued, close to my ear, “I couldn’t see how the nanny caregiver could be fucking the older brother and still be employed.”

Leah rubbed my back as she confessed her fears. I thought, “I may be the first person she has ever talked to about this outside of her—what was it—family?”

“So I went to Alyssa, and I talked to her,” Leah continued, “I gave her my resignation, and she put it aside and focused on me. She wanted to know everything. She wanted to help.”

Leah leaned back and tipped my chin up, looking into my eyes.

“Alyssa wanted to help the girl that had fucked the closest thing to a son she had,” Leah repeated, then pushed back and looked in my eyes, “Do you know how rare and special that is? Even though I was torn in two with guilt, anxiety, and shame. She wanted to make sure I was okay.”

I looked at her and smiled, “This is a pretty special family, isn’t it.” I nodded.

“You’re a part of it,” Leah said, nodding, “Same as me, same as her,” and she pointed to Carmen, leaning close to Kelly, touching her thigh as they talked.

“Do you know how long the five have been together?” Leah said, “Longer than many marriages nowadays, I figure. They started their family before Zac was born. I’ve felt nothing but safety and security in their arms, more than ever in my life.”

“I don’t know,” I said, “I’m different from everyone. I’m almost ten years older than Zac and ten years younger than Lexi. Do you know why she looks like she’s nineteen?” I tried to lighten the mood with a smile.

“She works very hard,” Leah smiled, then paused, looking into my eyes, “I’m different from everyone too, You’re closer to my age, but you have a degree and a career.”

“Had a career,” I said, looking at my fingers, “Teachers that fuck their students, even after they aren’t students, aren’t invited to return.”

Leah smiled softly and hugged me tight, “We’ll figure it out,” she said, “That’s the motto.”

“I don’t know why,” I said, “but I know you’re right.”

“Sleep with me tonight?” Leah said impulsively, “My room is downstairs next to Zac’s.”

I blushed, my thoughts racing. This morning, I went to work as a young heterosexual teacher. Now I was going to share a single bed alone with a woman I’d met briefly this morning—after two mind-blowing orgies. I looked at her and smiled. I took a deep breath and allowed myself to go with what I felt.

“I would like that, Leah,” I said, “thank you. Do you often sleep alone? In this house?”

Leah laughed softly and smiled, “I usually share a bed with the big family,” she said, “but after today, I just want a quieter night, you know?”

“I do,” I agreed and reached for her hand, “I don’t have anything to wear. All my clothes are at my apartment.”

“What do you want to wear?” Leah asked, “You can borrow something.”

“What if I borrowed nothing?” I smiled, “Would you be okay with that?”

Leah laughed again—her laugh was delightful, “Actually, sister,” she said, “that’s what I was hoping for.”

Leah took my hand and stood up, and walked over to Alyssa. She and Zac had just returned from putting Lexi and Brooke to bed. She had stopped to talk with Shannon near Beth. Zac was whispering to Beth. Leah leaned and kissed Aly’s cheek when the conversation paused enough to interrupt.

“Megan and I are going to sleep in my room,” she said, “I wanted to tell you good night.”

“Good night, my love,” Alyssa said and hugged Leah, then turned to me, “Welcome, Megan. I’m sure we will talk more tomorrow. Do you need anything?”

“Not tonight,” I smiled and met her as she leaned towards me, and we shared a warm kiss.

“Rest well then,” Aly said, returning to her conversation with Shannon.

I felt more than I saw Zac help Beth to her feet and follow us. We walked past the kitchen and down a set of stairs leading to a lower level. I felt a stirring of energy as I followed Leah into her room.

Leah pulled me inside and then closed the door behind me. She turned back to me breathless, and in a flash, we were undressing each other eagerly while we kissed. It felt natural to be with her, and I was excited to feel what was next, but I would be happy if she just wanted to keep kissing.

Undressed to nothing, we slipped into her bed and continued to explore each other. We slowed down and enjoyed how our bodies pressed together. I felt a bit of Zac’s aura expand and envelop us. It felt like a warm ball of energy that grew to surround us as we touched each other. Kisses turned into moans. Touches melted into firm grips. We tangled into each other, shifting as we pleasured each other. Then slowly, after an intense peak, I fell asleep entwined with Leah in her comfortable bed.

CARMEN

I always enjoyed talking with Mistress Kelly. I worried about her after the surprisingly eventful afternoon. The crazy speech of that old crone didn’t help the sense of confusion I felt. I knew that Kelly was very anxious as Zac’s powers grew over the past few weeks. Her motherly instincts were always strong, and anything maternal was shattered this afternoon. Part of me felt like it was always supposed to be this way. It warred with another feeling that this was too much too soon.

Kelly felt at peace. Her bearing and smile soothed my fears and quieted my anxiety over the new revelation. Kelly didn’t let her newfound status as a member of the Fae affect her that much.

“I’m a sex angel, Carmen,” she smiled, “you know that, nothing new to me.”

“And you’re fine with your son being a sex demon?” I smiled with a grin but with a hint of seriousness to my tone.

“Carmen,” she smiled, “it was inevitable. Had I tried to stop what was happening, he would have left the family. We are still together. And honestly, this feels whole. I have no regrets.”

“Good because you shouldn’t,” I said, surprising myself by how I readily accepted the new relationships. I grinned and laughed to ease any tension,

“I will have no regrets about taking Maria up to my room and fucking her stupid for being so late with the food,
 ” I said that last part a little louder to see Maria’s reaction.

Maria blushed, and it gave her full bust a lovely sheen. She looked down then looked up at me. Maria never flaunted her figure, but she had some gorgeous curves and was a willing and lusty lover. Just what I needed after the craziness of the day. I grinned back at Kelly.

“Well, it is getting late,” Kelly said, her eyes shifted towards the stairs.

I looked and followed her eyes, and then I smiled, seeing Jeremiah staring at Kelly. He passed Alyssa, who had stopped to talk with Shannon. Zac and Beth were following Leah and Megan to the downstairs bedrooms. I turned back to Kelly as she smiled and leaned into me, hugging me tightly and kissing under my ear.

“Thank you for caring, Carmen,” she said, “enjoy yourself. Jeremiah and I aren’t far behind you.”

“Big room?” I asked curiously.

“We may just sleep in J’s room or mine,” she said, “I think everyone is doing pairs tonight.”

“We’ve done that before,” I smiled, then kissed her cheek. “good night, Mistress.”

I grabbed Maria’s hand, and she smiled saucily, then followed me up the stairs. I felt J and Kelly climbing up behind us a few moments later. I opened the door with a grin and pulled Maria inside,

“Now strip, puta,” I growled with a smile.

“Yes, ma’am,” Maria purred.

Her skirt was already at her ankles, pulling her top over her brown curls.

“Don’t stop until you’re naked as the day you were born,” I smiled and watched her, “then you can undress me.”

Maria smiled as she reached behind her back and unclasped her bra. She fixed her eyes on mine as she held the loose cups to her breasts and paused.

“Are you teasing me?” I laughed with an arched brow, “Show me your yummy tits?”

“Oh, you like my titties, Miss Carmen?” Maria purred.

She did a little twirl, then tossed her bra at me with her back towards me. Then hooked her fingers into the waistband of her boy’s short-style panties. Her round bottom stretched the satin material splendidly, which she slowly revealed with a saucy shimmy of her hips and pulled her shorts down her shapely legs until her hands were at her ankles.

“Hold it right there,” I said, “grab your ankles.”

Before she could object, I spanked her bottom hard. She gasped and then moaned and shifted her knees to make her ass roll, and I grinned as I spanked her ass again.

“Eyiyee,” Maria shrieked, and her exclamation turned into a purr as my fingers cupped her sex, furrowing into her neatly trimmed bush until I felt her arousal coat my fingertips.

“Teasing little whore,” I growled, sinking into a crouch, leaning into her, and licking her puckered hole as my hands spread her cheeks apart.

“Are you keeping this tight little rose clean for me?” I asked as I lapped at the tight ring.

“Mmmmffuck yes, Ma’am, daily.” She moaned, “I always do everything you say….”

I lowered and surrounded her humid sex with my lips and growled as I took a long lick of her rapidly lubricating sex. She tasted fresh and raw, which brought a smile to my lips.

“You’re a good little cunt,” I growled and spanked both ass cheeks.

I rose, licking my lips and watching her stay bent over just as I ordered her to. I started to push down my shorts, then unbuttoned my blouse as I watched Maria wriggle her behind invitingly.

“Alright, puta,” I said as I pulled off my top and reached to unsnap my bra. “Go pick the cock I’m gonna fuck you with and bring my harness.”

I chuckled as she scrambled to my toy drawer, grabbed the largest dildo I had and my harness, and knelt at my feet to help me put it on.

“You’re eager tonight,” I said, as she leaned over the edge of my bed, bent at the waist, “I might even let you sleep with me tonight.”

ALYSSA

I sat alone with my thoughts after Naeme departed. Since the start of our family, I had researched who and what I was. I’d quickly discarded all the United Priesthood lore as a bucket of lies. However, I understood that all lies had a germ of truth. I had worked to find that grain of truth to give all of us a better understanding of who we were and what we could do.

I felt Jeremiah stand and realized that everyone was starting to move around. Jeremiah had lifted Lexi, and Zac was carrying Brooke up the stairs. My concern for the two of them compelled me to follow the men up the stairs. I reached out to feel what was happening in Lexi and Brooke’s thoughts. They felt tired and drained as the men slipped them beside each other in Lexi’s bed.

“They both need their sleep,” I told Jeremiah and Zac.

We turned and left the pair to rest. I followed Zac and J back down the stairs. As I stepped off the stairs, my gaze landed on Shannon, and she smiled at me. I returned her dazzling smile, then moved beside her taking her hand.

“Welcome, Shannon,” I said and kissed her softly, “we haven’t been able to talk much.”

“Thank you, mistre…” she started. I pressed my finger to her lips and stopped her.

“Aly please,” I corrected, “my relationship with Carmen and Lexi is a bit different.”

“Okay, Aly,” she smiled brightly, “um… Zac said you were … angels? Now you’re a faerie? I’m just curious to know more.”

“Well, it’s a long story,” I smiled. “When we first met, we researched Jeremiah’s family, which led to shocking revelations. While we aren’t directly related, Kelly, Jeremiah, and I are — or at least we thought until tonight — distant cousins.”

“We have plenty of time,” Shannon smiled, “I’m fascinated by your story and what has happened to all of us. Jeremiah says you also have like three degrees?”

“Well, three bachelor’s and a Ph.D. in Psychiatry,” I said, not wanting to focus this discussion on my educational background.

“Really?” she grinned even more broadly, “I want to be a Psychologist or a Psychiatrist. I want to be a part of helping the mental health challenges we are facing.”

“That’s wonderful,” I smiled.

I took a moment to lean into Shannon’s thoughts; her addition to our hive mind was fascinating. Her smile softened as she sensed this and allowed me inside. My mind flooded with much more information about her as I continued talking.

“Jeremiah and I work quite closely in the community, but I think most would label our practice as alternative medicine,” I said with a wink.

“It’s undeniable that you have powers that science can’t explain,” Shannon added curiously, “are you trying to figure out how they work?”

I looked at her and tilted my head. I was always amazed how the world brought people into our lives who would help us or allow us to help them. Each time the interactions gave us deeper insight into ourselves.

Shannon seemed an odd addition to our group with her stunning beauty. I’d unfairly labeled her as just a pretty face and an easy mark for Zac’s teenage crushes. I now felt guilty, and it reminded me how I had once pigeonholed Kelly as a ‘Bible-Belt Barbie’ at first.

“That’s a great question, Shannon,” I said after a moment. “We have tried to use the scientific method to quantify how our powers can affect human subjects. Mostly Jeremiah’s powers because they have some obvious clinical applications. Not that we can publish that work without being banished from the mental health community.”

“What do you think Naeme was saying about being a Fae?” She asked with a scrunch of her nose, “It seems fairly dubious and fanciful to me,” she paused then held back a small laugh. “But yesterday, you couldn’t have convinced me I’d fall in love with an incubus and become enthralled with his whole family.”

“Yeah, it’s kind of crazy, right?” I replied with a grin.

I pressed my glasses up my nose to see her more clearly. I felt Leah drawing close with Megan in tow, and taking a moment, I felt more of the family pairing up, and everyone was feeling tired and ready to rest. Naeme’s revelations and my response to the truth I felt, however, actually had me energized. I couldn’t wait to go to my room, look through some files, and do some research.

“It’s hard to dismiss out of hand Naeme’s claims.” I continued, looking at Shannon, “I need to do some research. From what I recall of our known history and families, a lot resonated with what I know to be true. Both empirically and in what I believe about my family.”

We paused for a moment while Leah leaned into me and hugged me. I turned to her, smiled, and shared a smile with Megan before I caught what Leah was saying.

“I wanted to tell you good night,” Leah said with a smile.

“Good night, my love,” I said and hugged Leah.

I searched Leah’s thoughts as I continued to trade pleasantries with Leah and Megan. I was expecting her to want to come to our communal bed as she had for the past few weeks. She wanted to share a quiet night with Megan instead. I was pleased; the larger family would probably split and morph over time.

“Rest well then,” I finished and ensured both Lean and Megan knew I loved them and cared for them.

I watched the pair turn and go, and Zac and Beth smiled and nodded to me. They followed Leah towards Zac’s room. This would be an interesting change to our dynamic. I eagerly returned my attention to reconnect with Shannon. She watched Zac leave but then quickly returned to focus on me, and I felt the thrill of this new connection grow inside me.

“Um…” she muttered distractedly, then blinked at me and remained quiet.

“Actually,” I said, “I’m thinking of heading up to my room to make some notes and research some of this new information. Would you like to help me?”

“I’d love that,” Shannon smiled with wide eyes and a grin, “are you sure you don’t mind.”

“You’ll be a great help,” I said, “a second witness will make my notes clearer.”

I took her hand, and we headed up to my room. We sat at my desk. We spend about an hour or two recounting the things said, making notes. She hovered near me, watching my type. I showed her some of my notebooks from when we confronted the United Priesthood. She read them with rapt attention, often asking pertinent questions.

After a time, I felt her eyes on me, the eraser of her pencil lightly held between her teeth. She looked at me and tilted her head as her tongue traced the metal end of her pencil.

“What,” I asked, looking into her eyes.

“I was just remembering this afternoon,” she said, “I don’t remember seeing you there.”

“You don’t remember me fucking you?” I asked.

I gave her a feline grin, my tongue tracing my upper lip while I started undressing her with my eyes.

She shook her head and uncrossed her legs, putting her books and the pencil on the desk.

“I think I would have remembered that,” she said and leaned closer.

I shifted into Jeremiah’s completely naked form and leaned closer and kissed her as her eyes widened in wonder.

“How about now?” I asked in Jeremiah’s more resounding voice.

“Mmmhmm,” she moaned, “I do remember this….”

I continued to kiss her, using Jeremiah’s hands to peel her top off, as I kissed and undressed her. She rose as I pulled her into me, my cock tumescent against her belly.

“How… “ she breathed, “Why?”

“Magical Fae shape-shifting powers,” I growled, “with so many lovely females, Zac and Jeremiah needed my help.”

We fell into the sheets and melded our bodies together. She was as passionate as she was beautiful. We merged as I took her in the form of Jeremiah. Then as we parted and I morphed into my normal state, she slid over me and kissed me deeply.

“That is about the sexiest thing I’ve ever experienced she said,” as her breasts compressed into mine, “and I don’t say that lightly. I just recently I was in a mind-blowing supernatural orgy.”

“Mmmm..” I said, grinning. I enjoyed her sense of humor, along with her lithe youthful flesh. My hands ran down her back and squeezed her bottom, “There is so much more to come, lovely girl.”

She took control then, and I enjoyed lying back and letting her discover more of my flesh. She slid one thigh under mine and pressed her bare lips against my mound. I ground my hips into her as her arm pulled at my thigh and hip. Our sapphic ministrations started slowly, then rose to frantic tribadism as we clung to each other, trying to make the peak last as long as possible.

After the long continuous peak, we rested, satiated for the moment. We collapsed into a tangle of arms and limbs and fell into a deep sleep.
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JEREMIAH


I awoke beside Kelly,
 just the two of us in our communal bed. Her flesh was, as always, supernaturally warm, so only a light sheet covered our naked bodies. Her head was on my chest, a cascade of blonde locks sliding down my shoulder as she rested, looking away from me. I lifted a hand to rub some sleep from my eyes and then ran my hand through my hair and then behind my head as I returned to consciousness.

I reviewed the events of yesterday in my mind, the surprising series of events that happened before our family grew in a moment. Zac’s sudden appearance with four lovely girls was unexpected but not a surprise. I knew that sooner or later, he would follow my example. Zac’s additional powers he had inherited from Kelly probably accelerated the process. Still, he was about my age when I first met Kelly—she didn’t even realize she was special until weeks later.

I was troubled, though, as I recounted the day. The feelings Kelly, Aly, Carmen, and I felt on this bed as we recognized the pulse of Zac’s aura as he engaged with his beautiful companions downstairs. The scowl and look of shock in Kelly’s eyes. The flash of anger as she projected the blame on me for his impulsive actions. I felt turmoil as I followed her, caught her on the stairs, stopped her, and looked into her wild eyes.

She was on the edge of losing it, and people could die when Kelly completely lost control. I’d seen the carnage of when she morphed. I recalled the session just a few weeks ago, where she morphed in our office in a frightened response to demon possession. I was trying in vain to calm her down.

Then suddenly, without any influence from me, Kelly’s eyes softened. I scanned her, confused by the conflict she struggled with was instantly gone. Her eyes showed acceptance of the wild fact that Zac invited his friends over for a poolside orgy.

Then time stopped, Kelly froze, and I felt myself slip from my physical body. Alyssa came to me as a whisper of her physical form frozen on the upper balcony.


“This is new?” I said, looking into her eyes.



“Yeah, who knew I could stop time?” She smiled, “I talked with Kelly separately.”



“Did you influence her?” I asked, “Send her a suggestion, or did she resolve this alone?”



“We talked,” Alyssa said. “Honestly, I never considered influencing her with my powers. I just reminded her of what she did when she first bloomed. Her appetite for sex once you removed her moral objections. Zac wasn’t raised the same as her.”



“So…?” I was shocked at these new time-stopping powers and unsure of what our next step should be.



“We should welcome them, Zac’s friends,” Alyssa said. “Shutting this down would only slow down what would eventually happen.”



“By welcome, you mean?” I asked.



“Jeremiah, we’ve had parties with consenting adults before,” Alyssa said. “We need to treat Zac’s friends the same. Can’t you feel their minds?”



I took some time to scan through the new minds that had gotten connected to our mesh. We had parties before with trusted business associates. None of them joined our mesh, though. I traced through each new companion and checked their curves. None seemed to be drastically modified; they were all strongly attracted to Zac and each other.



“Nothing seems to be a drastic wholesale change,” I agreed, “but they’re so young. They are about to graduate from high school.”



“Kelly was a college freshman. We were only a couple of years older. They are as young as we were at first,” Alyssa said. “This is different, but we can help them adjust. Be mentors. We had to figure everything out on our own. They can benefit from our experience.”



“Okay, Alyssa,” I nodded, “I’ll trust your judgment. What do you want me to do?”



“Check their curves, help smooth conflicts,” Alyssa started, “I think you need to monitor Zac. We can talk with him in the morning.”


Time restarted, and I was again looking into Kelly’s eyes. The anger was gone, replaced by a calm acceptance, if not an eagerness to welcome our new family members. She always enjoyed being the center of our parties, and they energized her in a way nothing else could.

Then we proceeded to welcome Zac’s friends to the family. I took a moment to scan through the minds of my family as we watched the teenagers frolic from the doorway. No one seemed to have any qualms about Zac’s friends being in our mesh.

Lexi, for example, was excited to have Zac’s teacher, her crush Megan, in the family. The other’s reaction to Zac’s presence was mixed. Alyssa didn’t seem to have any issues, as was Carmen. Lexi’s thoughts seemed to flicker between Zac and me, which was consistent with her behavior at some of our wilder parties. I was her favored male partner, and I didn’t see that changing.

Kelly was alone in keeping her distance from Zac. The line of mother-son was stark, and I didn’t want to disrupt that sold line of taboo. Kelly did, however, enjoy watching her son and did enjoy thinking about his new friends. Zac enjoyed the feel of his mother’s aura but strayed away from physical contact.

Still, at the doorway, I shifted to scan the minds and moral curves of the teenagers. They were busy, of course. When they noticed us watching them, several sparks along their curves formed growing relationship spikes as they all paused to take in our mature nude bodies.

I nodded to Alyssa, and she relayed my findings to the five of us.

A moment passed.

Then we just waded in and got absorbed in the new young bodies. I steered towards the tall blonde, I’d later discover her name was Shannon, and I took her first. Then I kissed Beth deeply. Zac smiled, seeing Beth’s expression, and nodded his acceptance. As I stayed with Beth, Zac slipped over towards Carmen.

Beth was a delightful partner, and her eyes were mesmerizing to watch as I pushed her to her climax. Speaking of eyes, the slim dark haired girl—Brooke’s blue eyes focused on me as I parted from Beth. Everyone felt a pulse from Kelly as Brooke wrapped Beth in a kiss, I shifted behind Brooke, and she pressed back into me.

The pairings shifted, as was common in orgies, and the firm patio furniture was abandoned to the more comfortable sofa and chairs in the living room. I enjoyed the pleasure feast.

Things had been weird since Zac awakened to his powers and the intensity of Jenn’s visit. This seemed to smooth the edges. There was no longer anything to hide. I drifted off in the middle of the mosh pit of nubile flesh.

“You’re leaking,” Alyssa sent to me, “remember, new minds are with us.”

“I need coffee,” I relayed back.

“Meet you there?” Alyssa asked. I had felt her thoughts inside my mind as I recalled last night.

“I’ll be in my study. You know how I like my coffee.” I replied.

I shifted on the bed, trying to slide away from Kelly without waking her, but her head lifted, her eyes found mine, and she smiled. Her deep blue eyes were so filled with love. It felt like she looked into the depths of my soul.

“Where are you going?” she asked me, lifting her mouth to my lips, and we shared a kiss, “Are you okay?”

“I need to pee,” I said, which was true, “Then I need some coffee.”

“Coffee is life,” she smiled, “I’ll be down in a bit.”

“Okay, love…” I said and walked to the bathroom, then found something to wear.

PAST - JEREMIAH

“Welcome to the first annual JACKL convention,” I announced into the microphone looking over the crowd of people in the hotel convention room.

As I continued my remarks, I walked along the first row of tables. The room was small for our first gathering. Each table had a woman and a man, our proprietors from our network of B&Bs throughout the Northwest, California, Utah, and Nevada. I smiled at Kelly and Allyssa along the back wall as they surveyed the small crowd. Carmen and Lexi staffed the check-in table outside the room, restricting access to allow only authorized people into the room.

I finished up my remarks, then introduced Kelly.

“I know you all know my lovely wife, Kelly. She will handle the next part, where we will review our guidance for the next year and some of the exciting marketing and vacation packages we have in store for you.”

I bowed and surrendered the microphone to Kelly, and she started leading the next part of the seminar. I walked back, stood next to Alyssa, and took her hand in mine.

“Good job,” she said. “This is so exciting—seeing the work we’ve done over the last few years come into fruition.”

I looked over the crowd, released Aly’s hand, and then pulled my arm around her. The women in the group were gorgeous, and their partners were very handsome. In truth, this room of business partners could have passed for the audience of a porn industry award show.

The women all proudly wore a collection of tattoos and body art. Some were more recent, colorful, and entirely conventional, but all had older dark black runic tattoos in patterns much like Jenn’s. All of these women had been trafficked by the corrupt United Priesthood. Their bodies were once molded to extreme proportions, their flesh enslaved by their charmed tattoos. They all had worked as whores or pain-sluts in the UP brothels throughout the region.

We put a stop to all of that. Aly and I had crisscrossed the region during weekends and breaks from school. We even bought a small charter airline to help us travel to some of the remote locations we had to visit.

We met with the women and fixed the damage they had experienced. We were smoothing their moral curves, adjusting their physical bodies to be less sexualized, and connecting them in stable relationships with new stable partners sitting beside them. Everything was designed by Alyssa and implemented by our powers.

When we were repairing these lovely women, Becky and Bob retired from their careers, toured the region, and found suitable locations for inns. They found good properties in unique areas, renovated them, and created new Bed & Breakfast inns ready to start operations. The newly designed couples were assigned a new property, then used their natural charms to entice guests to stay and return. It wasn’t sex work; all of the teams were largely monogamous with each other and had strong relationships. They used their charms and charisma to please their customers and built their businesses legitimately.

While I watched Kelly lead the seminar she designed, I realized Kelly, and I had been married for almost three years. Zac had just turned two and stayed with Nana Betsy and Papa Bob for the weekend. The five of us worked at this convention and planned to enjoy an after-party we knew wouldn’t be appropriate for children.

We had chartered a flight, flown to a small resort near Reno, and booked the entire property for this first JACKL convention. Lexi had come up with the name, a combination of our initials, and fashioned a logo of a fox that cemented our brand. Carmen helped coordinate the event with the resort management, including security around the final revelry. This event was a whole family affair.

“Are you ready for tonight,” I asked Alyssa and kissed her behind her ear.

She trembled in anticipation, then blushed. She turned to me and then kissed just under my ear.

“I think our party will be a hit,” she said with a growl, “Kelly is excited to release her aura and feel what happens. This group will enjoy the debauchery. They need the release sometime— since we can’t banish those damned tattoos.”

“Yeah,” I agreed, and looked into her eyes, then scanned the room again, “A win-win for us, in how we figured this out. Freeing them—giving them the tools to be successful in normal society.”

“Don’t forget annual succubus-fueled orgies as an undocumented perk,” she whispered into my ear, then bit my ear lobe.

We looked at Kelly, who had paused her speech and glared at us. Her fingers gripped the necklace she wore as she pushed her thoughts towards us.

“Can you keep that out of my head until after this session at least,” she sent a thought to us, her eyes blazing.

We smiled and nodded. We behaved as best we could. Like any event that Kelly was in charge of, this weekend’s convention was well planned. This business session was an essential part of the conference. We wanted to continue to educate our franchisees. The fringe benefits of having these incredibly sexy women and handsome men around to enjoy later were like having cake and eating it too.

ISAAC

It was a treat to wake up next to Beth, alone, her head on my chest. It wasn’t a secret. I didn’t have any second thoughts about what happened yesterday. I loved Beth, and I was glad she enjoyed sharing me with our friends and the other adults in the house. I hugged her close and kissed her. Her bare breasts warmed my chest.

“Did you sleep well,” I asked as I parted the kiss?

Beth bit her lip and nodded as I lifted my hands to cup her breasts, then milked my fingers to find her nipples. I tugged them lightly, eliciting a moan. Beth reached between us and massaged my stiff erection, stroking up and down, staring into my eyes.






~~sorry to interrupt - Zac - come to your father’s study, please~~









Alyssa’s thoughts invaded our intimacy, which made my mind race. I knew she wouldn’t usually interrupt anyone if they were enjoying intimacy. I looked at Beth, and she frowned, then shrugged.

“It must be important,” I said, “I’m sorry, I’ll be back as soon as possible.”

“I understand,” she sighed and stretched back. “Do you mind if I go visit Leah and Megan next door while you’re away?”

She blushed and smiled demurely, betraying the visit would be more than social. I nodded as I pulled on a pair of dry swim trunks and pulled down a tee-shirt. I adjusted my shrinking erection, then leaned and kissed Beth.

“Please do,” I growled. “Enjoy getting to know them both better. They seemed to enjoy themselves last night.”

“Well, I enjoyed myself too,” Beth said with a wicked grin.

The thought made my cock twitch, and my aura grew slightly. I rallied my self-control, which seemed easier this morning, and sucked my aura back in. Beth slumped somewhat, then rose to follow me, turning to knock on Leah’s door as I headed up the stairs.

ALYSSA

I felt antsy while I waited for the coffee to brew. I knew I was a bit exhausted. Shannon and I hadn’t gotten to sleep until almost 3 AM. I untangled reluctantly from the young girl this morning as I sensed Jeremiah’s fretting. She did her best, though, to keep me entranced by her charms. I could contain Jeremiah’s thoughts between him and me, but that wouldn’t last without some help.

I didn’t have Jeremiah’s hang-ups with the new normal. I always enjoyed how we created new ties and how our family evolved and shifted through the years. My suggestion to him to scan us may have pushed him into adjusting someone. Adjusting to people while they were unaware always moved him into this space of reassessing and questioning his motives.

I didn’t think he’d have to make any adjustments. I assessed the teens and the family while we watched the teens make out from the patio doors. The family seemed fine with the added minds, and when they saw their physical shapes, there didn’t seem to be any resistance.

Kelly, of course, kept from intimate contact with Zach. That was proper. Neither Kelly nor Zac felt any draw to that pairing. None of us wanted to open that can of worms.

Carmen grinned as she felt Zac’s magnetic pull. Lexi was a bit resistant, but she always focused on Jeremiah as her alpha male. I enjoyed thinking of Zac but was more drawn to female friends. I was inherently lesbian—Jeremiah was the only exception. I enjoyed keeping that special connection to my soul mate.

“What was I just worried about?” I thought to myself.

I tried to pick up the strands of my groggy morning musings, but they weren’t well formed. I went back to reviewing Jeremiah’s thoughts when I saw Zac’s head rise from the steps.

“Right,” I told myself, “We need to check in with Zac.”

I knew Jeremiah was all alone, examining his feelings and emotions that the rest of us let pass without much thought. His reluctance to push his powers without a person’s knowledge or consent was still endearing. Theoretically, I could understand how isolating such views could be. He was alone—no one else was like him. Now, with Zac, he’d finally have someone to hash through his issues.

Jeremiah’s thoughts as he woke up each morning always intrigued me. I was in the habit of tuning in to him as I stirred. We shared our separate connection apart from the mesh and used it regularly. This morning he was feeling some regret at what happened. He was prone to that, but he hadn’t adjusted anyone to my knowledge. I thought he was applying some cultural norms to our family. The surrounding culture would reject polyamorous relationships and look down upon age-gap relationships. The combination of both, concerning the mainstream, anyone would have some second thoughts.

“Oh, Jeremiah…” I sighed to myself, feeling how isolated he felt from a distance.

“Sorry to interrupt you and Beth,” I said, to Zac, waving him over, “I need your help with your father this morning.”

Zac leaned and kissed me, a much deeper kiss than our usual morning greeting. I enjoyed the feel of him near me. My hands traced along his shoulders and cupped his jaw, slipping my tongue along his lips before pulling back.

“The other type of help, Zac,” I said softly.

I slowed my inhalation to calm myself. Zac’s pheromones were already testing my self-control and resolve.

“Oh,” Zac said, stepping back a bit, “I didn’t mean,”

He stammered and blushed in such a way that made him even more endearing. He was very much like his father. Many faceted, but always courteous and a gentleman. I wondered how he would feel about the new role I was about to ask him to assume. To help Jeremiah, I had little choice.

“It’s okay, Zac,” I assured him, “Take that cup of coffee and follow me,”

I stepped past him in my dressing gown, ensuring the tie was pulled taut around my waist. I didn’t want to expose myself to either of the men right now. I needed to be the one in control. I needed to open my mind to both of them and seal off the rest of the minds. I strode into Jeremiah’s study, then let Zac pass me with his father’s cup of coffee. I closed the door and locked it while sequestering our three minds into a web of privacy.

“Thanks, Zac,” Jeremiah said.

He smiled at Zac, then met my eyes with a glare and a frown. Jeremiah wanted a private meeting. He wanted to air out his feelings, like he always did, with me alone. I thought that would be too slow, though it was always our preferred method to talk things through. We needed to nip his tendency to overthink things in the bud—for now. We could rehash yesterday together another time. Talking things through was always better, but this was too tenuous a situation to allow him to cycle through his typical recriminations while our new family was forming.

I met his glare with a pleasant smile. I settled into a chair opposite his desk, my eyes capturing his, then slowly crossed my legs. His eyes lowered, and he enjoyed my subtle display just for him. While I was preening, Zac walked past me. He paced closer to his father and sat on the ledge of the window Jeremiah was looking out.

“You know this needs to happen,” I told Jeremiah, “I can’t leave you like this while the rest of us are happy.”

Jeremiah took in a ragged breath as he nodded, at me, his eyes full of frustration and welling with tears.

“Yeah,” he said huskily, “I just figured that out.”

His eyes flicked up to look at Zac, then slumped into his chair. Jeremiah stared out the window past his son. His tears grew, then spilled down his stubbled cheek as he started to weep openly. His emotions were a mess, tangled with guilt and remorse. A toxic mix that would spread slowly through our mesh of minds if I allowed it to continue.

The problem was that he had done nothing wrong. None of us had. The new additions were all consenting adults. Zac’s influence may have made consent problematic, but that wasn’t Jeremiah’s fault.

Jeremiah’s remorse was also parental. He felt some responsibility for Zac’s actions. His powers seemed to be part of his problem. That’s why I wanted Jeremiah to scan the new teens for any suspicious changes to their moral curves.

To my eyes, the youths were influenced more by Zac’s incubus powers, those he seemed to inherit from his mother’s side. Jeremiah was heaping it all on his shoulders. He often did, and I had to remind him that even in our five-person family, we could help him. Jeremiah was a white knight, and I loved him because of that and despite that.

Zac looked confused as I took a moment to sort through my thoughts. Jeremiah’s emotions were sequestered from Zac. So Jeremiah’s emotional tears were entirely out of context. Zac stepped nearer to his father and reached out and hand to touch his shoulder.

“Hey, Dad,” he started before I interrupted.

“Scan your father, Zac,” I said firmly, “find the areas on the curve where he feels conflict. I need you to focus, Zac. It’s critical.”

Zac looked at me with questioning eyes. I stared back intensely. There wasn’t time for a debate.

“This is your first practical lesson, Zac.” I clarified, “Your father is working through what happened yesterday. You and I are here to help and speed the process along. I want you to use your powers to help your father, Zac.”

Zac nodded his understanding and turned back to focus on his father. His brow creased in concentration, his eyes flicking back and forth as he scanned.

“Jeremiah,” I said softly, “You need to open yourself to Zac, I can help, but you have to release them completely.”

Jeremiah just stared at me stubbornly.

“Jeremiah, my love,” I continued, addressing my soul mate, “I need you to focus. I need you to lean into the questions you’re asking yourself. I know how this reflection ties you in knots. You need to let us help you. You don’t have to be alone anymore. We need to do it right, and it needs to happen now. For all of us, old and new.”

Jeremiah grumbled and turned to me. His face was a maze of emotions; anger, reluctance, annoyance, frustration. He was being stubborn and prideful. I told him so. “You need to stop being stubborn. We are not your enemies. We love you. Let us help you.”

Jeremiah bit his lip. Years of this pattern made opening up difficult for him. He was doing his best, and I loved him all the more. I felt him release, and his focused thoughts streamed, then I felt Zac alongside us both.

“Got it, Zac?” I asked.

“Yeah, I think so,” Zac said with a nod.

“Keep scanning, Zac,” I counseled, then turned back to Jeremiah.

“Words, Jeremiah, use your words.” I wanted to hear his struggles. I knew that would help Zac zero in on the knots of the conflicts. We had practiced this with some of my research students the last few weeks. He caught on to the process pretty quickly.

“I don’t know where to start, Aly,” Jeremiah said, “First, I was worried about….”

Jeremiah’s eyes turned to Zac, and I snapped my fingers. “Look at me. Just me, Jeremiah,” I pushed a small suggestion that he forget Zac was with us.

“… Kelly. She was so angry that I was afraid she’d morph. Then suddenly, she magically wasn’t concerned. That felt like manipulation. I wanted her to be at peace, but I worried I acted instinctually to turn her anger off.”

“That was me, love,” I reminded him, “Remember, I talked to you right after. Just us. On the landing.”

I didn’t want it to be common knowledge that I had developed a way to pause time. That was new, and I didn’t completely trust my new power. It did help Kelly to sort things out in her mind instead of lashing out. I hoped it would do the same with Jeremiah.

“Right,” Jeremiah nodded, “So I didn’t adjust her. All you wanted me to do was scan and see if there was any trouble.”

“I’m glad you remember,” I smiled, “Did you see any conflicts.”

Zac was flicking his focus back and forth, following the conversation, but focused more on Jeremiah’s curve. That’s what I wanted.

“No, I didn’t,” Jeremiah said, “I think I felt like I should have.”

He looked up at Zac and frowned. “Tell me how this started, Zac?” Jeremiah said, “What happened at school?”

“It’s okay, Zac,” I said, noticing him looking at me, “You’re a part of this, no judgment. Just answer his question.”

“It was my aura,” Zac said, “I’m not comfortable yet in making changes to curves and self-control. I don’t even remember scanning them at school, other than to help me—you know.”

“Orgasm?” I stated.

“Yeah,” Zac said.

“You must learn to be precise and not assume things, Zac. Thank you for confirming what happened.” I said.

Zac blushed. Our tuning his curves to be franker about sex still had some limits.

“So you didn’t push them to join in?” Jeremiah said.

“No, Dad,” Zac said, “I finished my last class, and Beth and I started kissing in the hall. I got worked up and wanted to go someplace more private. We slipped into Megan—Ms. Little’s classroom. I thought I was safer behind locked doors. I didn’t check to see if the room was empty.”

Jeremiah looked at Zac carefully. I kept pushing the thoughts streaming behind the words to both Zac and Jeremiah. That ensured there was no deception or malice.

“What did you think would happen when you got home?” I asked.

“I didn’t think anyone would be here,” Zac said, “I thought we could swim and get to know one another better. I didn’t notice your cars. I wasn’t thinking clearly. The whole string of events was just random.”

Jeremiah nodded, “We had days like that too when we were younger,” Jeremiah smiled.

“When I was in Lexi’s room, getting a suit for Megan,” Zac continued, “That was the first time I was aware we weren’t alone in the house. Then Lexi came in and started making out with Megan.”

“We’re you jealous of that?” Jeremiah asked.

“No, it was kinda hot actually,” Zac answered, and I sensed no attempt to deceive us.

“Go on,” I encouraged. Jeremiah’s mind was calming as we talked.

“Well, then Leah came in,” Zac said, “We hadn’t done anything since that one night, I promise!”

“You’re not in trouble, Zac,” Jeremiah assured him, “Tell your story. This is helping.”

“Well, Leah hugged me and then took my hand. She said something about downstairs being better.” Zac recalled, “So we went downstairs. I could tell I was losing control of my aura, and Mom’s power was pulsing. Then I felt Mom’s aura bloom and lost control of the moment. The next thing I recall, you all were at the door, watching us by the pool.”

Jeremiah looked at me, then back at Zac. “Just you aura then, just sexual attraction? Even at school.”

“I don’t know,” Zac replied honestly, “I was scanning them at school, not adjusting. I never even adjusted Beth, ever. Then, in the end, I felt all their minds. All of their relationship curves meshed. I don’t know how that happened.”

I had to take a moment to think about that. Our history was confused about how the mind mesh was created. At first, I had thought it was a manifestation of Jeremiah’s power and mixed in the concept of limerence. Since I grew to understand my power, I realized I was always the catalyst to join people in our already established mesh. Perhaps our mesh was a combination of both of our powers.

“So, you’re saying your friend’s minds meshed with yours at the end of the classroom orgy?” I asked Zac for clarification.

“Yeah,” Zac said, “I’d disengaged, resting, then suddenly I could sense their thoughts, effortlessly. I didn’t have to scan them.”

Jeremiah gave me a look, and I nodded, then looked at Zac. “That helps, Zac. The formation of our mesh has been a mystery to your father and me. I can add to it, and I don’t even know how to trigger it.” I admitted.

Jeremiah nodded, and Zac looked a bit relieved.

“How did their minds connect to your mesh, though?” Zac asked.

“I kissed Megan in Lexi’s room,” I confessed, “That’s when all of them got hooked into our mesh. I didn’t will it. It just happened, like with Jenn and with Leah.”

“Hmm,” Jeremiah said, “So we are back to the unsatisfying ‘Fate’ explanation.”

He grinned, and I returned it. We both knew we had no regrets over our fated interactions two decades ago. We often just shrugged when weird things would happen and blamed fate. We certainly had become stronger over the years with the odd, strange events.

“Now scan me, the same area as you did your father’s.” I said, looking directly at Zac, and said slowly and carefully, “are they any different?”

Zac focused on his father again and then blinked and looked back at me.

“Dad’s curve shifted from earlier,” Zac said, “The strong knots are gone, but I didn’t do anything.”

“Remember our lessons,” I said, “We all can self-heal. It just takes time to process our emotions. Scan me, Zac.”

I let my new feelings for our expanded and connected family rise to prominence in my thoughts. I focused not only on the relationships between our original family but all of the new additions and how they knit together. I knew my graph would alight in the same areas that needed to be adjusted in Jeremiah’s moral curve if any remained. My eyes softened as they looked into Zac’s eyes, and he nodded. I focused my eyes back on Jeremiah.

“I’m feeling better about this, Aly,” Jeremiah said, impatient, “He is just a kid. I don’t need him to help….” He closed his eyes and then managed to silence himself.

I stared at Jeremiah with a raised eyebrow. His impatience with the process revealed there were still some knots to untie.

“You did good work, lover,” I told Jeremiah, “Let Zac help with what’s left.”

Jeremiah sighed and reluctantly nodded. I sent him every ounce of love I could. Zac, to his credit, just focused on his father’s curves.

“Find the conflicts, Zac,” I said, “Compare to his to my mind, little adjustments are all that’s needed.”

I watched Jeremiah struggle. He was stubborn. He’d never had to ask for help. He always fought to figure things out alone. Jeremiah looked at me, and his jaw set firmly. I sent him how much I loved him, how good he was, and how he always worked for the best for us.

Then inevitably, his visage softened as he stared at me. His posture relaxed, and his breathing steadied. Then he looked at his son and smiled.

“That’s enough, Zac,” he said, “Thank you.”

I immediately sent a thought to only Jeremiah, and I saw his jaw stiffen. He flicked his eye at me for a moment, then nodded. I felt him tune a small area in Zac’s mind as I pushed a firm suggestion alongside it. Zac’s eyes lost focus for a moment. Then it was over.

Jeremiah reached for the cup of coffee and took a sip, watching me over the brim. He turned to Zac and smiled.

“This is good coffee, son,” He said with a smile, “Thank you, I need a few minutes alone with Alyssa.

“That’s all you needed??” Zac irritatedly asked me. “You could have brought Dad coffee yourself, Aly. I was with Beth, we we’re….”

“Why don’t you go do that, Zac? Thank you.” I interrupted and sipped my cup, nonplussed.

“Maybe I will!.” Zac complained in an adolescent huff.

I found his teenage tantrum endearing. I smiled enigmatically because it was evidence he had forgotten what he had just done. He wouldn’t need to worry about having to adjust his father. If he could remember, he would unwind the chain of events. I didn’t want Zac to pick up his father’s habit of recrimination over past events. Zac was an intelligent boy. He would figure this out. We’d help him. I was proud that he remembered our lessons from the past few weeks.

Jeremiah and I shared a look, then I got up, loosened the tie of my robe, and slipped into his lap.

“Are you okay, my love?” I asked him, my fingers sliding along the back of his head as I started into his eyes.

“Yes, Doctor,” he nodded and found a smile for me before kissing me tenderly.

“We will figure it out,” I said, pulling his head to my shoulder and hugging him close.

“We always do,” he echoed as his hands opened up my dressing gown fully and cupped my breasts, tugging on my hardening nipples.

There was a knock on the door, and then it opened. Shannon appeared and smiled at both of us. She stepped inside and shut the door. Shannon turned and untied the drawstring of the dressing gown she wore. I licked my lips, enjoying how she demurely displayed her body to Jeremiah and me.

Shannon drew closer and leaned into me. “I felt you call for me,” Shannon smiled into my eyes, “was there something you needed.”

“We need you,” I smiled and kissed Jeremiah firmly, “Don’t we….”

Jeremiah nodded and a growl transmitted from his core as he pulled Shannon into a kiss. I slipped the rest of my robe off my shoulders and then pressed my breasts into Shannon’s warm young flesh, pushing the gown off her shoulders. My hand ran down to her curved bottom, and I squeezed as Jeremiah pulled from their kiss and rose to his feet.

I slipped to my knees alongside Shannon, and we both lifted our hands to the waist of Jeremiah’s swim trunks. We shared a smile as we pulled his shorts down, releasing his hardening cock. I offered the first taste to Shannon, and we both shared the worship of Jeremiah’s cock. He growled with arousal as he watched us at his feet.

I rose to my feet while Shannon kneeled, then shifted into Jeremiah’s form and looked into his eyes. Shannon gasped in surprise, then gripped my cock and stroked it. Without any further prompting, her mouth moved back and forth between both cocks.

PAST - KELLY

3RD ANNUAL JACKL CONVENTION

I shivered from raw lust as another wave of orgasms passed through the willing flesh of the JACKL conventioneers. I arched back, my hair tossing in a wave as my breasts rose, grinding down onto the cock I was riding. A woman slid forward and sucked on one of my nipples as her tattooed hand gripped my ripe breast.

“I am going to miss these parties,” I thought.

I slowly sucked in my aura, letting the participants rest in their bliss. The unfettered lust ebbed, and the passion slowed. The conference room was a tangle of bare flesh. Bodies draped over the comfortable furniture we had brought in for this last party.

I looked over and saw Jeremiah drive deep into the backside of a tattooed redhead, the colorful artwork of tree branches growing along her side. She tossed her mane of red curls back as she shook, tripping back into an orgasm as her eyes flew open. She caught me watching her and smiled a feral grin. I watched her drop her fingers, drawing down the muscled abdomen of her husband lying under her, then her head sank lower and sucked her husband’s cock between her lips.

“It’s a shame that this has to end,” I thought.

My hips slowly ground into the softening phallus inside me. My inner muscles milked the last of his emissions. His offering fed me; I understood and needed this like water or air.

I spied Carmen rising on her knees on another sofa. Her hips drove a strap-on cock into another girl. The girl was on her back, her legs spread wide. Her breasts were covered in a pattern of heart tattoos decorating the deep cleft between her orbs. Her hips lifted to meet Carmen’s thrusts. Her fingers curled into Carmen’s buoyant full breasts. As the woman crested in a back arching shudder, Carmen flexed forward and kissed her deeply, their breasts mashed together as they shuddered, then slowed to rest.

I shifted to the side, feeling the cock slip from my still pulsing pussy. I rose and stretched before shifting over to slide beside Alyssa. She was lying on her back, breathing as another woman kissed her along her thighs, licking and sucking up the remnants of Alyssa’s spending. I smiled and kissed my lover and combed her hair from her eyes.

“I am going to miss this too, Kel,” Alyssa sighed.

Alyssa pulled up her partner to share a kiss with both of us before her partner slipped away. The woman rolled her hips, making the tattoo on her lower back ripple as she searched for her clothes. The rest of the room moved slowly as everyone started to pull away and find their clothes and their mates. Two by two, they left the room until only the five of us remained.

“The last JACKL orgy party,” Lexi said with a sigh.

She knelt at Jeremiah’s feet in just her silver collar. Carmen slid off her strap-on, then wrapped herself against Jeremiah’s back and hugged him.

“Some wild shit, hey Papi?” She said.

She cupped his balls and stroked his shaft. She looked like she could last a few more rounds. How she did that without having her own special powers amazed me. Alyssa sat up and crisscrossed her legs, and looked at all of us.

“I loved this season of debauchery we have been blessed with,” she said, “But we have to let this go; the culture is changing.”

We all knew what she meant. Our first convention was the year after J and Aly graduated. The extra time we had without their school schedule allowed us to think creatively about the business we had grown over a preceding couple of years since our family formed. Our properties and investments rapidly increased our collected wealth over the next three years.

A few months after our first convention, the Navy Tail-hook scandal blazed through the headlines. Our conventions were much smaller and in much more secluded venues, but the hospitality industry was starting to refuse adult-themed parties. The liability risk was too much in the growing pushback against boys club sexual harassment.

Additionally, our success in the business brought with it a new level of scrutiny—scrutiny our family didn’t need. We sold our chains of inns and business to an ambitious Silicon Valley startup and hoped to slip out of the spotlight. We did keep some small B&B’s; our first home, the one in Montana. This last conference was the last hurrah for our business: the final meeting and an opportunity for our inn hosts to meet their new leadership. The off-the-schedule farewell orgy only started after the new management team had departed.

We all rose and turned to take a final look at the room and inhale the heady scent of unrestricted sex. It made my flesh glow as I let my eyes close. I didn’t know the next time I would have the chance to release all inhibitions and feed off the pure raw sexual energy these parties allowed. It was indulgent, and all of us benefited from my eager participation. The glow I felt would last for weeks.

We found our dresses, and J found his shirt and a pair of slacks. We joined hands and departed the room. Lexi hit the light switches, and the room plunged into darkness. The page turned, and I focused my thoughts on going home.

“Isacc’s birthday is coming up,” I mentioned randomly, “What should we do?”

“Not a party like this,” Jeremiah drawled.

I swatted at his shoulder and laughed, “Of course not!”

We all laughed as we headed back to our top-floor suite.

BROOKE

Lexi’s room

As I stretched, I heard the sound of leaves rustling. I twisted around. I didn’t recall many plants in Lexi’s room. When I shifted, I felt warm fur pressed against me, and I lowered my hand to pet the body I sensed.

“I didn’t know Zac had a pet,” I said in a whisper, my voice sounding like a whisper of wind through leaves.

My eyes opened, and I looked at my hand. Vines entwined around my forearm, and small leaves covered the back of my hand. I tried not to panic as my wooden fingers curled into the soft coat of fur.

“This must be a weird dream,” I said to myself.

Lexi’s eyes opened as she lightly growled pleasantly, squirming on her back for a moment. She wasn’t entirely a fox, nor was she completely human. Red fox-like fur covered Lexi’s flesh. The coat thinned around her human parts, exposing her breasts and taut nipples. She twisted and looked at me, her eyes wide with shock. Her tail twitched back and forth in alarm.

“Brooke,” she growled, “You’re a shrub,”

I looked down and saw my body covered in vines or bark, my breasts outlined by foliage, and my fingers and hands covered in leaves. I looked back at Lexi and scrunched my nose.

“Well, at least I don’t look like a fox,” I tittered and laughed, then scratched between her ears.

“The fuck?” she yelped, then yapped out in surprise.

“Shhh, “ I said and tapped my lap, “It is either a weird dream or part of our awakening.”

She eyed me warily, then shifted into a complete fox form effortlessly and climbed into my lap, and curled into a warm ball of fur, her nose twitching as she felt her tail swish.

“Tres weird,” she gruffed, her voice coming from her canine jaw, “I hope we wake up soon.”

I turned and heard the door open a crack, then wider. I saw Kelly slip in, then close the door behind her. She slid next to me and wrapped her arm around my wooden shoulders, then softly petted Lexi’s fox mane.

“I’m afraid you’re awake, little one,” she said, “I don’t know what you are exactly, but you’re a cute little pup.”

“Fox,” Lexi said.

She blinked her eyes, then shifted her canine form towards more human, but retaining her tail, a good amount of fur, and alert ears sprang from her scalp through her curly red hair.

“Kitsune,” Lexi clarified, “I think that is right. I always had fox dreams as a child.”

Lexi looked at me and smiled. “Don’t worry, sister Brooke,” she giggled, “I promise not to pee on you when you are in tree form.”

“So a fox faerie and a tree faerie,” said Kelly, putting things together.

“Dryad,” I said reflexively. “Tree nymph, specifically oak tree.”

My branches and vines receded as I pushed my human form to the front. It suddenly felt unnaturally natural to have fingers and toes again,

“Delightful,” Kelly said, “Are you both okay?”

Lexi’s face clouded in confusion as she watched me return to my usual human form. Then in a moment, she figured out the trick and was entirely the Lexi I fell asleep with last night. She fixed a bright smile on her face and nodded.

“Absolutely,” she said with a giggle, “Now I can wear my Master’s collar again!”

I leaned forward and tugged a handful of Lexi’s red curls, and kissed her firmly. Then Kelly leaned forward and shared a kiss with Lexi as I watched. My hands ran along the back of the sexy golden-haired matriarch of our family and dropped to cup one of her heavy breasts through her nightshirt, then milked the pliant flesh until I trapped a nipple in my fingers.

Kelly looked at me with humid eyes, turning to rise and kiss me deeply. Out of the corner of my eye, I saw Lexi slip forward and pull Kelly’s robe off her shoulders. Lexi twisted along Kelly’s side and kissed her bare breast, then down her abdomen, sliding onto her back. Kelly straddled Lexi’s eager mouth as she deepened our kiss. Her tongue pressed to tangle with mine.

“Ooooh fuck!” I felt a pulse of her aura flow through me.

Kelly dropped her hand to my sex, her fingers cupping then spreading them apart. I gasped and looked at her as she parted the kiss. Her fingers slid inside me as her mouth enveloped one of my stiff nipples. For a moment, I had to remember this wasn’t just a dream. This was my new reality.

I reached up and combed my fingers through her lush hair. My hips pressed to seek a deeper touch from her thrusting digits. Her eyes blazed into mine as the three of us indulged in some private time—celebrating our rebirth in an indulgent sapphic tangle of warm flesh.

PAST - ALYSSA

OUTSIDE THE ORIGINAL B&B

Carmen carried the last box from our beloved Bed & Breakfast home. She slid it into the last bit of space of the rental truck, and Lexi pulled the door closed. The five of us watched young Zac ride his new bike up and down the driveway. We were in no hurry to leave.

Time had flown by. After our honeymoon, returning to school was the immediate focus. Lexi enrolled in a Physical Therapy path, while Kelly opted for Hospitality Management. Lexi also joined the cross-country team and was often away competing in meets or practicing heavily. Carmen had already told us she would focus on our family and the business, and soon her responsibilities consumed her days.

Jeremiah and I took a lighter load, not fretting about postponing graduation as we knew we’d both get degrees eventually. Jeremiah dropped ROTC and added a Psychology minor to his degree path, which gave me a study partner. We both felt obligated to continue to find a way to reverse the corruption of the UP, even while enrolled in school.

Then, a few weeks into the term, Kelly decided to drop her classes.

“There is too much to do with our business, and in a few short months, I’ll be a mother.” Kelly said when she explained to Jeremiah, “I’m not a college coed anymore.”

“Kel, you should get your education,” Jeremiah said, “It’s important.”

“I will, my love,” she said, “I’ll do community college after the baby is settled. I’ll get an associate's degree and then continue to get my BA with college extension classes. It might take a few more years. Carmen needs my help with the inn. She can help me when the time comes. Our baby and our business are more important than a four-year degree, Jeremiah.”

We couldn’t argue with the logic. Soon Kelly and Carmen combined to make our B&B one of the most sought-after inns in the valley. We were booked through the year, so the two of them were always busy.

Jeremiah and I returned our focus on completing what we started over the summer. The destruction of anything associated with the United Priesthood. With Rebekah’s help, we tracked the trafficked women and brought them home to work in our house under Carmen’s influence and Kelly’s intelligent business acumen. Jeremiah renewed their everyday appearance and adjusted their morals. Kelly taught them a trade. Each of them was like Jenn, and their care also involved a lot of sexual therapy. We were uniquely designed to assist them as they transitioned back to everyday life.

After retiring from their careers, Betsy and Bob were in growth mode and traveled extensively to find new properties. Between Betsy’s experience and Kelly’s drive, they created a template for a B&B franchise that was easy to start. Each home just needed a manager well trained in the business and a charismatic host.

Wen designed our rehabilitation program for mistreated women as a pipeline into the hospitality industry. We found good, responsible men for them and paired them up. With Jeremiah’s skills and my insight, we forged strong bonds. Just like Jenn and Jerry or Ron and Robin. Each new couple made an unbeatable partnership.

That business was behind us now. The UP was wholly dissolved, and no stain of their influence was left. Except for some tattoo flare-ups from time to time, we enjoyed treating those so long as they were controllable.

Somewhere along the way, Jeremiah decided to build a house for us. Something that wasn’t a large room over a busy inn. We had been feeling a bit cramped in our lovemaking. The opportunities for explicit sex were limited above a thriving inn. The JACKL conventions helped for a weekend once a year, but we knew we needed more space.

We would move into that house today. Most of the house was furnished with new styles. Kelly has always had a knack for finding just the right touch. She had worked with the architect to build our nest, which was an odd name, as the space our five separate rooms took, plus the large main room, took up almost half of the entire colossal mansion. The remote location and wooded acreage, ensured that we could freely enjoy ourselves without hindrance.

“Is everyone ready for the next step?” I asked, ready to move into our new home.

“Absolutely.” Jeremiah said, and gathered up Issac and his bike.

We filed into our cars, and as a caravan made our way to our new home. We stopped at the entrance of the driveway, well back from the house. We waited for the gate to open. No surprise guests would come knocking. We parked in the broad turnaround and Jeremiah directed Carmen to back up near the double doors of our new home.

“Here we are,” Jeremiah said, unlocking then opening the doors wide, “a new chapter begins.”

JEREMIAH

Staring into eyes was like staring into a mirror as my fingers clenched the pliant flesh of Shannon’s ass, who was on her hands and knees facing away from me. Opposite side Alyssa, in my form, pressed her cock into the teenager’s willing mouth. Alyssa was gripping Shannon’s golden mane, her eyes flicking to look at her, then back to focus on me. It was always weirdly different to look at me—it wasn’t a mirror image—and how I moved when I made love, or more to the point, fucked.

“Fuck, I’m close,” Aly growled in my voice.

Shannon lifted a hand and stroked Aly’s cock, looking over her shoulder at me. “Fill me,” she begged before she turned back to Aly and hungrily consumed her cock.

Shannon dropped her hand between her thighs as she balanced on her other hand. Aly gripped her mane firmly, her hips driving into her throat. I felt Shannon’s fingers press her clit, which compressed her cunt around my throbbing cock.

“Fuck, yes!” I growled and rutted into Shannon’s tight sheath, then bucked my hips.

My balls tightened, and I pulsed jets of cum into the teen’s womb. I felt her tremble, her cunt clenching around me. I looked across Shannon’s twitching body and watched my face tighten, then spread wide, as Aly filled Shannon’s mouth with a simultaneous load.

My doppelgänger shimmered across from me, and Aly flashed back into her form, sliding back onto her heels and spreading her thighs. Her hands pulled Shannon to her sex. I could see Aly’s inner lips still pulsing as Shannon’s insides milked the last drops from my cock. Aly tossed her head as Shannon lapped hungrily at her cunt.

“That’s it, baby girl,” she moaned, feeling another tremble as another wave of orgasm shot through her, “feed on my hungry cunt.”

Shannon moaned as she sunk, her breasts compressing on the floor as both hands spread Aly’s lips apart so she could lick every inch. She lifted her head and moaned softly.

“Fuck, you both are insatiable,” she said.

She then slid forward to release my cock, and curled onto her side, her gaze flicking between us.




**KNOCK KNOCK KNOCK**







“Breakfast,” Carmen called from outside the room, her voice edged with frustration and sarcasm in her tone. “Take your time….”

Shannon startled and covered her breasts. Alyssa rolled to the side, trying to understand what was happening. My mind was still foggy with lust. I sat on his haunches, my cock slowly flagging, looking at Aly and Shannon quizzically.

“I’m enjoying some alone time with Naomi,” Carmen continued in a sing-song tone. “She loves her waffles. She won’t notice you being a little later than usual.”

Her irritation and tone reminded us that our house still had a child inside. One that might not want to hear their parents' lust-filled moans and exhortations just down the hall. I saw Alyssa blush deeply. It was out of character for her to lose her focus. Most mornings, she was focused on our daughter. I would usually join her in sharing breakfast with Naomi after my time of solitude, drinking my morning coffee.

Getting used to our new connections was going to take some time. I tried to push Aly some feelings of comfort. She gave me an irritated look, as she disengaged from Shannon. She hurriedly found her robe, and pulled it tight around her. She flicked her eyes at me, then down and Shannon, both of us still catching our breath, still naked and flush.

“Get dressed, please,” Alyssa said, then slipped out into the kitchen and a new day.

ALYSSA

Carmen’s voice and her announcement of breakfast flustered me. I hurriedly pulled my robe tight around my waist and cinched the tie. I felt my knees wobble as my nerves still sparked with the remnants of orgasm. I leaned against the hallway wall as I caught my breath and regained my composure. I brushed back my hair, feeling how the roots were damp with sweat from my heated tryst with Jeremiah and Shannon.

As I breathed slowly, I harbored little regret from engaging with Shannon and Jeremiah, which brought a smile to my lips. I still thought it was a good idea. Jeremiah and I had found that adjustments to moral curves held changes better if the subjects engaged in a sexual encounter directly after. I theorized it had to do with serotonin release and the burst of endorphins that flood the brain post-coitally.

I realized that my fluster was my regret at not being present for Naomi when she woke up. I wondered where Leah was. She usually was up with her, about the same time as Carmen. I sighed and steadied myself.

I pushed myself upward and walked to the kitchen. Naomi was still huffing from a good cry but pressing her sticky fingers into the syrupy waffles on her plate. I smiled, and she saw me with her mouthful of food.

“Ommy, ook!” she garbled, “Geggos!!”

I laughed and went around the counter to sit next to her. I kissed her head and inhaled the sweet scent of her hair. She looked at me and smeared a syrupy finger along my nose.

“You want some?” Naomi pushed a gooey, sticky ball of toasted waffle into my mouth.

I chewed and smiled, settling back into normalcy. I saw Zac appear at the top of the stairs, and Carmen grabbed his arm and swung him down the hallway to Jeremiah’s study. Shannon exited the study tugging the robe she borrowed from me around her. She blushed deeply as she walked past Zac and Carmen and towards me. Leah popped up the top of the stairs just in front of her and looked at me with a guilty expression.

Naomi said something and then clapped as she saw Leah. I sent Leah a comforting thought. She didn’t do anything anyone else hadn’t done except for Carmen, who was always in control of herself and needed our support.

Leah sighed and shrugged before smiling at Naomi. She picked up Naomi’s cup to refill it. As Leah turned around, Shannon slid beside me and kissed me behind my ear.

“Sorry,” Shannon slumped into a chair beside me, her thoughts still scattered from our encounter.

I looked down the hallway and saw Carmen storm out of Jeremiah’s study. A few paces behind her, J and Zac, followed with chagrined looks on their faces.




*pop* *pop* *pop*







CARMEN

I plastered a smile on my face as Alyssa came into the kitchen. I even enjoyed how joyful Naomi’s face was when she lit up seeing her mother. Inside I was still grumbling.

Aly didn’t hear Naomi’s cries through the baby monitor. Alyssa didn’t pick Naomi up from her gated room, crying like she was abandoned—cheeks wet with tears. Leah wasn’t the one who patted her back, calmed her down, and promised her some of her favorite treats.

It didn’t irk me that I was the one, but I was also off my game. Maria had slept over, and she would have found Naomi and cared for her if I hadn’t captured her for my pleasure the night before.

I understood Zac’s yelp as he appeared at the top of the steps, and I gripped his arm. I also understood why Leah blushed and felt guilty as she appeared behind him. I even could relate to the flushed flesh and mussed hair of Shannon as she slipped past me in one of Aly’s robes when I pulled Zac into Jeremiah’s study and shut the door.

I took a deep breath as I locked my big brown eyes on the handsome men of the house.

“Gentlemen,” I said, “You need to control your bitches.”

I even appreciated Jeremiah’s creased brow as he was pulling up his trousers and looking up at me with his embarrassment and shame.

“Master,” I continued, “With all due respect and admitting my failure, we need to do better.”

I pulled Zac over to stand next to his father and put my hands on my hips. I was glad I was fully dressed and had on an apron because otherwise, they would see I had felt their morning shenanigans on the mesh. I didn’t want to admit I would need to take out my frustrations on Maria soon.

She’d love it, of course. She always did. Wait, where was I?

Right.

Topping the dominant men, again.

“We,” I said, waving my hands in circles, “all us bitches, need to feel we are under control by both of you. No amount of magic pixie dust is going to amount to a hill of frijoles if you two can’t control your fantastically yummy pricks.”

“Look, Carmen,” Jeremiah started to say before he met my eyes and stood with his mouth agape.

“Not a word, please, Master.” I said, “I need you to hear me. I need your strong hand. Yours too, junior. We need you two to stand up and be the men, be the leaders of this family.”

I turned and showed myself out and slammed the door. I paused for a moment and put my hand on the wall. I bent over, and my fingers traced over my collar. I felt a lump in my throat, and tears swell in my eyes.

“Fuck this,” I cursed, frustrated.

I swallowed the lump and wiped my tears. I plastered a bright fake smile as I walked back into the kitchen. I would do my job, serve my family and make sure everyone was fed.




*pop* *pop* *pop*







The room was filled with pops and sparkles of light. Suddenly Lexi, Brooke, and Kelly appeared out of thin air. Luckily they were dressed; Brooke in shorts and a shirt, Lexi had on her swimsuit, and Kelly in a half robe. At least they looked presentable for breakfast. The slight aroma of female arousal still lingered, and I bit my tongue.

“I’m gonna lose my shit before this day is done,” I swore to myself, while keeping my fake smile plastered on my face.

LEAH

My nerves were still sparking as I climbed the stairs. Carmen’s announcement of breakfast broke me from my reverie. I pulled back from Beth and Megan with a start. Zac had just reached his peak and was kneeling behind the stacked prone forms of Megan and Beth. I had been helping Zac slide his cock into Megan’s cunt on the top when I was startled by Carmen’s call.

I pulled my hand away, which dislodged Zac’s cock, just as he ejaculated. He quickly grabbed his shaft and stroked. He shot jets of cum over both of their pulsing pussies, and then arced a few bolts of his cum over their writhing backs and into their mussed hair. I just missed getting sprayed as I shifted off the bed and to my feet.

“Shit,” I thought, “Why didn’t I hear Naomi wake up?”

My thoughts returned to bringing the monitor to the dinner table just before the group moved to the living room. It was probably still there, and Carmen heard it as she started breakfast.

Did she come back down and get Naomi?

Did she walk past us as Zac’s power enthralled us?

Did Naomi hear us??

“Oh god,”

“I need to do better; Naomi doesn’t need to know about this. She’s too young.”

I quickly shifted my mind into nanny mode and hurriedly dressed, pulling a pair of sweats over my bare sex and a printed tee-shirt over my naked breasts. Zac was already pulling on his bathing trunks and plucking up his tee-shirt. I spied Megan shifting off Beth, then leaning to kiss her, a streak of cum in her hair.

“You two should shower first,” I said.

I looked at them as their gaze shifted to me. I collected my hair into a ponytail and double-wrapped a hair scrunchy to keep it in place. They looked back at me, confused.

I looked at them and then waved my hands towards their mussed hair. Their eyes became focused, hands combed through and felt Zac’s cum, then pulled their fingers away. They blushed and smiled and nodded their thanks. I waved them towards my shower.

I followed behind Zac as he mounted the steps and was a step behind him when Carmen yanked his arm and twisted him towards Jeremiah’s study with a cold glare at me. I blushed and looked at the floor, then hurried to the counter. Naomi saw me and smiled happily.

“Look, mommy, it’s Leah!!” she called out.

“Busted by Aly too, great.” I thought to myself.

I felt Aly send a comforting thought. ”Don’t beat yourself up. We all have had a distracted morning.”

I pushed a grin to return hers, then pretty much continued to berate myself as I leaned over the counter to interact with Naomi. She wanted more juice, and I turned to get some more from the fridge. I heard a series of pops, and then I heard Naomi shriek and then laugh.

I turned around and saw Brooke, Lexi, and Kelly had appeared, apparently out of thin air, and were all smiling at Naomi. They looked like I felt and appreciated what Aly had said about a distracted morning. Naomi was clapping as she smiled at Kelly.

“Boo!” Naomi laughed and covered her eyes, “Do it again!”

Kelly smiled broadly and then disappeared, and Naomi loved it. She clapped her hands as Aly looked around, surprised. I brought Naomi’s cup back, holding it near her, but she was busy looking for Kelly.

“Did you learn a new trick,” I asked Lexi, who was laughing along with Brooke.

“Yes!” Lexi said, “Fae powers rock!”

Then Lexi disappeared with a pop.

Lexi reappeared a moment later over the pool. She dropped out of thin air and splashed, curled into the perfect cannonball. A spout of water rose into the cool morning air. Kelly popped back in front of Naomi, who was giggling crazily. Aly looked confused and concerned.

“Naomi, go swimming!” Naomi called out, looking at Kelly, and pointing at the pool disrupted by Lexi’s splash.

“You want to go swimming?” Kelly smiled and reached for Naomi, pulling her into her arms.

“No, wait,” Aly started.

“Let me get her ready….” I said.

I reached for Naomi and lightly grabbed Kelly to take Naomi from her to get her changed into her swimming suit.

“It’ll be fine!” Kelly grinned.

Suddenly I felt darkness surround me. I felt pulled in five different directions. A glow erupted in my core, and I felt energized like nothing I had experienced. The next thing I knew, I splashed into the pool and dropped into the deep end.

“What the fuck was that,” I thought to myself.

I kicked against the bottom to rise to the top. I opened my eyes and noticed Kelly treading water and the remains of Naomi’s pajamas ripped in two. Another naked adult woman was floating right beside Kelly, thrashing around.

“Where was Naomi?”

I broke the surface in my sweats and tee-shirt. I tossed my head, flinging my water-soaked hair to clear my eyes, wiped at the water, and looked around, confused.

The glass doors shot open, and suddenly Jeremiah and Zac were diving into the pool. Everyone was shouting and screaming. I looked over at the new naked body slapping her hands into the water.

“Mommyyy!!!!” screamed in an oddly familiar voice, from the direction of the strange adult female shape near Kelly.

“Cannnoot Swiiiiim HELP!” her head dropped below the surface.

Mommy???

How did Naomi get so much bigger??

And what happened to me?!

LEXI

I caught my breath after our small morning snuggle, Kelly on one side of Brooke on the other. I was curious about my new fox-like form and wondered what other powers I could practice. I didn’t think about it much, as Kelly, Aly, and Jeremiah used their powers whenever they felt like it. I focused on my desktop and then pushed myself towards it.

With a pop, I was there. Kelly and Brooke sat up like they’d heard a shot. They blinked at me, and I laughed delightedly. Then pushed myself back between them.

“Fae powers ROCK!” I said, smiling.

“How did you do that?” Brooke asked.

I told her it was like pushing her real self out, but just to push her body to the new location.

“Just think about the location and push,” I said; then, she was gone from our bed and standing next to the door.

“I wonder if I…” started Kelly, “could…” she finished standing next to Brooke.

We all grinned as we started popping around the room, chasing each other. Then we heard the commotion from downstairs. Carmen was calling for breakfast, and she sounded not too happy about it. We were not the only ones that indulged in morning play this morning.

The three of us looked at each other and quickly dressed. Brooke put on the shorts and shirt she wore at dinner the night before. I pulled on my swimsuit, I needed to get some laps in, and Kelly made sure to smooth the half-robe she wore when she visited us. I grabbed both of their wrists.

“Okay, let’s agree on a location,” I said, “Right behind the counter, where Naomi usually eats, okay?

Kelly nodded, and so did Brooke, so we held hands.

We counted to three.




*pop* *pop* *pop*







We appeared right behind Naomi and giggled “Boo” as a threesome.

She loved it, and I loved being a faerie. I considered shifting into fox form. Leah looked at me and smiled.

“Did you learn a new trick,” Leah asked.

“Yeah, Fae powers rock!”

I beamed and decided to show off a bit. I pushed and popped myself over the deep end of the swimming pool. I quickly grabbed my feet and curled into a cannonball, and dropped neatly as can be into the deep end.

“Fucking cool,” I thought when I rose to the surface and began treading water.

Suddenly I felt a large pop, and Kelly appeared over the water. A fully clothed Leah tumbled out of the air to splash near me. Another shapely young woman appeared with Kelly in mid-air, with a tearing sound as she plunged into the water next to Kelly. Then an array of ripped children’s pajamas fluttered in the air and settled onto the rough surface.

“What the actual fuck?”

I tried to figure out who it was. She had dark hair and an impressive figure. She couldn’t swim a lick. She was only a few strokes away from me but clearly in distress. I dived lower into the water, looked up, watched her struggle above me, then kicked off the bottom to slide behind her.

“I’ve got you!” My hand lifted under her arm and across the top of her bare breasts. “Relax, don’t struggle.”

She stilled and attempted to take a breath. “Lexi?” The unknown woman gasped and grabbed my forearm but did as she was told and relaxed.

“Naomi?” I tried to place the sound of her voice. “Stay calm. I’ll get you to the edge.”

I kicked to pull her back to the edge of the pool—my free hand stroking. I saw a tattered shirt floating and crabbed my legs to stay afloat to grab it before continuing to the edge.

I was distracted by saving the girl’s life, that I didn’t notice Jeremiah and Zac exploded out of the house, and frantically dived in and swam over to us.

“Naomi??” Jeremiah asked, treading water.

He froze as his eyes roamed over the naked flesh of a young woman.

“Dada!” she cried out and wrapped her arms around his neck.

“What the actual fuck?” I swore and stared at Naomi then to Zac.

“How did that happen?”

SHANNON

I was resting on the chair behind Aly when Brooke, Kelly, and Lexi popped up on the other side. I blinked in surprise as I watched them laugh and smile at Naomi. My thoughts were still swirling as they slowly came to me.

“I guess those faerie powers are real,” I thought.

As I finished that thought, Lexi grinned.

“Yes! Fae powers rock!”

She disappeared.

I hardly had the time to figure out where she had gone. Still, a bit dazed from getting spit-roasted by a pair of Jeremiahs.

As I shook my thoughts from that reverie, a large popping sound was followed by the disappearance of Kelly, Leah, and Naomi. Then the room fucking exploded with everyone in motion. Aly and Brooke moved quickly towards the door. Jeremiah and Zac raced to the patio. Carmen was right behind them.

Beth and Megan appeared at the top of the stairs and looked at me.

“What is happening?” they asked.

“I have no fucking idea,” I swore, rising to my feet and following the stream of bodies out to the patio and pool area.

Just as I was leaving, I saw Aly stalking me with a dark expression on her face. She stopped two inches from my face.

“Shannon,” Alyssa looked at me, her face red with anger.

My eyes must have strained my eye sockets, confronted by her don't-fuck-with-me visage and her growled command.

“Go upstairs and pack a bag for me.” Aly paused, looked back at the pool, combed her hair back, then turned back to me, “Make it two bags, one for you and one for me.” she clarified, ”You’re coming with me.” Then she reached and pulled at the tie to my robe, untying it. “I need this.”

Alyssa pulled the robe off me, making me spin and look at her like she had four tits.

“What the fuck is happening,” I asked.

She only looked at the robe in her hands and nodded as if remembering another detail. Then she looked back at me. “Make that three bags. You can borrow another robe of mine.” she altered.

Then Aly turned her back to me and stalked back to the crowd at the pool's edge.

Suddenly naked, I turned and started towards her room, then turned to look back.

“What the fuck was going on,” I repeated to myself as I tried to make sense of the madness. “Why are we leaving? I was getting used to the idea of us as a family.”

I saw another naked girl a bit older than me getting pushed onto the pool's edge. Aly stormed up next to the unidentified naked woman. Aly was cursing at Kelly, standing neck-deep in the pool, crying. Jeremiah looked around, a hand gripping his wet hair, still trying to figure out what happened. Aly pulled the robe I was wearing around the naked girl, then looked at Leah, who was also in the pool. She shouted something to her, telling her to do something.

“Why was Leah in the pool?” I asked myself, “Right?”

Leah nodded at the furious Aly, then kicked to swim to the shallow end. She found the bottom and waded up and out of the pool. She was dripping water as she looked over at me.

“I’m coming too,” she said and rushed inside and downstairs.

“Coming where?” I asked aloud.

“Shannon!!!” Aly yelled at me, sternly, “NOW!! Shannon!!”

I shook my head in frustration, but headed inside to do what Aly told me to do.

“Where the fuck are we going?” I asked myself, “And who is the new girl??”

ALYSSA

I was enraged.

“What the fuck was she thinking,” I growled to myself, “She knows Naomi can’t swim.”

I was shocked.

“How does this even happen,” I thought, “In twenty years, Kelly has never … popped?? What the fuck did she even do?”

I was sad.


“My baby girl is… “
 I could barely string the thoughts together. “A grown woman?

Was her mind the same age as her body?

What happened in a split second to make her age so quickly?

Would it continue?

Was Naomi about to die of old age?”

After I dispatched Leah to get dressed and pack a bag, I noticed Shannon still as a statue, mouth agape. I yelled at her to get moving. She spun and started back inside alongside Leah, who was dripping water from her unexpected, fully clothed morning dunking.

I put my head down, placed my hands on my knees, and forced myself to take long, slow breaths. I turned my head to see what was going on.

Jeremiah was soaking wet from diving in the pool but was helping big Naomi to her feet. Lexi and Zac, who also looked like a drowned rats, were helping her. Thankfully, Jeremiah got the robe entirely around her. There would be plenty of time to think about—that
 —later.

I took a breath and stood back up, crossing my arms, and glared at Kelly. She was a mess, bawling and shivering with fright in the pool. Brooke was beside her, slowly helping her to the shallow end.

“I didn’t think, Aly,” she cried, looking back at me, “It was just supposed to be a fun game.”

I sealed my lips and set my jaw. I wanted to be angry. I needed a target for my rage. At this precise moment, Kelly fit the bill.

Carmen looked at me like I had grown three tits as I stalked Kelly from the poolside, cursing at her.

“You never fucking think,” I screamed, “You are all impulse and action. You react and don’t care. You let everyone else figure out the consequences. You fucked J, you fucked Lex, you fucked Carmen—then Jenn. Who haven’t you fucked? You fucked your son’s girlfriends, and now, you have fucked up my daughter. FUCK!!”

I knew I was irrational, but I was beyond caring. Carmen came to me and grabbed my arm, twisting me to look at her and away from Kelly.

“That’s enough, Aly!” Carmen said, putting both hands on my shoulders, her lowered voice and caring eyes focused on me.

“How can she be so calm?” I thought to myself.

I tried to free myself from her hands and avoid her calm gaze. My overreaction got to her, and her eyes flared in frustration.

“Enough! Aly!! It was a fucking mistake.” Carmen growled, shaking my shoulders slightly, “She already feels horrible, and now you blame our whole lives on her?? Get it the fuck together!!”

I exhaled and looked at her.

Again her steady gaze met my wild searching eyes, and slowly she won. Then I just fell into her shoulder and cried. I wrapped my arm around her and sobbed. I knew she was right, and I’d owe Kelly an apology. I might have done the same thing had I learned to teleport first.

All of the events of the morning stacked up on top of each other. I bawled. I was a mental mess. I needed to get it together. I exhaled raggedly, then lifted my head, and looked at Carmen. The look of concern on her face almost had me start crying again. Instead, I sniffed back deeply, wiped my eyes, and looked at her levelly.

“I’m okay, love,” I said.

“You’re not,” she said softly, seeing through my fragile facade.

“I will be,” I countered, fixing my eyes on hers, “give me some space. Let me figure this out.”

“If anyone can figure this out, Aly,” she said, “It’s you. If you have your head right. Do you have your head right?”

I nodded, then dropped my gaze to the wet pavement. I took a quick inventory, then lifted my eyes back to Carmen.

“Yeah,” I said, then turned and looked at Zac.

“Take your sister to my car, Zac,” I said.

“You and I can talk at the office later,” I told Jeremiah, then continued, “I’m taking Leah and Shannon to help me. I need to examine her. No fucking hospital is going to believe this story.”

“Yeah,” Jeremiah nodded and looked at me, “I’ll get us squared away here. Are you okay?”

“I will be,” I said.

Kelly was a wreck sobbing into Brooke’s shoulders. I finally allowed myself to feel some compassion and slid into the pool in my robe and waded to wrap them both in a hug.

“I’m sorry, Kel,” I soothed. “It was just a mistake, baby. I’m sorry. I didn’t mean a word of it.”

“Oh Aly!” she cried, holding on to me tightly, with both arms around my neck. “What are we going to do?”

“We’re going to figure it out, love,” I said and kissed her cheek, “Like we always have.”

I looked at Brooke, and we helped Kelly out of the pool.

“Look after her, Brooke,” I said, “Don’t leave her alone.”

“Sure, Aly,” she said and guided Kelly towards the house.

I spotted Shannon dressed in some of my clothes, carrying two bags. She came towards me with a shrug. I raised my arms and hugged her, kissing the top of her head.

“I could only find two bags, and I packed…” she looked at me, her face a maze of confusion and frustration, “Fuck, if I know, some clothes, I don’t know what I’m doing.”

“You’re doing fine. Take them to the car.”

I saw Leah coming back up the stairs.

“You and Leah put the bags in the car. Leah can sit in the back with Naomi. You can ride in the front with me.”

“Where are we going,” she asked, “Are you leaving? Are we splitting up?”

“No, no,” I said absently, “nothing like that. We might need to spend a night or two at my office. I need to observe Naomi. I’m not sure if Leah is okay either; she teleported too. Something is different.”

My words were becoming a stream of thought, and I stopped, then looked at her.

“Shannon, love,” I started, calmer, “I need your help. I need you with me so that I can figure this out,” I looked over at Kelly, “And for a little while, I need to be away from her.”

“Okay, Aly,” Shannon said, smiling, “Whatever you need.”

I turned and looked at the other group remaining. Lexi had probably saved Naomi’s life, but it looked like she caused a car wreck. Megan and Beth were beside her, rubbing her back as she cried, sitting on one of the chaise lounges. Carmen paced along with me to talk with them. I knelt and hugged Lexi as she pulled her arms around me and wept into my shoulder.

“I’m sorry, Aly,” she said, “I didn….”

“Shhh, lover,” I soothed, “It’s okay little one.”

She blinked back tears, and I looked at the three girls. Their eyes filled with fear, uncertainty, and worry. I smiled as best I could.

“I need you all to be strong,” I said.

“I know this is shocking and crazy. But things like this will bring us closer. We’ve gone through crazy things before. Lexi and Carmen can tell you the stories. We will get through this too.”

I looked at Beth and Megan.

“You two are family now, you understand? That never changes. I need you, Naomi needs you, we all need you.”

They looked at me for a long moment, then nodded.

“We’re not going anywhere,” they said in unison.

“Okay,” I continued attempting a smile, “I’m taking Naomi to our practice. There is an exam room there. Leah and Shannon are going to help me. I need you to help Carmen clean up this mess.”

I waved at the streams of water dripping into the house and the scattered chairs from the aftermath.

”Jeremiah will come to meet me in a while. Brooke will need help with Kelly. We’ll be back when I know it is safe for Naomi. We’ll figure it out.”

I hoped with all my heart we would.

JEREMIAH

I stood at the patio's edge and watched Alyssa disappear inside to go to her car. As usual, her instincts were right. Taking Naomi to an emergency room would be met with nothing but trouble. It reminded me how we needed to be careful. I looked at Carmen, and she turned and leaned into me, her arm pulling around my side.

“Thank you, Carmen,” I said, “I heard what you said earlier. You were right. I need to do better.”

I hugged her, and she nodded into my chest. I saw Zac returning from helping Aly, and I waved him over and gathered everyone together. Brooke was still with Kelly, but I could talk with them separately. I looked at all the faces creased with worry and stress.

“We need to get things back to normal,” I started, looking at each of them, “We don’t even know what that means for all of us yet. But we need to find out what that means. Let’s get cleaned up, dressed, and have some food.”

They all looked at me with various forms of shock, distress, and fatigue. I looked at my watch. It wasn’t even 9 AM yet. I smiled softly and looked at all the new young faces.

“Listen to Carmen and Lexi. I trust them to get this mess cleaned up. I need the rest of you to follow their lead. I need to go check on Kelly.”

Carmen took charge, and with Lexi’s help, soon everyone was working together to clean up the mess that streamed from the kitchen out onto the patio, extending to the far side of the pool.

I walked back inside, looking for Kelly. I climbed the stairs to Kelly’s room. She wasn’t there. I continued into the main bedroom. She wasn’t there either.

I paused and tuned into the mesh.

“Brooke? Where are you?”

I sent my thoughts out into our mesh.

“Naomi’s room, I think.”

I headed back down the stairs and then through the kitchen and towards Naomi’s room. I heard showers going as I passed. I entered Naomi’s room and saw Kelly on her knees by Naomi’s small bed. She was still crying, and Brooke was rubbing her back. Brooke looked at me and shrugged helplessly.

I traced my thoughts back through everything that had happened. I barely knew which day it was. The last day of school was yesterday, Friday. That made today Saturday. The start of the weekend. The new members of our family arrived for a swim party yesterday afternoon. It hadn’t even been twelve hours. They hadn’t packed for an extended stay.

“Did you bring a change of clothes?” I asked, also feeling a bit helpless as well.




Alyssa: Jeremiah, give Brooke my cell number. I need her to call me







Brooke looked at me, startled, and stood up. She blinked rapidly as she realized that Alyssa’s thought was sent to both of us. She patted her pockets, and she looked at me.

“I need to find my phone,” she said, then scrambled out of the room.

I settled down next to Kelly and pulled her into my arms. She pressed her cheek into my chest and wrapped her arms around me.

“What happened?” she said, “Will Naomi be okay?”

“I don’t know, Kel. She seems fine,” I reassured her. “Aly is going to get her vitals at the office. We will go from there.”

Kelly nodded, softy, “I didn’t….” Then her eyes welled with a fresh batch of tears.

“Shhhh,” I said, “We know you didn’t mean any harm. It was just a freak accident.” I kissed the top of her head. “You didn’t do anything wrong.”

I rubbed her back, and then Brooke was back at the door, holding her cell phone.

I told her Aly’s number, and she dialed and then pressed the speaker button so we could all hear.

“Aly, it’s Brooke,” she said when Aly answered.

“Brooke, I need you to go find Naeme,” Aly said, “I need to ask her some questions.”

I nodded at Brooke and spoke loud enough to be heard by the speaker.

“Good idea, Aly. Brooke can get some clothes too. Do you want me to tell her how to get to the office?”

“Yeah, babe,” Aly said, talking as if it was a typical morning, “That’d be great.”

We heard a dial tone. I hugged and stroked Kelly’s back as she slowly stopped crying. I looked at Brooke and gave her the address. She typed it into her phone so that she could get GPS directions.

“Get some of your things while you are home,” I said, “You may need them. Thank you for helping. Do you want someone to go with you?”

“Can Lexi come?” she asked.

Brooke’s eyes were wide, and I could tell she was just barely holding it together from all of the weirdness of the morning.




Lexi: Yes, I’ll go with Brooke. I’m just getting dressed.







“Be safe,” I said, “We don’t need any more stress. Just take slow breaths, and keep swimming.”

“Just like Nemo,” Brooke smiled.

She hugged me tightly, then pushed back and left to find Lexi.

“C’mon, lover,” I said to Kelly, “Let’s go wash the sex off us.”

She pushed up from me and braved a smile.

“I do have a lot of sex all over me.”

She leaned and kissed me softly.

“Tell me everything will be alright, Jeremiah,” she said and slid off me and onto her feet.

“Everything will be alright,” I said, “We will figure it out.”

We held hands as we left Naomi’s room. Zac and Beth were coming out of Zac’s bedroom, looking freshly showered. They smiled as we walked with them, then followed them up basement stairs to the kitchen.

“Dad,” Zac started, “I am going to take Beth home. She needs more clothes and needs to check in with her parents.”

“Okay,” I said, “But don’t make a big deal. We don’t need Brad and Janice to worry about what has changed. Just ask if she can stay the weekend. Since it’s the end of school, they may not mind. We can deal with larger changes after this settles down.”

“Okay, J,” Beth said, “I understand, I want to be here, but I can be patient.”

“You need to be here, Beth,” I said, “I’m not trying to keep you away. If I need to, I’ll come over and talk with them.”

“We’ll see,” she smiled and kissed me fully. “I can wait a night if it keeps the peace for now. I’m not going anywhere. You all are my family.”

She shared a kiss with Kelly and hugged her tight. Zac took her hand, and they headed out the door. We saw Brooke and Lexi as they descended the stairs from the upstairs bedrooms. Another series of kisses and hugs at the bottom of the stairs before they hurried out the door. At the top was Megan, watching Lexi leave with Brooke. I smiled at her as we started toward her level.

“Come take a shower with us,” Kelly said, “Then you can borrow some clothes, and we can figure out what is next.”

“I have a lot to figure out,” Megan nodded, “I hate to be a bother, but I need your help figuring it out.”

She looked at Kelly and me. Her eyes started filling with tears. Kelly wrapped her in a hug, and Megan sobbed into Kelly’s shoulder. I wrapped them both up as we just let Megan cry. After a bit, she pulled back and dabbed at her eyes.

“Come on,” I said, “Let's clean you up.”

She followed us through Kelly’s room and into the more extensive hidden main suite. She stopped as she entered our private quarters with the large bed on one end and plenty of books along one wall. Little areas to sit and relax or watch movies—the large open shower area and the hot tub just outside on the porch.

“Wow,” she said, “I didn’t expect this to be back here. You do know how to live.”

“We might need to expand this,” I mused, “Add another bed.”

Kelly stripped and headed to the shower. Megan watched her, then peeled off her skirt and blouse. She was naked, having misplaced her thigh-highs and underwear when she was with us. I understood completely. Since Zac arrived after school, we hadn’t even had a chance to breathe. I pushed down my damp swim trunks and pulled off my soaked tee-shirt.

The air was cool on my flesh as I paused to admire the young teacher’s full breasts and well-toned legs. She was striking, and I followed her into the bathroom, where Kelly was showering. Kelly smiled softly as she continued to shampoo her hair, her eyes watching Megan approach with an inviting look.

I slid behind Megan and wrapped her in a hug. I watched Kelly as she looked past Megan at me. I meant for it to be a friendly hug, but the warm flesh and my wife’s beauty soon had my cock stiffening. Megan tilted her head back as she felt it press against her buttocks. Her hand reached around and encouraged me to grow as her fingers stroked my cock.

I looked at Kelly, and she smiled, her glow increasing subtly. She needed a recharge, and I knew how to help her. She watched me respond to Megan’s touch without a hint of jealousy.

I understood what Kelly needed. She fed from sexual energy. This morning drained her, explaining why she was blooming at our arousal. She tended to lose control when she was tired. My attraction for Megan was like a match put to dry kindling. I felt Kelly’s powers and supernatural arousal flowing from her in waves. Megan and I were entranced, not only by her radiant beauty but also by her spreading aura. Megan signed a soft moan, her grip on my cock tightening.

“How is…” she started, then lost her train of thought.

“Just go with it,” I growled, too caught up in the feeling to try to explain to her. “We’ll be okay. Let your fears drift and let yourself indulge.”

My hands slid up along Megan’s side and cupped her full breasts. I pushed her forward slowly, directing her into the warm spray of our multiple nozzle shower. Megan leaned her head back against my chest as the heavy mist of water climbed up her legs to her belly. I craned my mouth to kiss her, my fingers milking her firm breasts and pulling on her stiffening nipples.

“I’ve become a nymphomaniac,” she shuddered.

She stroked my fully erect cock, her thumb spreading my pre-cum over my glans.

Kelly had finished rinsing her hair and reclined on one of the tiled benches along the wall. I nodded towards Kelly with a slight push in the small of Megan’s back. Megan slid her hand from my cock, and moved to Kelly. Megan bent at the waist, offering me a view of her firm buttocks with her ankles together to kiss Kelly deeply.

“You’re with a succubus, my dear,” Kelly sighed, “We’re all nymphomaniacs now.”

I stepped behind Megan, and my hands gripped her hips. I leaned into her, my prick slipping between her ass cheeks. The spray from the shower had made all of our flesh warm and slick. Megan continued to deepen her long kiss with Kelly. Their hands filled with each other’s full breasts. Megan pressed her hips back into my hands as my hips pressed into her bottom. She shifted, spreading her legs and offering me full access to her engorged labia, wet with desire. I pressed the tip of my cock between her petals and thrust into her.

“Ohhh fuck,” she gasped as her head tossed back.

Kelly leaned and pulled Megan’s breast to her open lips, sucking at a hard nipple. Megan panted and looked down at Kelly with lust. I reached up and wrapped my hand under Megan’s jaw, and gripped her neck. I felt her curve alight with passion as she craned her neck to look back at me.

“Fuck me,” she growled, “Don’t be gentle. Fuck me.”

I pressed her forward into Kelly. Kelly slipped a leg to the tiled floor and pulled Megan between her spread thighs. Kelly wrapped her arm around our new lover’s back and held her chest against her bountiful breasts. I hammered into her behind, making Kelly’s body press against the shower wall.

Kelly nodded to me and ramped up her aura. I felt a pulse of power shoot through me. My cock seemed to swell within Megan’s tight cunt. Kelly dropped her hand between Megan’s thighs, cupping her sex. I could feel Kelly’s fingers slide alongside my cock as I pulled back and drove deep inside Megan’s tight cunt. Megan grunted as Kelly’s fingers slid up and pressed into her clit, rolling in circles over the engorged bead.

“You want to cum,” Kelly said, lust in her voice, “You want to cum like a slut on my husband’s cock. You want to scream like his whore when he blasts deep inside you.”

“Fuck” I growled.

I leaned forward, wrapped my arm over Megan’s shoulder, then pulled my elbow back tight around Megan’s throat. She groaned indulgently as I arched her back. Her shoulder pressed against my chest. I lowered my haunches and continued to drive steadily into her. Her hands lifted and gripped my forearm but didn’t try to pull it away.

I tightened my grip, limiting how much air she could inhale. With my free hand, I spanked her full breast, then repeated the slap to the other breast. My cock drove hard into her clamping cunt as I continued my firm slaps to her full cups. My blows made her flesh bloom into a deep red. I reached up and gripped one ripe breast, fingers curling into her flesh. She moaned deeply and tried to thrust her breast into my palm and her ass into my cock simultaneously.

“Fuck!” I growled again.

I looked at my wife, deep into her blue eyes. She was staring at our captive, her fingers rolling insistently around and over Megan’s swollen clit, urging the girl to release hard. She flicked her eyes up and saw me staring. Then smiled and pulsed. Her powers made Megan crest, and her body seized as her cunt clamped around my cock.

I stared in awe, my hips locked, and my back arched. I billowed my cream into Megan’s cunt. I grunted at the feeling of her cunt clenching and milking my shaft. I couldn’t tear my eyes away from Kelly’s stare as she used her power to pull Megan and me through multiple orgasms, then released us. I felt my knees give, and I sunk to the ground.

Megan stepped back and tangled in my legs, and fell against me. Her legs twitched as her thighs convulsed in powerful waves. We quivered together under my succubus wife’s loving gaze. Her blue eyes blazed in supernatural power and fed on our lust and passion. Her flesh took on a luster and glow. Her smile widened, and her tongue slid over her fangs as she bared them.

Under her glorious gaze, Megan and I finally slowed. Megan inhaled deeply, then rolled to my chest and cried, overcome. She lifted her hands to pull around my neck as she wept. I looked at Kelly in awe. Something had shifted. She had never bared her fangs outside of feeling a threat. She was different. She had tapped into a new source of power.

Blinking her eyes as her aura faded, Kelly slipped beside us and wrapped us in her arms. The shower floor was heated with hot water snaking under the tile, and the water could run hot all day long with our tankless water heater. I pulled Kelly into a kiss and was still in awe of her power. Then I kissed the top of Megan’s head until she looked at me; I held her jaw and kissed her deeply.

“My god,” she said, still trying to form words.

“Call me J,” I smiled and kissed her forehead.

“I never have….” Megan said and just stopped talking.

“Mmmmm, I’m glad you enjoyed it,” Kelly said, “I don’t think you realize how much I needed that after this morning.”

“Why?” Megan managed and trembled again.

“I am a succubus fae,” Kelly giggled, “I need this. My power feeds on sexual energy. It’s who I am. I need it like you need air or water.”

Megan looked at her and continued to listen as I slipped back and stood, looking for soap. While I had many questions, I recalled Carmen’s instructions. I knew Kelly needed this, but I needed to stay in the game. I needed to get back to Aly and our daughter.

“Well, call me if you ever need a fix,” Megan said. She flipped a soaked bundle of hair around her shoulders and looked up at Kelly. She swiveled and sat crosslegged and cupped her sex.

“Why am I not sore.” She asked, “I feel like I should be sore after the last .. has it even been 24 hours?”

She sat in amazement as her thoughts flipped through her last day of school and the aftermath of multiple orgies, a sleepover with Leah, and what Kelly and I just did to her.

“The benefits of a succubus lover,” I said, rinsing and finding a towel, “We recover faster, heal faster, rarely get sick, age slower.”

“Need to bottle that,” Megan said and rose to wash her body with soap.

I looked at Kelly and then hugged her.

“Are you alright?” I asked, my eyes revealing my concern, “I need to go to the office and check on Aly and… Naomi.”

Kelly winced slightly at Naomi’s name. She looked into my eyes and nodded.

“Yes, lover,” she said and kissed me. “Megan and I will play dress-up in my closet.”

“That will brighten your spirits more than sex.” I smiled, then kissed Megan.

I walked out of the shower and changed into comfortable jeans and a tee shirt. I slipped on some leather boat shoes and grabbed a light jacket. I waved at the two girls and headed down the stairs.

I walked past the kitchen, heading towards the door, and saw Carmen leaning against the counter. Her eyes were closed, and her elbows supported her jaw, which she held in her hands. I looked at her for a moment. Her eyes fluttered open as she sensed me watching. She was startled as she saw me, and grabbed a dish towel, then started wiping down the counter. The spotless counter, the spotless counter. The whole kitchen looked sparkling clean.

I stepped closer, and she looked at me. Then she growled, and I felt her hunger in the mesh as she ground her hips. I lifted a brow as I stood and looked over the other side of the counter. Then leaned back and leveled my eyes at Carmen.

“Hi Maria,” I said with a grin.

“Hello, Mister J!” she called.

I saw Carmen lower her hand and suddenly Maria couldn’t talk anymore. Carmen closed her eyes dreamily and then fluttered open and leveled a gaze at me.

“Well, you were busy with the sex angel and the teacher,” she explained, “A girl needs to have options!”

I chuckled.

“I’m going to check on Aly and the rest, Carmen.” I explained, “It should be quiet for a few hours. You should get some rest.”

“Aye, Papi,” she smiled, still enjoying Maria’s tongue. ”Give Aly my love and hug Naomi for me.”

I exited the house. The driveway had emptied as everyone had left in the aftermath of Naomi’s premature aging. I hoped everyone would safely make it back. I slipped into my car and fastened my seatbelt, pushed a button to open the windows, and headed to the office on a Saturday.
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LEXI


When Brooke pulled
 up at her trailer house, she promised me it would take just a few minutes. I asked if she needed any help. She said that my help would bring too many questions. Her foster brother and sister wouldn’t understand.

I grew up in a foster home, so I understood. It was a family, but everyone needed their privacy. So I looked around to see if anyone was watching, then ducked down into the back seats and pushed my fox-form to the front. I walked in a tight circle, curled up, nose to tail. My tail blowing in the slight breeze in the back of Brooke’s convertible was very soothing. It wasn’t long until my eyes closed, and I drifted off to sleep.

I stirred when the car shifted. Brooke was tossing a few duffle bags in the back, and I felt the front door open, and my green fox eyes blinked. I inhaled and recognized Brooke’s scent, then managed to match a new scent to Naeme. I sat on my haunches and flicked my bushy tail, trying to send her a fox smile.

“Hello Lexi,” she smiled, “I see you. A kitsune. More aos sí
 maybe, huh? With red hair, a cute fox you are.”

I crept between the seats and curled up in Naeme’s lap, and she petted me comfortingly.

“So good to see you as fae, little one,” she said, “more you nature.”

My brow furrowed, and I tried to speak. It felt weird to do with a fox mouth. “My nature is a slave to my Master,” I tried, surprised that I sounded almost like me.

I turned and watched the road. Naeme scratched between my ears, which felt good. I figured we were cool, this wizened fae with her fox fae friend. My kitsune nature made me a bit of a trickster, and I licked my nose as I realized that I lived up to that in spades this morning. I yipped, seeing the road we needed to turn on.

Brooke slowed down and made the turn, speeding back up. The wind flowed through my fur. I helped Brooke find the was with my yips, and she drove right to the office. It may have been her phone on the dash with the pretty map, but I was pretty sure it was my fancy fox yips.

I leaped out the window as she parked next to Aly’s car. I padded to the door when I heard Master’s car pull up next to Brooke’s. I smiled and turned around, and padded quickly toward him. He looked a bit curiously at this fox creature heading his way. His curiosity turned into shock when I leaped up at him. I morphed into my human Lexi shape mid-air, and Master was quick enough to snag and hug me tight.

“So,” he said, putting me back on my human toes. “Kitsune?”

“You’re the smartest master ever, Master” I smiled and kissed his cheek.

Together and in mundane human form, the four of us entered the building and took the elevator to the top floor.

I shifted anxiously and thought about morphing back into a fox. It was much easier to pace and burn off anxiety in canine form. I stuck with appearing human, and the doors soon opened. Master held open the door to the observation room, and we filed in.

Shannon was at a desk reading through files. She sat with one leg against her chest and the other curled under her. Further back, Alyssa was sitting on the oversized flat couch. Leah was reclined opposite her, lying on her side. Between them, lying prone, was the new adult form of Naomi, with her head on her mother’s thigh and looking up at her adoringly.

It wasn’t odd that they weren’t talking because Aly usually did that. What was weird was how Naomi looked. She looked happy as her face watched her mother. Not at all scared and crying like the last time I saw her. She turned, looked at us as we entered, and sat up immediately.

“Daddy!” she said and rushed to Jeremiah.

She was wearing one of Aly’s robes. However, I could tell that she was entirely an adult female. She had curves in all the right places. She wrapped her nubile form around her father’s side and squeezed him hard.

“I missed you!” She said, then kissed her father.

Naomi pulled back with a smile and then looked at me.

“Lexi!! Thank you for saving me.” she gave me a full hug,

I felt firsthand how her grown body was shaped. I wasn’t sure what I thought about that. I smiled and returned her hug. I rubbed her back gently and looked at Aly for a second.

Aly smiled softly at me, and I felt her send a comforting thought, “It is strange, but she is Naomi. Aged, but still my girl.”


“Glad I was there almost to catch you, Naomi,” I smiled,

“Me too,” she said, “That was scary!”

She looked at Brooke and Naeme, “Who are you?” She asked curiously, “I remember you from last night, but I don’t remember names very well yet.”


“Was she supposed to be talking in complete sentences?”
 I asked myself.

“I’m Brooke,” Brooke said, “I’m friends with Shannon,”

Brooke pointed toward Shannon, who finally broke out of her reverie and pushed back from the computers. Shannon smiled broadly as she gave Jeremiah a warm hug, then Shannon hugged me too. Shannon seemed to embrace you with her whole self, and I enjoyed her affection.

“This is my mother, Naeme,” Brooke said to Naomi, “she was at dinner last night too.”

“Sounds like my name,” Naomi said and hugged the older woman, “I’m sorry I fell asleep early last night. Leah took me to bed.”

She still seemed to have the childlike tendency to narrate everything. She looked utterly normal, and that, frankly, was surprising. Naeme looked at her deep in thought, then at Leah with curiosity.

“Leah,” Aly said, “Why don’t you take Naomi, Lexi, and Brooke to watch a movie in one of the rooms? I need to talk to Jeremiah.”

“Oh, can we watch a Disney movie?” Naomi asked excitedly, “Little Mermaid is my favorite!”

“Sure, Naomi,” Leah smiled and opened the door to the hallway.

Brooke and I followed, which was fine by me. I trusted Master and Aly to put things right. Naeme was nice, but she was also strange, and Shannon was helping Aly with her research. I didn’t mind watching a movie, I wanted to help, and maybe I could just with comforting Naomi.

We filed into one of the hotel-like observation rooms, and Naomi flopped on the bed and then shifted back to the headboard. She fixed her robe to make sure it stayed closed. Leah started a movie and then laid on the same bed on her belly, her head bent to the side. Brooke sat opposite Leah and crisscrossed her legs.

I shifted into kitsune mode and leaped up onto the bed. Naomi smiled and clapped, not at all surprised. I curled up in a ball in Brooke’s lap. I enjoyed her stroking my fur and closing my eyes to take another nap.

ALY

It might have been a miracle or just how the universe fits together. Some time dilation had certainly happened with Kelly’s poorly reasoned teleportation to the pool. Leah, appearing much the same, had also aged in the pull through the portal Kelly had opened. However, not as drastically as with Naomi, my five-year-old daughter was now—physically—around 20 years old. Older than her older brother, which would be difficult to explain at dinner parties.

When we arrived, I hurried Naomi to our offices to check her vitals. I had Shannon and Leah collect and carry our bags up. I was still wearing the robe that I had on when I slipped into the pool. It was soaked and clung to my flesh like a second skin. I took Naomi’s blood pressure, which was a bit on the low side, but not concerning. Her body temperature was likewise slightly on the low side, explained by the dunk in the pool and a car ride in a wet robe. Her new weight was in range for her new height.

That was the concerning point for me as a scientist. Conservation of mass would lead me to believe a taller person of Naomi’s five-year-old mass would almost be impossibly skinny. All the tools I had, however, reported the same thing. I was looking at a completely average, approximately twenty-year-old caucasian woman. My instruments didn’t know that she was a precocious five-year-old less than thirty minutes ago.

Her physical appearance was very much like mine, with a little Jeremiah mixed in—how she aged was the mystery. I wasn’t about to run a series of tests to determine how that happened. I’d have to develop a working theory, so I needed more data.

By the time I’d rushed through the vitals, Leah was in the room. She brought in a change of clothes for Naomi and me, and we changed side by side. The air-conditioned office space had chilled me even more than the dip in the pool, so I appreciated Shannon’s choice of comfortable yoga pants, leggings, soft t-shirts, and thick sweatshirts. I knew my closet was full of several mix-and-match options.

Leah said she carried the rest of our stuff to the observation control room on the floor above. So I gathered my medical kit to take vitals over time, and we went to the more comfortable observation room. Shannon was lying, on her belly, on the ottoman. Her eyes were closed, and she looked a bit stressed. Leah was fine, but there was something else different about her other than appearing just slightly older.

“How do you feel?” I asked and started taking her vitals.

“Still processing it,” she said, “I think teleporting did something to me. Like Lexi and Brooke last night. I felt energized at first; now I feel tired.”

“You let me know if you need to rest,” I said, “I think we’re all safe. I just want to continue to monitor.”

I tapped Shannon, “Do you want something to keep you busy?” I asked.

“Sure,” she said and sat up, crossing her legs and ankles.

“Do you need to go home, check in with your folks, get more clothes?” I asked.

“Not really,” she said, and after I lifted a brow, she continued.

“My folks aren’t home, and they don’t care. I know that sounds horrible, but it’s true. I can get my stuff in a few days. If you don’t mind me borrowing clothes.”

I felt sad, and I pulled her into a hug. Then kissed under her ear and rubbed her back. “That’s going to change. We are a family. Everyone pitches in. Everyone is important.”

Leah nodded at my words, and Naomi looked at all of us, then got on her knees in the middle of the ottoman and spread her arms wide.

“Group hug!” Naomi said a bit too loudly, then hugged us all while humming. “I love my family!!!”

Then after a beat, she looked at Shannon, “What’s your name?” She asked curiously.

“I’m Shannon, Naomi,” Shannon smiled and wiped her eyes, “we met at dinner last night.”

“Yeah,” Naomi admitted shyly, “Lotsa people last night. Still learning names.”

I smiled at Shannon and took her over to one of the computers that lined the walls of the control room. I got her seated and logged into the network. Then opened a browser.

“I need to know everything about Fae and Teleportation.” I said, “Don’t look for cited references. There won’t be any. I need a collection of lore, and myth, along with any stories that might be from real people. I don’t know what to look for, but I trust you to start marking a path and taking good notes.”

“Sure,” she said, focusing on the screen.

Shannon started typing into the search engine, clicking links and reading. She opened a document, started making notes, and was soon engrossed in this new task. She reminded me of myself, focused on learning.

I went back and sat down with Naomi, and she smiled and looked at me, then settled her head in my lap. Like we would often do. I started combing my fingers through her hair and noticed her earrings. I pulled them out and placed them on the ottoman. Her eyes lit up as the magic dampening power of the arcane stones disappeared, and I felt her mind spring freely into our mind mesh. We started sharing thoughts quietly as I looked into her eyes.

She took to this communication naturally and assured me she was okay. She didn’t understand completely what had happened. Her new body seemed gigantic, but it was getting better. As we spoke, her coloring grew more regular, her breathing more steady. I relaxed. I would mourn her missing childhood years but was glad she was still here.

As we were interacting, Jeremiah arrived, along with Brooke, Lexi, and Naeme. There was a bustle of activity as Naomi had to introduce herself again—to everyone. Then she apologized for not knowing the names of people she had hardly met. After that died, I had all the girls take Naomi to watch a movie. I kept Shannon with me, and we all sat down.

“Shannon,” I said, “please take notes as part of the research,” I finished and pushed my glasses up.

“She seems fine,” J said, “aside from growing up in an instant.”

“Teleportation.” Naeme said simply, “She be fine. Humans are not supposed to transport. For fae folk only.”

She did like to get right to the point. Naeme looked through the window at Leah and pointed, looking back and nodding.

“Leah too,” Naeme said, “but only part-way. Quickened mid-jump. Reckon.”

I looked at Naeme curiously. That was my working theory since Kelly, Lexi, and Brooke - all Fae according to Naeme - seemed to not age when they teleported. While Kelly hadn’t ever transported before, we never thought she had the power. We had no idea of what fae was until last night.

“So why, though?” I asked Naeme, “What causes her to grow and age.”

“Magic,” Naeme shrugged, like saying the sun was what caused the light.

“Can you describe what happens when a fae transports,” I tried again?

She looked at me like I was dense. She put one hand down on the desk in front of her. “You start here.” she said, then moved her hand and put it on the other end of the desk, “Poof, You end here.”

I closed my eyes and scratched my forehead, feeling irritated.

Part of me got what she meant. This could be as simple as breathing to her. I was reminded of Clarke’s quote, “Any sufficiently advanced technology is indistinguishable from magic,” only backward.

The use of magic to a fae was like physics to a human. The motion of particles through space was intuitive. We learned to throw a ball up and, through observation, knew where to put our hand to catch it. We didn’t need the mathematical formula.

I sent a message to Brooke that I needed her. I saw her shift fox-Lexi off her lap and get up to enter the room. Lexi turned and crawled into Naomi’s lap, which delighted Naomi. Naomi stroked Lexi’s fur, and Lexi yawned her jaw, exposing her sharp teeth, then seemed to smile.

Brooke looked at me with a tilt of her head. I thought about how to explain how our telepathy worked to someone outside of our group and our experiences. I realized this might be more difficult than I thought.

“I’m asking Naeme to describe what happens when you transport,” I said.

“Why don’t you do it and find out,” Brooke asked with a half-grin. “You’re far too, right?”

“Maybe I’m not that kind of Fae,” I said, a bit confused, never expecting to think that sentence, let alone say it aloud.

“Never know until you try, Doc.” she said, “Lexi said it was like looking somewhere and then pushing yourself where you’re aiming. Kelly said it was like pushing out her aura.”

“Hmm,” I thought to myself, then looked at Jeremiah and pushed, only pushed my body instead of my thoughts.

Instantly there was a microsecond blink, then I was right beside Jeremiah, precisely how I aimed. I leaned and kissed his cheek and hugged him. Jeremiah jumped and looked around, startled. He bowed his head and rubbed his face. He sunk onto the sofa and just looked dazed. This was so beyond his experience.

“Can I only go where I can see?” I asked, amazed at how easy and natural it felt to move supernaturally.

“You need to visualize where you want to go, I think,” Brooke mused. “We knew exactly where we wanted to appear in the kitchen, and then we were.”

“You were lucky there wasn’t anyone there,” I said, wondering what that would look like.

“Magick, push aside,” Naeme shrugged and waved her hand at me, “No problem.”

I visualized where I parked my car and pushed. I felt a pop, and I reappeared beside my vehicle after a dark moment. Brooke’s car slid over a few inches so the space could accept my jump.

I tried to jump to where her car was parked and landed on her hood.

“Hmm,” I thought.

I focused on the lab and paid attention to the black space I felt at the start of a jump. I willed time to slow, much like I had done to talk with Kelly and Jeremiah yesterday. The black space appeared, and I observed I was skimming over another world. It appeared uninhabited, but it had a surface. I skipped through the air over this place and then back into the lab. I pushed to put time back to normal.

“So it’s another dimension,” I said aloud.

“Yes,” Naeme said, “Fae place—magical dimension. Source of our power.”

“That affects humans?” I asked.

“Yes,” Naeme said, “Timey-wimey like The Doctor.”

“Wait,” I said, “Doctor Who is real?”

Naeme puffed, rolled her eyes, and then spoke rapidly to Brooke in her native tongue. “Naeme says,” Brooke translated, “no, The Doctor is not real. It is on TV.” Brooke grinned impishly. “She says humans who travel through the fae realm need to be protected by magic,” Brooke continued. “Without protection, timey-wimey things happen. Aging is most common. Leah also quickened because of exposure to fae magic.”

“Kelly didn’t know Naomi needed protection,” I nodded, thinking through the morning’s events, “so Naomi aged, and Leah did partly then the quickening protected her with magic.”

“Yep,” Naeme said, “You have soda?”

“What about her mind?” Jeremiah asked, “Is it a 5-year-old trapped in a 20-year-old body.”

“You no worry,” Naeme said, “Magic makes it right; it fixes mistakes. No problem. Soda?”

I pushed a thought to Brooke, and she took Naeme by the hand. A few minutes later, Naeme had a soda and sipped in the other room with the girls. She sat near Naomi, pulled her arm around her, kissed the top of her head, then drank her soda and watched the movie with Naomi as if nothing had changed.

“Did you get all that?” I asked Shannon, “Does it jibe with what you’ve read?”

“Mostly, I think.” Shannon said, “I still want to follow a few threads, but for the most part, what we’ve experienced aligns. Lots of threads where magic kind of heals things. I want to see where that leads. But you nailed how lore explains teleportation.”

“Do you mind joining the others for a bit?” I asked. “I need to talk to Jeremiah alone.”

“No problem,” she said, “I need a caffeine break anyways.”

I looked at Jeremiah and then settled beside him on the sofa and leaned my head on his shoulder.

“She’s right; Naomi’s mind is catching up.” I started, “Soon, we won’t be able to tell.”

“That’s good,” Jeremiah nodded, “but that presents a new problem.”

“Yeah,” I said, “how to explain how my five-year-old daughter became a twenty-year-old woman.”

“No one is going to believe us,” Jeremiah said. “We may have to restart, move someplace else.”

“We knew we might have to someday,” I said absently, then turned to him. “She is a woman, Jeremiah. You get that. As everything catches up, she will feel more like a woman. Have needs like a woman.”

He looked at me quizzically; then the light went off. His eyes widened, his mouth opened to say something, then closed, unable to form the words.

“We can take it one step at a time,” I stated clinically, “But she’ll be like Zac. For our family to function, we can’t make her rules different than others.”

“Can it wait?” Jeremiah looked down sadly. His eyes looked down, “I know you’re right, but….”

“Of course,” I said, leaned into him, and hugged him close, “I can be too pragmatic, lover. I’m sorry. There is no rush at all.”

I smiled at him, “I felt you fucking Megan and Kelly,” I licked behind his ear, “did you enjoy that?”

“Yes, of course.” Jeremiah blushed, “But Kelly needed the energy. She looked so drained.”

“How fortunate you were there to help,” I teased, “I would have liked to be there. Megan seems very fun.”

“Carmen enjoys Maria more and more,” Jeremiah continued, his thoughts scattered like mine. “Ever since Maria got hit by Zac’s powers, they’ve had flings.”

“I know,” I nodded, “do I need to talk to Maria?”

“Maybe?” Jeremiah confessed, “I don’t know; any new links always start from you. Maybe you should, to be fair. Otherwise, Carmen might feel like she’s getting pushed aside. She’s attracted to Maria and enjoys her.”

“Carmen’s done this before,” I said, recalling our long relationship, “Maybe I should talk to her first, see what she wants.”

“That sounds like a good idea,” Jeremiah agreed. He paused to shift topics, “Teleportation, huh?”

“Mmmmmhmm,” I said and wrapped him in my arms, “I need to figure out how to protect you so I can poof us both to a private island and ravage you.”

“Lexi is a kitsune, Brooke a tree nymph,” Jeremiah continued, “What do you think Leah will become? What kind of fae are you?”

“I don’t know,” I said, “Shannon and I are going to research all of this and figure it out.”

“You can’t science magic, love.” Jeremiah grinned, and I looked at him, “But you’re going to try, aren’t you.”

I smiled and nodded and kissed him; then, there was a knock on the door. Shannon peaked in and then opened and walked in.

“Can I talk to you both,” she asked, “there is something you need to know.”

“Certainly,” I said, moving so she could sit between us, “What’s troubling you love.”

“School,” Shannon said, “Or more correctly, college. I have a full ride to San Diego State starting in the fall. I want to go, and I can’t stay here.” Then tears welled, and one fell down her cheek, “But I don’t want to leave here either. You are my family. I belong with you.”

I hugged her and looked at Jeremiah as I tried to quiet her crying.

“You are our family. We belong with you too,” I said, “we were discussing that we may have to move since no one will understand Naomi becoming a woman. It’s impossible. The only option for us might be to go somewhere else. Start over. I hear San Diego is nice.”

She sniffled and looked up at me. “Really? You’d do that, move the whole family just for me? That seems overly disruptive and expensive.”

I nodded and smiled, “I’m not sure you know much about us,” I smiled. “We’re loaded. We can pretty much live wherever we want—whenever we want. You will never have to worry about money again. You’re stuck with us.”

“We’ll figure it out,” Jeremiah said, “Beth and Zac may want to go to college too. We hadn’t had that conversation. Brooke and Leah may feel that way too. We will probably need a change of scenery and location for all of us—for many reasons. Things have changed so much in less than 24 hours. But we will figure it out.”

He looked at me, and I returned his look. Our thoughts melded without the help of the mesh we shared.

“Let’s get everyone home,” we said in unison, no longer willing to be separated.

“You’re sure?” Jeremiah asked, “You’re good with Kelly?”

“Yes, lover,” I said, “I am now. Naomi is fine, despite what happened. It was an accident. Had I learned how to poof, I would have done the same.”

“Is that what we’re calling it, poof?” he smiled.

I helped Shannon up, and a silent stream of thoughts had the other girls collecting their things and cleaning up. The movie was rolling credits, so Naomi didn’t put too much of a fuss.

Naeme suddenly appeared in front of J and me as Shannon left to gather our things.

“Listen,” Naeme said ominously, “you know you need to go? Leave? Yes?”

“Yes, we do,” I said, both of us nodding.

“You stay too long now. You make mundane here angry. Dark fae too,” she continued, “I help you, but only for so long.”

“How long?” we asked in unison.

“I don’t know,” she said, then poofed, disappearing entirely from our offices.

We all filed into our cars. Brooke rode with Lexi, Shannon rode home with Jeremiah, while Naomi and Leah rode home with me. Leah fell asleep in my car.

ISAAC

I worried about my sister the whole drive to Beth’s house. What happened was weird, tres weird! I had more of my share of weirdness in the past day. First, the incubus-fueled orgy in Megan’s classroom, only to return home and flow right into another one with the rest of my family.

I kept my distance from my mother; that would be too much. Just being in the range of her aura was surreal enough. But the sudden links between the adults in my family and Leah combined with my new mesh of Beth, Megan, Brooke, and Shannon. That was just crazy. Why wasn’t that bothering me more than it was, and why did I keep thinking about Carmen? Especially since I had the woman, I loved sitting beside me in the car.

I looked over at Beth and smiled. She looked at me and squeezed my hand.

“Naomi will be just fine,” she said. “Alyssa will figure it out.”

“Alyssa knows best,” I agreed. “She has always had our best interests for as long as I can remember.”

“I thought that big Naomi looked like her,” Beth mused. “Makes me wonder how hot Alyssa was when she first met your father.”

“Hard for anyone to outshine my mom,” I said. “All my father’s lovers are pretty hot for their age.”

It was no longer a secret about my father’s sex life. Knowing the inner details didn’t bother me as much as I thought.

“I’ll say! Lexi is sexy.” Beth sighed, “Do you consider me as one of your father’s lovers now?”

“You are sexy enough to be,” I drawled and squeezed her hand, “I suppose we are all each other’s lovers. Is it weird that it isn’t strange?”

“Not to me,” she said, “I’m finding that I love the idea of enjoying all my lovers—you especially.”

I pulled up in front of her house and came to a stop. We hadn’t even discussed what she was going to tell her parents.

“Are your parents upset about the sudden over-nighter?” I asked.

“I’ve been texting my mom. She was a bit irked that I waited until the last minute to message her,” she said. “She agreed it was my last weekend of school. We agreed that this was a special weekend.”

“But she doesn’t know you want to move in yet,” I asked.

“No, not yet,” she replied. “We will cross that bridge after this weekend. Come in with me and say hello. They will want to see you.”

“I just hope I don’t say the wrong thing.” I said, “I want to stay on Brad and Janice’s good side.”

“Will you give me some of your good side later?” Beth giggled before kissing my cheek and opening her door.

“Insatiable…” I echoed and didn’t say, “slut,” as we were at her parents’ house.

I got out of the car, took Beth’s hand, and walked to her front door. She opened the door and called out as I followed her inside.

“Mom? I’m home!” Beth called out.

“In the kitchen!” Beth’s mom, Janice, called out, “Just cleaning up from breakfast.”

Beth pulled me along by the hand and then released my hand to hug her mother tightly. She kissed her cheek, and Janice pulled back and smiled at her daughter.

“Where’s Dad?” asked Beth.

“Oh, he’s golfing this morning,” Janice said, looking at Beth appraisingly, “You look beautiful, sweetheart.”

Janice then looked over at me and smiled, and pulled me into a hug. “Hello, Zac,” she said. “How are you?”She squeezed me around my neck and kissed my cheek. She paused for a second, then pushed back to look in my eyes.

“Did she just sniff me?” I asked myself warily.

“You know you’re welcome to come for dinner or to visit,” Janice said with a smile. “We don’t see enough of Beth and you.”

“The end of the school year…,” I started, “Has been a bit crazy.”

“You two can talk. I’m going to go pack my bag,” Beth said and walked towards her bedroom.

“Okay, dear,” Janice said, “I’ll just chat more with Zac.”

I bit my bottom lip, not wanting to be alone with Beth’s mother. I didn’t mind, but I worried I wouldn’t give a good impression. Janice refocused her eyes at me and smiled,

“It must be good to put school behind you, though,” Janice said.

She crossed her arms across her chest and smiled. I recognized where Beth had gotten her eyes. Janice wore a fashionable bob haircut, and her bangs fell along her cheek on one side, which tended to draw my attention to one eye. I noticed her eyes lowered and then traveled up my body. My eyes fell to her bust. Her crossed arms accentuated her breasts, and I couldn’t help but notice the outline of her firm nipples through her light blouse.

I swallowed and lifted my eyes; luckily, her eyes were still traveling up my body. Her attention was odd, and I took a moment to ensure I had my ring…





My ring!








I’d forgotten my ring, and I didn’t realize it. I would have to rely on my self-control, but Janice’s rapt attention and alluring looks were already affecting me.

Her eyes fluttered, and she looked back at my eyes, slightly out of focus. I shifted on my feet and then walked around the kitchen counter. I wanted to hide any arousal I might be feeling and put something between Janice and myself.

She leaned across the counter and crossed her arms as her elbows rested on the countertop. Did she realize she gave me a direct line of sight to her cleavage?

I sighed, and she inhaled.

“Beth said she enjoyed the last day of school,” Janice said, conversing, “Did you do anything exciting together?”





Do I tell her we certainly did?



Including two orgies?



First in our teacher’s classroom?



Then later with my parents at our pool?








The recollection of those encounters didn’t help with my arousal, and I shifted slightly so I could drop my hand and adjust my thickening cock.

“Uh, yeah,” I said, realizing I should probably answer her question, “We had a small pool party at my house after school.”

“Sound fun,” she said, leaned a bit closer, and then inhaled.

Janice leaned against the counter, and her breasts compressed and deepened the valley between them. I flicked my eyes up to her eyes, and she caught me looking. She only smiled and rocked side to side as if encouraging me to return to ogling her.

“I must say,” Janice started, then paused, unsure if she should finish her sentence. “You smell really good,” she finally finished.

“Uh, thanks?” I said, not wanting to draw attention to what I knew was happening.

Janice came around the counter and again let her gaze run over my chest, then down to my waist. I side-stepped and looked to see if Beth would return anytime soon. I turned my hips to hide what was becoming an inappropriate outline of my manhood.

“Is it a new deodorant?” Janice asked, “I should get some for Brad.”

“Um, how long until Brad will be back from golf?” I asked, having nothing else to talk about.

“He’ll be gone for hours,” Janice said,” her eyes widening and smiling, “You and Beth can stay for a while.”

“I, uh, I should go check on Beth,” I stammered.

I quickly turned to head down the hall and search for Beth’s room. She took a few steps down the hall behind me for a step or two. I could feel her eyes watching my ass as I walked away.

“Second door on your right, honey,” Janice called.

I looked back to see her leaning against the wall, watching me walk away.





Was her hand between her thighs?








I waved and turned back and found Beth’s room. I knocked out of a fit of politeness and then opened the door and entered her room.

Beth bent over her dresser, pulling clothes from a lower drawer. She looked over her shoulder and smiled before turning back, searching for something. I came up behind her, grabbed her hips, and then ground my erection against her bottom.

“Mmmm,” she said and ground back towards me.

“Why are you hard?” she asked, “Not that I don’t mind.”

“I forgot my ring.” I said absently, “Your Mom was looking at me funny, telling me how good I smelled.”

“My mom is hot,” she agreed, not caring that I was hard because I was looking at her mother’s tits, “When she’s not being a nag and busybody.”

She lowered to her knees and turned. Pressing her cheek against my erection, she looked up at me. Her hand lifted and stroked the outline of my cock through my swim trunks. She inhaled, and her eyes lost focus as she got another hit from my pheromones.

“Do you want me to help you relieve the pressure?” she asked as her pupils dilated.

“No,” I managed, “We should get back home, baby,”

I remembered Carmen’s admonishment. I needed to lead, not stumble from one sexual encounter to the next. This could ruin Beth’s family.

I pulled Beth to her feet and hugged her tightly. Then we hurriedly packed her clothes in her bag.

We stopped by the living room to say goodbye to Janice. She watched HGTV like normal, but she stood to hug and kiss us both before we left. Usually, she’d wave from the sofa, entranced by the television. She smiled as she tousled my hair.

“Hope to see you soon, Zac,” she smiled, “you take good care of my girl.”

“You know I will,” I said, hugging her warmly, having gotten control of my impulses.

Janice paused for a moment and smiled.





Wait, did she press her ass back into my fingers?








Janice pulled away and sat back on the sofa. She watched me just long enough to begin to be awkward, then inhaled deeply. She winked and resumed watching her show. I hustled Beth out the door.





What the hell was that all about?








Beth and I loaded her bags into the trunk of my car. Then we stopped by a drive-through to get some soda before heading home. I felt like I dodged a bullet, but I also was proud I didn’t succumb to my baser instincts.

CARMEN

I knocked on the door to Kelly’s boudoir from our main bedroom. Her door was open, but I heard voices and didn’t want to disturb her. Lately, I’d been muting the cacophony of voices on our shared mesh, so I wasn’t as attuned to what was happening. I was still frustrated from this morning before all hell broke loose. Jeremiah was gone, and I needed—a dominant presence. Kelly would have to do, at least for now.

“Carmen,” Kelly called out in her sweet voice, “you know you can just walk in any time.”

I sighed, feeling frustrated again. I needed Kelly to be my Mistress. To be in control, she didn’t want to assume that role outside of playtime for the past few months. I would have to top her from the bottom again.

I slid to my knees and crawled into her bedroom. I kept my head down out of respect, knowing that Megan was in the room with her. I was naked save for my collar. Like a slave should be and knelt submissively before Kelly as I had done many times before.

“Oh, right,” Kelly mumbled when she noticed me and realized what I desired, then cleared her voice. “You may speak freely, slave.”

She gripped a handful of my hair and tugged my head up, which made me purr. She knew how it worked; it just wasn’t natural for her like Jeremiah. I dared to lift my eyes, and she stared down at me evenly. My eyes darkened, then shifted towards where Megan was on the bed. Kelly nodded, understanding.

“Megan, can you excuse us?” Kelly said, “We need a few minutes.”

“Oh, certainly your… do I uh… call you anything?” Megan said quizzically.

“I’m just Kel to you, Megan,” Kelly said, “No titles required. We won’t be long.”

I felt Megan brush past me. Then Kelly let go of my hair and turned from me, walking to her chair and resting on it like a throne. She was wearing a camisole and nothing else. She sat, crossed her legs at the knee, exposing her bare cunt, and then extended her beautiful toes towards me. She looked at me with expectation.


“Fuck me,”
 I said as I watched her in awe. “When she puts her mind to it, she can make my cunt melt.”


I crawled to her eagerly, my core clenching. I kissed her toes one at a time to honor her as she deserved. I settled back into my submissive kneel and rested my cheek against her lifted thigh.

“Speak freely,” she said, understanding I needed to talk, not start a scene.

“Mistress,” I started, “this one is troubled and needs to confess. She has sought the solace of someone outside our family for her sexual needs.”

“Maria,” she said, understanding, “Ever since Zac had his—mistake…you two have been closer.”

My mind joined hers in reliving the intense experience as we burned off the latent lust from Zac’s new powers that afternoon. The dynamic of our house had changed from that point. Yesterday we went through another shift, and this morning was even more disruptive.

“Are you feeling left out, my love?” She asked with concern.

“No, Mistress,” I said, “this one still feels very connected to you and Master. To our family and even all our new members. She doesn’t understand why she needs to seek satisfaction with Maria.”

“She is close to family,” Kelly said. “She knows all our secrets now. After last night she knows we are supernaturally connected.”

I nodded and kissed her knee. I lifted a hand to caress her lower leg. Then I looked up at her.

“Should she be family too, maybe?” I asked, “This one doesn’t want to presume, Mistress.”

“Possibly,” Kelly replied, then thought for a moment, “Aly seems to be the one to join us, and she has had minimal direct contact with Maria. We should discuss this with her.”

Kelly uncrossed her legs and spread them wide, gripping my hair and pulling me to her cunt. I licked my lips, feeling the conversation end, and my submissive self rose to the surface.

“I need you to eat me, slave,” Kelly growled, allowing her aura to pulse, “I want to coat your pretty face with my juices, so you look like my loving slut.”


“Gawd, is she a mind reader too”


“Yes, Mistress,” I continued eagerly.

I drove my mouth into her cunt, feeling her grind into my lips. My cunt was clenching and dripping as she controlled me. My nipples were achingly hard as I lapped between her labia, then focused on her clit. She started to glow, and I felt proud to serve such a magnificent creature. Feeling undeserving of her attention only intensified my humiliation at how eagerly and without question I obeyed her.

I was on edge before her and clenched my cunt to hold it back. She was rolling her hips, both hands gripping my hair firmly. She ground her sex over my face, smearing her arousal until my cheeks gleamed with her juices. I curled my tongue into her opening and pressed inside, my nose pressing into her clit. She grunted her approval as she ground her cunt into my face. She used me as a toy to pleasure herself. I felt my place was to be her vibrator and moaned and groaned to that effect.

With a gasp, she was there, and her body stiffened as her back arched. Her hips bucked forward, and she squirted a stream of her juice into my face. I drank from the stream and continued to lap hungrily, my face and breasts glistening from the baptism of her orgasm. She pushed me away, satisfied. She stood over me, then leaned and pulled my head up, craning my neck. She stared at me with her intensely beautiful blue eyes.

“You’ve pleased me, slave.” She said and kissed me.

I had another orgasm, a slight but satisfying clench as I fell into my rightful place at her feet. I prostrated and kissed her toes. My insides thrilled at being near her.

“Now slut, find Megan and tell her she may return,” she said, “and let her see the shining face of a devoted slave. Don’t wash my juices off.”

I nodded, and crawled backwards from her room. I felt like a good submissive slave and wore her arousal, still dripping from my chin, like a badge of honor. I stood up outside her room and went to find Megan.

MEGAN

I was sitting on one of the soft couches in the main bedroom. I was wearing one of Kelly’s babydoll nighties. It was black satin with lace along the top. Our body shapes were similar, and she told me my breasts looked terrific in her lingerie.

“You can keep it,” she said, at the time, in her boudoir. “A gift from me to welcome you.”

I smiled as I sat and rested. After the shower, we dressed in a few outfits and tried things on. Before Carmen knocked, she soon had a pile of clothes set aside for me.

She wasn’t interrupting us, but I could tell she was concerned about something. I didn’t know much about BDSM but had read enough bodice rippers to be aroused by thoughts of submission and dominance. When Kelly took control, I was amazed. It was instantly intense with something more than just sex—some deeper connection, emotional and physical.

Outside Kelly’s boudoir, I distracted myself by walking around the main suite, looking out the windows. They were polarized and didn’t allow anyone to see inside. So I stood there watching the leaves blow for a while. I found the small sofa and reclined, my thoughts repeatedly flipping through what happened to me.

A change came over me when I saw Zac and Beth kissing in my classroom. I had been drawn to him from the first time I saw him at the beginning of the school year. He was awkward and sweet. He had no idea how attractive he was to his classmates. He was a good student. I felt a kinship and tried to help him navigate high school and focus on his studies. Then a few weeks ago, he suddenly changed. He became more confident and radiated a different kind of charisma. I tried to blow it off as a crush, but it seemed to grow more over time.

I knew what I wanted when I saw him kissing Beth in my classroom. I knew it meant to ruin my career. I didn’t care. I chose to go to him, kiss him, and open my legs so he could fuck me, every step a conscious choice. At least it felt that way.

My connection to Lexi was much the same. I remembered seeing her at the track right after I’d masturbated thinking of Zac. Something pulled me to her, something primal. It must have been fate when Lexi found me in her room with Zac yesterday. The way she pulled me to her bed assured her attraction to me was the same. I wanted her as much as she wanted me. I was drunk in love with both of them.

“I’ve become such a slut,” I thought with a grin, not thinking of that charged word pejoratively.

I was enjoying each new link in the chain. I felt sexually liberated. Everyone around me accepted this new facet of my personality. My eagerness to engage was accepted as normal by my lovers at any time. Leah last night, then Jeremiah and Kelly after the crazy morning. I felt desired and worthy of their love and attention.

I saw Carmen back out of the room on her knees, the caramel flesh of her ass alluring. She rose to her feet and turned and spotted me. She hurried towards me, lowered her knees, and crawled the last few steps. I sat on the edge of my sofa and was about to complain; she didn’t need to crawl to me.

“Please,” she said breathlessly, “This one will explain.”

Carmen knelt before me—her thighs spread, and her palms rested open on her thighs. Her silver collar was bright around the base of her throat. Her face was dripping, something wet, down her cheeks and chin and over her breasts. She smelled like Kelly, like when I was tonguing her in the shower, getting pounded by Jeremiah.

I nodded, indicating I was listening and looked at her curiously.

“This one was told you may return to Mistress Kelly now,” she said, and her eyes cast to the floor, “This one understands her behavior is different. This one would enjoy explaining this to you in the future.”

She closed her mouth and bowed her head. I smiled, then stood and stepped close to her. I instinctively reached out and gripped a handful of her messed hair without knowing if it was right. She moaned as I yanked her head up and looked at her eyes.

“I would enjoy that,” I said.

Then I kissed Carmen. I kissed her thoroughly on her lips and pressed my tongue between them aggressively. She shuddered as I took her mouth in mine. I reached and gripped her entire breast and squeezed it firmly. Then pulled away.

She gasped as she tried to remain still. Her thighs twitched, and her hips squirmed.

“You taste like your Mistress,” I smiled, “I will talk to you soon. You may go.”

“Yes, ma’am,” she said, her eyes looking at me differently; she was out of breath.

She bowed her head and crawled backwards before she stood and retreated to her bedroom. I smiled at the short interaction and wondered how Carmen felt about it. Aly and Jeremiah came out from Aly’s room, returning from the office sooner than expected. I stood and went to them.

As I approached, Kelly exited her room in a full-length dressing gown and hugged them tightly. I held back as they hugged and spoke to each other. I was unsure if Kelly wanted me to continue our dress-up play as Carmen had indicated. I also wanted to talk with Alyssa. She seemed to know how to handle any situation. I needed to speak with Jeremiah too.

I heard rustling in the other rooms. I figured Lexi was back, along with the others. Maybe, Zac and Beth were back too. Alyssa turned to look at me, then nodded to Kelly. Kelly kissed her, then Jeremiah, and went back through her room. My mind sensed she was going to check on Naomi. I trembled nervously as Alyssa walked towards me, holding Jeremiah’s hand. Alyssa smiled, leaned, and kissed me deeply, and I enjoyed being close to her. I rose on my toes to kiss Jeremiah sharing another deep, lingering kiss.

“Let’s sit,” Aly started, nodding to a pair of loveseats a few steps away.

“I’d like that,” I said, “I know you two are very busy.”

I sat down in one seat. Alyssa slid down beside me and turned to look at me. Jeremiah made himself comfortable in the other seat opposite us and smiled.

“Never too busy to talk with you,” Jeremiah said.

“We know you have been through a lot,” Aly said. “We want to listen, help, and reassure you.”

I chewed my lip and tried to figure out where to start. I’d fucked their son, well it was Jeremiah’s son, and I was a school teacher. All of us seemed to be okay with what happened. I tried to remember if I ever was troubled by that thought. Trying to think about that made it easy to forget, but something did stay fixed in my mind.

“The school board will fire me when they find out what I allowed to happen in my classroom,” I started, “I accept full responsibility. I acted selfishly. I’m the root cause of everything else that has happened since.”

“Thank you for that,” Alyssa said, “we were at first startled by the revelation, but we also think Zac had a lot to do with what happened. It wasn’t solely your responsibility Megan.”

I nodded and started to say something when Alyssa raised her fingers to my lips, silencing me while letting me know she heard me and understood.

“We must put that behind us and deal with the consequences.” She said direct and to the point, “You are afraid you will lose your job,”

“I will lose my job.” I said, then swallowed the lump in my throat, feeling my eyes well with tears, “I don’t regret anything, but I feel like I’m adrift and more than a little out of control.”

“Resign first, take back control.” Aly said practically, “Then work for me. If you resign and take another position, the school board can look the other way. No one on the school board wants to admit publicly that four students had an orgy with their teacher on school grounds.”

“Work for you?” I asked, “Doing what?”

It was easy to let the rest of her statements flutter away as I watched her. It was the right thing to do, and I had already arrived at that determination. However, I wondered what a high school history teacher could do for a psychiatrist.

“What did you study in college besides teaching?” She asked and crisscrossed her legs to sit more comfortably on the sofa; she pushed her glasses up her nose and focused on me.

“Actually,” I began, “my degree is in History, specializing in European History from the Medieval era to the Renaissance. I got my teaching certificate because the job market is pretty tight for a BA in History.”

Alyssa looked at Jeremiah, then smiled at me. I looked back at her curiously then I connected the dots.

“That’s what you need, isn’t it?” I asked, “Someone who knows that period, because….”

“Because of all the faery lore,” she finished excitedly, “Shannon has already taken some notes, and we need to define the project better. This will become very important for all of us. We need to start as soon as possible.”

“What will my salary be,” I asked hesitantly.

She smiled impishly, “It comes with free room and board,” she continued.

I looked at her, confused for a moment. Maybe she didn’t understand I would need money to live. Having a roof over my head was great, but I still had student loans I was paying off. She sensed my confusion and looked at Jeremiah, they locked eyes as if they were sharing each other’s minds, and he nodded.

“Megan, you’re family,” he said, “what is ours is yours, and what is ours is probably more than you can imagine.”

I sat back, speechless. My mouth flopped open, then shut as I couldn’t form words.

“What?” I tried, “That… I can’t… I don’t….”

I couldn’t complete a sentence. It was so beyond my expectation. Were they going to share their wealth with me? With everyone? I couldn’t comprehend the meaning.

“We, all of the original family, have the same agreement,” Jeremiah explained. ”My fortune is my family’s fortune. You are family now. Therefore, you need not worry about finances. We have been fortunate and have invested well. Our wealth continues to grow, and I don’t see it stopping.”

My shocked face and inability to form words allowed him to continue after a pause.

“Monday, I will talk with my lawyers to get this laid out correctly. It might be trickier than it was when we formed our family,” Jeremiah started, “but rest assured, you won’t have to worry about money again.”

“I don’t know what to say,” I said, still stunned.

“Thank you?” He said with a grin.

“Thank you,” I smiled, “I can’t possibly thank you enough.”

“We all contribute to the family. I have no doubts you will do the same,” Jeremiah concluded.

“There is another thing we need to ask you,” Jeremiah continued, after a beat, “Suddenly, our five-year-old daughter is much older. If that gets out—high school sex orgy will be forgotten. Please, don’t think this is about what happened with you and Zac. We are going to need to move away, maybe even change identities. Do you need to stay here? In this town?”

“God no,” I said immediately, then laughed. “I have no ties here and was wondering where I would move to next, someplace with less rain, preferably.”

“How about Southern California, San Diego specifically?” Alyssa asked.

“Sounds perfect,” I said, “but why there?”

“You’re going to be working closely with Shannon on this project,” Alyssa said, “she’s starting classes at San Diego State in a few months. So we thought that might be the place to move all of us.”

“Speaking of Shannon,” said the voice of Shannon.

She smiled as she walked towards us; tailing along behind her was Brooke.

We all stood and greeted them with full hugs and long kisses. I don’t remember enjoying so many kisses and touches in my life. We indeed were a friendly family. After the round of embraces, Shannon looked at Alyssa.

“Brooke offered to take me home to get my things,” Shannon said, “Leah’s sleeping pretty hard in her bed. We just checked on her. Naomi is with Lexi swimming… kind of. I want to get my stuff and move in here for good. I don’t want to be the one to hold things up if we need to move. I don’t have much.”

Alyssa listened, her eyes observing Shannon, then tilted her head.

“What about your folks,” she asked, “I know you don’t have a close relationship, but they may feel differently if you tell them you’re leaving for good. I’d be glad to go with you and talk with them.”

Shannon looked at Brooke; her friend hugged her.

“Tell them, Shan,” Brooke said, “you can trust them.

Shannon looked back at Alyssa and sighed heavily. She looked defeated.

“I wish I could introduce you to them,” she said, then started to cry. “They left a few weeks ago. I left for school one morning, then came home to nothing but my stuff. They left a note with a little bit of money. They told me the rent was paid through the end of the month. I have to be out by Friday.”

Shannon spoke in a stream of words, tears falling freely down her face, then just gave in and cried. Then she shook her head and rubbed the fingertips along the bottom of her eyes. Then looked steadily at Alyssa. She looked determined and refused to be defeated by her natural shitty parents.

“Aly,” Shannon said, “I want to move on. Put that in my rearview. All that has happened with this family feels like a dream, and I don’t want it to end.”

She wrapped her arms around Alyssa and hugged her tightly; Brooke joined the hug, then joined them.

Shannon’s revelation shocked me and humbled me. I relived my irritation at her and Brooke’s behavior, leading to them serving detention on the last day of school. The resigned look in Shannon’s eyes as she accepted my punishment.





Why didn’t I ask her what was going on?








I wanted to help in some little way. This seemed all connected suddenly. Like it was meant to be, a series of separate catastrophes culminating in an unexpected redemption.

“I can go with you,” I finally offered, “If you don’t mind helping me get my stuff.”

I looked at Alyssa and Jeremiah, seeking their approval. “I’ve got a box of keepsakes and a couple of bags of clothes. Not much time to collect things on my salary. Even my furniture came with my apartment,” I explained. “I would love to help you, Shannon,” I continued, turning to her, “Please let me help you. I want to start our next chapter together.”

Speechless, Shannon hugged me, and then I pulled in Brooke. “I’m sorry,” I said soberly, “I had no idea. I wish I would have thought to ask what was going on instead of just giving you detention.

“The best detention, EVER!” Brooke declared with a smile.

Shannon nodded, and we all hugged again. I realized I was pledging myself to both of them. I’d help them find their way. They would help me find mine.

I looked at Jeremiah and Alyssa. Alyssa slid beside and hugged him as she watched us hug and have our moment.

“Let me take care of the girls.” I said, “You two need to be here and do what needs to be done. I can only imagine the changes you’re going through. If you have room for us, I’ll make sure we get back safely,”

“That would be a big help, Megan,” Jeremiah said, “thank you.”

I nodded and took Shannon and Brooke’s hands. I pulled them through Kelly’s boudoir. I flipped through the stack of clothes she gave me, pulled out a simple pair of jeans and a polo shirt, and dressed. Then the three of us were out the door to collect our lives into boxes and bags.

JEREMIAH

Aly and I were speechless at the revelations transmitted through our mesh by Shannon, Brooke, and Megan. At first glance, the after-school detention was a devastating mistake in judgment by both Zac and Megan, ended up opening the door to an uncertain but promising future. We hugged tightly and looked at each other, reviewing the series of events we had gone through when our family began. The echoes of the past still resonated.

We kissed and parted.

“We need to talk with Kelly,” Alyssa said.

We found her downstairs on the patio, watching Lexi teach Naomi to swim. Naomi had borrowed one of Aly’s bathing suits. I couldn’t help but think back to when we were all traveling in the RV, stopped in Montana, and enjoyed swimming and other things. My mind tried not to connect Naomi to the other stuff, but as much as she mirrored her mother, it made it difficult.

I sat between Aly and Kelly, and we looked at each other. I shrugged and took the lead.

“We must look at immediate needs and then things we need to do within the next few weeks.” I started, “We must figure out everything we need to do to move quickly. We can’t stay here.”

“Why not?” Kelly started, then blushed as she saw Naomi struggling again to learn the stroke Lexi was teaching her. “Right, no one is going to believe Naomi aged overnight. Sorry.”

“Yes,” I said, “add to that Shannon has a scholarship to SDSU, and Megan shouldn’t stay around with what happened in her classroom. We risk exposure, and we all know we can’t allow that.”

“Okay,” Kelly accepted, “it’s sad to leave home, but I know it’s the next step. Mom can come with us?”

“If she wants to, she’s always welcome.” I said, “We will need to talk with her.”

“More immediately, we need to make more permanent sleeping arrangements.” I continued, “What are both of your thoughts?”

“I think we should add another bed or two in the main room upstairs,” Aly said, “making it easier to connect. I enjoyed the intimacy with just Shannon last night, but I missed being near everyone. I think that’s why it got so distracting this morning.”

“Does that include Naomi?” I asked, addressing the elephant in the room.

“She can’t sleep in her toddler bed,” Alyssa said, “but I get what you mean. You know that sooner or later, she will want to be with us.”

Kelly gasped for a second, looked at Naomi swimming, and nodded. I had to agree with Alyssa too grimly.

“She looks like you did, Aly, when we helped Jenn,” Kelly said, echoing my musings and the reverberations of fate suddenly so apparent.

Aly nodded, and while she was practical, she was also emotional about the fact that her baby was suddenly an adult woman. She looked down so we wouldn’t see her brush away a tear.

“I think she can sleep in my bed for the immediate future.” Aly said, “Close to us, but behind a door.”

“So Zac and I will move his and Leah’s beds up to the main room when he gets back,” I planned, “Should we add Maria’s bed as well?”

Carmen slid behind me and hugged me, noticing us from the kitchen. “You want to fuck the maid, Papi?” she teased with a smile.

“Carmen, it’s good you’re here. We need your common sense while we plan. Do you think Maria should be part of all of us?” Aly asked, “I wanted to ask you before I talked with her.”

“Honestly, yes,” Carmen said, realizing the group’s tone was serious. “If we’re going to move, we’ll need her help. She is a wonderful woman who would love to be part of our group. The family has doubled, and I can’t do it all myself. I just about lost it fourteen times this morning.”

“I’ll talk to her,” Alyssa said.

We were interrupted by Naomi. She had a towel wrapped around her, and water was streaming down her body. Lexi walked with her and smiled, rubbing Naomi’s back.

“She won’t drown,” Lexi reported, “we still need to work on the actual swimming part. She understands floating very well.”

Naomi blushed and pushed out her breasts, “Built-in life preservers!” she said with a laugh.

She then proceeded to greet each of us by name, accompanied by a full and lingering kiss, which everyone accepted with different levels of shock. She looked at Alyssa like nothing was off.

“Mommy, … umm … Mom, Lexi said I should shower,” she began, ”and get dressed, but I don’t have any clothes to wear. Can I borrow some of yours?”

“Oh course, sweetheart,” Alyssa said distractedly, “we will have to get you new clothes of your own soon.”

“Okay,” she said, “I’ll be back after I’m showered and dressed. I love all of you.”

“We love you!” I called back, then looked at the rest of my girls.

“She’s a good kisser,” Kelly said, “but maybe she needs to learn boundaries.”

“Oh, Kelly,” Aly said with irritation, “don’t you see what she is doing? She’s trying to fit in. We have all been kissing like that all morning. She’s noticed. She has no other reference. We’ve taught her that is how adults greet one another.”

“Yeah,” Lexi said, agreeing with Alyssa, “She is a good mimic. She watched and then did exactly how I showed her. Learning to swim strokes takes some initiative and understanding your position in the water, not just repeating something by rote. She needs to learn that.”

We all nodded thoughtfully. I traveled down a path of how we all seemed to accept things as expected. It stuck in the back of my mind for a moment.

I looked at Kelly. “Could you go shopping for Naomi?” I asked. “She is Alyssa’s size. That is obvious. I don’t think Naomi should go with you, too many questions. She doesn’t know how to act outside of our family.”

“J, you could help Naomi,” Aly said, taking another bite of the elephant, “We also need to reassure her she belongs with the family. She is going to feel so isolated. If we kiss each other one way, then make her do something different. It’s not good. She needs your special help.”

“I get it, Aly,” I said a bit too sharply, then softened my tone, “This is happening a bit faster than I want it to, but I agree, she needs to be incorporated, as does Maria. Any objections?”

I looked around, and everyone nodded, and I looked down at my hands, unsure how to ask the next question. “We should do something special—tonight. The whole family, to welcome all our new members, including Naomi. Does anyone have a problem with that?”

My gut clenched when I realized what I was saying. Naomi would join our family and be like the others that joined last night—when our family grew. It would be awkward to watch her—I didn’t want to be intimate with her. I felt it was the same between Kelly and Zac.

No one shook their head. Everyone nodded in agreement.

“She has to be okay with it, first,” Aly said, her mothering instinct rising to protect her daughter. “If she’s not ready, she can sleep with me in my boudoir,” Aly said, “at least until she’s ready. Aly looked at Kelly and continued calmly, “Kelly, your aura should help when that time comes.”

To say we all didn’t feel some discomfort would be a lie. We all went quiet and realized what we were planning. We exchanged thoughts via our mesh, hashing through the discomfort silently. After that, the conversation became freer as we exchanged glances and nods and decided how we wanted to make tonight special for all of our new family members.

Zac and Beth returned as we concluded, and I waved them over.

“I need to call our lawyers and set up a meeting for tomorrow,” I said as Zac approached, then switched topics to the rearrangement of furniture.

“Zac, while I’m on the phone, I need you to help move all the mattresses from the bedrooms downstairs to the main bedroom upstairs. While you’re out, Kelly, please buy something nice for all our new girls and a set of clothes for Naomi, as discussed. You can take Beth to help you.”

“I’d love to help,” said Beth, “anything you need.”

“All of us need to pitch in to get the main room upstairs just right,” I continued, ”Aly, can you check on Leah after you speak with Maria?”

She nodded, and then we all stood up, knowing what needed to be done. It was more than just moving furniture and purchasing new clothes. There was an emotional element. We were going to consecrate our new relationships—potentially welcome Naomi as a full family member.

It was the right thing to do.

It felt like too much too fast, but if she was a twenty-something woman. It would be unfair to keep her outside if she wanted to be part of the family. We’d have to figure out how.

Finally, I picked up my phone and called my lawyer.

“Uncle Thomas,” I said, “I need to meet with you Monday. If you could come up to the house, I’d appreciate it. I think you’ll have many questions, but I need to amend our financials.”

“Jeremiah,” he said, “I’m here for you. Of course I’ll be there, just one?” he asked.

I shook my head in amusement. He was still as sharp as ever. Tommy was nearing retirement, but his voice still sounded young and vibrant. He had transitioned most of his clients to his son, Tommy Jr., but he kept my account close.

“More than that,” I said with a grin, “it’s better you heard this in person.”

“Oh,” Tommy said, then grew serious, “Are you okay, Jeremiah?”

“I will be, Tommy,” I said, “don’t worry, we’ll figure it out. A lot of things need to change. Do you think Junior is ready?”

“I’ll brief him tomorrow,” Tommy said, “he knows you’re special, but you’re right. It’s time we brought him in. We’ll both see you Monday.”













CHAPTER
 FORTY-EIGHT











MARIA


It pleased
 me to help this strange and wonderful family. However, I had slept through what was a significant event. It was because Carmen had exhausted me—she was doing it more and more—I’m not complaining.

Carmen kissed me as she left to fix breakfast. “You rest, puta,” She said, “I’ll handle the breakfast.”

That made me smile. Even her dirty nickname for me felt special.

I was working on dinner while everyone was coming and going. I enjoyed watching how everyone interacted, and the view of the pool and patio through the kitchen made me feel connected to their comings and goings.

Jeremiah was having a conversation with all of his lovers. Things were changing. I knew that from the dinner party last night. Much of it was confusing to me. I knew Jeremiah, Kelly, and Alyssa were special when they hired me to help Carmen a few years ago.

Then there was that thing that happened between Leah and me. Zac had something to do with it. Then there was the wild orgy with Carmen, Jeremiah, Kelly, and Leah. It shocked me. But it also felt like I was getting closer to all of them, not just Carmen. I didn’t know how to voice how it affected me—it felt right.

Since then, Carmen had found me and brought me to her room more than I could remember. I was friendly with the others in the family. I loved them and was especially loved by them. Everything made me want to continue working here and serve these remarkable people for as long as possible.

This morning, everyone left in a hurry. I came down to help Carmen in the kitchen but was too late for breakfast. The whole area contained water, clothes, plates, and food. Carmen was distracted and on edge—so I went to work. The downstairs got quiet as we worked. Soon the kitchen was spotless with everything in its place.

Carmen looked at me with that gleam in her eye. “Puta,” she started, “Did you enjoy sleeping in today?”

When she called me, I knew I was in the most wonderful trouble.

She pushed me to my knees at the counter, “I need your mouth on my cunt, now,” she growled and pulled her skirt up.

I eagerly obeyed. I hoped it would take her mind off whatever had her on edge this morning. Jeremiah caught us as he left. I worried about that for a moment, then felt Carmen tug me back against her tasty cunt, and forgot all about what was troubling me.

Shortly after that, with my face feeling like a glazed donut, she pulled me up and kissed me.

“My bedroom now,” she growled, “I’m going to let you use the strap-on. I need you to fuck me stupid.”

I laughed, and she chased me up to her room. Everyone seemed to be gone. And we both got to wear the strap-on. Then she told me to go downstairs and shower and change. She said we needed to think about dinner after that.

“Dinner for eleven, plus me?” I asked. “What should I make for little Naomi?”

Carmen looked at me strangely, “Just cook for thirteen—Naomi is grown now,” she said, “How did you miss that?”

“What?” I said, “She’s five years old.”

“Kelly pulled her through some faerie portal, and now she’s older than Zac!” Carmen exclaimed.

I shook my head and laughed. She was trying to pull a joke on me.

I went downstairs to my room and showered. I changed into clothes that didn’t smell like Carmen and climbed back up the stairs. I was looking out the window and saw Ms. Kelly come down and watch Lexi teach a new girl how to float and swim.

I just focused on making dinner. Carmen came down a bit later, her face looking a bit like a glazed donut but smiling from ear to ear.

“Who’s the new girl getting swimming lessons?” I asked,

“That’s Naomi,” Carmen said, “I told you she’s all grown up now.”

“What? How?” I asked

“I told you, faerie shit,” Carmen said with a shrug, then wandered outside to join the conversation.

That was about thirty minutes ago. Naomi had finished swimming and joined everyone, giving everyone a firm hug and a lingering kiss. She smiled at me. This adult, Naomi, hugged me, gave me a long lingering kiss, and broke with a smile.

She was an adult, all right.

Jeremiah stood up, said something, and then everyone suddenly went in different directions. Alyssa saw me and smiled, then leaned over the counter.

“I need to talk with you, Maria,” she said smiling, “can you take a break and sit with me in the living room?

“Of course, Ms. Alyssa,” I replied nervously, washing my hands.

I dried them off, followed her, and sat beside her on the sofa. She turned to me and pushed her glasses up, studying me. She was quiet for a moment, and her gaze looked past my eyes.

“You’ve gotten close to Carmen lately.” Alyssa said with a smile, “How do you feel about that?”

“Oh,” I said, “I hope you don’t think it’s distracting me from my work.”

“This isn’t about your work, Maria,” she assured me. “We love what you give to this family.”

I bowed my head, thinking about what Carmen meant to me. She was special to me. We had a bond, more than sisters, more than lovers.

“I love being with Carmen,” I said, “I love all of this family. I see what happens, and I don’t mind. I don’t say a word.”

“We trust you,” Aly assured me, “we are going through changes, I’m sure you’ve noticed.”

“Yes,” I smiled, “More people, still the same family,”

Alyssa leaned closer, intently looking at me, then closed her eyes. She lifted a hand behind my head.

My heart raced. She was so lovely. Alyssa kissed me, and I kissed her back. My eyes fluttered as she traced her tongue along my lips. I opened my mouth and pressed my tongue against hers. Then suddenly, my mind had a million more connections. Alyssa parted the kiss and smiled.

“Now, you are family too,” Alyssa said and hugged me close.

My eyes blinked as I tried to process a cacophony of voices in my thoughts.

I heard Carmen say clearly, “I love you, Maria, my sister.”

Then everyone was calling me sister and telling me they loved me. Alyssa pulled me against her.

“I love you, Maria; you’re with family,” she whispered in my ear, “I’m sorry I didn’t bring you in sooner; everything has been a bit confusing. Do you understand?”

“You,” I started, “This,”

I couldn’t put two thoughts together, but I understood.

“I do.” I said, “I belong with you,” I tried to explain, but my English wasn’t good, and a tear of joy slid down my cheek.

I hugged Aly close, then looked at her and kissed her deeply. She kissed me back and touched me as Carmen did. Like Kelly, Leah, and I had. I cupped her breasts, and she squeezed mine. I wanted more, but I also knew I had to get dinner going, and I reluctantly parted from our intimate embrace.

“I need to make dinner,” I said, “I want to … love you. Maybe tonight?”

I felt I was missing something; a part of me was slightly different. But I also felt accepted and loved.

“We are having a family ceremony tonight, Maria,” she started. “After dinner, I need you to prepare for it. We will clean up. Kelly will bring you something to wear; Carmen will show you to our main room, your new room. We will be waiting for you.”

“Yes, Ms. Aly,” I said with a smile.

“Please,” she grinned, “Aly or sister is fine.”

I got up and went to the kitchen. Thoughts were streaming through my mind from everyone. Aly and Jeremiah were discussing that I needed some help. Carmen sent me so much love. Lexi swung by the kitchen, hugged me tightly, and welcomed me with a kiss.

Alyssa passed me, patting my bottom affectionately, then grabbed Jeremiah’s hand, and both went downstairs. After they disappeared, Zac and Lexi pulled up a mattress and then pushed it towards the main upstairs room. Naomi followed, carrying an armful of pillows.

This family was always so busy.

LEAH

I slowly returned to consciousness but stayed on my tummy, eyes closed.

Someone was rubbing my back through the t-shirt I was wearing. I could sense two minds with me, close—others were further away. What I felt wasn’t the mesh. It was different; it was my power. I closed my eyes and concentrated on feeling these new minds.

“Aly,” I thought to myself, “And Jeremiah.”

I knew their minds from the mesh, but this was more cohesive, more defined. I could sense their thoughts, not hear what they allowed themselves to think. Aly was concerned. She knew the transportation affected me and aged me. She wanted to see if I was okay. I pushed a thought, my thought, not using her mesh.

Her hand slowed, then she probed back using my new connection.


“Leah?”


I slowly opened my eyes and turned. I sent Aly a series of thoughts as my eyes met hers.


“I’m fine, no physical problems, but I can feel minds, read thoughts, I can … I’m you.”


Aly’s eyes warmed, and she smiled at me. Jeremiah still looked concerned. He hadn’t heard my messages to Aly. I linked with him, sent him the same stream of thoughts, and his eyes widened, then looked at Aly. She shared a smile with him, then they both looked back at me.

“You’re like me,” Aly said with a smile.

I nodded. “I guess so.”

I sat up, and Aly lowered and hugged me. The whole realization was arousing, and my nipples tightened as I hugged her close. We shared a full kiss, lingering, with a promise of more, later.

“We need to stay focused,” Aly said, more for her benefit than mine, I sensed.

“No worries,” I smiled, “I’m sorry I crashed. I feel great now. How can I help? I seem to be without a job….”

“Hmmm,” Aly said with a smile, “That’s true. I suppose we will have to promote to a special assistant. You’re needed here, even if you no longer have a child to protect.”

“I…” I tried to continue but couldn’t find the words.

I felt like I had failed in protecting Naomi, and my eyes betrayed my emotions, and they welled with tears.

“I tried,” I cried, “I’m so sorry.”

“Oh, sweetheart,” Aly said, “I know you did. Hell, you tried so hard you went with her into the pool. I don’t blame you at all. Leah, please.”

Aly comforted me and used her thumbs to wipe away my tears and find my eyes.

“You always have done so well,” Aly said, and Jeremiah nodded, “You are vital to our family, Leah. Never doubt that.”

“Speaking of,” Jeremiah said, “Are you okay, physically? I know Naomi—well, she’s not a child anymore.”

“I’m not the age I was anymore,” I answered.“I don’t know how old I am. Maybe five years older? It’s hard to tell. My mind is still processing it. I feel like I've stabilized emotionally. I feel more mature. I feel more like Megan’s age if that makes sense?”

“Yes,” Aly said, “appearance-wise, that seems consistent. Naomi is, mentally, rapidly growing into her physical age. I’m sure you’re going through that same process. It’s so difficult to nail down a biological age. Science doesn’t help us here.”

“Any other changes?” Jeremiah asked, “Lexi is a fox. Brooke is like a tree. Did you feel anything else?”

I looked at him and sent him a thought, just for him. His eyes widened, and he looked at Aly.

“I’m not sure we need two of you, Aly,” he smiled, “but maybe we do. The mesh is getting so very confusing. Lately, I’ve found my mind shutting that down more.”

“I’m not sure what exactly we are, Leah and I,” Aly said to Jeremiah, then looked directly at me, “But we are very similar. We will have to experiment. I have a lot to teach you, Leah. I also think I have a lot more to learn from you.”

“First things first,” Jeremiah interrupted. I sensed he felt pressure to stay on task.

“We are bringing all the mattresses upstairs. We want to ensure everyone can enjoy sleeping in the same space, if not the same bed. To be more connected.”

“Oh,” I said, “so you want to move my bed?”

I turned to sit up, then stood up.

“How else can I help?”

“J, could you strip the bed,” Aly said, “Leah and I will be right back.”

Aly took my hand. Then with a sudden pop, we appeared in the main bedroom upstairs.

“Whoa,” I said, not as disoriented as my first confused transportation with Kelly, “You can do that too?”

Zac leaped back in surprise as we suddenly appeared a few feet away from him. He arranged a mattress against the wall, a few feet from the vast platform bed.

“You guys must warn people before you poof right beside them!!” He said with a twinge of annoyance, “A little message on the mesh would be helpful.”

“Good idea Zac,” Aly said, “Keep this area clear. Leah and I will be right back. I want to test something.”

Then I sent a warning to Jeremiah in the private stream I just opened with him.





“Look out. We’re on our way back.
 ”







This time I took Aly’s hand and visualized my room, and pushed. With a pop, we were back in my room. Jeremiah had pressed himself against the door and tried to smile. His expression came across as a little bit more scared than comforted.

“Sorry, my love,” Aly said and leaned to kiss Jeremiah, “We’re just having fun.”

“I know, lover,” he said, hugging her, “Just remember we have a lot to do.”

“Leah,” Aly said, “Grab an end,”

She turned to Jeremiah. “I hope this experiment will help make quick work of things… it might end in a mess to clean up somewhere between here and the bedroom.”

I grabbed one end of the mattress, and Aly grabbed the other. Then she looked at me. Suddenly both of us and the mattress appeared in the main bedroom. She wore a look of satisfaction as we dropped the mattress.

“A!! Warning!!!” Zac yelped in surprise.

He helpfully took the mattress and pushed it into the configuration he was making. We assisted, then looked at the results and smiled. A lot easier than lugging a mattress up two flights of stairs. Aly grabbed my hand, and I sent a warning to Jeremiah. Then we were suddenly there again.

Poofing was just fun!

Lexi walked past the door and looked in. We had transported another mattress while she returned from pulling the first one up with Zac. She noticed me awake, smiled, and gave me a big hug. I loved her hugs.

“Good to see you up and alert,” she said, “Do you want to help me with Maria’s bed?”

“Sure,” I said and winked at Aly.

I followed Lexi down the hall. She knocked and entered Maria’s bedroom and then started to strip her mattress of sheets. After she finished, I picked up one side of the mattress and looked at Lexi.

”Hold on to the other side.”

Her eyes got wide, feeling my new connection to her outside of Aly’s mesh.

“Cool, don’t Fae powers rock!?”

Lexi grinned broadly and grabbed the other side.

With a quick warning to Zac upstairs, I teleported the mattress and Lexi upstairs. Lexi giggled maniacally at the new mode of transporting mundane things.

“Fae powers rock so hard!” She exclaimed while Zac silently grumbled.

We helped Zac shuffle and press the mattresses together. Then Lexi and I popped back into my room.

“Mattresses moved,” I reported to Jeremiah, “What’s next.”

We all gathered in the kitchen to make a plan. Since we had three poofers (Aly, Lexi, and I) and three halflings (Naomi, Zac, and Jeremiah), the halflings would stay upstairs and arrange the things we transported up to them from various places in the house.

Jeremiah reasoned we’d need tables or shelves for all the new members, bed linens for the mattresses, pillows, and covers. The list wasn’t too long. We divided the room and assigned landing squares so we wouldn’t crash into each other. Then we popped and poofed until there was a pile of things in the main bedroom upstairs.

Then Aly, Lexi, and I helped Jeremiah, Naomi, and Zac put all the new furniture, make up the beds, and prepare for new arrivals. Somewhere along the way, Carmen and Maria joined in, saying dinner was warming, and we seemed to be having too much fun.

Carmen quickly organized things better than we had, and Maria shepherded us to keep everything neat. Then Megan returned, and right behind her was Shannon and Brooke with all their belongings. Then a few minutes later, Kelly and Beth arrived with their purchases from shopping.

We all regrouped and got organized. Then a faerie brigade of pops and poofs pulled all their luggage and new bags into the main bedroom. Then all of us worked together, under Carmen’s watchful eye, unpacked, stored, and put away belongings and new purchases.

When we finished, Jeremiah and Aly called everyone to circle up. The main space was changed, less open space but still functional. What had been ample open space for five adults plus myself was now a more cozy space for thirteen adults to sleep, make love, dress, and relax. Our family had more than doubled overnight.

Carmen had arranged things with systems in mind. Towels and clothes hampers were near the shower area. The rooms that provided privacy for Kelly, Aly, Carmen, and Lexi, retained their beds. However, three or four family members used the closet as a dressing area. We stored the extra clothes in portable racks brought up from storage in the basement and bins with each person’s name on them in a nearby corner of the main room.

Carmen’s planning kept the intrusions into the main area to a minimum, allowing the remaining furniture to be rearranged into smaller spaces for small groups to use as needed. The main bed was still central and was big enough to fit eight snugly or six comfortably. The combined three mattresses from downstairs were lined up under the window wall beside the central platform and had similar capacity.

When we worked together, the synchronization was terrific. Alyssa and I maintained separate meshes and moved people between them to keep cohesive groups. Everyone cooperated and what would have been a stressful, contentious chore ended up being a team-building exercise that brought us together as a family.

Jeremiah smiled at everyone around him and thanked us for our hard work. He explained we would have a ceremony after dinner and had some things to be prepared. Carmen put us into groups to help with the preparations. Kelly passed out simple pajamas for everyone.

As everyone went downstairs to eat, Jeremiah held Alyssa and me back.

“We have something I would like your help with,” he said to me, and Aly nodded as they had already discussed things.

“Anything,” I said and smiled, “I want to help you, help this family. Anything at all.”

“I want you to help Naomi get ready,” Jeremiah began, “Take her downstairs to your room. Help her to shower. We need to know if she’s ready. We can still welcome her later if she’s not.”

He didn’t need to go into detail, but I understood his meaning. I was at once honored to help Naomi and also a bit nervous. I realized that this night would be for her. She would become a woman. I knew that Naomi needed to feel included in all the family activities, including playtime. No one could be outside of our circle.

I looked at Aly, and she braved a smile, her eyes bright as she thought about what would happen.

I bit my lip, and Jeremiah noticed, “What are you thinking?”

“If I’m going to prepare her for her special night,” I said, “I’d like to make a suggestion.”

They both nodded for me to continue.

“I love Naomi as if she were my sister,” I started, “But we aren’t related.”

They nodded as I went through my thoughts.

“I cherish her,” I continued, “and I want her to belong with us. Like Zac is with us.”

“Go on,” Alyssa said and squeezed my arm.

“I’ve already been monitoring her and her thoughts,” I reasoned, “I’ll be able to understand if she’s ready.”

“And if she’s not ready?” Alyssa asked.

“Are you going to have Jeremiah help?” I said, “As he did with me yesterday?”

Aly's eyes widened, “Leah, what ….”

“Look,” I said, “I know Jeremiah has influence. I’ve felt it before. I never connected what he can do until yesterday when everyone joined our mesh.”

Jeremiah set his jaw and looked intently at Aly. They both looked at me with questions in their eyes. I realized I had discovered a secret they didn’t want me to know.

I took their hands and led them through the showers, then out on the deck with the hot tub where others couldn't overhear us. Then I turned and looked at both of them.

“Maybe it’s my awakening, but I can sense that something happened about that time. I was so anxious and worried about you finding out what Zac was doing with his friends,” I explained, “Zac and I snuck out of Lexi’s room and downstairs. I wanted to distance those of us downstairs and you in our room.”

“What are you saying, Leah,” Alyssa asked carefully, “Did you feel something happen.”

“I don’t know,” I replied, “Just remember feeling anxious about something. Then Kelly came downstairs and hugged Zac. Everyone joined in. I still felt like what we were doing would get me in trouble—well, not—I don’t know what to call it. I was a ball of anxiety until Jeremiah touched me. Suddenly I calmed down and enjoyed the rest of the orgy.”

I looked directly at Jeremiah,

“You did something to me, allowed me to untangle my issue, my anxiety, didn’t you?” I asked.

He looked at me and nodded, his head bowing and eyes downcast. Why was he feeling remorse about this? I stepped toward Jeremiah and hugged him tightly. I turned to look up and find his eyes, and he looked at me.

“I’m…” he began.

“Don’t.” I interrupted, “Don’t say you're sorry. I’m not upset. I am thrilled to be part of this family. The way we all love each other, not just physically. If your power, let me accept that without anxiety and worry….”

I paused and looked at Aly, then back at Jeremiah, “I think you blessed me in some way. Thank you.”

Aly pulled closer and hugged us both. I leaned into the contact, loving these two people so much. They were so important to me. I trusted them, sometimes more than I trusted myself.

“Listen,” I finally said, “I know you can do the same for Naomi. But I think you won’t have to.”

“You’re going to have to explain that a bit more,” Aly said, “I don’t see how Jeremiah can not intervene. It’s got too much …” she drifted off, unable to put words to it.

“That’s your issue,” I interrupted carefully, “You’re projecting your biases and fears onto Naomi. Naomi is the only one here with no cultural bias. Her mind is now matched to her physical body. All afternoon she was as mature in her thoughts as all of us. She didn’t get distracted. She focused. She admired—all of us. The difference is she didn’t pick up fifteen years of socialization. She has no biases. She learns quickly, but she learns from us, and we… we are much more open sexually than anyone outside our family.”

Aly thought for a moment, then nodded, while Jeremiah still looked confused.

“Naomi is watching us. I can feel her thoughts,” I continued, “She knows all of us, both older and younger, interact in a sexual nature. Naomi enjoys how we interact physically with each other, and she wants to be a part of something more. Naomi can’t voice her feelings—she hasn’t learned the words, I think—but she doesn’t have the hang-ups that the rest of us have…or I used to have before Jeremiah’s adjustment.”

I focused on Jeremiah.

“Naomi loves you. She looks to you as the male role model,” I offered, “Wait. That would be wrong.”

Jeremiah nodded.

“She needs to join us,” he started, and Aly nodded, looking at me, “She needs to stay away from blood relatives. Naomi needs to stay away from Zac and me. Will that be limiting?”

I thought about it and what it was like yesterday. There was always plenty of female-to-female contact.

“I don’t think so,” I ventured, “Her thoughts aren’t focused on gender, and she’s—well, she’s like the rest of us. I can stay close with her, help her understand.”

“So you’re saying,” Alyssa said, “We might not need to adjust her. She might be ready and anticipating what we are conflicted with, open sexual relationships with a group of consenting adults?”

“Which is better, to adjust someone using your powers,” I asked curiously, “Or for themselves to align their morals and desires naturally?”

“Natural changes are better, more permanent,” Jeremiah agreed, “Just much slower. Drastic changes often need more adjustments.”

“Then I don’t think she’ll need adjusting,” Leah said, “I’ll keep close to her. I love her truly. I’m also feeling drawn to her specifically. I hope you are okay with that?”

Jeremiah looked at me for a long moment, then looked at Alyssa.

“Why wouldn’t we be?”

Aly smiled, and we all hugged, then she looked at me again pensively.

“I’m sorry,” Alyssa started, “My motherly instincts are getting to me, and I worry about my daughter. I know the culture around us influences my thoughts, but it’s hard.”

She paused, using the tips of her middle finger to run along the bottoms of her eyes, wiping tears from her eyes.

“You’re saying,” she continued carefully, “you will connect with her. You think she is okay, that she’s not frightened or anything. You think she wants—I’ll be blunt—to be in a physical, sexual relationship with all of us?”

“That’s what I’m sensing,” I nodded, “She is very perceptive. Her adult mind is thinking in very adult ways. The only things that are missing are prejudices that we have accumulated.” I paused to assure Aly, “She’s nervous—but more like going to prom. She has no anxiety over polyamorous relationships. Our culture may be monogamous and heteronormative, but those are cultural biases.”

I looked at both of them, lowering my eyes as I processed what I had just said.

“I used to worry before you brought me into your arms, Aly. I denied what was in front of my eyes, the love you five have for each other, the joy you have together as a family. I used to worry that I’d never be loved. I felt stuck. I bought into the cultural biases without really thinking of what they meant. Naomi has no biases. She’s more of a blank slate sexually.”

I finished and looked up at Jeremiah.

“That might be the biggest thing to think about. Naomi has no limits,” I said, “We should be aware of that.”

Jeremiah tilted his head to think about it, then looked at Aly before looking back at me.

“She is just like you,” Jeremiah said, looking back at Aly.

“Wait, what?” Aly said.

“I think the point is,” Jeremiah said, “Naomi has a blank slate regarding adult sexual relationships. Her lack of culture means, at least to her, anything goes. We are fairly open as a family, but there are still lines we don’t cross.”

“Like incest,” Aly said.

“Among other things, but that is what I’m worried about,” Jeremiah said quietly.

“What should we do about that?” I asked, “Can you … fix her like you fixed my anxiety? Only, like backward.”

“Make her feel anxious near some boundaries?” Jeremiah asked, glancing at Aly.

Alyssa looked back at Jeremiah, then at me, and nodded.

“Yes, he could.” Aly smiled, “That’s what we can do. This is one area of moral curves we have a good understanding of. We can shape her appropriately.”

“Moral curves?” I asked.

“It would take too long to explain the details,” Jeremiah said, “But I should share with you when we have more time. My power, which you were right, I did adjust you yesterday. My power enables me to adjust your moral curve, change your level of self-control, and even make you like or dislike people. So yes, I can help to shape Naomi’s moral curve to be more constrained or less constrained.”

“Should we, though?” He asked, “Or should we let her shape her own?”

“Leah, people can make their adjustments to their curves,” Alyssa explained, “It’s slow and can sometimes get stuck if there are conflicts they can’t resolve on their own. Jeremiah can see the conflicts and then make small adjustments to help. He did with me, and with Carmen, we first met.”

“I don’t use my powers to make large changes,” I said, “because while people can shift their curves, drastic changes can cause another unexpected conflict.”

“Can you make her feel like a normal twenty-something?” I asked, “Make her like me—my curve, according to what you just said, is probably the same as it was before I transported and aged. Beth, Brooke, and Shannon would be good models too.”

Jeremiah paused as he thought and then nodded at Alyssa.

“As good place to start as any,” Jeremiah said, “Can I scan you? Please think about the family and any conflicts you have. Focus on those.”

“Okay, yes,” I said.

Then we sat and stared at each other. It wasn’t quiet. I passed my thoughts to both of them in our private mind mesh. Jeremiah replied with a nod or sent an idea about what I should focus on. It took a while and probably looked strange if anyone was watching. Alyssa also made recommendations.

“Okay,” Jeremiah said, “I have a good profile. I’m going to scan the others to compare and match. Then I’ll have to adjust Naomi.”

Jeremiah looked at Alyssa. “Should I just adjust her without saying anything?” He asked.

“I think in this case, yes.” Alyssa said, “Maybe while we’re eating before things start.”

Jeremiah nodded, then leaned and kissed my forehead.

“Leah, thank you, you really helped us.”

NAOMI

Today was a busy day. I started out thinking simple thoughts. Now I feel that I think more as Leah thinks. We’ve been sharing thoughts since Leah woke up from her nap. She and I share ideas as I do with Mommy—no, Mom, I’m older, I shouldn’t use Mommy.

I remember spending some quiet time at Mom’s office, and we reconnected. She pulled those weird earrings from my ear, and I could hear her thoughts again. We could communicate so much more quickly by sharing ideas. Words for me are complicated, and thoughts are more accessible, but I’m getting better at using words.

Thinking thoughts with Mom was much more relaxing. I was glad I could convince her that I was okay. She seemed worried at first. She relaxed when I assured her I wasn’t hurt or in pain. That my—I was getting more intelligent. It felt like my body grew, and then my thoughts grew. My mind was getting mature, thinking differently, and a larger view—perspective.

Was that the right word?

I remember names better too. When I went to bed last night, I knew we had guests over, but I didn’t know their names. Now I know Shannon, Beth, Brooke, and Megan. They are living with us now. We all moved into the big room. Leah told me she was sleeping with my parents in that room. Now I’m going to sleep there too.

I used to like feeling Leah’s mind near mine when she slept in her room. Then I had to wear those dumb earrings, and I couldn’t feel her mind anymore. Now I can sense her mind and everyone else’s much clearer. Their thoughts raced through my mind, so many things I didn’t completely understand. But as the day went by, I knew more and understood more.

I wanted to show everyone I belonged with them. They kissed each other on the lips and hugged each other with their whole bodies touching. I did the same thing. It felt different, and I felt my insides tingle at the touches. Lips so soft and tender, tracing the tip of my tongue over their lips. I wanted more of that. Girls felt different than boys: pale cheeks and delicate lips. Zac and Dad were firmer, and Dad had a rough stubble on his chin. I realized I liked both types of lips, just like all of my sisters did.

The way our bodies touched when we hugged. The tips of my breasts - nipples - hardened as I felt warm bodies against me. Along with the kisses, it made me want more. I wonder if Leah would let me kiss her for longer than a few seconds. I wonder if Dad or Zac would kiss me like they kissed Mom or Kelly? Something feels a bit off about that thought. Is it because they are boys, or because they are my brother and father?

Leah told me to wait for her in her room after we ate the supper Carmen and Maria made for us. Dad was asking me a lot of questions. He is somewhat weird. The way he can look at you, it’s like he’s looking at you, but also inside you. I felt him in my mind differently.

I pushed back into his mind the same way.

His eyes widened, and then he smiled.

“Well, you’re my daughter too,” he said.

I don’t understand what he means. All I knew was that I felt different after he asked so many questions. I could look at everyone a little bit differently. I felt different about Mom than I did Kelly or Carmen.

God, Carmen is so pretty. My mom is too, but that’s different.

I was tired. It had been a long day. Everyone seemed so busy getting the upstairs reorganized. I thought one of the beds would be where I slept. I didn’t know which one. There weren’t enough one for each person.

Who would I sleep with? Would they let me touch them? Would they want to touch me?

Leah’s room seemed empty without her bed. She gave me our special clothes for tonight, and I stacked them on the dresser's edge. I sat in her chair and leaned back. Leah said she’d be right back. She just had to talk with Mom about something. I was bored, and this was the first time today I had to myself.

Leah said I needed to take a shower in her bathroom. I knew how faucets worked, but Leah probably wanted me to wait until she was here to ensure I did it correctly. She was a great teacher.

I should probably get undressed.

I removed my sweatshirt and then the tee shirt underneath. I didn’t have anything else on top, so my breasts bounced. I cupped them and let my fingers slide over their round shape. My thumbs brushed over my nipples. Touching them made my heart race, and I felt them harden. I closed my eyes and used my fingers and thumbs to roll my nipples with my fingers. They got harder.

I felt something inside my tummy flutter. It felt good but also strange. I pushed down the yoga pants I borrowed from my Mom. It felt like I might have wet my panties, so I touched them, and they felt a little moist. I pulled down my panties and sat down on the chair, naked. The seat of the chair was cool on my bare bottom.

I ran my fingers along my thighs and spread my legs apart. I wanted to touch my breast again, so I did that with one hand. I felt my vagina. I learned that word from my mother with my other hand. Beth said it was called a pussy, when we were talking in her mind between moving things around. I had so many questions, and everyone wanted to help me learn.

I let my fingers trace over my pussy, I had light brown hair covering it, and that felt soft. Did all my sisters have hair here? I didn’t remember Mom having hair there when we got dressed at her office. I ran my hand up, and my fingers felt along the curly brown hair. I pressed my fingertips against my flesh and felt a tingle as my fingers slid up. I pressed my fingers back down and felt the same rush.

I opened my mouth to breathe. It felt so good I almost moaned. I pulled at my nipple and rolled my fingers in that spot.

“Ohhhhh,” I softly moaned as I touched myself.

“Naomi,” Leah said quietly as she entered the room and closed the door.

I sat up quickly, looking at her, but I didn’t want to remove my hand. I just kept petting my pussy as my mouth hung open.

Leah smiled and stepped closer, and then pushed her pants down. She didn’t have any hair around her pussy, and she also took off her top. I liked watching her breasts bounce.

Leah lowered her knees before me and then leaned and kissed me. I moaned into her mouth, my head spinning with all the touching that felt good.

“I like to do that too,” Leah said as she parted the kiss, “Can I touch you?”

I nodded, I didn’t know if I could speak, but I sent a thought. Leah’s eyes widened then she smiled. She placed her hand on mine and pushed my hand to the side. Her fingers touched my pussy and pressed into me. More firmly that I was pressing.

I moaned, looking at her. “that, keep doing that….”

She listened to me as I told her what I liked through our connection. She also did other things. She spread her fingers and made my lips spread apart. Then she lowered her finger between them and pressed between my lips. I groaned at the feeling and shifted my bottom forward. All I wanted was to feel more of her finger there.

She smiled at me, then lowered her mouth to my breast. She kissed my soft skin as her finger slid up and down. My pussy was wet, and her finger slid up and down easily. Then her lips were around my nipple, and she sucked. I stopped breathing and arched my back. I wanted her to suck my whole breast into her mouth. At the same time, I wanted to feel her fingers roll over that firm button at the top of my pussy.

“More,” I said aloud, “More please, Leah.”

Her fingers moved faster and then slipped down. She pulled her mouth from my nipple and looked at me. She curled her finger down, and then I felt her press inside me.

“Oh please,” I moaned, “Do that… push in….”

I didn’t know the words to say what I wanted or felt. So Leah started pushing new words into my brain as my adult physical body responded to her touches. Her finger slid into my pussy, and it felt so good. She brushed her thumbs over my clit, and my head swam. I was moaning and panting as she fucked her finger in and out. I rolled my hips and spread my thighs. I never felt so good.

Leah leaned up, and I rolled my head back against the back of the chair. She kissed me, her tongue pressing between my lips. I pressed my tongue against hers. I couldn’t stay still. I wanted to squirm, but I wanted her fingers to keep doing that.

“You like me fucking your tight cunt” Leah sent me as we kissed.

“Yes. Yes. Yes,” I sent back

“Say it out loud, Mi,” Leah sent, “use words. Tell me what you want.”

“Fuck me, Leah,” I said, “Finger my pussy, suck my nipple… Please.”

She smiled and parted the kiss, then returned her mouth to my nipple. I felt her add a second finger. I heard wet sounds as her fingers pressed in and pulled out. I thought I was going to die. I couldn’t breathe right. I was groaning and panting. Then something inside me clenched. I felt juice drip from my pussy. My thighs closed, and I almost shouted out.

Leah pulled her mouth from my nipple and kissed me.

“Mmmm… I felt you cum,” Leah said as she slowed her fingers, “You had an orgasm.”

“Can I have another?” I asked when I could talk again.

“Let’s shower and get ready,” she smiled, “I think you’ll have many more tonight.”

She held out her hand as she helped me to my feet. My knees wobbled, but I followed her into the shower. She cleaned me. All I had to do was stand and turn. She washed all of me, including my pussy, and between my ass cheeks. She soaped up—everywhere—then rinsed me.

“Go dry off, Naomi,” she said, “I need to wash, and I’ll help you dress. No more touching, for now, okay?”

“Okay, Leah,” I smiled.

I was glad she helped me. I thought about all the other people in the house.

“They must want to do that all the time,” I thought.

Then I wondered how Dad and Zac felt, but I didn’t think that much. They were related to me. I shouldn’t think of them like that. I knew they had a penis instead of a vagina. I wonder what a penis felt like. I would have to wait, and I didn’t want to feel my brother’s penis. I did want to feel a penis, though.

I remembered Leah’s fingers on my pussy, then inside my pussy. Would a penis feel good there?

I smiled as I dried myself off.

Leah came, and she combed my hair. She said that tonight we would not wear makeup, and we would only wear what Kelly gave us. She handed me a white button-down top and kept one for herself. The material was soft and also sheer. It was like a shirt my Dad would wear with a tie, but this was made for a woman to wear to bed. It had a collar like a dress shirt and cuffed sleeves.

I watched as Leah slipped her shirt on, one arm at a time. The shirts were oversized, so it was easy to pull around my body and shoulders. Then we each buttoned our shirts. They hung down to mid-thigh. I could see Leah’s breasts through the sheer material of her shirt. So I knew she could see mine.

“You look great, Naomi,” she said.

“Why don’t you have hair?” I asked, looking at the shadow between her thighs.

“I removed it,” she said, “It doesn’t grow back anymore. We can discuss that tomorrow, okay.”

My eyes widened, and I reached down and cupped my light brown tuft of hair around my sex.

“Am I different?” I asked a bit nervous, “Will the others want to touch me… if I have hair?”

“I think they will,” Leah smiled, “We all have different styles and preferences. You’ll find your style over time.”

Leah took my hand and led me back up into the house. The kitchen was empty and dark. A line of candles flickered along the railing of the stairs towards the main bedroom. Alone, Leah and I walked up and then entered the main room through my mother’s bedroom.

Everyone was there. I stopped and just held Leah’s hand. I was excited and nervous, but ready for whatever was going to happen.

KELLY

I was nervous—Jeremiah was making this evening feel like a ceremony. Like our previous collaring ceremony, when I married Jeremiah and Carmen and Lexi became our slaves. Soft white sheets and comforters covered the large main bed. We placed candles around the rim of the room and dimmed the lights. It felt almost sacred as the family gathered together.

Jeremiah stood in the center at the foot of our large bed. I was on one side of him, with Carmen beside me. Aly stood on Jeremiah’s other, with Lexi beside her.

Lexi had asked Jeremiah to let her wear her collar for this occasion. Of course, he let her. So on either end of the three of us were our collared slaves. Both of them were naked, and the rest of us wore a white button-down collared shirt. Jeremiah also wore his black shorts.

Carmen and Lexi had just joined us after arranging the new members in a line. Zac, also wearing shorts, rested on his knees in the center. Beside him was Beth on his right side, with Megan beside her. Then Shannon on his left side, with Brooke beside her. Carmen helped Maria kneel beside Megan.

We were only missing Leah and Naomi. They appeared through Aly’s door, both looking beautiful. Naomi looked terrific with her rich brown hair, the translucent night shirt displaying her grown female body gorgeously. Carmen took Leah’s hand and helped her kneel beside Brooke. Then Carmen returned to stand beside me.

Lexi took Naomi’s hand and looked at her with a smile. She hugged her tightly and whispered in her ear. Then led her to kneel next to Leah. Then she kissed her cheek and walked to stand next to Alyssa.

Alyssa was watching her daughter with gleaming eyes, her cheeks bright with tears which she refused to wipe away. Naomi smiled at her father and then her mother. It was an odd scene, knowing what was to come, but it was also beautiful.

“Loved ones,” Jeremiah spoke suddenly, “We wanted to welcome all of you to our family formally.”

He indicated the five of us, and we all took a moment to look into the eyes of each of our new members. They all smiled softly, their faces showing a mix of emotions, anticipation, humility, pride, and awe. We welcomed them with warm expressions.

“We express our love freely in this family.” Jeremiah continued, “Without hesitation, jealousy, guilt, or shame. We are forever linked by the love that connects us. What we will experience tonight will cement that bond we already share.”

“Naomi,” Jeremiah said, looking at his daughter, “Your presence in our midst is welcome. You are part of us, connected to us, mind and soul. Now some of us are going to add a physical connection to you. Only if you are ready, there is no rush.”

“I’m ready,” she said abruptly, as soon as he stopped talking, “I want to feel all of you, well not you—Dad.”

Everyone chuckled at that, and Naomi blushed self-consciously. Then she straightened.

“I am an adult. I want to experience this as a grown woman. I am ready to join you, my sisters.” Naomi briefly looked down, “If you will have me.”

Alyssa leaned, then stepped towards her and wrapped her into a tight hug. Jeremiah followed, and they embraced their daughter. Then kissed her gently on the lips one by one. Then each took one of her hands and helped her up the small step to the platform the bed was on.

Alyssa stood before her, unbuttoned her blouse, then unbuttoned Naomi’s. Jeremiah stepped behind and pulled the shirt off Naomi’s shoulders while Aly slid her blouse off and let it drop to the floor.

Standing naked, Naomi trembled in anticipation, yet she stood proudly, looking at her sisters. She could feel the silence, the eyes watching.

Alyssa took her by the hand, crawled onto the bed, and Naomi followed. Alyssa moved to the headboard, then turned around, resting against the headboard. She helped Naomi turn around and lie on her back, her head resting beside Alyssa. Then Alyssa slid from the bed and went to stand back with Jeremiah.

Carmen and Lexi removed my nightshirt. Then I crawled up beside Naomi. I didn’t recognize her childlike self. She looked at me like any other girl in our family did with desire. I released a little bit of my aura as I kissed Naomi first, then lowered my mouth to her breast. I pushed my aura into the room, and I felt her gasp in arousal. Carmen joined us and kissed Naomi next, then lowered to her other breast. Lexi crawled over, kneeled beside Carmen, and kissed Naomi.

Jeremiah must have made a motion because the bed filled with the bare nubile flesh of the new younger members. All sliding to be close to Naomi, to welcome her. I flicked my eyes over to Zac. He was hugging Beth close as he watched. When I nodded, he released his aura, and another rush swept through the room.

Those of us on the bed kissed deeper, kisses turned to touches, and we explored the nubile flesh of the grown female body of Naomi. We felt Alyssa’s thoughts on mesh, and she was emotional. Jeremiah held her, and they watched from a distance. Then they slid into Alyssa’s boudoir. Zac looked at me, then he and Beth walked into my room.

Then I felt the touch of Naomi’s thoughts. Those of us remaining felt her thoughts. It felt like Alyssa’s thoughts felt so many years ago. I understood she was forever more an adult woman, and she desired our touches. I was eager to touch her and feel her young body, so similar to Alyssa’s when we were young.

I watched as the new girls welcomed Naomi. Brooke kissed her deeply. Shannon enjoyed suckling on one of her firm nipples. Leah slid her hand between Naomi’s thighs, and my hand covered hers. We shared a smile, then started to finger Naomi.

“I’m ready,” Naomi said, “Please, please…Fuck me. ”

Her first orgasm shuddered through her body as Leah and I worked together. Then Naomi twisted then curled onto her knees. She kissed Carmen’s breasts and then kissed Lexi deeply. Lexi climaxed just after, her thighs wrapped around Brooke, her spending soaking Brooke’s talented tongue. Naomi slid down, kissing Carmen’s belly. Carmen leaned back and pulled Naomi over her, her hands guiding her thighs over her cheeks. I watched as Carmen spread her fingers and then kissed Naomi’s pussy. Naomi shuddered, then lowered to do the same to Carmen’s naked sex.

Then we all just moved. The female bodies of our family, save Beth and Alyssa, welcomed Naomi. I lost track of who was touching who, who’s tongue, who’s fingers, who’s breasts. I relished in the sensations and let my aura bloom. Megan slid close and then kissed me deeply. I wrapped her tightly in my arms. Then she slid away, and Shannon smiled at me. I became overwhelmed with the beauty and sensations of our sapphic tryst.

We peaked, then rested. Then I felt Aly and Jeremiah return. Zac and Beth too. The mass of bodies shifted into smaller groups. Naomi smiled at Megan, and they found a separate bed. Jeremiah found Brooke, and they started kissing deeply. Zac coupled with Maria. Carmen and Lexi fell into each other’s arms and shifted into familiar positions.

And so it continued… mouths, lips, fingers, hands, cocks, and cunts. A writhing shifting mound of flesh, primarily female. My aura brightened as Zac’s waned, then pulsed, his grew strong, and mine dimmed. Jeremiah and Zac’s cock’s never flagged as they moved through our new family. Breasts were sucked and pressed together. Legs entwined, hair pulled, and combed. Kisses were shared, then parted with moans.

We indulged for hours. Then slowed and rested. The bed was full of bodies lying against and on top of each other. Slowly we shifted. Lexi pulled Brooke to one of the new mattresses. Zac took Beth and Maria to the other. Naomi curled next to Leah and Carmen on one side of me. Jeremiah and Aly are on my other side. Shannon and Megan coupled, making love on the last of the mattresses, the last pair to slip into slumber. Then finally, I dimmed my aura and closed my eyes.

JEREMIAH

I stirred as the light in the room brightened. I turned towards Aly, who had cuddled against my side after the orgy wound down, and I fell asleep with her hand on my chest. However, now, there was a new body wedged between Aly and me. As the fog of slumber fled my brain, I recognized Megan. She was facing Aly, her cheek nestled into her shoulder, her arm around Aly’s chest below her breasts.

I turned on my side and reached my hand over the sleeping form of our new companion. Careful not to disturb her as I cupped Alyssa’s breast and then tugged gently on her nipple to wake her. In doing so, my tumescent cock pressed against Megan’s warm bottom, which caused her to shift in her sleep.

Alyssa responded to my touch by fluttering her eyes, then turning towards me. I smiled into her eyes, then tipped my eyes to the sleeping young woman between us. Aly smiled and then cupped her hand to Megan’s cheek. Megan blinked her eyes open at the touch. Aly kissed her forehead.

“Good morning, my love,” she said.

I wrapped my arm around Megan’s waist and hugged her, kissing her behind her ear.

“Good morning,” I greeted her too.

I had no qualms about my cock pressing into her ass, though we only met a little over a day ago. I didn’t think twice before my hand cupped a full breast and squeezed it tenderly. Aly watched me, and her playful smile said she didn’t object. Aly leaned and kissed Megan lightly, then deeper.

We were the first to awake, the three of us. So we stayed quiet as we reacquainted ourselves with each other. I focused on Megan’s breast. Then my fingers pressed down along her firm, trim abdomen.

“Oooh,” Megan said softly, encouraging my touches.

With no shame, Megan pressed her bottom back into my erection. I looked past her into the eyes of Alyssa, and she leaned over Megan to kiss me deeply. I felt my cock throb against Megan’s ass and ground into her.

My hand moved from her breast to her abdomen, then down between her thighs. Megan groaned audibly when I cupped her sex. Megan pressed her hips into my fingers when I spread her lips apart. I watched as Aly leaned down and kissed Megan’s nipple, then sucked on the hardening bud.

Megan moaned, feeling Aly suck on her nipple. She turned her head towards me. I kissed her, feeling her tongue press between my lips. I deepened the kiss as her hip pressed back, grinding into my cock. I growled into the kiss. Megan’s soft moan in response added more steel to my already rigid erection.

I slid a finger along her light blonde pubic hair, then felt her lips spread apart when my fingertip sunk in between. She shuddered as I rolled my finger over her clit. I could feel how aroused she was under my touch. Her hand curled behind my head, holding me to our shared kiss as I fingered her clit and lips sensuously.

Aly shifted closer, then leaned to kiss us both. I turned to kiss her, then watched as Megan kissed my longtime lover as deeply as she kissed me. My cock was throbbing. We moved slowly together, not wanting to wake others. I slid my hand from Megan’s sex to her thigh, then lifted it spreading her legs apart.

Megan reached down as I rocked my hips, and my cock slipped between her thighs. I growled into her ear as her fingers traced the outline of my head. I felt her press my crown between her lips and then against her opening. Megan moaned into Aly’s mouth as I thrust my hips, sliding easily into her tight cunt. My fingers slid back down to her sex and circled her clit as I started to fuck this blonde vixen with slow strokes.

The odd taboo of fucking amid many bare bodies, some of my children, amplified my arousal. No one else was awake save us three, and the three of us enjoyed the feeling of our warm flesh amid everyone. I watched Alyssa as she watched me and saw the excitement in her eyes.

Alyssa twisted around, reversing her alignment to kiss down Megan’s abdomen. I lifted my hand from Megan’s clit. I felt Alyssa’s lips against the back of my fingers. My hand lifted, then combed through my soul mate’s hair. I growled in lust as I guided Aly’s head to lick Megan’s clit.

I felt Megan shudder at the feeling of Aly’s tongue and my cock pleasuring her quietly. She ran her hand back and over her shoulder, caressing my neck, then combing through my hair. I watched past Megan’s shoulder as she reached her other hand along Aly’s thigh. Aly’s breasts pillowed against Megan’s belly as Aly stretched further between Megan’s spread thighs. I grunted as I felt Aly’s tongue slide along our captured lover's labia to lap my shaft as I fucked Megan.

I watched as Megan’s hands parted Aly’s thighs, then leaned and kissed along her thigh. Megan’s fingers explored Aly’s bare lips. She covered the smooth flesh with her hand, then spread her fingers. Aly pressed her hips into the contact. Megan shifted her torso forward, and her lips pressed to Aly’s sex. She kissed, licked, and opened her mouth to cover and suck, moaning into the flesh.

I arched back, my hand reaching underneath Megan’s side to cup, then grip her ripe breast. The three of us pressed together in lustful passion. My strokes grew firmer, slapping my hips into Megan’s bottom. My hand lifted behind Megan’s raised knee, pulling it back to keep her spread open. Aly’s fingers slid between our bodies and cupped my balls.

I groaned, then felt Aly run her fingers along Megan’s stretched lips, feeling her press her fingers along my thrusting shaft. I watched, at eye level, Megan’s manicured fingers slide up and down Aly’s cleft, then curled inside. Aly tossed her head back as she ground her hips into Megan’s fingers.

“Yes,” she groaned quietly, “Finger me, lick me, Just like that, fuck.”

Megan nodded trancelike and added a second finger, then pressed her lips to Aly’s clit and sucked and licked. Aly shuddered, then returned the favor, lapping at Megan’s clit as I continued to drive my cock deeper into Megan’s tight cunt. Aly slid her slick fingers down, cupped my balls, then pressed further, her finger searching for my puckered ass. I groaned and tried to keep a rhythm while encouraging Aly to push deeper.

I kissed behind Megan’s ear, raking my teeth along her shoulder. My pace quickened as I felt Aly start to pump her fingertip into my prostate. I grunted, then slammed my hips tightly, jamming my cock deep. I roared out as I came hard. Aly’s fingers milked my prostate as I ejaculated ropes of cum into Megan’s womb.

Megan’s thighs clenched together as she arched back. She cried out as she came, fingers still thrusting into Aly’s cunt. Aly groaned as she sucked, licking the mixture of my cum and Megan’s juices that sluiced down my throbbing shaft. Then Aly’s body shuddered, and her thighs clenched, rolling into her orgasm. Aly pulled her finger from my ass and my cock from Megan’s cunt, then sucked on my head, sucking the last of my cum into her mouth.

Aly reversed her body again, smiling wickedly at me with firmly closed lips. Aly’s fingers cupped Megan’s jaw and kissed her deeply. I watched as my lover pressed her tongue and my cum, into our captive’s mouth. Megan moaned, then sucked on Aly’s tongue, collecting my cum from her and savoring it while swallowing.

I rolled onto my back and felt Kelly lean against me, then kiss me. Her hand ran over my abdomen and chest.

“That was sexy as hell,” she whispered into my ear, “I enjoyed feeding on your lust as I woke up.”

Megan rolled to face me, smiled at Kelly, then leaned over to kiss her. They kissed deeply as Megan’s breast pillowed against my chest. Aly slid behind Megan and reached to cup Kelly’s breast and tug on her nipple.

“You are all insatiable,” Kelly purred, then we all relaxed to enjoy the feeling of bliss.

“Mom,” Naomi’s voice called out from a bed across the room, “Why don’t I have a smooth pussy like everyone else?”

Aly smiled, “Is that what you want?” she asked.

“I want to be bare.” Naomi said, “How do I cut it off to be as smooth as you are?”

“Ask your father,” Aly chuckled.

I laughed and turned to Megan, then reached and cupped her sex. Then I used my powers to brush her soft blonde curls away and left her slick lips bare, just like the rest of the family. Then did the same from a distance for Naomi.

“Ohhhhmmmm,” Megan moaned at my touch.

The procedure stirred her arousal. She reached down as I pulled my hand away. She shifted her hips as new sensations raced through her nerves and used her fingers to check. Then I felt her buck as she rolled her finger over her clit.

“Mmmhhfffffuck,” Megan groaned, “Is it too soon to fuck again?” Looking at me.

I chuckled and kissed her. “We will have plenty of time to do that, love,” I slipped to the edge of the bed, “I’m going to go start breakfast. I think we’re all going to be hungry soon.”

I pulled on my shorts and shirt from last night. Then I smiled at the collection of bodies arrayed on my bed and the other mattresses. Was this what mornings were going to be like from now on?

I headed down to the kitchen, and I heard Megan call behind me.

“Zac?” Megan asked in a sing-song voice, “Do you want to fuck your teacher again?”

An array of chuckles and giggles erupted, and I figured I’d have some time to prepare breakfast before they all were ready to eat.













CHAPTER
 FORTY-NINE











CARMEN


I woke
 up the morning after our family rite to the sounds of Jeremiah, Megan, and Alyssa moaning and carrying on. That was fine with me—I didn’t pay much attention as I nestled into Kelly’s warm breast, grinding my cunt slowly into Leah’s mouth, feeling her fingers pressing inside to tease my g-spot. My fingers were rolling over Kelly’s clit as I sucked her nipple. Leah’s lips, tongue, and fingers were wonderful, and I had a nice orgasm just as Megan cried out.

After I calmed down and thanked Leah for the consideration of her lovely wake-up, I saw Jeremiah get up to get dressed. I smiled because while he did enjoy himself with his lovers of the morning, he still remembered my frustration of the previous morning. It felt like a blessing to have Jeremiah help with the necessities of serving the family. He always tried to lead by example.

While Megan was calling for her former star pupil, Zac the magnificent, I got up to find a new set of clothes in my room. I looked over and saw Maria, and she smiled as she disentangled from Zac, ready to join me. Zac shook his head and grinned as he moved towards Megan, eager to fulfill her request,

While I loved to get my freak on, like everyone else in the family, I also enjoyed serving them. Someone had to cook the food, do the dishes, and keep up with the laundry. When we started our family, being the submissives in the family, Lexi and I loved the opportunity to serve our family.

Now we also had Maria as a helper. I was glad that Maria had a similar service-submissive mindset. Maria smiled as she joined me in my room to get dressed, then joined me in going down to help Jeremiah. I allowed myself a short indulgence with Maria, and we shared a deep kiss and hug. I was thrilled she was part of our family. She had become special to me, and we worked so well together.

Sunday breakfasts were something that Jeremiah enjoyed helping with. He started cooking bacon in the oven, and while baking, he stirred a batch of pancake mix and pre-heated the waffle iron. Maria pitched in with setting out plates and silverware. With thirteen mouths to feed, we agreed that a buffet-style serving line was more efficient than a family-style meal around the table. I started a large frying pan of scrambled eggs and then another pan of homestyle potatoes.

Soon we were filling platters with breakfast items, set out an urn of coffee, and added pitchers of juices were ready. The rest of the family started filing down. Thankfully they remembered clothes. While I love naked time, eating while fully dressed was more civilized. Everyone filed through the buffet filling their plates while Jeremiah, Maria, and I helped them with anything they wanted. Then we served ourselves and found our seats around the table.

At the table, Maria and I were soon talking about how to manage to feed this army of hungry, horny, and sexy people. We started making menus and plans. We would need some help with the shopping. Kelly moved to sit with us. We welcomed her experience from running resorts and inns to help us get organized.

Jeremiah paused the din of conversation by clanking a spoon against his orange juice glass. Everyone quieted down, and he stood.

“I hope everyone enjoyed last night,” Jeremiah paused to smile, then continued, “got some rest and woke up well rested. Now, we have a lot of work to do,” Jeremiah continued, “Carmen, as always, is in charge of the daily routine. She needs your help. We need more groceries, laundry needs to be done, and spaces cleaned and tidied. If everyone pitches in—it doesn’t take much to keep everything neat, then we can relax and enjoy our day.”

Jeremiah looked around the room and then looked at Alyssa and nodded. Alyssa rose up, stood beside him, and kissed him softly before turning to address the group.

“Once we have gotten organized,” Alyssa began, “we need to think of the next steps. If you haven’t heard, Shannon is starting school in San Diego in the fall. We have decided to move to San Diego to support her and get a fresh start as a family.”

Aly paused as this news caused a ripple of conversations to erupt around the table. She raised her hand, sending out a message for quiet.

“To make that happen,” she explained, “we need your help. We need to purge old spaces of junk to dispose of and collect valuables we want to take with us. It will be hard to leave our home, but we look forward to the next chapter with all of you.”

Jeremiah and Alyssa sat down, and the room was filled with discussions. I was surprised that we were thinking of moving. The more I thought about it, though, it felt like the start of another adventure like when we were young. Everyone became excited about starting a new chapter. Beth was worried about how her parents would respond. Zac and Shannon balanced that with the thought of attending college in Southern California instead of staying in the middle of a rainforest in Oregon.

We split up into teams to begin organizing everything that needed to be done: Aly, Leah, and now Naomi’s thought-sharing meshes aided communication. Jeremiah supervised and provided direction. I was proud of all the young people excited to help and pitch in. We were becoming a tight-knit family of lovers. I wondered how many times Jeremiah had to adjust everyone to keep our self-control up because as I looked around, all of us were sexy as hell.

ALYSSA

As I sat with Leah, Megan, and Shannon, several things went through my mind, discussing plans. As my nanny, Leah was used to working with me. She was a great assistant. I trusted her with so many things instinctively. I saw a younger and much more beautiful version of myself in Shannon, who reminded me of how I took my studies seriously when I started college. She may look like Kelly, but her mind was more like mine. She wanted to learn how the world worked, and she wanted to make a difference. The fourth person on my team was Megan, whose rich history and lore we could tap into. I was happy to team up with all of them.

The issue at the top of my mind was the basement vault of oddities and artifacts. I wanted to take all three of them down to the vault and have them start sorting through the artifacts and books we had bagged and tagged over the years. They were all cataloged in a database that Jeremiah had helped me with. I also knew some were charmed or cursed and could be dangerous. We would have to find a safe way to pack them and move them to a storage location in San Diego.

With my new understanding of my nature, I wondered for a moment if I could learn charms. It might be helpful to Jenn and the other women affected by the United Priesthood traffickers if I could undo their charmed tattoos. That was an exciting thought, but I didn’t want to get sidetracked.

I also knew that it wasn’t a job to do unsupervised, not in direct contact with the relics. I recalled the book that had caused a client to be possessed by a dark spirit. I didn’t want to expose either of the girls to those dangers.

“What about the necklaces?
 ” I felt Leah send a thought, which caused me to smile.

“Thank you,” I said aloud, “You’re right. The necklaces and stones could help protect us. It would be best if you thought aloud, or we need to form a mesh. I tend to forget to share my thoughts openly too. We must work together.”

Shannon and Megan looked confused, then Leah and I formed a smaller mesh, including all of us, and started a stream of thoughts communicating details between the four of us. Megan and Shannon’s faces lit up in amazement as they nodded their understanding silently.

I shared with all of them our story from the beginning about how Jeremiah’s powers ignited Kelly’s aura and my telepathy. I told the confusing story, understanding our shared heritage and lineages. The genealogy, though possibly fake, of United Priesthood lore traced supposed angelic lines. I explained how discovered our nascent powers aligned with the concocted mythology, even though the source was bogus. Finally, I admitted I felt this new Fae world we were experiencing was linked to that whole story.

“Your adventures in Montana sound amazing,” Megan said, “I’d always sensed that there was more to the world than what our senses tell us. I’m excited to delve into the historical records to see if we can find clues.”

“We need something a bit more private than the kitchen table,” Shannon offered. “Is there a better place we can set up to work more effectively?”

“We could use the media room?” I mused aloud, “We may need to invest in some laptops to use instead of the old desktop in my boudoir.” I smiled, “Leah could you take Shannon and Megan down to show them the media room? The three of you know what needs to be done, figure out a plan, and then we will get what we need.”

As my team left, I saw Jeremiah enter his office. I looked over at Naomi and saw her eyes follow him. Then she re-engaged her conversation with Lexi, and they were talking. I eavesdropped—call it a mother’s intuition—I was still protective of my daughter. Lexi wanted to go over some more swimming lessons with Naomi. I felt a sense of relief that they were talking about ordinary things.

Naomi was getting along fine on her second day as an adult. I wondered if she’d be interested in working with my team. I knew she was very close with Leah. She also needed to get her education, 12 years of formal schooling couldn’t be magicked. Maybe it could? I let that thought go for now.

I looked towards Jeremiah’s office, my eyes watching as he stepped into his office. My mind reached out to see what he was thinking. I followed behind, entered his office, closed the door, and smiled as he looked over at me.

Jeremiah was enjoying his coffee and a bit of solace, his heels on the window sill, looking out into the woods around our house. This was how he relaxed and felt at peace. I sensed uncertainty and troubled thoughts. It wasn’t like him not to include me in his thoughts, but he’d walled off part of his mind.

I stood beside him, watching out the window. We watched Brooke walking alone towards the tree line. A fox, Lexi, scampered up beside her. Brooke knelt and scratched between Lexi’s ears and smiled. They shared a thought, and then Lexi scampered back towards the house. Brooke stood back up and started walking again, her form shifting until she blended into the forest. I assumed she needed time with her trees.

I slid into Jeremiah’s lap carefully as he sipped his coffee. I kissed his cheek. “I felt your thoughts this morning,” I said, “Do you want to talk about it?”

“When?” he asked and smiled when I lifted a brow, “When we three woke up together? You, me, and our son’s teacher?”

I nodded, “One, she is no longer his teacher; you need to let that go. But your thoughts are more… raw and distant.” I said, “You never keep things from me—tell me about them.”

“I’m sorry,” Jeremiah said, “I didn’t realize I was excluding you. This feels taboo, engaging in sex in the same room as our children. It’s not direct contact; none of us feel that way. But feeling their arousal excites me,” he confessed, then he looked at me, “It doesn’t feel taboo to you, does it?”

“No, it doesn’t,” I admitted, “it excites me as sex excites me. I don’t feel any taboo thoughts—at least regarding Zac.”

I looked at him as I reviewed my thoughts, “I do have some—taboo thoughts. I don’t sexually think about Naomi,” I nodded slowly, “I avoid those thoughts. It feels—sour.”

“I adjusted you along with Naomi and a few others,” Jeremiah mused openly; our thoughts swam underneath our words like they usually did, which I welcomed.

“Naomi seems okay with being polyamorous and seeking out her fun with her sisters. Others, including you, had some—conflicts with the larger family all in one place.” Jeremiah spoke aloud his musings, “I wonder if the large bedroom, everyone in the same room, may have been a bit much.”

In the back of my mind, I knew he had adjusted me. I realized he’d done that twice in the last day. He had hardly had to modify my curves before now. Even when he adjusted me to allow our physical love to be a consummation of our deep emotional love, I never resisted his adjustments. Why was I fighting the changes now?

“So you think we need to have a family talk, or do you want to change our sleeping arrangements unilaterally?” I asked, letting him sense my inner dialog.

“Yeah, we need to have a conference.” Jeremiah said, “I think we should look at this differently than when it was just the five of us. Take Zac. He and I both are strongly heterosexual. Zac and I can have multiple partners, and no one feels jealous. However, both of us are off-limits to Naomi.”

I felt him try to continue his thoughts. I felt something unsaid inside him, but then his thoughts faded.

“So you think she can’t be happy as a lesbian?” I asked curiously.

I was concerned about the walled-off contemplation, the way our thoughts were—tenuous. There were things we couldn’t entirely focus on. When we tried, the threads dissolved. I peered at him curiously, wanting to listen to his words and mind.

“Not what I said, Aly,” he explained, “you’ve reminded me often that human sexuality is more often in the range of bisexuality than strongly heterosexual or homosexual.”

I looked at him and nodded, and he asked a different question, “Do we even know how Naomi feels about this new expression of physical love or her identity?” He frowned, considering our discussion with Leah and the preemptive shaping he did with Naomi over dinner the previous night. “Or did we just push into the alignment that made us feel comfortable?”

When he finished, I thought for a moment, then looked into his eyes. He held my gaze for a moment, then lowered his gaze. Something still troubled him. I was frustrated that I couldn’t suss it out. He was being evasive. Jeremiah was never reserved. Either that or he couldn’t hang on to some thoughts like me.

“I hear everything that you’re saying. I think you make a good point. But what are you avoiding?” I asked, “What about having sex with our expanded partners in the presence of our adult children is upsetting you?”

Jeremiah shrugged, he looked up at me, focused on my eyes, and I opened the door to his mind a crack.

“I feel attracted to my daughter. I know it’s wrong, and I don’t know how to not cycle into that … taboo. So I’ve sequestered my thoughts. To protect the family and me.”

“It could be something else,” I reasoned, wondering if he would catch it.

“I don’t want to have Zac fix this. I need to work it out,” he said, shaking his head, “You were right to make him forget the changes he made yesterday. That’s why I keep my thoughts close. He shouldn’t be burdened with my issues.”

“Maybe it’s not Zac? Someone else could be influencing you,” I said, “would you recognize how that felt?”

“Who?” He asked, then his eyes widened when I lifted a single brow, “Naomi?! Really?”

“She is your daughter,” I said, “like Zac is your son. She might be attracted to you or Zac. She may unconsciously be using your powers herself.”

He blinked and thought about it. I could feel him revisiting last night how he felt when we returned from our conference with Leah. I was with him when he focused on Naomi playing with Kelly. I remember her staring at him, then the moment passed.

Could something have happened, a little shift in his curve?

I could tell his inner thoughts revolving around Naomi aroused him. His arousal always triggered my own, even with the taboo thoughts regarding our daughter. I lightly squirmed in his lap. Then he broke the trance.

“No,” he shook his head, “it felt like inner dialog, not like a change or something clicking suddenly. It’s momentary, and I need just to let it pass. I think. We do need to talk with and mentor Naomi, though.”

“Why are you rock hard?” I smiled.

“Megan,” he said with a shrug.

“Just Megan,” I asked, “or were you imagining Naomi in Megan’s place?”

He grinned, “No, just Megan….”

He rereleased his thoughts, removing another door he had constructed. I grinned at his Megan fantasy. It was amazing how our minds could work in two different directions.

I could tell he remembered the morning. Megan’s body between us was a delight. I groaned softly as I rolled my hips into his erection. He allowed me a small smile and held onto my hips. We enjoyed a short moment of intimacy.

There was still something he wasn’t saying, and he was still guarding his thoughts. I decided to let it go for now.

“Good,” I said, “we need to be aware. I do agree we should talk with Naomi. She needs to be taught about your power and how to use them properly. She needs to realize how it can undermine our relationships.”

Kelly knocked, then suddenly entered, then rushed to Jeremiah. She seemed shocked to see me, but it was just her distraction. She looked at her phone and then rechecked it. Then she held it out to show Jeremiah and me.

“J,” she said, “something is wrong with Mom. She wants us to come over.”

I slipped from Jeremiah’s lap and stood, and he stood up alongside me.

“She wants us to bring the kids, Zac and Naomi. You too, Aly.” Kelly continued.

I could sense her tension, and Jeremiah stepped closer to comfort her. I sent thoughts to Zac and Naomi to come to Jeremiah’s office immediately. Zac was there a few seconds later. Naomi took a bit longer, soaked, wearing my bikini but wrapped in a terrycloth robe.

“What’s up?” Zac asked, “I was going to round up trash.”

“It’s Nana, isn’t it?” Naomi asked, intuitively worried, “Something is wrong.”

I gathered Naomi into a hug. Though not blood-related, Betsy was a grandmother to Naomi. Zac leaned into Naomi and hugged her too. Kelly and Jeremiah both embraced us. We squeezed each other.

“Let’s see what Betsy needs,” Jeremiah said, taking Kelly’s hand. I took Zac and Naomi’s hands, and we walked out of the house to Betsy’s suite on the other side of the garage.

BROOKE

I was feeling anxious after breakfast. I wanted to help this loving family. I knew there was a lot of work to do every day. Trying to figure out how everyone could move their lives to a new location was an overwhelming task. There was something else bothering me, but it wasn’t well formed. The thought of moving from this town would pull me away from the only home I knew. I was excited about the change and also fearful.

That didn’t explain what was gnawing inside me, not completely.

The constant commotion of everyone moving around the house didn’t help me with my fears. Other odd feelings and emotions wove with my thoughts of this town, my home. I needed some solitude. I felt part of my nature was finding solace in nature. I need some distance, to get away, to focus on my thoughts without interruptions. A mosaic of questions, worries, and concerns, some I hardly thought about, others I actively suppressed. With the idea of leaving, the troublesome thoughts were bubbling back up. I decided I needed to take a walk and explore the property. Get some air. Not let the shadows of the past overtake me.

The woods in and around our house, connected with the city’s forests, were like a sanctuary to me. I felt more at peace there than in a church or a library. It wasn’t surprising that my fae form was a dryad, a tree nymph. I often explored the woods when I was younger and felt troubled, like after he touched…

Images of my foster father flashed through my thoughts like wildfire. In my first foster family, I was alone with him, watching a movie at home. He felt like a real father; I thought at the time, dependable and trustworthy. Then, when I became a woman, that got twisted and uncomfortable.

Those thoughts evaporated in my mind with little warning, and I couldn’t hold on to them. I had been haunted by what had happened in those years. What happened between him and me affected all of my life. Now I couldn’t fixate on them. I didn’t cycle through the memories obsessively as I did before our tryst with Zac. The thoughts still left me troubled, though. Like something was off, a bad taste in my mouth.

I wanted the soles of my feet to connect with the ground, so I left my shoes on the patio. I was already feeling less anxious walking a short distance from the house. Being connected physically with nature was like a balm to my troubled thoughts.

I approached the safety of the forest and felt slight vibrations through the ground—Lexi’s paws as she sped towards me. I knelt and smiled. She was always looking out for me. Ever since we awakened, that bond seemed to knit us together.

“Are you okay?” Lexi asked as I scratched between her ears.

“I just need to take a walk,” I smiled, “I need to connect with my forest. I feel detached.”

“I’ll come with you,” she offered, “I can be a lookout!”

“I can take care of myself,” I smiled, “you need to teach Naomi how not to drown.”

“Yeah,” she said, “she’s good at swimming like a rock, like Carmen. They are both good floaters, though.”

She licked my hand affectionately, then hightailed it back to the patio, flashing back into Lexi form as she hopped onto the deck.

I let myself transform into my fae form and soon melted into the trees. A tree nymph can join with a tree. Then move to other trees that touch—our essence combining with the forest. Pulling away from a tree takes a bit more effort and magic. To move through the woods, though, is nearly effortless. In a few minutes, I was miles away, near my home.

Naeme’s realm.

The home I had after I had been removed from the foster home where I was abused. Naeme’s haven is where I was able to begin to heal. Naeme’s love in that time saved me from toxic thoughts and self-harm. She was very special to me. Like the natural mother, I never knew.

I felt Naeme near in the forest, and I drew myself closer.

I pulled out of one tree as she pulled from another. We shared a hug.

“How are they treating you?” Naeme said, conversing with me in our native tongue, “They seem like a loving family.”

“I’m good, and they are too. I love being part of the family. They make me feel special.” I related

“You are troubled, though?” She asked me, a concerned look in her eyes.

“They say we need to move,” I said, “many miles away, to California. I feel like I will miss my home, my forest.”

Naeme was quiet, considering something, then she looked at me.

“They have powerful magic. I have watched them for many years. I am friends with their mother, Betsy,” she started. “They can’t stay here, my daughter. The change in their daughter’s age will draw attention. They are too well known here to hide it. Their family can become a target for the dark.”

“I feel safe with them,” I said, “I trust them.”

“They are good—they seek light,” she smiled and nodded, “even the humans and half-bloods try their best to be good. They accept fae magic and use it to expand light. That makes them targets for ignorant humans and dark fae that are frightened by their power. They are exposed here. They aren’t perfect, my daughter. They can make mistakes.”

I thought about that and understood. There was another topic about moving that I worried about. I didn’t have a deep understanding of my fae nature. Some things came as naturally as breathing, like walking in the trees—others I needed to know more.

“What if there are no oaks?” I asked, “I need a forest, don’t I? Can I even leave here?”

“You are fae, child,” Naeme smiled, “Gaia and magic protect you. Gaia will guide you. She will make all things right. You will find your place—you are important. They need you too.”

“Who needs me?” I asked.

“Your family,” she smiled, “and not just for fucking either.”

My eyes widened at her coarse language, and then she laughed.

“Their connections make them powerful. You become powerful with them. It’s more important than you understand now. It will become apparent. I know this, Brooke. You can provide a balance to them and help them see things differently. Help them correct mistakes. But you have to be strong, child….”

Suddenly she seemed to be distracted.

She took my hand, “Come, child, we must go back.”

Then we were in the trees again, pushing hard through the forest. We moved out of the trees and onto the waking path where I started. We were back at my new home. Naeme walked with a purpose, and I followed her to the far side of the garage.

KELLY

My mother was lying on her bed; she hadn’t gotten up. She was breathing thinly as she watched us enter her house. I was frightened; she looked pale, almost blue. Seeing her grandchildren brought a dim spark to her eye, and Betsy turned to sit on the edge of her bed.

The kids rushed up to her, and she wasn’t surprised to see that Naomi was now older than her older brother. She wrapped her arms around Naomi, then was overcome by a cough. She coughed for a long time, then spit into a rag by her bed. The rag was bright red, and I gasped.

“Mom!” I cried out, rushing to her side, slipping beside her to rub her back, “What’s wrong? What happened?”

Naomi had sunk to her knees, leaning against my mother’s knee. Zac was looking at Betsy while comforting Naomi, his hand on her shoulder. Jeremiah stepped closer and held Aly’s hand.

“I’m sick,” Betsy said, “I’ve been sick. The doctors say the cancer is incurable.”

“What?” I said, “Why didn’t you tell me? We could have found some treatment—done something.”

I was angry now, and my thoughts were a mess. Tears of sadness and frustration filled then spilled from my eyes.





“How could she hide this from us? From me — her only daughter??”








She turned, looked up at me, and held her hand to my cheek. She smiled and rubbed her thumb under my eye. She leaned and kissed my cheek.

“Because this is what you would do.” My mother smiled, continuing in halted phrases, fighting to breathe. “Then the last three months… would have been in and out of the hospital… getting sicker from chemo… I didn’t want that.”

“You’re so stubborn,” I sighed and hugged her.

“What can we do, Mom?” Jeremiah asked, “Are you in pain?”

“Other than… not… being able… to breathe…,” she said faintly, pausing for breath between every few words, “I’m fine.”

Her eyes tried to sparkle, and then another coughing fit had her lying down on her side, the rag on her lips.

Alyssa had stepped back, searched, and found some medical papers on my mother’s desk. She flipped through the file and lifted an x-ray. Her eyes narrowed, then she sighed. I felt like a knife was stabbed through my heart. I couldn’t talk—I couldn’t breathe.

Mother wiped her lips, looked at Aly, then nodded so she didn’t have to talk.

“Stage four, terminal cancer. A tumor is encroaching on her trachea—Inoperable.”

Alyssa’s words were clinical, but her eyes filled with tears as she spoke softly, “I wish we would have known.”

Mother nodded, then looked at Aly. Aly tilted her head and tuned into her thoughts. Betsy only had enough energy to breathe and was past being able to talk.

“Betsy says she was happy. She saw Zac become a man, much like his father,“ Aly spoke my mother’s thoughts. “She’s happy for him and his loves. It was special to be able to enjoy our dinner.”

Thinking back, I remembered my mother coughing from time to time. But we were all so caught up with our world and the many things happening that I didn’t pay much attention.

“I’m sorry, mother,” I said, “I ….” I couldn’t continue—I had no more words.

“Don’t
 ,” Aly said, mimicking my mother’s tone.

Then I looked and saw she had changed to my mother’s form. I was shocked, angry, and offended. I snapped my head to look at my real mother, and she patted my hand and nodded.

I understood. Aly was making it easier for me—all of us—to listen to my mother’s thoughts as if from her lips.

“Darling,
 ” Aly said, coming closer to me.

I kept watching my actual mother but listened to Aly’s voice,

“There was nothing you could have done,
 ” Aly continued, “I’m sorry I kept this from you. I got to enjoy you and your wonderful family so much more.
 ”

Mother turned and looked at Naomi.

“Naomi, child
 ,” she said through Aly, “I am so happy I get to see you all grown up. I don’t understand how it happened. I can see you’re happy. I wish I had more time with you.
 ”

She reached to grip Zac’s hand.

“Isaac
 ,” she continued via Aly, “you are my treasure. I am happy for you, and I can see you love Beth and your other girls. You have blessed me deeply ever since you were born
 .”

She looked at her doppelgänger, Aly. It was like watching my mother talk to a reflection of herself.

“Aly
 ,” Aly whispered to honor Betsy’s thoughts, “you have loved my daughter and Jeremiah and made this family strong.
 ”

Finally, she looked at Jeremiah. “Jeremiah,
 ” Aly said, “you brought so much joy into my life. You loved my daughter and made me part of your amazing family. My life was changed for the better by you. Never doubt that.
 ”

Aly paused then and blinked. She tilted her head to look at my mother. Thoughts flickered behind her eyes. Alyssa shifted back to her usual form and hugged Betsy tight. All of us were crying, tears streaking down our cheeks.

Then the door opened, and we all looked to see who was there.

Naeme entered and tilted her head to look at Betsy.”

“Time to fly?” The wizened woman smiled softly, with a tinge of sadness.

Betsy nodded and smiled, trying to bring us all into her arms.

Behind Naeme, Brooke appeared, then the rest of our new family spilled into my mother’s room. They had all felt our emotions thanks to Aly’s telepathic web. Though not everyone knew my mother, they all felt connected.

Naeme approached and placed her hand on my mother’s forehead. She smiled and then touched my cheek, connecting us both. I felt the warmth of my mother’s love envelop me, filling me. I gasped, trying to take a breath but could not fill my lungs. My eyes widened. It felt like I was slowly suffocating. It hurt to breathe.

I looked at Naeme, and she tilted her head expressively. She was making me understand that was what my mother was experiencing. Her connection allowed me to feel my mother’s pain. I understood, nodded at Naeme, and took my mother’s hand. Naomi lowered her hand from my cheek, and I was able to breathe again.

“It’s okay, Mom,” I said through a veil of tears, “it’s time to fly. Go fly with Naeme. I love you, Mom….”

I watched as my mother slowly closed her eyes and then didn’t breathe again.

Naeme pulled her hand back from my mother’s head. She was cradling a ball of light. She lifted the light above her head with both hands. She rose from the ground, then disappeared in a pop.

I cried out in anguish, then shuddered, hugging my mother’s empty shell in my arms.

My mother was gone, her body empty. I wept and cradled the form she had left behind. My family surrounded me. I lost track of how long I sat there. Then Jeremiah gently shook me, and I looked up.

Everyone had left.

I reached for Jeremiah and hugged him tightly.

“I don’t know what I’m going to do?” I cried, “I miss her already.”

“We will figure it out,” Jeremiah said, “Betsy will help us, just differently than she has.”

Finally, I stood up, leaned, and kissed the cool forehead of my mother’s empty body. Jeremiah escorted me back to the house. Alyssa was on the phone, talking to someone, asking for help. She didn’t know what to do. That unsettled me more than I could express—Alyssa always knew what to do. She was rattled—Aly was never discouraged.

Jeremiah took me into the living room, and we sat. Zac came and sat beside me. Naomi sat beside her father. I was numb. It felt like a chapter of my life had ended. I knew there was another chapter to come, maybe many more. I couldn’t start it yet.

JEREMIAH

I was thankful for Aly’s help because I felt numb. Kelly, the kids, and I just sat numbly on the sofa. Alyssa called my uncle on her cell; she was oddly out of sorts. She raised her voice; she never did that. She was frustrated by her behavior. She threw the phone across the room into another soft chair. Then Aly joined us and slumped between Naomi and me. Naomi moved to make room, then rested her head on her mother’s thigh.

Uncle Thomas, always reliable, drove over immediately and took over. He called the funeral home to arrange for the transport of Betsy’s body. The medical examiner arrived and asked routine questions. The paperwork Aly had found was precisely what they needed. There was a bustle of activity, then the strangers all left. We gathered in the living room together but in silence as we all worked through our grief.

We shared affection, but that was all. No one felt in the mood for anything more than a hug. The new family members picked up the slack, helping Maria with the necessities. The five of us, Kelly, Aly, Zac, Naomi, and I, just sat and stared blankly. Lexi and Carmen sat near us with vacant expressions.

After getting lost in our memories of Betsy, we needed to share. We discussed things we remembered. Naomi shared what she remembered about her grandmother when she was five, like two days ago. We smiled at that. When Betsy had encouraged him to spend more time with Beth, Zac recalled how I had freaked out. We laughed, then we cried more.

Then we started sharing more stories—stories that went back many, many years. From the time Aly and I first met Betsy and Bob. The rest of the family gathered to listen. Carmen declared it pizza night. After the pies were delivered, we ate off paper plates, drank soda, and continued to honor Betsy’s memory. It’s funny how grieving and crying give way to humorous stories of the people we love.

The next few days followed the same pattern. Kelly, Aly, and I felt it was the best time to start over as we honored Betsy’s memory. We needed to take care of the details. As the details of Betsy’s end of life ran through the machinery, we started making arrangements to leave our home and begin again.

Uncle Thomas asked Kelly how she wanted the will to be read. Kelly wanted it to read right where we sat. Everyone should be present. Betsy’s wishes were to be cremated and ashes scattered in the woods around our home. She left everything to Kelly and knew we would allocate it as appropriate. It took less than five minutes to read through her will. It took two days for Uncle Thomas to liquidate her assets and push them into offshore accounts. Now untraceable, her wealth was about half of ours, which we used to put the gears in motion, and begin our transition.

Then things got weird.

Janice, Beth’s mom, showed up out of the blue. She was acting odd, and something was off. She hardly paid attention to Beth but seemed to hang on Zac’s every word. It reminded me of my birthday party and the kissing gag the family played on me. I looked at Zac, and he looked nervously at me.

I tilted my head and scanned Janice. My eyes tightened, and I watched Kelly and Alyssa. Then looked at Janice again. I had assumed Zac had, perhaps accidentally, made a change. But she wasn’t molded, but something had spiked an attraction to Zac. I wanted to know what happened.

Aly noticed my tension, and I released a stream of thoughts to only her with my suspicions. She looked at Janice and tilted her head, scanning Janice’s thoughts. Then she pursed her lips, looked at me, and nodded. I nodded. It was time to talk with Zac.

“Um, sorry, Janice.” I said, “We need to have a family meeting. Can you come back in an hour? We have to talk to our lawyers about estate matters. I apologize for the interruption.”

Janice looked at me and then at Zac. Then she looked at Beth and finally smiled at me.

“I’d be glad to take these two off your hands for a while,” she offered, her cheeks blushing, “If it would help.”

I ground my teeth together before speaking pleasantly, “Actually, Zac needs to stay here,” I said, “He’s integral to the conversation. Why don’t you take Beth and have a coffee? This won’t take long.”

Her lips tightened, then she managed a smile and took Beth’s hand. “Let’s go get a coffee, Beth,” she said, “the adults need to talk.”

She was acting petulant and selfishly. It wasn’t surprising; she had shown those characteristics before. How she related to Zac was different, and her relationship curve skewed beyond what I’d expect. I wanted to give Zac the benefit of the doubt, but I needed him to be honest with me.

After they left, Zac sat back and crossed his arms defensively. Alyssa looked at me expectantly. Brooke slipped over along with Leah. Having them join us was odd, but I thought they should hear this. Especially Leah, she was showing exceptional judgment. I didn’t trust my feelings lately.

“Tell me what happened, Zac,” I said.

“I don’t know,” Zac said sullenly.

“Janice’s curves have shifted weirdly. They are unnatural.” I said, focusing on my concerns, “Do you know anything about that?”

Aly creased her forehead and nodded, then looked at Zac.

Zac shrugged sullenly, “No.”

I was growing frustrated with his lack of responses. I sensed he was blocking us from his thoughts. “Do you want to tell me why Janice sees you as a more significant relationship than Brad—her husband?”

Aly looked at me and then started to nod. “Look, Zac,” I said calmly, “Something happened. Just tell us what it was.”

Zac sighed in frustration, then looked at me and his thoughts opened. “It was my aura. She got a full dose. When Beth and I went to get her clothes.” Zac admitted quietly. “I forgot my ring. The whole thing with Naomi in the pool was overwhelming, and I was weak. I lost control. I…”

He couldn’t finish it, and his eyes fell to the floor.

“You…” I said slowly, “Go on. We can’t help if we don’t know the whole story.”

“I didn’t consciously do anything
 .” Zac confessed, “I tried to be natural, and she kept leaning closer. She kept remarking about how good I smelled. I got aroused, and I’m sure my aura bloomed. So as I recognized it, I went and got Beth, and we left. I thought Janice was normal, but… she acted weird. I don’t know how this all connects.”

I sat back, thinking it through. Aly sent me her thoughts, assuring me Zac was being truthful. I recalled back when we were young. Jerry’s attraction to Kelly was similar. At one point, he even kissed her without her understanding her powers.

“It’s possible it was just your influence,” I nodded, “she could have started obsessing, focusing on your small innocent interlude after you left. Then her fixation may have grown without your presence.”

I looked at Aly for confirmation, “Sounds like limerence, frankly,” Alyssa nodded,

“Limerence may stem from Kelly’s power more than yours.” Aly theorized, “We never thought that our powers combined initially to connect us.”

“I may have to resolve this. What do you think?” I asked no one in particular.

“What are you talking about?” Brooke asked, “I don’t know how Zac’s powers work. I thought he was just an incubus. Your powers are halfling, and Zac is a halfling—he has both yours and Kelly’s?”

“Yes, Brooke, somehow Zac has acquired both of our powers,” I confirmed.

I then told her about how my powers work. We hadn’t had the time to go into details with any of the new additions to the family, save Leah. Brooke nodded her understanding as I tried to keep the concepts simple, and Aly weighed in too. Aly was better at explaining how this worked than I was, plus she explained her power and our mesh.

“Hmmm,” Brooke expressed, “you’re saying to keep the secret of our power, you need to undo what Zac’s aura may have started?”

“Yeah, basically,” I said, “otherwise, Janice will keep stopping by. She doesn’t have control over her growing infatuation. That’s what Aly referred to — limerence; she is drawn to Zac’s magic, and … well, it’s a slippery slope from this point.”

“Okay,” Brooke nodded, “I can accept that and agree. Can I ask another question, unrelated?”

“Sure,” I said.

“Why do we all have to sleep in the same room?” She asked, “Seeing all of us together. Sometimes I get a bit…uncomfortable.”

“Uncomfortable, how?” Aly asked.

“Zac and Naomi,” Brooke said, “they shouldn’t be watching you two make love to their friends. Zac shouldn’t be watching Kelly, either. The thought of that makes me…remember….”

“Go on,” I said, “I have to agree. I’m a bit put off by the same thing, but I have also to admit. The taboo nature is a bit exciting. I might be experiencing the same thing Janice is feeling.”

I didn’t shy from sharing my feelings with the younger people. Aly and I always tried to include everyone in our family when we discussed issues. It kept things honest, and honest communication was vital to our lifestyle.

“I think it’s abusive,” Brooke said softly, “incest is abusive, we all agree. But this—all sleeping together—gets close to the line. I don’t want the lines to blur. Incest may even feel like love….”

Aly and I turned to look at her. Leah watched her, eyes scanning as she sensed her conflicts and thoughts.

“It’s wrong,” Brooke continued, a bit louder, “I know I’m new here, and I want us all to be happy and loving. But incest is—it’s devious, it’s disruptive. I know. My real father and foster fathers have abused me.”

She clamped her mouth shut and held her head in her hands. Leah leaned over with her and hugged her, rubbing her back. Aly and I shared a look. I looked down and nodded.

“We have to change some things, Aly,” I said, looking up at her, “Brooke’s right. We need to keep ourselves away from the way this makes us feel. We can all get tripped up in infatuation, arousal, and taboo. The more that happens, we risk normalizing things, dismissing limits.”

“Yeah,” Leah finally spoke, “I can feel these thoughts, taboo thoughts, streaming through the mesh. They are unspoken, they fade quickly, but they are also growing.”

“So, how do we put the genie back in the bottle?” Alyssa said, her face now a maze of concern and remorse. “I thought as a family, being together was what we wanted. Do we assign each other a partner? I love having many lovers; I don’t want to be in a monogamous relationship.”

“I think we can figure a way to be more discreet and still enjoy multiple partners, Aly.” I reasoned, “But we need to find out why we feel this way. Where was the point it started going sideways?” I asked aloud, ready to listen without judgment.

Zac was silent, then shifted to his feet. “The morning I influenced Beth, Megan, Shannon, and you, Brooke,” he confessed, “I should have been punished. I shouldn’t have come home to start a family orgy. I came home because I didn’t know how to undo what I had done. I wanted to ask for help, but I wasn’t sure I wanted to reverse things either. I wanted to be like you, Dad.”

That was a bit of a gut punch, and I winced. My emotional struggles in forming our family still ran deep. This new series of events took me back to the one impulsive moment in Kelly’s dorm. Even nearly twenty years later, the shockwaves of that day affected me. I sensed Aly’s thoughts, trying to soothe me like she always did. I wanted to keep her out, so she stood up and walked toward Zac.

“It wasn’t just you, Zac,” Aly confessed, “I … I persuaded Kelly not to get angry at you. I worried because I felt how strong your ties were to your friends. I thought you’d leave home. I wanted to make sure we stayed together. I thought it was the only way it would work. I didn’t want feelings to be hurt. I didn’t want to feel pain. I thought it could be made better with love. Maybe I encouraged the wrong kind of love.”

Aly hung her head. Brooke stood up.

“Wait, I don’t know exactly what you’re saying or what it means. That day, those first moments, changed me—for the better. I can’t deny it. It felt like a miracle. Still does. I’m calmer. This family soothes me in quiet times. I can’t express that feeling because I’ve never felt like I belonged anywhere. I know I belong here with all of you.”

She paused and worried her hands together. One of her hands sprouted leaves and vines, which she held up and looked at with curiosity.

“Part of that day healed me, Zac,” Brooke continued. “Your grace at the moment, Aly, allowed me to feel the love of a family. I’ve been broken a long time. Sexual abuse and incest by my fathers—made me numb. I tried to fix it by acting out sexually, seeking a connection.”

She looked around, and her hands shifted back to human form.

“I was a slut in high school, and I have to admit that,” Brooke said with a slight blush, “I teased Zac, seduced Shannon and Beth, and lusted after Megan. My behavior had a lot to do with what happened in the classroom. Zac, your powers, or whatever, might have played a part, but my behavior in the weeks before that day also influenced me.”

“Where do you think it started?” I asked, “I can see Zac’s and your point. We can’t control everything that happens. Sometimes things seem bad that aren’t. We need to express ourselves, not hide from it.”

“It was Naomi growing up, becoming an adult,” Brooke said, “I was also feeling this with Kelly, but she and Zac always kept a distance. I feel Naomi watch you—both of you.” Brooke looked at me, Aly, and then Zac. “All of you—she is drawn to all of you. It’s wrong, but I don’t think it’s her or your fault.”

Leah stood up and then looked around, “Everyone—group hug.”

She stood expectantly until we all stood up and put our arms around each other.

“We’re going to fix it with real love,” Leah said. “We have focused on negatives; we should focus on positives too. This family is too strong and too loving to be torn down. We have to adjust, and I agree with Brooke. We mush push thoughts of incest out of our circle.”

Leah stopped talking and allowed herself to process feelings she hadn’t expressed before. She looked up and closed her eyes, opening the door to emotions she had locked away. After a few moments, she started crying as unleashed emotions tumbled through her mind.

Leah dropped to her knees and sobbed, her head bowed into her hands. Her thoughts were a cycle of emotions like a burst pipe spraying everywhere. All of us surrounded her to comfort her until she could breathe.

“I never told you.” Leah said, wiping tears from her eyes, “I think part of me blocked it out. I didn’t want to think about it. I didn’t want to relive it. My stepfather abused my sister. I was young, and she was a bit older. She put herself between him and me. She protected me.”

We looked at her, trying to comfort her, and let her continue. Leah needed to release what she had suppressed.

“I don’t know how long it went on. The memories are very faint.” Leah continued, then paused and swallowed.

“My sister committed suicide two years ago. She’s why I dropped out of college. I couldn’t cope with losing her. I shut down and became like a zombie. I felt dead.” Leah sniffed, then looked up at all of us. She sat back on her heels and stood up, and faced us with steady eyes.,

“Those were my darkest days,” Leah admitted, “then I started working for you, caring for Naomi. She healed me. You healed me. Even Zac’s suddenly blooming into an incubus healed me. You love me completely. For me, you care about me as a person first.”

Leah looked at Brooke and Zac, then put their hands around their shoulders and hugged them.

“We all care so much about each other,” Leah said, “we can heal our broken cracks with love. Like filling a cracked vase with gold. I know it; I’ve experienced it.”

Leah smiled, then looked at the four of us, “We need to be careful about cracking each other. I think we are starting that by allowing thoughts of incest inside our circle. The little bits of the taboo stream through our web needs to be handled.”

“I love Naomi,” she looked at me, then Aly, “but I don’t think she should be in the same room,” then she focused on Zac, “Zac, you shouldn’t be watching your mother have sex with all of us either.”

We sat in silence for many moments. I let myself scan the small group, trying to figure out how to correct things and untangle the conflicts. Making the right changes was always tricky. Frank discussions were always better than sudden shifts.

As I scanned their minds, I realized that the adjustments I needed to make, the people in this circle, had already been made. They all pushed back against the direction we as a family had taken. They all had a similar shape.

Brooke, Leah, Zac, and Aly - all of their curves had shifted as they processed their raw emotions. Their conflicts had been an undercurrent since the pool orgy since— Naomi joined us. We never spoke about it, and the thoughts were ignored or hidden.

As we processed them together, we felt the emotional pain of that suppression. The experience, however, shifted their curves. They know all wanted to avoid the potential pitfall of our communal bedroom. Thanks to them, I had the pattern right in front of me.

“I think I can put the genie back in the bottle.” I said, “You’ve shown me how Leah, all of you have.”

Then I thought for a moment, “Zac, scan Aly and me” I asked, “See if we’re matching.”

I sent Zac the thoughts and images I observed in our small group. It was different to work as a team. I needed him to hold me accountable. The one thing I could never do was evaluate myself. Aly was my confidant to keep me on track, but Zac could help me too.

Aly was watching, her thoughts a bit more consistent and steady. She looked at me and frowned, a tear falling down her cheek, then hugged me tightly.

“I thought I was doing the right thing, J. I’m sorry. I encouraged you to adjust us all at the pool; maybe it was wrong. Maybe that’s why it’s hard to focus on some conflicts.” Aly breathed out after streaming her thoughts. She paused and then looked into my eyes, continuing, “Leah’s right… and you’re right. We can fix this. You can make it right.”

“Pretty much the same,” Zac said quietly, “I saw Alyssa’s curve shift just now. It fits now. It matches yours.”

He looked at Leah, and Brooke, pausing a moment between them.“We all match,” Zac nodded, “I think I see your strategy.”

“I need your help, Aly,” I said. “We should do this individually, talking with each of them. We need to have a frank discussion with Naomi, just you and I. We also need to ensure our family’s safety and fix Janice.”

Janice and Beth returned as if on cue, and Carmen escorted her to the porch where we still say. I greeted Janice warmly and immediately repaired Zac’s influence by applying the pattern I sensed in our group. My moral curve seemed to click into place as I did it.

As we chatted a bit more naturally, I also severed the inappropriate fixation on Zac and strengthened her attachment to Brad. Then she just became bored with our conversation.

Janice smiled at Zac softly, then quickly said her goodbyes. “Brad will be back from golf soon,” she smiled, “I should be home when he returns.”

I took a moment to reflect, thinking of Naomi and how my feelings for her changed. I loved my daughter and wanted to hug her, comfort her, give her a fatherly kiss on the forehead or a peck on her cheek. Anything further had become a sour note instead of a scrap of taboo arousal—I considered that shift a good thing.

I took Zac, Brooke, Aly, and Leah with me and checked in with everyone. I used the group as a reference as I made adjustments. The curves slid into place naturally, fitting back smoothly, offering no resistance. I tried not to dwell on how I’d let my guard down. I knew I would have to be alert to issues.

Naomi was the only one that was different. Her moral curve radically differed from anyone else’s because of her recent age shift. Using her peers as a model, I could shape and adjust her curve to fit what it should be for her age. Her smile when I was finished assured me it was the right thing to do.

Aly and I continued to mentor our grown daughter and Zac. We talked with Naomi, adults to an adult. We never had “the talk” with her. She skipped puberty and the raging hormones. As an adult, her hormones influenced her, but not as severely. We talked about love and sex. We spoke of our norms and how our culture perceived norms. In the end, we all came to the same agreement.

Aly helped me be graceful to myself over missing the danger signals, and I helped her not to grieve her rash choice. We both made mistakes.

That evening at dinner, everyone was happy, and the conversation flowed. After dinner, everyone split into different pairs or threesomes. Some went into the private spaces of their lovers. Others would use the main bed. With Aly and Naomi’s help, Zac and I moved the haphazard mattresses back to the rooms downstairs.

We rearranged who slept where: Maria moved in with Carmen and the upstairs loft. Zac kept his room, and Beth was happy to be a constant roommate. Leah and Naomi moved into Maria’s old room and enjoyed their growing closeness. Both rooms entertained visitors regularly.

It was an adaptation that worked well. We all had to adapt to changes. We’d figure it out over time. We always did.

ALYSSA

A few days after Jeremiah’s adjustments to the family, things finally felt like we were back to normal. The newly expanded family continued to bond. The only difference is how we started to pair up during intimate times. With thirteen people, there was still a lot of variety. My polyamorous tendency enjoyed a variety of lovers.

As the weeks progressed, the pairings evolved. Leah and Naomi became frequent partners. Brooke and Lexi were similarly enchanted with each other. Megan tended to revolve around J, Kelly, and me. Though she also enjoyed Shannon, Zac, and Beth too. Zac and Beth spent a lot of time together and grew closer. Maria and Carmen paired well but also enjoyed a variety of lovers. No one missed the communal beds.

Outside our intimate times, we still focused on the work required to move our family to San Diego. Jeremiah worked with Lexi and his lawyers to close up our practice. Tommy and Tommy Jr. formally visited to include the new additions to our financial legacy. Jeremiah remained in control of the assets but never had to take any corrective actions.

Carmen, Kelly, and Maria worked on planning for a new location. Jeremiah gave Kelly the name of a realtor, Samantha—Sammi, in San Diego, and Kelly spent a lot of time viewing properties on the internet.

Meanwhile, I was immersed in cataloging and reviewing the extensive collection of relics and artifacts we had tagged and stored in the basement. Naomi joined Shannon, Leah, Megan, and me, and we could all live in each other’s minds, which made our work quiet and efficient. Since the three of us effectively shared the same powers, our mesh was segmented from the rest of the family. Shannon and Megan adapted well to being part of our mesh, Naomi melded in naturally, and we pushed thoughts to any of us as needed.

It sometimes felt like working in a library. We made the media room our home and reclined in the lounges. I bought new laptops for each of us. Jeremiah helped us transfer the databases and documents to cloud storage so we could all access files simultaneously. Silent discussions were commonplace, and some of the family who walked by would shake their heads and smile. I’m sure our facial expressions must have been entertaining.

It wasn’t a lack of talking aloud; we did that a lot. Just the context of the conversation was often missing. A thought would bubble up on the mesh, and a couple of us would trade ideas back and forth, then we’d start talking aloud. Then we’d go silent, and a new conversation would sprout up completely separate from the earlier loud conversation.

It worked for us.

Of all the things we collected over the years, I was now fascinated with the books. Books of spells, charms, and many different flavors of magic. Leah and I were more and more increasingly interested in magic. We were also wondering what type of Fae we were. Lexi and Brooke had distinct forms that went along with their nature. They even told us how they shifted back and forth. It didn’t work for Leah and me; we only seemed to have our usual human form.

Megan, Shannon, and Naomi worked on research of all things Fae. Naomi enjoyed being with Megan and Shannon and learning skills related to research. Shannon could be ultra-focused, which at times isolated her. Megan took Naomi under her wing and tutored her on various topics to help her structure her education and her mind. I appreciated that Naomi had a lot of catching up to do; formal education in schools was out of the question, but she was catching on fast.

“I think you’re a Druid or a Mage,” Shannon said one day, almost absently.

“Huh?” I said, “I thought those were humans that just used magic.”

“The lore in this is complex. They present as human form, but are imbued with mystical powers which may indicate a connection to the Fae realm.” She explained her research.

“They list Merlin as a typical mage and many allusions to Gandalf the Gray from Tolkien’s lore. While that is well documented as full fiction, much of the lore Tolkien adapted into his works was based on the region’s lore—richly fae. All of our western faerie tales are mostly adapted from Celtic lore.”

I filed this new information in my mind and pushed silently for Shannon to open a new page on our joint wiki documentation to capture her findings. Then we went quiet again, each of us working on different projects.

As safety measures, we collected all of the stones, plates, and necklaces that we used to use as protection from the dark shadows that hung over the relics and artifacts. Each of us wore a chain as we worked. The only stone we didn’t touch was the deep red one, which would cut off the mesh.

Leah picked up one of the spell books we had discovered. Then she pulled her necklace off, placed it on her armrest, and started flipping through the book.

Anytime I looked through the books, I wore Kelly’s necklace. I couldn’t make heads or tails of the letters or arcane language. For years I didn’t expect to find anything and didn’t try to unlock secrets. I evaluated the items, categorized them, put them in the database, then stored them. So this was the first time someone examined them.

Leah ran her finger across some page words, then started speaking unintelligible syllables. Suddenly she wasn’t there. She just disappeared. The book levitated and came close to me.





“Read the last two lines here,”








Leah’s voice was barely above a whisper and was accompanied by the push of her thoughts. I looked at it and couldn’t make any sense of it.





“Oh, right, take off your necklace.”








I took off my necklace and wanted to roll my eyes as I turned the unrecognizable runes that covered the pages. As I looked at the words, the page seemed to morph and shift, the glyphs taking on new patterns. Patterns I recognized from some very faint memories. Then I started trying to speak the words Leah had indicated.

Suddenly Shannon and Naomi gasped.

“Mom???” Naomi said, alarmed, “Where did you go? Where is Leah?”

I felt fuzzy like I couldn’t feel the world. Physical things still moved, and the pencil in my hand rolled over my fingers.

“Oh wow,” Megan said, “invisibility charm? Spell?”

Leah voiced similar sounds for a few moments, then popped back into space. She held her fingers on a page and pointed to the glyphs for me. I repeated the phrases, and the fuzzy feeling went away.

“Wow,” I said, looking around, “Did that happen?”

Naomi nodded, her eyes wide with fright, then hugged me close. “That scared me, Mom,” she said, “You should warn me.”

“I’m sorry, honey,” I said, “I will next time, I promise.”

I stood up and gathered up the book Leah was looking through. I also gathered others like it into a pile and looked at my team.

“No more casting spells until we catalog and document.” I said, “We don’t know what these will do, and we need to have an idea before we start slinging magic. Work in teams, Leah and Shannon, and I’ll work with Megan and Naomi. Try to find the description of the spell, Leah, and then the others will record it with the book’s name and the page.”

Everyone nodded, and we got to work. It was a substantial collection of books, so it took us much of the day. I pushed us to focus on the cataloging, and then we’d look at what we discovered. After a few hours of transcribing the data into a database, we understood better.

The collection of the books had many of the same spells in different volumes, so the total number of unique spells was lower than the first stack of transcribed notes had us believe. We cross-referenced the similarities and found the glyphs of similar spells nearly identical; differences could be explained as dialect or accent differences in human texts.

Then we looked through the list of spells. Leah memorized the invisibility and reanimation spells. Then tried speaking the words aloud with the book closed, and it worked perfectly. I asked if Naomi wanted to try one, but she shook her head.

“Maybe another time, Mom,” she said, “this is still freaky to me.”

Shannon couldn’t make heads or tails of the words. Trying to mimic Leah’s sounds also didn’t work. So it was clear that this was our Fae powers at work. Maybe we were
 druids?

Focusing on the queries from the database, we had a collection of charms, spells, wards, and hexes. There were spells to apply and revoke all the different elements. Some seemed harmless, like illumination—making a point of light appear and then disappear. Others were very dark—possession, enthrallment, enslavement, which we all agreed were forbidden.

Then I found some spells and applied charms to ink. Which I’m sure were embedded into many of the tomes we had collected, not just the spell books. I also found a spell to remove a charm from ink.

Then I put it together.

This was how Jenn’s tattoos worked. Though the tattoos were applied through a power similar to Jeremiah’s, the result could be ink that was then charmed.

I called Jeremiah to join us and research further.

“Can you use your powers to make a tattoo?” I asked, “I think I’d like a star on the inside of my wrist. Can you make it out of ink?”

“Never thought about it,” Jeremiah admitted.

He held my wrist flat, then focused and waved his hand. Nothing appeared.

“Probably need to have some ink.” Jeremiah reasoned, “Do you have an ink pen?”

I handed him a pen, and he held it in his hand, thumbing over the stylus, then tried again. An outline of a star appeared, and then he filled it in. I had about a one-inch pentagram on the inside of my wrist.

I referred to my notes and cast two spells directed at the ink. One was the invisibility spell, the other the charm to bind it to the ink. Then I looked up at Jeremiah and pressed my finger into the star.

Jeremiah’s eyes widened, and he waved his hand wildly, then was surprised to smack his hand into my shoulder.

“Ow!” I cried, “It’s invisibility, not incorporeality!”

I spoke a spell to reappear and rubbed my arm. “I hope that doesn’t bruise.”

“Wow,” Jeremiah said, always so articulate, then he looked at me, “Can you remove it?”

I waved my hand over the tattoo and uttered the removal of the charm. I looked up at him and then pressed the star. Nothing happened. I smiled as we both made the connection.

“I’ll call Jenn,” he said and headed upstairs.

I gathered up my research team and hugged them tightly. I explained the issue with the tattoos that cursed Jenn and other women trafficked into sexual slavery by the United Priesthood.

“We have been trying to find a way to fix her for a long, long time,” I smiled. “You have changed someone’s life. Many people’s lives.”

Jenn arrived an hour later and rushed down into the media room. It had become research central. She must have come from the gym because she was in runner tights and a sports bra, a warm glow of sweat, which was distracting. Her figure hadn’t lost any of its allure, and I often had a visceral reaction to her beauty.

The edge of the star tattoos on her breasts was visible, as was the tramp stamp at the small of her back. I knew she had another flower inside her panty line.

“Do you want them all to go?” I asked, excited for her.

“Start with the damned stamp, please,” she said, “I’ve been itching like crazy. I haven’t come over because I know you guys are going through things with Betsy’s death.”

“Jenn,” I complained, “it’s never a problem to help you, you know that.”

She shrugged, “I know, but … I’m sorry.”

She was frustrated and bent over, pulling her tights below her waist. She looked at Naomi and smiled.

“You’re new. Who are you?” Jenn asked.

I was too busy concentrating on the stamp and summoning the spell to remove the charm. I didn’t have time to think to answer the question or provide a suitable story. Instead, Naomi perked up.

“I’m Naomi,” she said and smiled. “Mom has told me a lot about you.”

Jenn laughed, “Nice joke—Naomi’s five, sweetheart. I know who she ….”

I started speaking, hoping that might distract Jenn, but the spell came off my tongue with little effort, and Jenn sagged a bit, relaxing. She turned around to me and smiled.

“Fuck, finally free!” She hugged me and wiggled her ass. “Oh my god, I can’t tell you how good that feels. I feel like that thing has been itching me for twenty years.”

She kissed me suddenly, and I willingly responded as I usually did to Jenn’s attention. Then she backed away and looked back at Naomi and me.

“She looks like you did twenty years ago…” she said, “how did….”

“Do you want me to do the stars too?” I asked, trying to change the subject.

By the time I tried to push a message to Leah to take Naomi upstairs or into the gym. It was too late.

“What happened,” Jenn asked, “where is Naomi?”

“Right there,” I said, resigned, “We had a bit of an incident with magic, and she grew up instantly.”

“Get the fuck out!” Jenn said and grinned at Naomi, “That true, hun? Are you all grown? God, you are as sexy as your Mom.”

Thankfully Jeremiah appeared at the door, and she turned to him. She hugged him and rose on her toes to kiss him. He hugged her affectionately. Then drew back.

“Jenn,” he said, “you must keep what happened to Naomi a secret, not even Jerry. Okay?”

Jerry was Jenn’s husband. Their relationship was the first we designed after our adventure the first summer of our family. Jenn had been part of our mesh but was too intense with her charmed tattoos that over-charged her libido—she ended up being too distracting. Her need for sex was off the charts, and Kelly would constantly get distracted, and her powers would distract the rest of us. It got to be too much, so we connected her with Jerry and separated her from the mesh and out of the family.

“Of course, J,” she said, “mum’s the word.” She looked at me, then at Jeremiah.

“Maybe I’ll keep the other tats the way they are? Jerry likes to push my buttons, you know.”

“What about the tattoo itself?” Jeremiah asked. “Now that it’s not charmed, I could probably remove it.”

“Jerry likes that too; he thinks it’s sexy.“ Jenn blushed, “So, I think, let’s see how this will work.”

With hugs and kisses, she swept out of the house. It was just like Jenn to whoosh in, cause a disruption, then be on her way. Once she left, I looked at Jeremiah, and he returned the look.

“Mum won’t be the word, J,” I told him, “I give it a week before Jerry knows. Then a few more days, the book club, etc.”

Jeremiah nodded, “You‘re right. We should initiate the move.”

He left and went downstairs to make phone calls and talk with Kelly. I gathered the girls, and we started planning to crate up the artifacts and books. We’d have to continue our research in our new home.

LEXI

All of the changes in the family made it hard to concentrate on training for the triathlon. The disruptions started while in my taper, but I still needed to train. I was frustrated, but I tried to be positive and focus on finishing what I had started. When I offered to drop the race so we could focus on more important things our family was going through, Master said he didn’t want me to drop out.

“You’ve worked too hard,” Master said, “you should see the results of your efforts. At the very least, finish it as a trial race.”

I decided to run it without distractions, so I didn’t wear my watch. I would go as fast as I felt like or as slow. I didn’t want to be a slave to the stopwatch.





I just wanted to be a slave to my Master.








The start of the spring triathlon was near dawn, in a lake near the river. The course called for a full lap to the far shore, then back. The organizers had put out floating lanes that gradually thinned so swimmers wouldn’t be on top of each other.

The start didn’t matter. We all had chips on our wrists that would encode our start and stop times. But racers are weird, and everyone, including me, crowded the start line to be the first in the water.

The crush of the bodies in the water at the starting gun was always disturbing. I just concentrated on finding clear water by swimming hard to get out in front. The swim leg, for me, was always a bit of a challenge. It was hard to determine pace without visual landmarks. I just put my head down and swam. By the turn, I was still in clear water and felt good.

I felt good because Brooke and Master helped me to relax last night.

We’d finished packing early. The only thing on the schedule for the family was my race. Master insisted that everyone be available. He had a plan for hydration and nourishment. Master thought this was a team sport. He was so sweet I didn’t want to tell him this sprint triathlon would be done in just a few hours. I was hydrated, carb-loaded, and ready to go. All I’d need was a bit of a sports drink and maybe some gels I’d already stored inside my clothes with my gear. I was good to go.

I hit the shore and waded out to head to the first change. Brooke had my bike ready, Megan helped me pull on my shoes, and Carmen swatted my ass as I started pedaling out of the change station.

So far—so good.

I put my head down, pedaled, found the right pace, and kept my eyes on the road. I took a quick sip of the sports bottle to rinse out the taste of the lake. I tried to focus.

My thoughts went back to the previous night. I was anxious, but I knew I had to be up early and have a small meal before heading to the race. After everything was put away, the cars were prepped, packed, double checked. Master and Brooke took me back to my room for the night. The rest of the family wasn’t allowed in. This was my quiet time.

Master had Brooke undress me completely. While she was doing that sensuously, Master stripped to his shorts and climbed onto my bed. He sat against the headboard and spread his thighs apart. I smiled after Brooke removed my bra and climbed up to join him.

Brooke undressed next while I settled my back against Master’s chest. I enjoyed watching Brooke move as she undressed and gave me a little dance. We had gotten increasingly close after our rebirths. While I was always close with my original family and drawn to Megan, Brooke and I had become almost inseparable.

After discovering that Jeremiah’s powers could apply to tattoos, Brooke asked him to add a long tattoo along her right side. It was a continuous pattern of a tree, from her feet to her shoulder. The prominent tattoo included a full arm sleeve from shoulder to wrist and a leaf on the back of her hand. It added another component that matched her physique and personality and echoed her fae nature.

With her help, we designed a fox-themed sleeve for my right arm. Jeremiah made it look fantastic, including several colors. I smiled as I looked down at my pretty arm holding the handlebars of my carbon fiber bike. It drew lots of attention during the race lineups and pre-race events. Many of my mundane athletic friends wanted to know who the artist was.

I’d never tell.

Without my training watch, constant readouts of my splits, and heart rate, I had nothing to concentrate on. My thoughts just seemed to float from topic to topic. That often happened on long training rides. I needed to monitor my effort and heart rate, hydrate and keep the bike oriented in the right direction. The route wasn’t completely straight but had many long, uninterrupted legs wound through the valley. Because of my fast start, there wasn’t a lot of traffic, so it was easy to fall into a rhythm.

Speaking of rhythm, last night was such a pleasant night. With Master holding me against him, his hand filled with my breasts, kneading them as he watched Brooke spread my thighs. Her tongue slipped between my folds and slowly licked and explored. Nothing was hurried. Between Master’s fingers and Brooke’s tongue, my arousal rose slowly.

I didn’t even anticipate the orgasm; the experience so entranced me. Suddenly I was overcome by the climax, which raced through my senses and robbed me of my breath. Then Master wrapped me in his arms, and Brooke slid beside me and kissed me. Then we all faded into a pleasant sleep. I felt like I was the central focus of my unselfish lovers.

As the road narrowed, I snapped back into the present with a series of turns and twists ahead. Was I at the end of the bike leg already? Sprint triathlons went by quickly, but I sensed I was either made insanely good time or taken a wrong turn somewhere while spaced out. I kicked up a bit, seeing the change-out station, and cruised in hot.

I unclipped my helmet as I jogged the bike to my station. A few people were ahead of me in the changeout tent, primarily men. I didn’t see any of my family team of helpers until I was already running out. I must be flying. I waved to them, forced myself not to look at any timers, and headed back for the 5k leg.

I jogged through the transition area and back onto the route for the run. By the time I hit the road, I was on my hard run pace. The 5k race isn’t a very long run for me. After swimming a half-mile, biking fifteen miles, sometimes, in a race, the run can be rough. I felt pretty good, so I pushed a bit, checking how my breathing and energy felt.

I daydreamed about how, in fox form, I could run quickly and fast. Shift back and forth to avoid trees. I would race Brooke in the forests, her shifting through the trees. I scampered in my red fur, tail swaying to keep my balance, weaving back and forth. She almost always won, but it was fun to race her. The issue with being a fox is body heat; my fox tongue doesn’t dissipate heat like a human body.

I learned to shift back to human form after getting winded from a good fox run was a surprisingly easy way to cool down. I can’t do it in front of a crowd of people—they don’t react well. I was getting excellent at shifting back and forth.

One day Aly wanted to know if I was as heavy in Fae form as my usual weight. She was vexed with the weight difference, mumbling something about conservation of mass. For someone who has learned invisibility, it’s odd to see her worry about how fucking awesome magic is.

My thoughts returned to back early this morning. Master woke me up with plenty of time. Brooke helped me get dressed, primarily by holding my clothes. I wrapped up in a sweat suit, and we headed to the race. Once we arrived, it was a hurry-up-and-wait exercise. Setting up the transition space was a piece of cake. Master had that wired. I sipped on some energy drinks and had some gels. Nothing heavy—I didn’t want to worry about that during the race. One quick trip to the toilets about fifteen minutes before the race was all I needed.

I checked back into the race. The run can be as hypnotic as the bike leg when I’m feeling good. As I focused, I saw crowds lined up along the way. I didn’t see any other women, just a few guys in front of me. The FAST guys. How was I keeping up with those freaks? I checked my breathing and felt my pulse. Everything was nominal.

I cursed myself—I must have missed a turn on the bike while zoning out. I just put my head down and ran. It was crappy to know I’d be DQd, but I ran hard to the finish line. I saw the family clapping and whooping it up near the finish and looked up at the clock for the first time. It was just ticking past one hour and two minutes as I burst across the line at full kick speed.
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That was too long to have taken a wrong turn, but it beat my personal best by four minutes.

I was elated, and I felt fantastic. Like I could start again immediately. I slowed to a walk and turned back towards the finish. Everyone was running towards me. They swept me up in the crush of bodies as they hugged and congratulated me.

What a great race; too bad I didn’t remember much of it. I felt great as I accepted the female overall best time medal. Second place was a woman half my physical age, third someone about the same age. That was par for these types of races.

I was proud of myself because I worked hard on training. Only really slacking off during the strange days after Zac’s awakening. Taper times are usually crazy, but this was even more so.

After waiting for the ceremony, Master was itching to get back home. The plane would be ready at the airport first thing in the morning. We needed to gather our stuff and be prepared to move. We had been quiet around friends and acquaintances. Lots of our things had already been shipped to a storage location in San Diego.

The plan was to take off early in the morning. Master arranged with his realtor to meet us at the airport in San Diego. A bus would take us to our new home. It wasn’t finished yet, so we’d get a tour, then the bus would take us to a hotel downtown. We would start over and leave the rest of our things here. Uncle Tommy would sell the stuff we left behind, including our cars and house.

I was excited to start a new story.

When morning came, we filed into the rental van after depositing our two bags each into the back. Kelly was still grumbling about how two bags could not possibly be enough. I had given her half the space in one of my bags. I didn’t need much room. She appreciated it, but I think she’d still complain if she had ten bags. I loved her diva self; she’d never change. The trip to the airport was uneventful.

The executive jet from our airline was waiting for us on the tarmac. I still didn’t know why we needed an airline. Master explained the reason back in the JACKL days. It did make travel to the annual orgy easy. Those had ended years ago. Master kept the commuter airline business because it was profitable. I tapped the faded JACKL logo I designed on the fuselage for good luck, then headed to the back of the plane.

I curled up in a seat in the back, and Megan slipped beside me. I smiled tiredly at her, and we shared a kiss. Then she let me lay my head on her lap, and I fell asleep. I didn’t wake up until the wheels hit the runway in San Diego. The windows were bright; a sunny California sky greeted us. I stretched and hugged Megan tight.

“Ready for a new life?” I asked.

“I think I started that a few weeks back,” Megan smiled, “I do like new beginnings.”

SAMANTHA

My name is Samantha, but no one calls me that.

I am Sammi, and I am a naiad, a water nymph. The waters in and around San Diego are my home. I protect them. I have lived here for as long as I can remember, probably longer than that. As a fae, I know I am eternal.

Living in the mundane world of humans, I need to reboot myself. This is the fourth time that I’ve remembered rebooting. The last time was twenty years ago. The next time will probably be in twenty more.

My mundane human form always looks like she is in her early thirties, with striking blonde hair, brilliant blue eyes, short and sassy. It is the mask I wear to interact with the mundane. I know fae and humans are symbiotic. We need the human capacity for love, and humans need our magic. Magic has gone out of fashion in the last few hundred years, the industrial revolution, science, and a need to explain everything. No one thinks of magic much anymore, but that doesn’t mean the mundane doesn’t need it.

I waited in the front seat of a small bus near the airport. The driver was dozing. My contact, Jeremiah Jackson, said they were flying in from Oregon, but the exact time of day wasn’t specific. I didn’t mind, but I wished I could slip into my natural fae form and go swim in the bay.

Eventually, I looked up, and a large crowd came my way. Jeremiah, I recognized this from a photo he sent me on my phone. Yes, we fae use modern electronics. We’re not savages! He was flanked by two gorgeous women, a blonde, Kelly, his wife, and a brunette, that must be Alyssa. Then a young man and a young woman, his two children. Behind the five were two more rows of four, totaling thirteen people.

They had two porters pushing carts of luggage, and soon the luggage was put on the bottom of the bus. I introduced myself to Jeremiah, and he, in turn, introduced himself to each of his family. He called all thirteen of them family. They were an attractive and affectionate bunch, and I enjoyed their hugs and kisses on my cheeks.

Jeremiah stayed outside to talk to me while the rest filed into the bus. They had a buzz of nervous energy that made me a bit anxious. While my personality might be bubbly, I was an introvert. Surrounded by a crowd of people often had me on edge.

Soon we were all loaded up, and the bus got on the freeway north. The ten miles to their new home took about 25 minutes in the light traffic of midday. We pulled into the gate of an older resort.

The property hadn’t been profitable for years. Jeremiah bought it with cash and started renovations, designed by Kelly, on the grounds a month ago. The living quarters weren’t ready, and there would still be construction going on for quite a while. The main building stretched along the edge of the rocky cliff face. The expanse of the Pacific Ocean spread to the horizon beyond. There were greenways in the front and back—paths and stairways to a secluded beach.

The property was gated, except for the path to the stairs down to the beach. A public entry was required, per California law. Yet, Kelly’s designs made it difficult to see from the road, and the nature of the coastline meant they practically had a private beach for themselves.

The bus pulled up to the gate, and I got out with Jeremiah to hand him the key and let him unlock the gate.

“There you go, Mr. Jackson,” I said, “the keys to your new home! Or will be in a few months when construction is done.”

“Sammi,” Jeremiah smiled, “You made this so easy. Thank you for all your hard work.”

The group filed out and disappeared into the under-construction resort. I toured with them, pointing out features, views, and plans being worked on. Kelly introduced me to Carmen, who asked many questions about the kitchen, utility room, and other spaces. After the tour, we returned to the bus; everyone was full of smiles.

“I just love to see people smile when they get here.” I grinned, then winked, “The commission is pretty nice too.”

“I’d like to put you on retainer,” Jeremiah said. “We will be investing in more properties around town over time. What would you need to be our exclusive agent?”

I looked at him narrowly. I didn’t necessarily want this precious town to be converted into cookie-cutter developments. Not that I had any control, this town had been exploding for years. I didn’t want it to lose its magic.

“What types of development are you planning,” I asked.

He smiled at me and paused. A small fox scampered up to his side, then sat and looked at me. Then suddenly, the fox morphed into the beautiful redhead who was part of the family. She hugged Jeremiah.

“This is wonderful, Master,” she said, “there is a running path along the cliffs, so many trees, Brooke will love it!”

“So,” I said, the transformation leaving me unsurprised. As a fae, I was used to such things, “How many in your family are fae?”

“Enough,” Jeremiah said, “we are concerned about the use of magic, and we want to do something about it. We want to bring more light and magic into the world.”

“How about you keep your money,” I said, “I want to join your team. I don’t require a salary.”

“Deal,” he said, “let’s talk more details on the way to our hotel downtown. My family is pretty beat from the trip, and we need to unpack, relax and unwind. The house won’t be ready for a couple more months. Do you mind riding with us?”

“Not at all,” I smiled, “where are you staying?”

“The Embassy by the Village,” he said.

We all filed back onto the bus. The family was a buzz with excitement as they found their seats. And they started pointing out the windows at the ocean and the cliffs. We started back the way we came.

“We reserved a few rooms at the Embassy for a couple of weeks. But we need to find somewhere close for a more semi-permanent location,” Jeremiah continued. “Something like a small apartment building we can renovate and upgrade as an investment.”

“Why?” I asked, “You seen very ambitious.”

“Kelly has hospitality in her veins,” He said, indicating the beautiful blonde in the seat behind us, “She loves to have projects, and I think it would be good to have a base property near downtown.”

The bus pulled up to the hotel, which was at the intersection of two busy streets. Across one of the streets was the entrance to outdoor shopping that was popular with tourists. Across the other street and around the corner was an old Navy carrier, now moored to the Navy Pier and open for tourists interested in the Navy tradition of the town.

The bay proper was only a block away on either side, and I loved the scent of my bay, the cool breezes, and the happy people. This location was rich in magic, evidenced by the happiness of humans enjoying the natural waters. My bay was unique, and I secretly hoped this family would help that magic grow.

The family filed out and into the hotel. Jeremiah asked me to stick around, but I wasn’t good at just sitting. I walked around the hotel to keep moving.

On the North side, I examined a small apartment building. It had seen some better days. It looked like it was fighting a losing battle with more ambitious development properties focused further south down the road.

The colossal convention center a few blocks away was proving to be a boon to the economy. My beautiful bay also hosted several resorts nearby, and prominent residential skyscrapers lined the road south towards the Naval yards a few miles away.

I swiped my phone to turn it on and looked up the property address. I headed back to the lobby to wait for Jeremiah. I found a chair to sit in and crossed my legs, my shoe dangling from one of my toes. I never wore shoes in my fae form, but I had to look the part in human form.

I researched the apartment building on my phone, Fairview Apartments, and smiled at the name. The property was listed, and the price was pretty good for the location. It might be just what Jeremiah was looking for.

He came back down, and we spoke some more. I took him across the street to show him the property. The on-duty manager gave us a tour and pressed us to sign a rental contract. It made me think they were low on occupancy, something I could find out. If true, that would help lower the price if they were motivated to get out from under their contract.

“I’ll have Kelly come take a look,” Jeremiah said, “we will give you a call tomorrow. I’ve got to get back to the family.”

“Sure thing!” I smiled and shook his hand, “I’m excited to be working with you. You have my number.”

He departed, and I walked across the street towards the village and my bay front. I walked along the path until the crowds thinned out, then turned to walk along the edge of the bay. I pocketed my phone and waited. When there was no one in sight, I slipped over the wall, transformed into my fae form, and into the waters of my bay. Under the surface, I swam out into the bay and then turned south. My home was just a few miles away.

KELLY

I was captivated looking out from the balcony of our top-floor suite. The sliding glass door to the inside was opened while I leaned over the rail, looking out over the bay. Cool breezes off the water made my flesh goose-pimple. I loved this city already.

The views from our new home were similarly spectacular. We could look down from the cliffs over the Pacific Ocean with nothing to interrupt the view. I couldn’t wait until construction was complete.

I’d been working on the plans for the new home for over a month. It was the type of project that let me take my mind off my mother’s death and still pleasantly reminded me of her almost every day. The actual reality of the location was so much better than I imagined.

This hotel would do nicely for a while, as we couldn’t move into the house yet. We also couldn’t stay in Oregon any longer. Jeremiah had accelerated the schedule and was also looking to add more properties here in San Diego.

I liked seeing Jeremiah engaged. We had made much of our fortune running inns. He had a knack for finding suitable locations. He had an extraordinary career as a counselor and strengthened many couples with Alyssa’s help. His mind and initiative helped him achieve anything that caught his focus. I hoped this new start would allow him to use his many talents in new ways.

It seemed like he’d come alive lately—observant and attentive. Approaching his birthday, he had been so distracted by the shadows of our past. Then things had been a bit crazy with the changes in the family, Naomi’s sudden growth, and the crazy few days we enjoyed. Looking back, it was a bit of madness, maybe some unwise decisions. We had moved on, and everyone was so happy that the enlarged family had found its stride. Jeremiah lost his distraction, making peace with his past. The change in him made me love him even more.

I felt Jeremiah return to our suite. Alyssa had decided to shower. He saw me and joined me on the balcony. I turned around and leaned my elbows against the rail, which I knew presented my breasts to him. I enjoyed the desired effect as I felt his eyes drop to my bosom.

“You look happy, love,” Jeremiah said, “California becomes you.”

I pushed off the rail and sauntered to him, wrapping my wrists behind his neck and kissing him deeply.

“Let him feel just how happy I am,” I thought as I released my aura into a warm glow.

He growled and kissed me deeper, his fingers gathering my skirt and exposing my thighs. I kept one hand behind his head and combed through his hair, enjoying our kiss. With my other hand, I dropped between us and stroked his cock through his trousers. His fingers slid up my thighs, then hooked into the waist of my thong and pressed it down. My skirt lowered over my ass as my panties fell past my knees.

“Are you going to fuck me on the balcony, mister?” I teased.

I unbuckled his belt and pressed his trousers down. My hand returned to his rigid cock, my thumb rolling over his head.

He growled, my glow capturing him, narrowing his focus to just me. I looked past him into our suite and saw Alyssa come out of the shower. Her eyes flared as she saw us and felt my power. She dropped her towel and walked naked onto the balcony behind Jeremiah.

I winked at her as I continued to stroke Jeremiah’s cock. She walked behind him and wrapped her arms around him, her fingers unbuttoning his shirt. He looked over his shoulder as she leaned close and kissed him deeply before pulling his shirt off.

I tugged lightly on his cock, then released it and walked back to the rail. I leaned over the side, still in my bra and covered by the dress. My breasts swayed over the railing as I watched the people walking on the sidewalk ten stories below. I reached back and lifted my skirt, and spread my thighs. A gentle roll of my hips was all it took to entice Jeremiah to step behind me.

I felt his hand cup my sex, and I purred in delight. Then his cock slid up and down my cleft. I held myself still, letting him tease me. I hungered for him, wanting to press back and impale myself on his manhood. I looked over my shoulder to look at him as he teased my folds. I wondered where Alyssa was, then moaned deeply.

I looked down, and she had lowered down and slipped between J and me, sitting between my spread thighs. Alyssa kissed my cleft, and her tongue slid between J’s cock and my lips. Her free hand slowly fingered her cunt. I growled lowly.

“Baby, fuck me,” I begged, “ram that cock into me.”

Jeremiah did, thrusting into me, and I rolled against the balcony rail, then pressed back to meet his next thrust. Aly was licking my clit, and then the apex of my lips as Jeremiah slowly fucked me. The sensations were delicious as I felt the bay’s cool breeze blow over my heated flesh.

I felt others near and looked over my shoulder into the suite. Megan and Shannon were on a large sofa, naked, legs spread. They kissed when they weren’t watching us. Their hands pressed into each other’s pussies, rubbing their partners’ clit. I sent a wave of pleasure towards them to watch them buck.

Jeremiah started hammering deeper and deeper. Aly slipped under me and leaned over the balcony beside me, shamelessly baring her breasts to the San Diego skyline. Then she kissed me, and I felt Jeremiah slip out of me.

I groaned into Aly’s mouth as she was pressed forward by a firm thrust from Jeremiah, who slipped behind her. I kissed Aly deeply, turning towards her, my hands filled with her breasts as she whined from Jeremiah’s pounding.

I rose and stood, then dragged them both inside. I quickly stripped off my dress and bra, and we gathered on the bed, enticing Megan and Shannon to join us. We slipped into a nest of moving flesh, bare breasts and mouths, fingers and tongues. We shared Jeremiah’s cock. He used his power to keep us rock hard even though he filled each of us many times with his ejaculation. We enjoyed ourselves in our new city.

As we cuddled in the post-coital bliss, I felt Zac’s glow pulsing, and I wondered who was in his room. I imagined Beth watching as Zac plowed into Brooke while she licked Lexi. Carmen and Maria, I imagined, joining Leah and Naomi in a sapphic foursome. His aura grew brighter, and I felt it ripple through me.

My partners enjoyed another pulse of my arousal before we all slipped into a restful sleep.

Such a fantastic way to start a new chapter in our lives.
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