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All I could think about when the divorce was finalized was retreating to the mountains. Camping and hiking had always been my Zen ever since I was a kid trying to escape my father’s drunken temper tantrums and my mother’s tears.



It wasn’t so much the outdoors I craved but the solitude, and that’s why I was so far up in the mountains. Most the campsites anymore are always full – at least the ones people can get to by car. No one goes up to Lake Chesterton anymore. The old road leading up there was closed off for good ten years ago, and it’s a fifteen-mile hike. But even that’s too populated for me. Go on another few miles on a steep hike up into the mountains and you come to an old outlook. The few people who’ve been there argue about the real name, whether it be Wagoneer or Daybreak Outlook, but one thing’s for certain – if you’ve been there, you know it’s the finest place in our state.



Nestled in a plateau midway up two mountains, it’s not too much of a stretch to imagine the old shepherds from a century ago wandering the outlook and the fields beyond with their flocks. Occasionally, throughout the warmer months, I saw a black bear, but most the time if there’ are animals to be seen, it was elk on the ridgeline or deer traipsing through the tall grass. In the late spring and most the summer, a steady stream trickles down from the snow at the top of the mountains. Sometimes I see a flash of brookies in there, but they’re too small for eating.



In all my time, apart from people I hike with, I’ve never seen another soul up there. It’s perfect.



I told my boss Bettie when everything the divorce was finalized I’d be taking a couple weeks to reenergize and deal with things. Despite the vacation time I was owed, she told me if I took time off, don’t bother coming back. You know those commercials online for the exercise bikes with the miniature TVs on the handlebars? The bikes that cost more than double the price of a good, normal exercise bike and a pretty hefty actual TV you could use for other things? Yeah, we sell and set up those. Apparently, it’s such Important Work that I can’t heal up from my guts being ripped out by my ex-wife.



I went camping anyways. Maybe this was my passive-aggressive way of quitting. I wasn’t sure yet. I hoped to figure out all that up on the mountain, eating soup from dried mixes and campfire pancakes. Have you ever had campfire pancakes? Best medicine for the soul, I swear.



I made the long, arduous walk up to the overlook and set up my one-man pup tent near the stream. The place wasn’t an official campsite, not anymore, but the few people who came up there kept it comfortably prepared. Someone – Russ Michaels, I thought, as he was the closest rancher and was something of a wanderer like me – brought up their chainsaw in the last few years and cut up some of the fallen trees for firewood. I had to dig around for my own branches and kindling, which took me the better part of the afternoon. What I gathered would last me a week, at least, and I could focus on relaxing and shutting the world out.



I finally settled into my campsite with a small, pleasant fire and a bottle of cheap rum sometime before dusk, taking in the gorgeous hues over the plains far below. Tomorrow, I thought as I neared the edge of a fine state of drunkenness, I’d hike and try to think about what was coming if I decided to quit my job.



But whatever my plans were, they ended with the meteorite.



* * *



At first, I thought crazily it was a missile dropping from the sky. You can blame that on the rum and the Cold War thriller I was reading that evening and trying to pretend I liked.



The boom deafened me as the meteorite entered the atmosphere. I shot to my feet, looking up at the streak of white heading right towards me. Then it was hurtling into the ground, close, so damn close I could hear the dirt spraying outwards in a great big fan somewhere up the mountain. A mile, maybe less.



At the fringes of the dim campfire light, animals scattered, heedless of me in their midst. I saw a doe and a fawn, the mother bolting and stopping only to bleat at her fawn when the curious young thing turned to look at the smoke rolling up into the sky. A pair of porcupines ran right across my campsite, their chubby butts wiggling with every fast step. The sky, already dark, filled with birds crying out the indignity of being roused that late.



If it was a meteorite, maybe I could get some pictures. That would be something else. I shot for the tent and my backpack. I didn’t want to leave the fire untended, so I hurried to kick dirt over the flames. To help me find my way back and not fall into the stream doing it, I pulled out my battery-powered lantern, turned it on, and set it on the old logs and boards people used for a bench seat up there. At its medium setting, the batteries would last throughout the night and well beyond. I had more batteries in the bag, but if I was going to stay out here for any amount of time, I’d need to go back to town for more. I figured the opportunity was worth it.



My flashlight was a high-powered multi-function beast that could either cut a bright line across my path or light up a pretty good-sized room with its secondary setting. For the moment, I just needed it as a flashlight, but if I found that meteor and wanted to get a picture, I’d need the latter. I would lose the last vestiges of the dusk light soon, so I turned on the flashlight and started up towards the thin pillar of smoke where the meteor crashed.



It was a longer hike than I anticipated. I kept to the stream as much as I could, since it was known to me, but I soon had to cross at a shallow point to climb further up the mountain. Some smell hung in the air, sort of tangy and metallic all at once, like someone dipped copper in barbeque sauce. Smoke now billowed from several places all at once, and I dug out my phone to call in case a fire spread.



Thanks to the nearby ranches, there was cell service, but that close to the mountain, I could only get one bar, so I stood still while the phone rang. A dispatcher came on and after I explained what happened told me they’d see what they could do. She warned me not to touch the meteorite or get too close. I agreed, but come on, I had an opportunity to see a meteor up close and personal. How cool was that?



Yeah, I was kind of an idiot.



In front of me were two options – a ravine or a stony hillside climb. I figured the latter would give me a better vantage point so I wasn’t stumbling around searching for the meteorite all night. Plus, if there really was a fire, it would help me spot the flames. I climbed.



The hillside was steeper than it appeared, leaving me kneeling over and scrambling at the ground with my hands for purchase. It was stupid, I thought. I should go back down and try this again in the morning. But this was the first time my mind had really hooked onto anything since the day I followed Tracy to her boss’s house when she told me she was going to be working late at the office for the dozenth time that month.



I didn’t really care about getting hurt. I didn’t really care about dying. I just wanted to see that goddamn space rock and then go get drunk and maybe not hurt for a while.



Something sharp hit my mind. The best way I can describe it is like a mosquito bit me, only on the inside of my skull. I reached a hand up, sure I was going to feel blood or something, but no, there was nothing. The sensation repeated itself another ten feet in, then again and again. An errant thought hit me – the chemicals were doing this. Turning around seemed more and more appealing. I might have chickened out if I didn’t see it. The flicker of orange, the mark of a fire.



“Oh, shit,” I breathed, and climbed faster, cresting the hill.



The flames were small, contained, just weeds among the hardscrabble. Nothing was spreading out of control, and there wasn’t enough brush on that rocky hillside to cause any real danger. A dimple in the earth must have been where the meteor hit, but it had shattered on impact, debris spreading thirty or forty feet in a nearly perfect circle. Some of it, I realized, was right at my feet. I nudged a chunk of what looked like black quartz with my foot. It didn’t burn the soles, so I tentatively dropped down to examine it. Heat emanated from it, but when I grabbed a fistful of grass and pressed it to the crystal, it didn’t light. I snapped a picture of it, then muttered to myself, “I’d kick myself if I didn’t…”



I poked at the quartz.



Nothing happened.



It was hot, sure, but not as hot as you’d think. I expected it to scald my fingers but instead, it was like pulling a plate from the microwave after a couple minutes. So long as I palmed it carefully, the heat distributed itself out well enough I didn’t scald my hands. It felt weird, like silicone, but it looked like quartz. I took another picture of it and stuffed it into my backpack. At the very least I’d get a cool paperweight out of this.



I picked up a few more chunks nearby, then the pain hit my head again. With it came an image, a feeling.
 Broke. Hurt. Broke. Hurt.
 Not actual words, but those sensations. I sucked in a breath and switched the flashlight to its brighter, widespread illumination.



Down the hill further was a bigger chunk of that quartz stuff, maybe half my size. Cradled beside it, no bigger than my fist, was a mass of something grayish green – and it was moving.



* * *



Broke. Hurt. Broke. Hurt.



I hesitated. Every instinct in me told me to get away from that thing, that this was an honest-to-God alien I was looking at. Except that was insane. Aliens were the stuff of science fiction. But no matter how much I wanted to pretend the creature was just another animal, that feeling hit me over and over again in my mind.



One thing I knew – that being, whatever it was, was trapped and wounded. I generally have a “don’t screw with nature” philosophy, in that I don’t hunt and if I see a wild animal, I keep my distance. But if I walked away without trying to help, my cowardice would have haunted me. Nothing deserved to be trapped like that.



Broke. Hurt. Broke. Hurt.



It was like the thing was plucking the phantom pain of some of my own experiences from me – appendicitis, a broken finger in a football game – and pushing the memory of the pain at me without the imagery of the experience itself. It was a strange sensation.



“I don’t know if you can hear me or understand me,” I said, knowing how crazy I was acting and unable to stop myself, “but I’m going to come down there and take a look. Okay? I don’t know if I can help but I’ll try.”



Silence.



I had to take the slope a few inches at a time. It was even more of a sharp angle at this side, and at several points, I had no purchase. It would have been smarter and probably faster to come around at it from below and climb up, but by that point, I was too giddy and terrified all at once to think straight. Me, a nobody, was about to come face-to-face with a freaking alien.



I wrestled my way down the hillside until I reached a flatter slope. There was a sharp five-foot drop to the alien, and I could see no outcroppings or grips leading down to it. I was going to have to drop, then make my way down that slope to the bottom of the ravine. I finger-rolled the flashlight beside the alien’s cradle, then carefully settled down onto my butt, swinging my legs over the drop. The distance wasn’t as bad as I thought, like dropping off a stage onto the ground. I nearly went too far, though, and slammed backwards onto my ass before I could topple down the hillside.



“All right, little buddy, let’s take a look at you.”



I turned and examined the thing beside me. It was like a ball of jam, thick and mostly green, with swirls of darker gray mottling it. A mass of tumor-like knobs shifted towards me. I didn’t know what those were, but the thoughts in my head felt sharper, more focused, so maybe it was some kind of sensory center or something. Part of it was wedged under that heavy chunk of quartz-like rock. It must have rolled down on the meteorite’s impact and trapped the creature.



“Okay, I’m going to get that rock off you. I’m not going to be able to hold it long, so you try to pull yourself free, okay?” Nothing. “Do you understand me?” Still nothing. But a moment later, a sensation of touching someone’s skin went through my mind and I shivered. “I hope that’s a yes. All right, I’m going to lift.”



Christ, I was talking to a ball of animated jelly. This was insane. I shook my head, got my feet planted, and pulled at the boulder.



Immediate and sharp piercings hit my mind again. No longer mere mosquito stings, this was like a colony of wasps unleashed on my skull, a mental shriek of pain. I had to let go to clutch at my head, panting as my vision blurred.



When I could see again, I said, “I can’t help you if you do that to me. Just, just cool it, if you can understand me.”



I gritted my teeth and lifted again. No dice, but no wasps tearing into my skull either. I tried rocking it but that wasn’t going to work. Instead, I got down, thinking about all the lessons my PE teachers and coaches told me about lifting with the hips and not the back. Well, fuck it. The only way I was going to get the right leverage was with my back. I took a deep breath, then let it out as I pulled again, every muscle in me straining. The rock came dislodged and the thing rolled free, a thin trail of goo following.



The rock crashed back down and I leaned backwards to catch my breath, panting. Sweat rolled down my brow and I reached a hand out to balance myself. I didn’t see the creature move, didn’t realize it was right there until something pierced my hand. Horrified, I looked down. A thin, sharp jagged probiscis-like extension stuck out of my skin, joined to the alien, and I opened my mouth to scream. The alien thing pulsed, and quick as that, faster than I could even react, the probiscis retracted.



Whatever happened with the alien, I didn’t see. Instead, I stared at my hand, at the jagged mark healing already, and as a strange, foreign warmth flooded my arm. Moments before I blacked out, I thought to myself I’d been poisoned.



The truth was much stranger.



* * *



I didn’t wake for two whole days, not when Search and Rescue pulled me off the mountain via a helicopter airlift, not when I arrived at the hospital, not when they hooked me up to IVs to replenish my fluids.



I woke up only when I tasted raspberries and mud.



My eyes flew open and I spat, thinking I was still on the mountain with a mouthful of dirt. The taste lingered but shifted slowly towards something more like the tang of mouthwash. I scrubbed my dry, tender lips with the back of my hand, trying to work up enough moisture to spit. I couldn’t.



The taste shifted into a crystal-clear memory of my mom saying, “Charles Grodin.”



I struggled to sit upright and looked around for my mom as though she and my dad might be standing right beside me.



But no, she wasn’t there.



I was in a hospital bed, a thin sheet covering me. My cheeks and my forehead burned, but I shivered from chills up and down my body. My hands trembled of their own accord, and my right foot was bopping up and down, keeping time, of all things, to “Camptown Races,” which now blared as loud in my skull as my own thoughts, then louder still, so loud it hurt. I raised my trembling hands, but before I could touch my head, the music stopped, and I felt something.



Remorse. Apologetic.



“What the hell?” I croaked.



What the hell?



The words resonated in my mind, repeated themselves, twisted and tumbled away.



I grabbed at the call button on its ubiquitous box dangling off the side of the bed. Expecting to have to wait, I was pleasantly surprised when a nurse came right in, followed by my neighbor, Talia Goldman.



I immediately sat up straighter. “Talia?” My voice was as rough as sandpaper. “What are you doing here?” All the noise in my head stopped, save for that voice, echoing me.



Talia was a forty-something brunette stunner with a college-aged daughter. She had a dark complexion and cast to her face that made her seem severe, but I thought she was beautiful. Not quite overweight, but full-figured, the embodiment of motherhood. Tracy used to take every opportunity when we were together to deride Talia in private, and wasn’t much nicer in person. Things had gotten bad enough that there was a chill between our two fences. I wished it wasn’t like that, but sometimes you get lumped in with the people you love, fairly or not.



“Not even a hello, and you’re already upset about seeing me?” Talia asked.



I winced. Shit. “No, not at all. I didn’t mean it like that. I’ve been out of it and I wasn’t expecting you.”



Her frown melted a little at that, and she tossed the nurse a glance. She was pretty too, a blonde young thing with big doe eyes and dark long lashes that must have netted her lots of puppy dog adoration from the male patients, including me. Short and thin, but was almost all legs, which I could definitely appreciate.



She went into the bathroom and filled up a pair of tiny paper cups with water for me. “Sip these carefully,” she told me. I took them, and did as she said, fighting the urge to slam them like shots. I was so thirsty. “When I’m done here, I’ll see about bringing you some ice chips to suck on.” An image rose in my mind of the two women licking my cock together, Talia’s bright pink lips upturned in a smile, her long, bouncy brown locks bobbing while the nurse – Andrea, I saw on her nametag – stared more soulfully at me, one of her hands stroking my balls. The image held powerful sway over me and I missed out on what the nurse said next before she started working on bags over my shoulder.



I refocused on Talia. She said, “Tracy was still listed as your emergency contact. When they called her, she… well, she wasn’t too receptive.”



“Ah jeez. And I don’t have any family left in the area,” I said, getting it. “So they found a neighbor.”



Talia came closer. “Are you all right, Jay?”



I thought about that alien thing biting my hand. But when I looked at the skin, it was completely healed, not a trace left. I thought it best probably not to talk about seeing aliens in front of my MILF neighbor, not if I really did want to rebuild our friendship. Plus, I really didn’t need a psychiatrist’s bill on top of what the divorce cost me.



“I feel okay. Thirsty, but that’s about it.” I cocked my head and looked over at Andrea as she finished up. “Am I going to make it?”



“Well, I’ll have the doctor come in to talk to you, but I think you’ll be just fine,” Andrea said. She squeezed my shoulder. “Back with those ice chips soon.”



Another image, of her with her scrub bottoms peeled down, her panties shoved to the side as she rode my cock, her ass to me. My prick was starting to tent, and I tried to will it go down. Apparently, dehydration was an aphrodisiac to me, I thought, amused.



When the nurse left, Talia took a chair beside me. “No. I mean, are you really okay? They found you way up in the woods. I just want to make sure with Tracy gone and everything you’re not too stressed out.”



“Oh,” I said softly. That wasn’t the question she was really looking to have answered. What she couldn’t put voice to was if I was having some darker thoughts. “I was up there to take a few days to myself. We finalized things this week. I was hurting, yeah, but camping and hiking is kind of my self-defense mechanism.”



“Mine was wine by the gallon when I went through my divorce,” she said, smiling tightly. “I think your solution’s more fun.”



I chuckled. My cheeks were warming seemingly by the minute, but I figured the ice chips would probably help when they came. “Hey, I just wanted to say I’m sorry. For Tracy, for letting things get so ugly. You never deserved any of that.”



I envisioned Talia nude, her brown hair spilling across her dark sultry eyes as I speared her again and again, my cock blossoming inside her, my come pouring out of her by the cup as I pulled out. A ferocious need to yank her blouse up and suck at her tits nearly made me grit my teeth, it was so strong.



Calm down, I told myself, muttering the words under my breath without realizing it. My head lurched. Dizzy, I thought.



Talia blinked at me. Her lips parted, and she uncrossed and recrossed her legs. “I… got distracted. What were you saying? Tracy. Tracy, right. Yes, well… I don’t mean to make light of your situation, but you’re still young. I think you’ll land on your feet.”



I noticed she skirted around the apology and understood. It would take time, if it happened at all.



“And with that,” she said, standing. “I’ll let you get your rest. Give me a call when they let you go and I’ll give you a ride home. Or if I’m working, I’ll find someone who will.”



“Thanks. I appreciate it.”



She took my hand, squeezed, and traced my palm with a painted nail. We both stared at the finger. Then she was gone, and I was left alone to ponder how strange the conversation was. That lasted for all of about ten seconds before Andrea burst in with my ice chips and I forgot all about it – for a while.



* * *



I didn’t get to see a doctor for about four hours. The Wilcox Community Hospital was both understaffed and overworked, the story of just about every hospital in the nation, and my doctor caught a bad one with a five-car pileup on the Interstate after a teenager tried to turn around on the median crossover.



He came in just as I was about to dive into dinner – a turkey breast with a Mediterranean salad the cook staff microwaved along with the turkey breast. I was poking at the hot greens with a fork when Dr. Vincent walked in. He was a big man, broad in the shoulders, less so in the gut. His strong nose and thick lips were vaguely familiar, but Wilcox was a relatively small city. I probably bumped into him somewhere. Maybe even here, though it had been a while since I came in for anything more than a checkup.



“Ah, you’re up and moving,” Dr. Vincent said “Good to see.”



“Hey, let me ask you a question,” I said, lifting one of the browned pieces of lettuce. “You ever had a salad microwaved before?”



Microwaved before. Beeefore. Miiicrowaaaved.



I was almost getting used to the echoes in my head. That probably wasn’t good.



He grimaced. “Staff shortages have left us a little wanting. I’ll tell the kitchen.”



“Don’t. God only knows what they’ll send the second time. Just bring me a steak when you come to visit the next time, huh?”



Bring me a steak. Bring meeee a steak. Briiiiinng me a steak.



Dr. Vincent grinned and grabbed a stool to sit next to me. “You got it. Nolan Vincent.”



“Jay Yesco.”



We shook but he paused and gave me a funny look. “Yesco?”



Oh shit, it was never good when people recognized my last name. “You probably had my dad or mom in here.”



“Wait a second.” He tapped a pen against his lip for a moment, then twirled it and pointed the tip at me. “When you were ten or so-”



A flash of my father screaming at me.
 You fucking hypochondriac.  
 That was his response when he saw the tears from the pain I was in. My mom stood to the side, rubbing her own forehead, then jumped when he turned his wrath on her and screamed that he supposed they should go to the fucking hospital so they could be stuck with another thousand-dollar bill because of me. I don’t know if he was angrier at me before the diagnosis or after. I think he would have rather the appendicitis have been cancer.



“I came in for appendicitis. You were the doctor?”



“I was!” he said, and chuckled.



“Thought you looked familiar too.”



“Good to see you survived the wrath of my scalpel.”



“It was a close thing, you leaving the tweezers and the cheese crackers in there.”



He stuffed the pen away and we bullshitted for a while about my head pain and the funny echoes I’d been feeling. I told him too about the meteorite and how I climbed up the mountain to take a look at it. When he dug the backpack out of the patient pantry in front of me, the rock was still in there and we both marveled at it.



“I’ve never seen anything like that,” he said, holding it this way and that. In different points of light, it was opaquer.



“It’s pretty neat, right?”



“That it is. Run into any little green men?”



I thought about what I believed I saw up there on the mountain, the sentient, hand-biting ball of jelly, and I thought about how insane and stupid it would sound if I mentioned it. So instead, I said, “Nothing I care to relive.” I twisted and pointed at my butt, and he nodded solemnly.



“I understand. Probings are dangerous this time of year.”



“So, am I good to go, Doc?”



“Not yet. I’d like to get a CT scan and check out those flashes of pain and echoes, one tonight and one in the morning. I’ll check back in with you after that, look everything over, and if you don’t have any more trouble, we’ll turn you loose then.”



“Thanks.”



“In the meantime, drink up. Lots of fluids. Anything else I can do for you?”



“Just the steak, thanks.”



Stay-ache, steak, staaaake, steak.



The word was spoken with my voice, but like a child would say it, carefully enunciating the syllables. I did something with my mind, pushed against them. My head lurched again but I stayed more focused.



Dr. Vincent’s eyes took on a funny, clouded look. “I can do that,” he said, and left without another word.



Funny guy
 , I thought.



Fun-knee guy.



“Oh, shut up,” I said pleasantly, and ate my turkey breast.



An hour and a half later, I was watching a rerun of Honor Crossed, the show where two veterans and best friends come home from overseas to start up a PI business with a crew of misfits. It was hokey and wildly unbelievable and so damn good. I mean, come on, in the first episode, you get Vivian Miralles coming out of the pool of the guy they’re about to take down in a one-piece so plunging it almost showed her belly button.



Looking at the Hispanic actress on the screen made me rock hard again for something like the dozenth time that day. Christ, I was horny.



Then the oddest thing happened. My door opened, and in walked Dr. Vincent. He held a Styrofoam container, looking confused.



“I have your steak for you,” he said, and I chuckled.



“Oh man, Dr. Vincent, I wasn’t serious.”



“But you asked for it. I had to get it for you.” He frowned, his hand rising to his temple. “My head… it’s fuzzy. Why did I… why did I want to get you a steak?”



“I guess I’m just that charming,” I said, uncertain. “Well, I appreciate it. Can I pay you back?”



“No, no don’t worry about it,” Dr. Vincent said. He looked at me, his eyes still cloudy. “Anything else?”



“Beautiful blonde in the morning to come check after my every need?”



Push.
 An image of Andrea jerking my cock against her cheek. Another image of me pounding her from behind, her eyes crossed, tongue out like she was some anime sex doll.



An-dree-uh.



“Sure,” Dr. Vincent said, still rubbing his head. He brought me the Styrofoam container, then still looking puzzled, left my room again.



“Okay, what the fuck?” I breathed. But the weirdness sure didn’t stop me from enjoying my strip steak.



* * *



The stings came back that night, but this time, they were like tiny needles. Not painful, but about as uncomfortable as having an asleep arm come awake.



I was dozing and not dozing. I felt tranquil, surreal, like all this was happening to someone else. The TV was on, and a nurse came in to shut it off.



“Leave it,” I mumbled, and she turned right back around and out the door, the TV still on.



TV. Television.



I felt a surge of images, of the various TVs I’d owned and seen throughout the years. Ninety nine percent of them I didn’t remember up to that moment, but some of them I did. My parents’ TVs. My friends in elementary and high school. The TVs at work. The on in my dentist’s office. More.



This was not me pulling those images, I realized with dim, pleasantly hazy realization. The alien was riffling through my mind’s files, accessing whatever they wanted. I was terrified, but it was a dull, distant thing, like pain on morphine.



The alien – and was there any doubt anymore that was what the thing on the mountain had been? – watched the TV hawkishly and repeated every bit of conversation for the first hour or so, then it slowed to just the words it hadn’t spoken yet. It bored of that and started digging through my mental files again. Emotions welled up inside me involuntarily. At one point, a cool wave struck my mind and I laughed helplessly, joyously. Another wave and I nearly pissed myself with fear. One made me wistful, another doubtful. Then it struck upon my pleasure centers, and my cock surged so hard I nearly came.



The alien began to associate my mental images with the feelings. It recognized Andrea and Talia and their connection to lust, and built upon that. Every celebrity I ever crushed on, every woman I ever found remotely attractive, everything that turned me on. It was all filed, noted, and sorted by the biggest rushes to my system.



The thing was probing me on a completely mental level, and I could do nothing to stop it even as it began to delve into the darker realms of my mind.



My anger and my sadness centered around Tracy, about her cheating on me, about the love I held for her still even after all the bitter words. There was plenty of sadness to go around, though – the alien spent a long time examining my memories of my parents and the vague pictures I stowed away in my mind of a brother who ran from home to join the military when I was ten years old. I hadn’t seen or spoken to Brant since then, but the presence pulled him forth like I was young again, begging him to stay and him shoving me backwards onto my ass on our front lawn. I remembered that. What I didn’t remember were the fat tears rolling down his face or the anguished, nearly silent gasp when he turned away from me and jumped into his buddy’s car, but the alien within my mind showed it to me like it was happening again right in front of me.



After that, I drifted, disconnecting myself from whatever the alien presence was doing in my head. It didn’t seem to be deliberately harmful, but I didn’t want to relive a lot of what it dredged up.



Another hour in, and it started in on music. I smiled like a toddler again at “Twinkle Twinkle,” thrust my hands against my ears uselessly when it started in on the country obsession I had in my early teens, and thumped my fingers along to songs I completely forgot about. It’s amazing how many songs become lost to time when you only hear the same hits from bands over and over and over again, like a broken record on a worldwide scale.



Strange as the experience was, I had the feeling I was teaching the alien something. It drank in the music with complete radio silence on its side, but I could feel it doing something through my body. My toes twitched and I realized it was keeping time again. Was it enjoying the music? I didn’t know. But it was certainly fascinated by it.



I drifted away, and didn’t come out of it until the sun rose and someone came into my room.



Fuck.



That push again. The voice in my head was now pleasant, more assured. It still spoke with a certain sort of funny affectation, with an emphasis on the hard letters of the word, but it was much more resolute. Images came with the word when the alien spoke it. Andrea, on her knees, my come covering her face and her tits. Her ass bouncing hard. Her lips wrapped around my cock, her tongue lavishing me.



My cock was wet and warm. I blinked against the morning light coming through the window, turned my head, and looked down.



To my favorite blonde nurse in the place, my cock in her hand, her lips wrapped around the tip.



“What the fuck?” I breathed for about the dozenth time in the last twenty-four hours.



“I couldn’t help myself,” Andrea moaned around me. “Dr. Vincent told me you needed to see me and when I came in… I just… I just had to.”



Jesus Christ, what did you do?
 I shouted in my mind.



Fuck
 , the voice said, though more questioning this time. I could even see the question mark in my mind. Along with it came images and burst of my pleasure centers. My first girlfriend and I when I lost my virginity. Taking Tracy from behind.



Fuck. Breed.



Andrea’s lusty grin broke through my terror. I strained my hips upwards, and she devoured my cock again, taking it all the way to the root. That wasn’t saying much. I was a little smaller than average.



Don’t suppose you could change that, could you, pal?



Silence. Yeah, didn’t think so.



I had monumental shit I needed to think about – I was controlling this woman’s mind! – but my need roared in me like it had never done before. It was amplified, I realized, by the alien presence. It was feeling what I felt, and was just as enraptured as me. Except it wasn’t drinking the actual sensations, more my own feelings, my pleasure. It purred with everything happening, experiencing nothing for itself and riding my high.



But all of that could wait. I had a beautiful blonde nurse bobbing her head up and down my cock. Inexperienced, she grazed my skin a few times with her teeth, but I was too blown away to guide her. This was happening. This was real.



It took me a few minutes to realize one of Andrea’s hands was between her legs, inside her scrub bottoms. She was fingering herself to this, and judging from the enthusiasm of her rocking and the moans she gave me, she was loving this.



Her pussy sucked audibly at her fingers with every thrust, making me even more crazy for her. I wanted to tell her to get up on the bed with me, but I was too lost in the sensations to think straight. Good thing, too. Someone walked by outside, talking, and Andrea froze, looking up at me not with horror, but with an even wider naughty grin. She pulled off me and jerked my wet cock with her free hand. “Don’t hold back,” she murmured. “I don’t want to be caught. And I don’t want you ruining my scrubs. Come in my mouth, okay?”



“Uh. Sure.”



“Or do you want my pussy?” I gaped at her. “Pussy it is, then.” More people. She hopped off the bed and yanked the sheet over me.



Another nurse walked in, this one older and doughy. “Oh, Andrea, you’ve got him already.”



“Yep!” Andrea said cheerfully. “Mr. Yesco’s door was open and he called out. Just a quick bathroom break, and then it’s back to bed until his follow-up CT scan.”



“Okay then, I’ll leave you to it. Don’t let her give you too much trouble now. She’s a man-eater.”



Andrea bit at the air. I winked and said, “Don’t I know it.”



As the door closed behind the second nurse, I realized I could have used my new talent to make her stand watch or something, but by that point, Andrea was already unhooking my saline drip and heart monitor. She guided me off the bed and into the bathroom, gripping my dick like she was afraid I’d make a run for it. Inside, she shut the door and dropped her scrub bottoms just past a pair of white cotton panties. She turned around and faced the wall before tugging them down and looking over her shoulder.



“Hurry,” Andrea whispered, and I did.



I took her hard and fast, my pent-up need hitting me in waves. I didn’t think of Tracy. I didn’t think of anything at all. I was staring at one of the cutest, tightest butts I’d seen and my hips rapidly slapping off Andrea’s. I did nothing but fuck, and it was the best medicine I’d taken since I told Tracy I wanted a divorce.



Andrea rested her arms against the wall and took it with soft moans and whispered breathy swearing. “Fuck, uh, uh, like that, keep going…”



I slid my hands up into her top and cupped her tiny tits in her bra like they were handles. My hips lunged upwards. My cock drove deeper and deeper inside her.



“Yesss, mmm… mmm!”



Sweat rolled down my forehead as my pace, already frantic, kept getting faster. My balls churned and I thought about Andrea’s words to me earlier about not holding back. But I wanted her to get off too, and I willed myself to hang on.



I did. Barely.



I don’t know when the cup of her bra came down but I had her nipple in my fingers, pinching it, teasing it, and my other hand went down to her mound, her clit. Andrea yelped, “Oh, oh fuck!” It was loud, so loud I was sure we were going to get caught, but I didn’t care. The woman in my arms trembled, shook, and gasped out, “N-now!”



Andrea thrust back at me one last time, her head dropping. She shivered, and I couldn’t believe I made this hot young nurse come. The pleasure and the surprise overwhelmed me, and I rode the edge, right there. I slammed into her once, twice, three more times, and then I was releasing, my warmth jettisoning in her as hard as I’d ever come before. The voice in my skull came back with a thrum that felt like approval. I was pleased, and it was too. I pulled back and away, gasping and rubbing at my forehead.



“Holy shit, thank you,” I said as she leaned against the wall, catching her breath.



“Get me… some tissue paper?”



I did, and helped Andrea wipe my mess up. She studied me. “What happened? What was all this? I just let you come inside me. Holy shit. If I wasn’t on the pill…”



Uh-oh. My alarm brought about the voice. It brought up images from my past, banal things, conversations that didn’t matter, and then, hesitantly, it twirled those images away into the dark. I got it immediately – she could forget with a command. I thought that would be somewhat immoral, like drugging her, but it did give me another idea.



I gripped Andrea’s shoulders, and
 pushed
 with my mind again. “This was just a friendly hookup. Dr. Vincent wanted you to come in and check on me personally because he thought we might hit it off. It was an innocent gesture. You liked me, you felt a spark and we hooked up.”



“Are we going to do it again?” Andrea asked dreamily.



Were we? No. Andrea was sexy but I was already running through a laundry list of other women I was attracted to in my head. Or maybe that was the voice doing that to me. Or both. In any case, I definitely wasn’t after a relationship with her, especially one based mostly on good sex. I smiled and shook my head. “No.”



Andrea nodded, and I kissed her softly. A squeeze of her ass later, and she was heading out of the room. I looked at the hospital bed, thought about the second CT scan I was supposed to have that morning, and then went to the pantry, where my clothes were from the hike, along with my backpack. There was little point hanging around anymore. I felt fine, and what was wrong with me mentally wasn’t something I wanted to risk being discovered. I slipped out of my hospital gown, dressed in my own clothes, and checked myself out of there, humming along to the tune the voice in my head was playing, despite the terror and timid hope swirling in my heart.



* * *



Before I called Talia for a ride, I decided to go for a walk and try to talk to the thing in my head. I might have tried to ignore the voice the day before, but there was no more fighting it, not after that strange tryst. I was still in shock. Was Andrea seeing anyone? Had I just wrecked someone’s homelife? Jesus, was I just like the guy Tracy fucked?



I turned around and jogged back to the hospital. I started for the ward where I took my temporary vacation, but before I reached the hallway, Dr. Vincent approached me.



“Mr. Yesco, what are you doing dressed and up and moving?”



I pushed. “Never mind that. I’m fine.” He relaxed. “Andrea, do you know if she’s seeing anyone?”



“Ah. Um. No.”



“Is that a no, she isn’t, or no, you don’t know?”



He chuckled, but by the way he was shifting on his feet, he was nervous about something. “It’s a no, she’s not seeing anyone. Not… anything more than casual, anyways.”



Ah. I got it then, and grinned. “Oh. Jeez.” I pushed again. “Andrea and I hooked up this morning. It was just a flash in the pan fling. She might feel guilty about it and you might resent her, but don’t. Like you said, you haven’t put a name to what you have yet.” I paused, then added, “And treat her well, all right?”



“I will,” he said, confused but smiling quizzically. He stuck out his hand, and I shook it.



Back out in the sunshine again, I headed down the hill the hospital sat on, keeping silent – at least aurally, anyways.



Can you hear me?
 I asked the voice.



I heard the word
 yes
 and felt a sense of affirmation.



You’re the alien, aren’t you?



Yes. No.



Images flashed through my mind, discarded before I could get a grasp on them. The alien, I thought, was trying to figure out how to describe something.



You’re… you’re like an infection the alien gave me.



It studied the word infection, brought up memories of diseases, hesitated.



Yes. No.



Okay, um, better image. Like a passenger. In a car. Only I’m the car.



It seized upon an image of my truck, of various people riding with me.



Yes. Yes. Yes.



Okay. You’re not, like… going to take over my body or anything, are you? Not going to hatch a bunch of alien spawn?



The alien thought about those words, analyzed them, and a sour chemical taste invaded my mouth.



No no no. Observe. You. Experience. Yes yes yes.



Oh. Okay. Well, that’s cool.



Cool.



Cool.



It studied the word cool, but didn’t respond further to it.



Listen, the mind control thing, that’s incredible. But I need to be in active control of it. What we did with that nurse, she liked it, but if she didn’t, it would have been against her will. So please, let’s not push people into anything like that unless it’s my doing.



I hesitated, then thought about the truck again, my hands firmly on the wheel, the alien sitting in the seat.



You. Control.



Exactly.



Yes yes yes.



We neared a small coffee shop and a bakery. I stopped in for a coffee while the presence burrowed through my head. When I – we – smelled the roast, it stopped to do something akin to purring.



Humankind’s greatest invention,
 I thought.



I ordered a large and a bagel, thought about it, then texted Talia and asked if she was around. She texted me back shortly with a yes and asked if I was ready to come home. I told her where I was and asked if I could pick her up anything for her trouble. I sensed the alien presence waiting to talk at the back of my mind, and brought up a mental image of my own, a crossing guard holding up a STOP sign from some movie or another. It started rooting around again for the meaning of that particular image.



I bought Talia a chicken sausage and egg wrap and a small coffee, and sat down to eat my own breakfast while I waited for her. The alien presence waited, and I realized it didn’t know the order to stop had been temporary.



You can talk again. When I’m dealing with other people, keep it down
 , I thought.



I felt it nod and found myself emulating it the tiniest bit.



Coffee? Taste it?



I was surprised at that, and sipped. Like an idiot, I didn’t expect it to be that piping hot, and burned my lip. The alien recoiled and a flurry of my worst hurts flashed in my mind for a second. I hid my smile behind my hand.



Relax. It’s just a little burn. The pain will go away in a day or two and then the lip will heal.



Coffee bad.



No, no, the coffee’s good. I was the one who acted like a dumbass.
 My lip tingled, and I ran my tongue around it. The burn was already lessening far faster than it should have.



Holy crap. That’s incredible.



Thank. You.



It clipped the words, not quite forming a whole sentence. I smiled and spread some cream cheese and fruit compote on my bagel.
 Try this.



The alien presence gauged the bite by my reaction. It was a funny sensation, like it was rubbing my back because I was pleased with something.



Do you not need to eat or drink?
 I asked it, taking another bite.



Its response was almost immediate, an image of the sun filling my mind. A perfect circle encapsulated it and pulsed outwards into the nothing beyond.



Solar energy?



No.
 Its search was brief this time.
 Radiation. Yes. No.  
 It showed me another image, this time of the jelly ball I saved on the mountain.
 This absorbs.



Your body needs to eat but not the part of you that’s in me?



Yes. No.
 It started to search but gave up.
 Words. No.



You don’t have the words to tell me.



Yes. Yes. Yes.
 Then an image of a clock.
 Time.



It was my turn to be confused.
 Time?



Words. In. Days. Hours. Months. Years.



I was still confused, but then it dawned on me.
 The words will come to you in time.



Yes. Yes. Yes.



 I finished my bagel and drank half my coffee by the time Talia walked in. The place was too small for her not to notice me. I stood, and said, “Your wrap is waiting for you and you have a coffee coming too.”



She nodded and spoke to the barista. We got her wrap and coffee to go, the barista refilled my cup, and we headed out.



“Careful with that first sip,” I said. “Hot.”



“Thanks. I thought you needed some tests done?” Talia asked me.



“All good. Everything came back fine,” I said. “Thanks for the ride.”



“Happy to help. Oh, the sheriff’s office brought your truck home for you. I have the keys.” She dug them out at a red light and passed them over. “They said they left you a message or two and you should call them when you get a chance. I think they want to make sure you’re okay. You’re kind of the talk of the town.”



“Really?”



“Oh yeah. That comet hitting near you, the rescue on the mountain, it’s a whole thing. You sure you’re feeling okay?” I didn’t correct her on the finer usage of comet versus meteor, since I wasn’t sure myself at what point a meteor stopped being a meteor and became a meteorite. When it came into Earth’s atmosphere, or when it hit the ground? Yeah, I wasn’t exactly a scientist either.



“Never better,” I said honestly, and it was true. I felt sharper than I had in years, since maybe I was a teenager. “I guess a hospital stay is just what I needed to remind me I’m alive.”



“Well,” Talia said, and gave me a quick smile, “I hope if things get bad for you again, you don’t have any more space rocks fall on you.”



“Right? But it’s worked out pretty well. Got a cool paperweight out of the experience.”



“What do you mean?”



I dug out the stone to show her, and she gazed at it. “Now that’s something you hold onto. Give it to the grandkids someday. Have jewelry made out of it. Something.”



“Not a bad idea.”



We made small talk for a while until her daughter Mariah texted Talia. Talia played the message over her in-dash system. Mariah wanted to know if her mom was coming up that weekend.



“Mariah goes to Vineport University, right?” I asked.



“She does.”



“How’s she doing there?”



Talia grimaced. “Oh, she’s… she’s good.”



I decided to test my powers and pushed. “You can tell me.”



Talia nodded. “She’s pledging for this sorority, Orchid House.”



“Worried about her partying?” I asked, surprised. I didn’t interact much with Mariah, but I remembered her being studious and smart.



“Yes. But I worry about too if she’s trying too hard to fit in. I don’t want her to lose who she is. I wish I could tell her she’s enough without these girls, but she’s at that age where what I say doesn’t hold so much weight anymore.”



After that exchange, we drove to our neighborhood mostly in silence. The voice occupied itself with a movie dredged up out of my memory, but now and again, when I’d glance over at Talia, it would whisper those two words to me.



Fuck. Breed.



I don’t know if she’s even interested in me, pal, and I desperately need a shower and about a day’s worth of sleep.



The voice in my head didn’t push things. I had the feeling it was as sated as I was after my – our? – hookup with the nurse. I needed to figure all this out, but I was bone-weary. Really probably should have stuck around the hospital a while longer.



We turned down our block, and I said, “Thanks again for the ride.”



“Glad you’re okay, Jay. Oof. Bad rhyme. And I know it’s probably none of my business, but you and Tracy… well, I think you’re going to be much better off. You’re a good man and you’re only in your twenties. You’ll find someone. In the meantime, have some fun.”



“Thanks.”



Fuck? Breed?



Shut up, pal.



Talia let me off at the curb. I grabbed the remains of my coffee, tried to give her some cash, and headed for my truck when she wouldn’t take it. She pulled away and drove right by her house. Probably headed to work judging from the way she was dressed.



I gave the truck a once-over. Nothing had been messed with or stolen, and a deputy left a business card on the driver’s seat. I plucked it up and headed inside. It was a tiny house, with one bedroom and a living room so small we could barely fit the TV stand and the couch in there until we ditched the stand and mounted the TV to the wall. The landlord wasn’t happy about that. Then again, the landlord was never happy about anything. Shocker, in this day and age.



Tracy took most our good furniture (or good-adjacent, anyways) when she left. Most of what I moved in came from garage sales, save for my bed, which came from the one guy in town I considered to be like family. I thought about Lane as I contemplated my unmade bed and plugged my phone in. I needed to call the sheriff’s office, but if Lane found out I had been in the hospital, he’d worry.



My phone was full of unread messages and voicemails, mostly from my boss and the sheriff’s office along with a few polite robopeople threatening the end of my warranty if I didn’t call their number right away. I deleted the spam and ignored the rest for the moment, focusing on Lane first.



The last fight my dad and I had got ugly. Really ugly. When I was sixteen, I worked at a gas station on the weekends to make some extra spending money. Because I was so young, my parents cosigned on my account at the bank and could access my money anytime they needed to. One month, when my dad decided to buy a used jet ski that didn’t even work, I went to withdraw some cash only to find my balance nearly zeroed out.



I had a crazy thought in the fight that came afterwards, one I no longer think was so crazy. I think Dad knew the jet ski was a lemon and didn’t care. I think he saw it as a means to take what was mine. Life was a constant pissing match with him like that. He was the very definition of a guy suffering from tiny rooster syndrome and always had to try and establish his dominance because he believed I was the weakest person he could bully.



I confronted him about pulling the money that night. What followed was a smash-fest. He destroyed everything I loved. My game system I bought from a friend when he upgraded to the new generation. My TV. My shitty bike. My phone. Everything gone in a half-hour of rage.



I had enough. I called Protective Services. They promised to come as soon as possible. “As soon as possible” wound up being four days to get someone to Wilcox. In the meantime, my parents packed up and left the state. Yeah. No joke. Just up and left, probably thinking they’d be arrested or something. Or maybe Dad was as sick of me as I was of him. Both, probably.



The last words my dad spoke to me were, “See ya fuckin’ later.”



I didn’t know what I was going to do. I sure couldn’t afford my parents’ rent, and they cut the power before they left. I had some family in Vineport and we had some family friends locally but I was dead to them when I called up Protective Services. My dad was one of those particular monsters who was beloved outside the house and a total maniac within. A few people knew the truth, but anyone who should have cared, didn’t.



Enter Lane Onerheim.



Lane used to be a youth minister in town. He had a crisis of religion but not faith, quit the church he worked for, and kept up the youth work at a non-profit kids’ center in town. When Lane found out about my situation, he stepped in, and CPS vouched for him. I remembered him from a basketball program from my youth, when the school’s gym was under renovation for a year and we couldn’t have an official team. I didn’t remember much else, but he was an affable guy and I didn’t want to go to a foster home with strangers.



We didn’t really know all that much about each other, but Lane and his girlfriend Gail put me up in their basement for the last couple years of high school. I’m so damned lucky it was them I wound up with. It was cramped, they had so little themselves they could afford me nothing but the most basic things, and some nights we all went to bed hungry. It was also two of the best years of my life. They were kind to me, and saw that I wanted to be kind to them, even if sometimes the pain overrode my heart.



Gail left the world not long after I graduated – fuck you, cancer – and Lane shifted his focus to doing more and more volunteer work in Haiti, Ecuador, and Croatia. He kept up the residence there in Wilcox, but hadn’t been around much the last few years. He was the first person I called, though I knew he probably couldn’t pick up if he wasn’t in country. If that was the case, he’d let the phone go to voicemail and get in touch with me digitally.



Voicemail. Damn. I left him a message explaining I’d been in the hospital but everything was fine now.



My next call was to the sheriff’s office. I was put on hold by a nice receptionist, then a minute later, the deputy who dropped off my truck picked up. We talked for a long while about what happened, and he was impressed.



“It’s a damned dumb thing climbing up the mountain like that in the dark,” he said, “but I have to admit, I’d have done the same thing. I think every guy here would. The SAR people picked up some cool rocks out of the deal. They’re getting some of them tested. There’s a theory going around, and maybe the doctors told you this, that there were some chemicals involved that might have nearly done you in.”



“Oh jeez,” I said, pretending to be shocked. “That’s crazy. Will I be contacted about that?”



“Yes, sir, we can make that happen. I know the guy in charge and I’ll shoot him a message. Doubt they’ll have anything back for a few weeks, so don’t hold your breath.”



“Uh, stupid question.”



“Then I’m the right man for the job,” the deputy said cheerfully, and I decided I liked this guy.



“Do I owe Search and Rescue anything?”



“I can’t say yes or no, that’s not my department. But I do know unless you were criminally negligent or an enormous pain in the ass, they have a history of not charging people. Seems like this was an honest accident, so I can’t imagine they would.”



“Hey, thanks. Anything else you might need from me?”



“Nope. That should do it.”



We said our goodbyes and I hung up, so tired I could barely keep my eyes open. I thought about calling my boss, groaned, and instead stripped down to nothing at all. After a hot shower and some much-needed toothbrushing, I flopped into bed, ready for a day or two’s worth of sleep.



Until the voice started diving into my mental movie catalogue again.



I tried to shut it out, but imagine a movie screen in the back of your mind playing at a volume you can’t ignore while you try to sleep. I whacked the side of my head.



Hey! Trying to sleep!



Sleep?



Humans do it when our bodies and our minds are exhausted. And sometimes for fun. And sometimes because life isn’t worth getting out of bed for.



I sensed it struggle to understand any of that.



I sleep every day to rest and heal. Remember last night when I didn’t do anything for four or five hours? That was sleep.



It understood that, and blessedly let me slip back into a near-slumber… until it started poking and prodding at my mind.



Hey. Remember the sleep thing we just talked about?



It hesitated, then flashed a picture of a fence. The fenced bulged outward, then back into place. I didn’t get it. It flashed another picture of a map, with a big arrow pointing to the border between countries. Then the border started to move, expand. It didn’t go too far, but bulged slightly. It took me another minute, but finally I got it.



You’re testing your boundaries. What you can do while I try to sleep.



Yes yes yes.



I groaned.



Fine. But wait to do it until I’m actually asleep. It’s a delicate process.



This time, it did.



* * *



I felt asleep and not asleep.



Things happened to me. In my dreams, I was sleeping on a bed of nails, the pricking happening all over my body. My lip where I burned myself on the coffee flared up with heat, then went cool again. My muscles ached. My spine popped. My whole body itched from head to toe in waves, then didn’t.



More.



I dreamed of being hungry but nothing I ate would satisfy my cravings. My stomach growled for more food and I felt pathetically weakened. Then my sex dreams started, a long string of them. Dozens of my favorite fantasies played out in my mind as my cock strained for my touch. Pleasure turned to discomfort. My balls swelled and ached like the aftereffects of getting hit. The feeling expanded to the whole of my dick, and I groaned.



All the while, a deluge of words played themselves out in the back of my mind, dictionaries of them. Every word in my vocabulary and so many more I forgot, each of them analyzed and assimilated. This part might have driven me mad, if it wasn’t played so subtly behind all my other fantasies and dreams. As it was, the words were like a faint whisper, barely noticeable.



I burned hot. I could smell my own sweat, the musk of my sheets, the tang of my dishwashing soap, the blander smell of my soap in its caddy in the shower. More. Grass cuttings from down the street. Earth, both wet and dry. Coffee being made, cinnamon tapped onto someone’s food. A faint hint of perfume wafting from someone as they walked down the street. When I smelled someone’s overly ripe body odor, I mumbled something about it being too strong, and the smells dialed back.



My phone rang a half-dozen times and I ignored it. Even if I wanted to wake up, I couldn’t. I was locked into something. Dimly, I could feel the heat of the day pass into night, then into day again. Three days, I slept. And when I woke up, my whole world changed.



* * *



Someone was knocking on the door. No. That wasn’t big enough. Someone was
 pounding
 on it.



I woke with a mouth so dry I couldn’t croak out that I was coming. I blinked at the light spilling across the bed. My back was straighter, stronger. Callouses on my feet I’d grown so used to that I didn’t notice them anymore were gone. My lungs filled easier, decades of imperceptible damage wiped away. Everything seemed clearer, sharper. I could smell myself too, and it wasn’t pretty.



What did you do, pal?



I upgraded you.



The image came with a vision of a PC I helped a friend build a few years back. By “helped,” I mean I held the flashlight while he swapped out parts. I know nothing about the guts of computers.



Whatever my pleased surprise, I realized I had a need much, much greater than answers or the pounding on the door. I ran for the bathroom, sure I wasn’t going to make it. At the porcelain’s edge, when I reached down to grasp my personal six-shooter and piss, I whispered through a bone-dry throat, “What the fuck?”



Gone was my small cock. In its place was a fucking firehose. When I peed, it sounded like I was unleashing the river Styx.



How did you… what did you…?



Given time, I can make changes to your physiology. You asked me to increase the size of your penis. I did so, to the maximum length and girth at which blood flow is still regular and healthy.



Your vocabulary seems to have improved.



I have been studying.



Yeah. No shit. This is amazing.



I got a nudge of that pleased purring feeling, and grinned. Okay. This was seriously cool.



After what felt like an hour’s worth of a piss, I flushed and stepped to the sink to wash my hands. What I saw in the mirror didn’t stagger me as much as my new horse cock, but it still stunned me into freezing. Gone was all my excess weight. The face that looked back at me in the mirror was like my eighteen-year-old self again, only far more cut. When I glanced down, I realized my gut had vanished. I made a fist and rapped the rigid muscles of my stomach.



Best diet plan
 ever.



Holy shit, pal, you are now my favorite being in all of existence.



More pleased purring.
 I have made other changes to your body to present an ideal member of your gender to females.



Women. We don’t really call them females. I mean, we do, but not in a casual… ah, never mind.



I cupped my hands and drank down enough water my throat didn’t hurt any longer, and grabbed a towel. Whoever it was at my door, I wanted to show off the new me.



I answered it. Talia. She held a casserole dish in one hand. It smelled like pasta and my stomach roared its approval.



She gaped at me. “Holy… shit.”



I pushed. “Get in here.”



She did and I slammed the door shut behind her. “What is going on? What the hell? You weren’t, um, fat, but this… this is impossible.”



I took the casserole dish from her and brought it into the kitchen. “I know,” I said over my shoulder. Thinking fast, I pushed and added, “You won’t tell anybody about this change. It’s all right. You know I’ve been working out for a while and dieting, and this is just the result of all that.”



“Yes, I guess I just noticed,” she said faintly. I couldn’t help but drink in the femininity of her. Her long auburn hair came down her back in big waves, and she had this banging professional look going with her long tight skirt and blouse under a playfully cut jacket.



My cock lurched and I pushed. “You turned on?”



She didn’t hesitate. “Fuck yes.”



I grabbed Talia’s hand, and led her into the bathroom. I badly needed a shower. She took in every inch of my newly sculpted body, shedding her own clothes slowly. I soaped myself up and Talia visibly shivered when I reached my groin.



“That… isn’t human,” she breathed, staring at my hardening tree trunk.



I rinsed off, and when I hopped out, I chased Talia into my bedroom, my eyes feasting on her plentiful ass. She reached the edge of the bed and I stopped her with my hands on her waist. Talia looked over her shoulder at me. I fell to my knees and spread her legs wide. She moaned as I shoved my face into her pussy. Talia, my neighbor, a woman I’d lusted after for years, and now she was mine.



I ate her with a frantic need I’d never experienced before, not even as a horny teen. I ran my hands all over her ass as I licked Talia’s big folds, my mind reeling with the possibilities. She thrust back at me, her fists balled on the bed, her head low.



“Unngh, Jay, yesss,” she moaned.



That incentivized me even more, and I pulled back far enough to growl, “Sit on the edge of the bed.”



Talia twisted around and dropped, spreading her thighs wide for me. She had a cute string of birds and bees tattooed along her left hip by her sex. I made that my first stop, kissing the tattoo before dropping my mouth to her heavily hooded clit. I brought my fingers to her pussy lips, rubbing them.



“Oh God, you’re good at this,” she gasped, delighted.



“Thanks,” I said, grinning. This part I didn’t need my mental helper. I liked going down on a woman and I was pretty okay at it. Talia seemed to agree.



I used one hand to spread her lips wide and the other to pull her hood up to better give me access to her nice big button. Her thighs quivered as I alternated between running my tongue around its edge and flicking it in slash-like motions. I didn’t keep to the same pattern, trying to keep things fresh and her sensations coming.



It worked, Talia brought her hands to her breasts and squeezed them. Her thumbs stroked her thick nipples and she gasped, “Oh, oh, like that, just like that, I can’t believe we’re, nngh, doing thi-this…”



Yeah. Me either.



I slid three fingers into her cunt, then a fourth when I still found Talia loose, and she threw her head back. Her hair spilled down against my mattress as her hips bucked up, thrusting at my face and hand.



“Oooh, ooooh, I’m close, I’m close…”



My fingers inside her slick core drove in and out, fast, merciless. I had to twist my head for a better angle on her clit and got an immediate response.



“Oh! Ahhh, Jay, ahhhh!”



Talia closed her eyes and her mouth fell open, wordless as she panted. Her hands squeezed into fists and she brought one down to my head, rubbing it as her hips bucked again. She cried out, and fell backwards gasping. I moved up her body, tracing her stomach with my tongue and my lips all the way to the valley of her cleavage. I filled my hands with her breasts, sucked her nipples, teased her and played with her while she recovered. Talia finally pushed herself up and I leaned back. She licked her lips as she stared at my cock.



“I… I don’t think there’s a chance I could give you a blowjob.”



“It’s not about returning favors,” I said. “And if this hurts too much, we’ll stop.”



She nodded hesitantly and reached out for me. “I’ve never seen one this big. Not even in porn.”



Yeah, pal, I think we might need to go down to… like… eight inches. Let’s start there.



Understood.



Talia guided my massive tip to her pussy lips and hesitated. I smiled encouragingly at her, and began to push into her folds. If she hadn’t given birth, there’s no way she could have taken me. As it was, I bulged inside her walls, leaving an obscene rise in her flesh where I was intruding.



“Oh… fuck!” she gasped, and clapped a hand to her mouth.



“It’s okay,” I said, pushing. “You can be vocal. It’s kind of a turn on.”



She nodded and let her hand drop. “Big… cock… big… goddamn… cock…” Talia panted, sweat beading on her brow as she stared down at me sinking inch after inch inside her. She pressed her hands to my chest, stopping me. “Right, unnnngh, right there, no more, please.”



I leaned down and kissed her. It was a sloppy thing. Talia couldn’t focus on anything but my cock inside her and stared not at me but the ceiling above, her hips squeezing and relaxing. I rocked backwards, then pushed again into her wet depths. She gurgled something a combination of my name and a “fuck.” It was about the only thing she could speak for a long ten minutes or so as I eased back and forth inside her, getting her ready for what I wanted. Getting Talia ready for me to take her.



Finally, I did.



I eased back to her entrance, my grapefruit-sized balls (yeah, no shit) churning. After years of sexual frustration with my ex-wife, I could take no more waiting. I fucked into Talia with a hard, short stroke, shoving her up on my bed as my cock hammered inside her.



“Oh, fuck!” she wailed.



I slowly eased back, then punched inside her again, her body driving back and forth, completely at my mercy. Her big, motherly tits jiggled with every thrust. I grabbed them. I was relentless, squeezing them, stroking the nipples with my thumbs, even leaning down to suck them into my mouth after one hard stroke.



Then we really got started.



I grabbed her shoulders to keep her in place. Talia stared up at me, lips parted, a tiny “uh!” escaping her every time I thrust into her. She clawed at my shoulders, my back, her own arching, her chest thrusting up at me. Her butt rose up and she wailed out, “Oh, oh, Jaaaay!”



The way she twitched, I knew she came. And Talia never quit, not until I had finished. Her eyes, already unfocused, rolled up in her head. Her hands went limp at her sides, her knees rising and falling in erratic rhythms, feet kicking side to side. I hammered into her hard, my breath harsh in my ears. My new body was a machine, but I needed this, the release, the dominance of a woman I craved, and God bless my inner pal, who helped me see it done.



I crushed my lips to Talia’s, pumping my hips, my ass flexing, relaxing. I came into her like a spigot was turned on, and I’m not kidding you, I think I came a cup’s worth. It just kept shooting out of me, spurt after spurt after spurt. We both stared down at her cunt as I slowly began to back out, and Talia gasped when my cock popped out of her with a sound just like a cork. My come gushed out, spilling across my sheets.



“We… should have been… doing this years ago,” she said, and passed out.



* * *



I cleaned Talia up, feeling that same tingling and aching pain in my groin and balls as when I was asleep. She murmured something to me as I washed her gingerly with a damp washcloth. I pushed as she slumbered.



“You’ll forget how sudden the changes were to my body and instead think that I’ve been working at this for months and months. My commands will seem like nothing more than good suggestions, ones you want to listen to because you’ve come to like my company. If there are any other weird changes you notice about me, you’ll dismiss them and not think anything of them. Can you speak and still sleep?”



“Yes,” Talia murmured.



“Are you happy? What would you change about yourself if you could?”



“I wish I wasn’t so stressed about Mariah all the time. I snack too much because of it. I wish I was better about exercising and losing weight. I don’t want to be super skinny, but skinnier.” Her voice was dreamy, like you’d expect from a hypnotized person in some bad stage show.



I smiled. “I get that.”



Can you reshape her body like you did with mine?



No. It would require access to her genetic coding and DNA I don’t have like with you.



“I don’t like my job but I don’t know what to do about that. I don’t have a lot of options.”



Shit. My job. I winced, thinking about my boss Bettie.



“All right, Talia. For starters, you’re not going to have any trouble keeping to your exercises or your diet. You’ll take just as much pleasure in your meals as you would your favorite snacks, and whatever you do to exercise will be fun. You’ll look forward to it every day. As for your job…” I had no real idea how I could help with that, not then. “You’ll find happiness in the work you do, and let the negative stuff slide right off you. What would you rather do?”



“Something where I felt like I was really helping people like… it’s silly, but running a travel agency. Or maybe something where I could work from home. I’m not sure. Something that didn’t feel like a grind, at the very least. I’m feeling my age, Jay, but I’ve still got so much life left in me. I don’t want to wake up someday and realize I’ve wasted it.”



“Interesting. As for Mariah… you’ll stress less. She’s a good young woman and you realize she needs to make her own decisions, same as all of us,” I said. I couldn’t think of anything else, so I let her go back to sleep and stood up to fetch my phone. The first thing I checked was the messenger app I used to talk with Lane. He left me a couple messages on there, concerned, and I messaged him back to let him know I was okay. I made up a quick white lie about needing to see some specialists and having left my phone at home.



My missed calls and voicemails almost all came from my boss, all of them varying degrees of her losing her shit at me not showing up despite still being in the week-long period I told her I’d be taking my vacation time.



I grinned as I called Bettie back on her personal phone. She answered with a snarl. “You disappear and when you finally turn back up, you call me at home?”



“I told you I was taking a vacation,” I said. “By the way, I was in the goddamn hospital.”



“I heard.”



“So nice of you to sound so concerned.” I wondered if I could control her through the phone. I supposed there was no time like the present to find out.



“Come in tomorrow or-”



“I’m fired, yeah, yeah. I quit. Oh, and…” I pushed. “Drop two hundred bucks off at my house. Right now.”



“Are you high or something, Jay? Come in tomorrow and…”



“No,” I said, and hung up.



Bettie’s house wasn’t all that far from mine. If the command took, she wouldn’t be more than ten minutes, and that was if she needed to use an ATM. When she didn’t show, I figured that meant the commands on the phone were a no-go. It made me wonder what the limits of my power were. So far, everyone I used it on was in close proximity.



Hm.



I showered again, dressed and thought too about money, and my future. It slowly dawned on me I was a free man, and I don’t just mean released from my bonds at work. I had options for the first time in my life. I looked at my dumpy rental and thought, “Why stay?”



I didn’t like Wilcox. I had no more attachments here outside Lane and even he couldn’t stand the place. I didn’t have to stay here. I blinked, a stupid, huge grin spreading across my face. I could work anywhere I wanted to. No. Bigger.



I never had to work another day in my life.



“Holy shit,” I breathed. “Holy fucking shit!”



I ran and snatched up my phone. Quickly I began making a list of things I needed and wanted. Money. Someplace to stay. Travel. I thought about Lane. I wouldn’t be here without him. I added his name. I’d see him taken care of. Talia, too. I thought about her fears about her daughter, and added Mariah’s name to the list.



That gave me pause. I could check on Mariah at her college in Vineport, then figure out what I needed to do for money. And then? Then I could discover who the hell Jay Yesco wanted to be.



* * *



Once she woke an hour later, I gave Talia a few more commands, most to do with backing up any story I might come up with in regards to Mariah. We loaded up most of what was in my fridge and freezer for her, and I gave her one last chaste kiss when I walked her home. Back at my place, I looked around the house, taking my time. Into a couple shopping bags and boxes I tossed some clothes and personal items. There wasn’t anything else but a few photos in the house I wanted to keep. I did stick around long enough to grab a couple guys and haul Lane’s furniture back to his place. Before we locked up there, I wandered through his house, wishing I had him there to talk to. Things had become so strange.



Lost in a sea of excitement and disbelief that this was happening, I drove through Wilcox, thinking about all my shitty memories here. About where my parents worked. Places I fell in love with Tracy. Places I fell out of love with Tracy. Places I went with Lane and Gail before she passed and the hurt pushed Lane thousands of miles away.



I stopped two places. The first was to get gas and some pepper jerky, the second was to the cemetery to say goodbye to Gail. I wasn’t sure I would ever be back and I felt a need to see her before I left. She was the one good thing left there, apart from Talia. I spent a few minutes at her marker, thinking about a Halloween spent together, both of us getting sick off candy and watching bad horror movies. It was one of my best memories. I know Gail tolerated me mostly for Lane’s sake in the early days, but I thought as time wore on, we genuinely came to care for each other. I missed her, and I told her that with a smile and few glistening tears on my cheeks.



Time to go.



The drive to Vineport felt longer than it actually was, thanks largely to the sixty miles or so of plains. I drove it a lot for work, almost three times a week with our delivery truck, but I guess that was my old life and now the drive seemed new and fresh. Of course, being in a great mood helped too. I started to fiddle with the radio when I I realized during the drive I had yet to really ask the alien about itself.



So… what brought you to Earth?



I am what you would call a scout. Yes. No. An observer. Yes yes yes.



Not going to bring all your buddies down to blow up civilization, are you?



I tasted something sour, and realized the alien must have triggered it. I grinned.



Not everything in the universe is as warlike as your kind. We watch and learn. Assimilate knowledge.



What attracted you here?



Chemical signatures. The potential of life.



And then you crash landed? How did that happen?



Sound frequencies. What you would call air pollution. Your planet is very loud. I was distracted and struck by debris.



The rocks, was that your… what, spaceship?



We do not have ships, but it would be called… a barrier. Yes. No. A shell. Yes. Armor. Yes yes yes.



Neat. I never thought to ask. Is your body okay?



It is healing. I am currently tucked away in a cavern system. That is thanks to you. I would have been pinned for several days yet, and discovery would have been possible.



I guess in a way it did happen.



You understand my words.



A mob of images from TV and movies, of men and women in suits, of doctors standing beside metal tables, scalpels in hand.



I do. Yes. I’m glad you’re okay. Be careful. That deputy told me they found your rocks up there, so they might know something was living inside. You might want to get clear, if you can.



There is little that can find me where I am, but… perhaps you are right. Yes. I will move at night.



Are you trapped here? Because of your shell breaking?



No. Yes. I must rebuild. Your planet has all the particulates I need to reabsorb, but it will take time. Years. Decades. Centuries.



You live that long?



Yes. Yes. Yes.



Incredible.



The alien seemed to purr, and I grinned.



* * *



Vineport was a cold city, both in the winters and by design. The streets saw some massive cleanup efforts in the early 2000s, with roads being expanded and streamlined. Ever since, the city’s main throughfares were kept immaculate and stark, creating beautiful downtown districts. It was stunning, especially during November and December when small strings of white lights dotted the carefully groomed trees along the sidewalks, but to me, it felt plastic, surreal. Cops worked the streets constantly to make sure the homeless were kept well away from the downtown districts. Shops were carefully chosen for curb appeal and restaurants were so staggeringly priced as to be absurd. That changed the further out you went, but the heart of the city was aloof and unkind to people like me.



I checked into a grand U-shaped hotel lined in the sort of gardening you saw on magazine covers. I wouldn’t have been able to afford it without the alien’s gift, but with it, I got a nice executive suite by “convincing” the manager I was a viral celebrity and I would help bring in business if they comped me the room and some free meals.



All I brought with me was a cardboard box loaded with pictures, some clothes, and personal items. The concierge gave my plastic bags in his hands some strange looks as he led me to my suite, but didn’t say anything. I asked him with a push if he knew anybody on that floor who might be rich. He said to me with more than a little exasperation, “Sir, everyone on this floor is loaded.”



Fair enough.



That night, I soaked in the hotel tub with a six-pack of beer and listened to a movie as I dozed. I was exhausted, but pleasantly so, and slept through the entire night without hearing a peep from my pal. When I woke in the morning, I was ready to test out my powers. The problem was, I no longer seemed to need as much sleep, up at three in the morning, clearheaded and with as much energy as I’d ever felt, my teenage years included. I headed down to the hotel’s all-night gym to work out, laughing my way through an easy five-mile run and powering dumbbells that felt like paperweights in my hands.



Have I told you you’re the best, pal?



The voice purred.



It was still stupidly early by the time I finished, and with nothing better to do, I showered and changed, intending on a walk. When I left my room, a guy in a suit was just coming out of his. He was tall, and either young with a dye job to make him look older and more distinguished, or older and blessed with a no-doubt surgically enhanced face that left him looking younger. Either way, his barely hidden sneer when I started down the hall gave me pause.



I pushed. “What’s got you laughing?”



“That they’d let someone as poorly off as you in here.”



Well, I just figured out my short-term cash solution.



“How much money do you have?”



“On me, a little over a grand. There’s another two thousand in my room’s safe.” He frowned. “Why am I saying any of this?”



“Don’t worry about it. I’m a charity case. You love charity cases. Give me all your cash except, oh, a twenty.” A twenty was about all I had, so let’s see how this asshole liked it.



He disappeared into his room and came back with two money clips. I took the cash, thanked him, and we walked together to the elevator. I found out he worked in California for Bottlegenie, the inescapable social media platform everyone and their mother was on. It gave me an idea and I got down the address for the company’s headquarters. A company that big had to have ways to put people on the payroll with no questions asked.



I never did see that guy again, but he helped me, willingly or not, take the first step in what was going to become the backbone of my new life.



The absolutely ridiculous amount of cash in my pocket sure didn’t hurt either.



* * *



While introducing my pal to the bliss that is bacon, hashbrowns, and a mocha, I called Mariah. My plan to get her to meet up was elegant in its simplicity – I’d offer her a little taste of home, something no college kid could deny. She let my call go to voicemail, no doubt thinking I was just another spam caller. Or maybe she was sleeping. I left her a message.



“Hey Mariah, this is Jay Yesco. I know this is out of the blue, but when I told your mom I was heading to Vineport to job hunt, she asked me to drop off a care package to you. When you’ve got some free time, give me a shout and I can bring it to you or we can meet up for coffee or something.”



I hung up and was just asking the waiter to switch me over to a regular coffee when Mariah called back. I wasn’t worried about her not believing my story – Talia would tell her much the same thing if asked. Mariah was at the Orchid House, the sorority she was pledging to, and gave me the address. With an hour before her first class, I had plenty of time to get there, so I bought a selection of cinnamon and caramel rolls from the diner and got my coffee to go before I took off.



The Orchid House was only a couple blocks from the campus. I expected the big plantation style houses you saw in all the movies and news articles, but this was a sleek modern stone and glass building, almost resembling an office building more than a dormitory style home. It stretched up three floors, with decorative overhanging black beams on the roof. Oval flower beds ringed in decorative brick retaining walls were full of gorgeous ferns and the last dying remains of the year’s blooms.



Mariah stood out by the street in a pair of long shorts and a spaghetti strapped top. Like her mother, she was a curvy girl. At some point since I saw her last she dyed her hair with blonde streaks that suited her well. She pointed to a parking lot and I pulled in, gaping, but not at Mariah.



The woman she was with was, simply put, unbelievable. Literally, I could not believe my eyes. She was curvy to an extreme, with a bust that begged for my eyes to never rise above her neckline, an even wider ass, and hips that tapered down to short, lusciously displayed legs. And yet somehow she still managed to have a small, trim waist. Not fat, but full in the absolute best modern way. Her shorts and strappy top emphasized what she had, but I doubted this woman could have worn anything that didn’t shout for a man’s eyes to be drawn south.



But all that said, it was the face that made me a lost man from the moment I saw her. It was obvious she was above eighteen, but that face was innocence defined, cherubic and girlish, with bright eyes that sparkled with her smile and auburn hair in a loose, long ponytail that begged to be let free.



Fuck. Breed?



Jesus, I hope so, little buddy.



I’d never seen a woman that beautiful. Not ever. Not on TV, or in a magazine. Not once. Not even fucking close.



My throat hit somewhere near the Death Valley in terms of dryness as I stepped out of the car with the Styrofoam platter of baked goods in hand. Mariah bounded to me.



“Jay! Oh my gosh, look at you! I’ve heard of divorce bodies before, but wow wow wow.”



I laughed and found my voice just in time. “It’s great to see you too, Mariah. Love the hair.”



“Aw, thanks. I just got it done.” We hugged and she stepped back to gesture at her friend. “Jay, this is Daisy England. Daisy, Jay Yesco. He’s my neighbor back home.”



“Pleasure,” I said, about the only word I could formulate staring into Daisy’s playful eyes. Did I dare hope they flicked down to check me out? Probably not. No way. Not a woman like that.



I wasn’t sure whether to shake or kiss her cheek or command her to run off with me to her bed where I’d fuck her brains out for the next week or two. I decided no gesture was my best bet.



“Nice to meet you,” she said, her voice soft and as pretty as she was.



I held her eyes a moment longer, mesmerized, then turned as if coming out of a dream. Mariah smiled knowingly, and I ignored it. “I bring gifts,” I said, and opened up the Styrofoam container. They peeked in and Mariah moaned theatrically.



“Oh my gosh, you shouldn’t have. Thank you, Jay, that’s so sweet.”



“Well, they’d have to be,” Daisy said, and the bad joke made Mariah swat her arm.



“Daisy’s actually the president of Orchid House.”



“So you’re in charge of all the paddling and what not?” I asked, not sure where the confidence came from, but clinging to it.



“Only when our pledges deserve it. And sometimes when they ask for it,” she said, her smile taking on a more devilish quality.



Jesus Christ. Were we… were we flirting?



“You two want to sneak off together?” Mariah asked.



“Little Sister Mariah, that’s no way to speak to your queen,” Daisy said.



“Yes, Madam President. Sorry, Madam President,” Mariah said. Her words held a lightness to them and she turned her attention back to me, “But are you okay? My mom said you were in the hospital.”



“I’m great, thanks. And yeah, hell of a story. I decided to go camping and a meteor hit not too far from me, less than a mile. I hiked to where it fell and I guess there was some kind of gas or something. It knocked me out cold and Search and Rescue had to fly me off the mountain. They kept me at the hospital for a couple days for dehydration, but that was about it. Your mom visited and brought me home.”



“I’m so glad you’re okay,” Mariah said.



Daisy said, “That sounds like it could have ended a lot worse. But a meteor. Wow.”



“It was a once in a lifetime thing,” I agreed. I remembered my vow to check in on Mariah’s well-being for Talia’s sake and decided I’d better get to it. I pushed. “So what is Orchid House?”



Daisy said, “We’re a charity and campus-focused women’s organization. We have fun but we’re mostly about helping out where we can around campus and in town.”



“They’re really great, Jay,” Mariah said. “Like, okay, the sisters do fundraisers for the women’s shelters, and we have members who volunteer at the animal shelters or do food deliveries for some of the elderly. It’s a good cause. Beyond that, we have a lot of fun and we look out for each other. A sisterhood.”



“There’s no actual hazing going on, right?”



“Not the way you think,” Daisy said.



Mariah bobbed her head and added, “It’s not like the news articles. There’s nothing terrible. It’s all sexy, silly fun.”



“Like?” I said, still pushing.



Daisy blinked and might have said something, but Mariah jumped in first. “Okay, the other day…” She chuckled and blushed. “All of us pledges had to pair up and jog in bikinis to the quad. We had to hold hands and couldn’t let go the whole time. Like a trust exercise, but, um, bouncier. The sisters had fun with it too. They chased us with squirt guns and those swimming noodles. It was crazy.”



I chuckled. “All right. I didn’t want to pry but I owed your mom for her help this week and promised I’d check on you here, make sure you’re okay.”



Again Daisy’s expression shifted, this time into something unreadable. Mariah said, “Mom worries, but she really shouldn’t. Orchid House is great. I feel a lot more daring around them but I’m not being pressured into anything.”



“Good enough for me,” I said.



“You know,” Daisy said, “if you really wanted to get a feel for who we are, we’re throwing a party tonight. Come by, have a drink.”



Every cell in my body roared its approval. “Wouldn’t be too old?” I asked, grinning.



“I think I can get you in the door. I know the woman in charge,” she said, and winked.



“Well. Um. I’d like that.”



“Great. It’s a slumber party theme. Come dressed up in pajamas or whatever you sleep in. And if that’s in the nude, well, we’d be okay with that too.”



“Oh my God, you two!” Mariah said. “My neighbor and my big sorority sister. Jay, I’m sorry, I don’t mean to sound rude, but I do have to get to class. That care package…?”



I could have slapped my forehead. “Oh right. About that, I kind of lied.” I pushed. “The real present is cash.” I dug out my wallet and gave her a couple of the hundreds I got from the Bottlegenie asshole. “Don’t worry about calling your mom and thanking her. She knows you appreciate it.”



Daisy looked at me again with that curious expression, and I knew she knew something was odd. And yet, I felt no urge to tell them to forget about my commands or smooth the edges. After all, she invited me to this party, curious looks and all. She was intrigued, and frankly, there was a thrill in her suspicion.



I wondered what the night would bring.



Shit. I really did sleep nude. I had to go pajama shopping.



* * *



Before we get to the obvious sexy parts, I’m going to talk to you about clothes shopping. It’s going to sound bizarre if you’ve never been as poor as I was up to that week, and maybe unrelatable. But if you have ever been the person who, like me, always had to shop off the discount racks, who had to settle for jeans just a hair too big or too tall, whose underwear tended to come at Christmas from your wife, who has, most importantly, has always shopped for whatever was cheapest by default, then you know. And if you know, then you’ll understand this.



I had
 options
 . That paralyzed me. And shopping for clothes, as strange as it sounds, wrecked me in a psychological way I was not expecting.



My first instinct was to drive to one of the big box stores I usually shopped at for these things. Despite the money in my pocket and the suddenly bright fiscal future ahead of me, I very nearly went there anyways out of sheer habit. I didn’t know where else to shop, to be honest. A mall I drove by provided that solution. I walked into a department store whose name said to me “money.” I felt like an impostor. I felt like I was going to be escorted out, mind control or not.



But I wasn’t, and I had to settle into the alien mindset that I belonged in that store just as much as the other shopppers.



I meant to only go in for pajamas. I ended up walking by some Cuban-inspired linen shirts I really liked. My thought was simple as I passed the rack by –
 someday
 . I made it all the way to the underwear before the fog disbursed in my mind and I realized that someday was now. I had the cash. I could treat myself.



The thought brought about the strangest reaction in me. I broke into a cold sweat, my hands trembling. I thought to myself, no, this isn’t real, I’m dreaming, I’m still asleep after my time on the mountain. The thought was so intense my pal spoke up.



Do not understand. This is a dream? But a dream is…



Images whirled through my mind of some of the more mundane dreams I had the night before.



I blinked and I asked the question I was afraid to have answered.



Are you real? Are we really connected like this?



Yes. Yes. Yes.



I’m not sick? I’m not imagining this?



Yes. Yes. Yes.



“Can I help you?” a clerk asked, and like that, I snapped out of it, but not before I sent another thought my pal’s way.



Thank you.



You are welcome. You bet. No problem.



I had to chuckle to myself, and it sure didn’t assuage the quizzical look in the young clerk’s face.



“Sorry, just a bit of indigestion,” I said, and tapped my stomach. “Good now, thank you.”



I picked myself up some knit gray shorts with a drawstring for that night along with a simple black undershirt. I nearly bought my old size, which would have been far too large for my new muscular frame. In fact, I found myself amused I had no idea what my sizes now actually were. A medium. Me. In a medium shirt again. And yeah, it was tight, but in a good way for a change. I looked freaking good.



Once I knew my size, I walked back and grabbed a couple of those linen shirts, then added some jeans and slacks to the mix too. I’m not sure how to get across the thrill of having jeans that fit snugly to my frame in just the right size in exactly the brand and style I want. I realized too I would need a suitcase, and spent an extravagant amount on a set of them, something that almost felt criminal. Good bodywash. Good shampoo. Aftershave. The only time I ever wore aftershave is when I lived with Lane and Gail and I borrowed some of his.



Let me say three more words, maybe the purchase that brought me closest to actual tears that day.



Good. Fucking. Razors.



Cheap razors are the bane of the poor man. They rip. They tear. And they’re still so expensive that a beard seems the more reasonable choice simply because you can’t afford plastic and a bit of sharpened steel. I now owned a package of good razors and blades. If you know the joy of that lifestyle upgrade, you know what I went through. If you don’t, consider yourself lucky.



At that same mall I got a haircut too, a good one, with lots of errant brushes of my stylist’s hand on my chest and shoulders. I grinned my way through it.



I was a new man.



* * *



There are moments in life when you can feel the weight of what’s to come, that you’re either bound for some huge change or you’re destined to dream about a what-if for the rest of your life. I felt it twice before, once before that knock-down drag-out fight with my father, the other when I browsed for rings for Tracy.



For the third time in my life, I felt that weight around me as I picked up Mariah to go to the Orchid House party. I don’t really know why. I only interacted with Daisy for all of five minutes, but there was an undeniable magnetism there. Or maybe I was projecting. Either way, the mopey, self-analytical Jay Yesco needed to die a quiet death if I was going to stand any chance of winning her over.



Yeah. No pressure.



As Mariah was still a freshman and couldn’t become a fully-fledged sister until the next year, she lived in the dorms. I felt like every eye in the school was on me when I picked her up. She waited in the parking lot in a silk robe tied tight so as to not reveal what she was wearing underneath. In her hands was a pillow. I noted her slippers in hand and grinned.



When she hopped in, I said, “Great minds think alike,” and gestured at the shoebox nestled between us. She opened it and laughed delightedly at the checked plush slippers I bought at the last minute.



“That’s perfect. I like the shorts. And nice haircut!”



“Thanks,” I said, touching the shorter hairs reflexively. I’m not usually a preening type, but every time I get a haircut, I’ll catch myself touching my own head over and over again. It’s that chopped hair feel. There’s nothing like it.



“So… Daisy asked me a couple questions about you today.”



I tried not to look surprised and bombed. “She, uh, she did?”



“Mm hm. Wanted to know your story.”



“Oh yeah?” I cleared my throat. “What, ah, what did you tell her?”



“Mostly that you just went through a divorce. Letting her know you’re single.”



“Not skeeved out by your neighbor in his late twenties hitting on one of your college friends?”



“Jay, she’s twenty-two. Nearly twenty-three. You’re a good guy. A kind guy. You deserve to have some fun and Daisy’s really great.”



“So then… what’s her story?”



“Ah, no free pass for you, mister. I think I’m going to make you find that out on your own. But I can tell you this. Daisy’s kind, but there’s a wild side to her she needs to let out now and then too. I think if you won over each of those halves, you’d have her heart.”



“Good advice. Thanks.”



By that point, we were at Orchid House. Several young women in eveningwear manned faux brass posts and a big red rope, the kind you saw in movies about old theaters. Mariah rolled down her window as we angled towards the lot, and they moved one of the brass posts out of the way. The girls blew us kisses as we drove by and found an empty spot. Peppy pop music blasted from the Orchid House along with the spill of people laughing and talking. A few people lined the sidewalk and stood by the door, all of them armed with wooden disposable cups and a few with plates.



I wasn’t sure what else to bring other than myself. Alcohol was out of the question. I wasn’t about to introduce that to a bunch of potentially underage kids. So instead, I figured every sleepover needed popcorn, and bought a big box of gourmet mini-bags. This I dug out of the bed of the truck while Mariah bounded over to the girls manning the ropes. She gestured at me, and all of the young women looked in my direction.



“You’re not dating him?” one of them asked, a skinny blonde in a blue slinky nightgown. Her nipples tented the fabric nicely and I wondered what she had on underneath.



Mariah laughed and shook her head. “No, Jay’s a friend from home. It’d be too weird. Besides, I think Daisy’s got him snared.”



“Awww,” another one said, this one a strawberry blonde with a terrific ass and a cute overbite. “Well, I get dibs if Daisy doesn’t.”



I chuckled. “Hi. Uh. Nice to meet you. Jay.”



They introduced themselves and Mariah escorted me in. We stopped to say hi to most everyone and Mariah finally loosened up her robe to reveal a modest but still attractive cami shorts and tank combo, demure in what it showed but still attractive. She held onto my shoulder at the door and swapped into her slippers, and I did the same.



“Have fun tonight, Jay.”



“You too. Hey. Um. Listen, I know Tracy and I… I know things got kind of wicked there at times.”



“It never came from you. I don’t know if you remember or not, but there was a day when Mom and I were fighting about Dad. I wanted to go see him, and Mom tried to tell me what a jerk he was. You were outside working on your lawn and when I stormed out, you called me over.”



“I do remember,” I said. “Ah jeez, that was a while ago.”



“It was,” Mariah said. “You told me about your dad, and that you couldn’t say whether or not my dad was worth it. But you told me Mom was trying to look out for me, that she was doing her best. I got… kinda mad. I’m sorry. Because that eventually really meant a lot to me. It helped me see things from Mom’s perspective. Tracy was awful, and yeah, things were kind of bad sometimes. But you were always a nice guy to us. So come here. Give me a hug.” I shifted the box of popcorn to one arm and did that, gladly. She pressed her head to my chest. “You’re the perfect guy for Daisy.”



“Thanks, Mariah.”



We entered into a big foyer, much like the hotel’s I was staying at, with banks of couches, armchairs, and loveseats. Wherever the music was coming from, I couldn’t identify. It was well designed like that, ultramodern and ridiculously cool. Along one wall was a countertop lined in food and drinks, including a couple well-attended kegs. Mariah pointed me in that direction to put down my popcorn, and I was immediately swarmed by guys and women to see what was in the box. Like that, a frenzied tornado fell upon my snacks. I stepped away and looked around again.



There she was, descending from a set of stairs and drawing a whole lot of eyes. Daisy’s hair now fell down her back the way I wanted to see it, deliberately mussed. She touched up her makeup in a way that made her seem like she was wearing none at all. My throat tightened as her peach-kissed lips turned up at the sight of me.



She wore a diaphanous wrap over an equally sheer matching set of lacy panties and a bra that made her already curvy assets pop. Under one arm was a stuffed teddy bear, a cute touch, especially given her sexpot body. There were a lot of beautiful women of every possible size and shape in that room, but Daisy was on an entirely different level. She owned everyone who looked in her direction, including me.



Her eyes swept across the room, lingering on me slightly longer than everyone else. I might have started towards her, but out of the corner of my eye I saw a guy try to slid his hand under the hem of an Orchid House sister’s nightgown. She slapped his hand away and I moved towards them, Daisy momentarily forgotten. The woman, short with black curls, turned on the guy, her anger evident in the face of the guy’s wolfish smirk. They both lookeda t me as I approached.



“Hey. She give you permission to touch her?” I snapped, pushing.



“No, but…”



“Shut up,” I said, and his mouth snapped shut. To the woman, I said, “You want this guy around?”



“No, he’s a creep.”



To the guy again, I said, “You’re gone. Never touch a woman again without her consent. You know what? Just don’t be an asshole to women in general.”



He practically ran out of there. The Orchid House sister said with some relief, “Thanks.”



“No problem. You have any other trouble, come find me. Or if any of your sorority sisters do, for that matter.”



“I will.”



 Someone jostled into me, and I steadied him before escorting him to a chair where hopefully he couldn’t do too much damage. God, I was the official party dad. Real appealing. I grinned and shook my head before looking around for Daisy again. She was at the drink table, ostensibly talking to another guy, but her eyes flicked towards me. She smirked, knowing she had me, excused herself, and walked not to me but to a couple women and a tall young guy whose eyes were just about to pop out of his head staring at the sorority president. Daisy caressed one of the girls’ arms and spoke a few words. The girl nodded and raced for the stairs. The sister came back a minute later with a piece of paper and an envelope. Daisy wrote out something on the paper, sealed it in the envelope, and gave it to the young woman, who in turn folded it and stuck the envelope in her pocket, as confused as I was.



A young woman with short, crisp blonde hair bumped into me. She was wearing a pair of shorts not entirely unlike mine, just a hell of a lot shorter, as well as a men’s shirt open low over her tight stomach.



“You looked like you needed a beer,” she said, handing me one of the wooden cups.



I did, and fell into an easy conversation with her. In the back of my mind, though, I spoke to my friend.



Don’t let me get drunk. There are too many women here who might be under eighteen.



I can do that.



Thanks.



You are welcome. No problem. Any time. You got it.



You only have to pick one of those, you know.



I sensed compiling the responses amused you earlier. Should I not?



I smiled to myself.
 No, you’re doing great, pal.



The blonde – Samantha – and I got out of the way of the traffic going to the food and the bar, and I realized I was in some prime territory to test out my powers in some harmless ways. I thought at her to brush her nose. She didn’t. When there was a natural lull and we both took a sip of beer, I mouthed into my cup, “Reach up like you’re unscrewing a lightbulb.” Still nothing. That pretty much confirmed to me a person had to hear my commands, and in person, too, considering that my old boss never showed up when I tried to command her over the phone.



Interesting. I wondered about crowds and how many people I could control at once. That was something to chew on. I tried to think back to the hospital, to the commands I gave the nurses and doctors, but I was too hazy to recall whether or not I had commanded more than one person at a time. In any case, there wasn’t really an opportunity yet to test out that kind of range, so I nodded along to Samantha’s story about her math class.



Mariah joined us with a beer in hand. She had her eyes on a thin, tall guy across the room with a stylish spill of hair down nearly to his eyes. Not shaggy like some of the guys at the party, but neat, deliberate curls. Handsome in a boyish way.



“Oh, Joey,” Samantha moaned, and giggled into her beer when Mariah blushed hard.



“Shut it,” Mariah said. To me, she said, “I see you’re making the rounds.”



Samantha said, “Are you two together? I saw you come in and hug.”



“Oh, no no no,” Mariah said as I hastily jumped in with, “We’re just old friends. From the same town.”



To keep the conversation off us, and me in particular, I asked Mariah, “So who’s the guy?”



“Joey. He’s a sophomore. His girlfriend just cheated on him so he’s the most single, available guy here.” She sighed. “Super smart, super funny, super cute.”



“Go talk to him!” Samantha urged.



“Like last time? Haha, hey, Johnny, I mean Joey, oh gosh, it sure is, um, warm out, huh?” Mariah shook her head. “I sounded like I was twelve.”



I squeezed her shoulder and pushed. “Hey. Be confident in yourself. You’re a beautiful, intelligent, and sweet woman and if he doesn’t see how great you are, that’s not your fault.”



“Yeah!” Samantha said. “Take no prisoners.”



Mariah beamed up at me. “Thanks Jay.”



More of their sorority sisters drifted our way, and I was introduced again. As crazy as it seemed to me, they were interested in me, cracking jokes, occasionally brushing me with their fingers when they thought they could work it in naturally. Not that I was really great with signals and such, but this was pretty blatant. I was floored, and feeling pretty good about myself.



But at the periphery was Daisy, still occasionally watching me. Eventually one of the young women leaned up and said as quietly as she could manage, “She’s waiting for you to break first.”



I glanced at her, amused. “What? Me?”



“Don’t play dumb. Word’s already gotten around you’re hers. My advice? Play it out. Do what you’re doing. Make her come to you.”



I glanced back at Daisy, who was pretending to be engrossed in a guy’s story wen secretly her eyes kept flicking back towards our group. Samantha was right, I realized. I couldn’t chase, not this time. I was suddenly thrust into a role I’d never found myself before. I was supposed to play the aloof guy. Funny how quickly I fucked that up.



We went out as a group to get some fresh air, and chatted outside. I took a seat on a decorative stone wall and a slim cutie tried to sit on my lap. Not that I didn’t appreciate her crazy fit ass in her harem pants, but I helped her back up again with a pat to that fine butt.



Some of the group wanted fresh drinks, and Mariah wanted to try talking to Joey. I was enjoying the night air and stayed outside with two or three of the group as they started talking about a party they all went to a couple weeks before.



A soft, sweet voice said beside me, “Now why would you turn down one of my little sisters? Aren’t they all special?”



I glanced up, and my throat jumped high enough to set world records. Right there, and so close I could have buried my face against her cunt through the fabric of her clothes and just started licking. Something in my head shouted for me to fuck, to breed, and this time I don’t think it was my pal.



“They’re great. Every one of them I talked to is great,” I said, standing up and dusting off my ass. “I just… ah… hell. They told me to play this cool, but the truth is, they weren’t you. It’s good to see you again, Daisy.”



She cocked her head, her smirk turning into something more natural, sweet. “You too, Jay.” She pointed at one cheek and I kissed it, stopping for a long moment with my lips against her skin to drink in the soft, fragrant scent she wore something sweet and ephemeral.



When I pulled back, she was trembling. I mistook it for fear, and leaned in to whisper, “I won’t hurt or take advantage of any of you.”



“I know. I’ve been watching.” She looked around and whispered into my ear, “What if I wanted a show?”



“What did you have in mind?”



“A… bet. Yes. Let’s call it that.”



“I’m intrigued.”



“Good.”



Her hand slid down and gripped me through my shorts. I was already half-hard, and in Daisy’s hand, I stiffened fast. Her smile grew wider, and I grunted as she stroked me slowly, our actions hidden by our closeness.



“What could you do to a house full of young women?”



Pal, how long could you help me keep up an erection?



If I strengthened your heart and you did not become dehydrated, approximately two days.



My God, I’m buying you so much bacon and coffee tomorrow.



I took Daisy’s hand and brought it into my shorts. Her lips parted as she stroked me slowly. “Anything I wanted to,” I said.



Daisy pulled her hand away, her smile going devilish. “Come with me then.”



We walked back into Orchid House. She went straight to one tall, stunning black woman, said a few things quickly, and got an odd look but a swift response. The woman pulled a phone from a holster wrapped around her hip, punched in a few buttons, and the music faded to silence. Everyone looked over at Daisy, and she smiled broadly.



“There’s something special about tonight, isn’t there?” she asked. The room, confused, agreed. “Well, I’ve got a surprise lined up for the single sisters among us. Little sisters, run upstairs. Fetch some blankets and some pillows. Thick ones. Go. Now. To the men among us, move the furniture. Everything in a big ring.”



Seizing an opportunity to use my powers, I pushed and called out, “And then all the men can leave. Same with any sister in a committed relationship.”



That got everyone murmuring, and more than a few people gave me confused or straight up irritated looks. An outsider, giving the rules. Playing along, Daisy said, “Tonight, Jay is as much in command as I am. He gives you an order, you do it. He’s going to be our entertainment for the evening. But I’ll also add this - anyone who prefers not to sleep with a man can also go.” I nodded at her.



The guys pushed the furniture around while the young pledges hurried upstairs. Once the guys were finished, despite their grumbling, every single one of them left with half the young women. I couldn’t help gaping after them, then called out hastily, “If anybody is under eighteen or has an STD, you go too.” No one moved. I could control whole groups of people. Wild.



The “little sisters” – by the way, no one was actually related in that sorority – came back down with blankets and pillows in tow. We set them out like yoga mats, with spacing in between each and a pillow at the head.



Daisy spun around in a slow circle, taking stock of everyone in the room. Her attention fell back on me and her smile went capricious. “All right, Jay. Time to prove to me and all my sisters in Orchid House you’re as big of a stud as I think you are. Take them all, make them come, and you can have me. However you want me,” she said, and gasps broke out. Her hand cut the air and they quieted, though not by much.



“All of us?” one sister asked, looking at me.



“I can manage that,” I said.



“No way,” another said.



“Let’s find out,” Daisy said.



I did a quick count. Fifteen sorority sisters. Fifteen women to fuck, then I could claim my prize.



Daisy was going to be
 mine.



She took off her wrap and let it drop to the ground. With her teddy bear in hand, she sat in one of the armchairs, a queen on her throne.



I turned and spoke loudly, making sure everyone could hear me. “Throughout the night, I’m going to be giving you some commands. Things you’ll find natural, pleasant, fun… sexy. You’ll obey all of my commands, then when this thing between all of us is over, you’ll forget them and tonight will have just been one crazy orgy. The one exception to all this is Daisy, who will obey me only when I single her out and who won’t forget a command I give.” I looked her in the eyes as she drew a breath, her thighs spreading. “Ever.”



Murmurs turned to excited whispers, and Daisy clapped her hands. “Little sisters. Undress him.”



All the pledges jumped forward except Mariah. Mariah. No. I forgot about her. In her eyes was hesitation matching my own. She was attractive, as beautiful as her mother, but to me, she was still the teen next door, and that was too strange and uncomfortable.



I said to Daisy, “Wait. Not Mariah.”



“Oh?” Daisy asked. She didn’t look upset, but amused.



“Jay,” Mariah said, “I have to.”



“No you don’t,” I said.



“It’s one of the rules,” Mariah said, stepping towards me, her fingers trembling. “Pledges have to… have to listen to our sisters. I’ll close my eyes and it won’t be so weird.”



I took her hands in mine, and held them away from me. I wanted Daisy, but not if it came to this. “Then this is done before it even begins,” I said, turning my head to look at Daisy. “Don’t let this come down on her neck. It’s not her fault.”



Low murmurs broke out among the Orchid House sisters, and Daisy cut them off with another gesture of her hand. She leaned forward, her big breasts pushed out and I was left almost dizzy with lust. “You’d give up on all of them and on me for your friendship with her.”



“Yes.”



“No,” Mariah whispered. “Please don’t. Not for me. It’ll be okay…”



“Sister Mariah,” Daisy said, and her voice was kind, sweet. “You speak about our rules but you forget the first one, the rule above all others.”



“What?” Mariah asked, confused.



“What is the first rule?” Daisy asked the room.



Every woman chanted the same litany. “Trust in our sisters, always. They will never do you harm.”



Daisy said, “I would never make you do anything against your will or put you in any harm. And I would never make you do anything wild you didn’t want. Same with any sister of yours in Orchid House. Of course you do not need to go through with this or anyone else who doesn’t want to.”



“Thank you, Daisy,” Mariah said meekly.



“Jay was your ride, right?” Mariah nodded “Dina, Mariah is going to spend the night in your room. Any objection?”



The same young woman Daisy gave the envelope to earlier spoke up. “Not at all.”



“Good. Give Jay the envelope, please.”



Dina stepped forward and produced the folded envelope. It was still sealed, and I opened it, giving Daisy a confused look before I read what she wrote at the beginning of the party.



 



I will test you at some point tonight. How you treat one of mine will matter more to me than any gift you might have.



 



-D



 



I chuckled and put the envelope in my pocket. Daisy’s warm smile melted me even more, and in that moment, my desire for her became something greater than lust. This woman had me already and I barely knew her.



I gave Mariah a hug. She whispered in my ear, “Thank you.” Then she was gone, and things were truly about to go crazy.



* * *



Freshman women, barely legal and so beautiful my cock was already hard, surrounded me. Their fingers trailed across me as they giggled and whispered to each other. Finally one of them pulled at my shirt and they all worked together to lift it up and over my steel-cut abs. One of them moaned, “Oh wow.” As the shirt came up over my head and off my arms, their free hands felt me up, kissing my exposed skin.



One of them, a porcelain-skinned lithe thing with dark brunette hair in a nightie so sheer I could see her nipples underneath, came to me and groped my cock through the fabric of my shorts before starting in on my drawstring. All the women except Daisy drew in closer, watching as the shorts and my boxers underneath came down. The murmurs turned to whispers and gasps.  My pal might have reduced the size of my cock from the hilarious monstrosity he first made it into, but I was still enormous, especially hard. And I was so hard now I ached.



Okay. Don’t let me come until I decide to.



Yes yes yes.



The sisters parted so Daisy could see. She stared and blushed, her eyes flicking up towards my face before traveling back down to my cock again.



“Impressive,” she said. “But size isn’t everything.”



I smiled and pushed. “Every time I command them or you, you’ll get a jolt of pleasure. Every other one of them I make come, you’ll come too.”



Daisy shivered with that command. “And you only get me if you make all of them come.” I looked around. Deep breath. Fourteen women to fuck now that Mariah was gone, plus Daisy. It was going to be a hard job – snicker – but I was more than ready.



“All of you will be wet and ready for me,” I said, and grabbed the slim brunette who revealed my cock to the sorority. “Not you. You’re first.”



“Yes, sir,” she said.



I pulled her close and rested a hand at the small of her back. “What’s your name?” I asked as her dark eyes gleamed up at me with anticipation.



“Daniela.”



I leaned in and whispered into her ear as I pushed, “Daniela, how would you like me to take you?”



“However you want. Sir.”



I slid my hands up and down her back until they finally rested on her tiny bottom. “Oh, I like that sir. Keep that up.”



“Mm. Yes sir.”



I gripped the hem of her silky nightgown and lifted it up over a pair of bikini briefs. No bra, her dark nipples looking eager for me to suck on them. When I pulled the nightgown free from her head, I held it out, and a young woman ran to grab it and lay it out on a chair. Daniela’s fingers danced across my abs and she stared down at my cock. I guided her down to her knees. The subservient freshmen temptress wrapped her lips around my dick and tried to suck me down. She could barely fit more than a couple inches into her mouth before she gagged and came off me, breathing hard.



All the while, I watched not her, but Daisy. Sheer playful delight lit her eyes. I don’t think she knew it but she rocked back and forth every time Daniela bobbed her mouth up and down my first inch or two. Some side effect from my commands? I tried to think past the exquisite lips around me, but it was hard, literally and… well… you get the idea.



In any case I shifted my attention down to Daniela and gripped her hair, not to push her down further but to guide her off my cock. I sank down to my knees and growled at her, “On your back.”



The whole room seemed to suck in a breath, and one young woman whimpered, “I’m not on the pill.” Several voices echoed hers, including a breathy Daniela, who I thought might actually be happy about that. I chuckled and gave them a simple response and a push. “I’ve been snipped. You don’t have to worry.”



Please, back me up on that, pal.



You will not impregnate them unless you wish to do so.



Reassured, I knelt down to slowly divest Daniela of her panties. I couldn’t take my time like this with all of them, unless we wanted to fuck well into Saturday, but she was the first of the Orchid House sisters and I was going to give them a memory they wouldn’t soon forget.



She smelled like vanilla and something akin to roses, and tasted sweet. I only licked her long enough to make sure she was ready for me, as I commanded earlier, and I guided myself up her body, stopping to suck one of her nipples into my mouth.



“Mm,” she said. “I’m first, bitches.”



There was a round of soft, sultry laughter at that, including Daisy, The way some of the sisters looked sidelong at each other gave me a thought but it could wait until I finished with Daniela. I guided my tip to her entrance, and she breathed, “Gentle,” making the word two syllables. “Gent… tell…” It turned me on, and I pressed my lips to hers as I slowly sank into her.



My God, she was tight. As tight as anybody I’d ever slept with, and would have been even if my cock was at its old size. I groaned against her lips as she accepted me.



“About… there,” she gasped, then looked up at me with fluttering eyes. “Is that okay?”



I kissed her again. “It’s perfect.”



She could only take a few inches, leaving most of me sticking lewdly out of her. Murmurs at that, and more than a few of the women around us started touching themselves as I rocked in and out of Daniela. The lithe college freshman’s legs spread wide, bending at the knees, and she wrapped her hands around my shoulders.



“Like… that… just like… that,” she gasped, her eyes closing. We moved together, her fingers digging into my skin. With one hand under her back, I cupped her cheek with the other and kissed her again on the next few strokes. Her eyes fluttered back open, but couldn’t focus on me. Instead, she stared up at the ceiling.



“Oh, oh, please, I’m close, no guy’s ever… ever done this… to me…”



“I’ve got you, I’ve got you,” I told her, and kissed her again. Her lips parted against mine, her sharp breaths warm against my skin. Her hips jumped of their own accord and I knew she was there, shocking me in the suddenness of her orgasm.



“Oh, oh, n-now!”



Daniela came with a gentle shudder, clutching me tight. I stilled slowly, letting her come down before I slid out of her, my cock wet. She kissed me three, four times, butterfly brushes. There was a minute of coming down while I stroked her mound. When Daniela could manage it, she looked all around us with bright eyes and a dazzling smile. “He’s good, girls,” she said breathlessly, and I chuckled as I helped her to her feet.



“Daisy,” I said, my glistening cock pointing in her direction. “Call them out for me.”



“Susie,” she said automatically, staring at my dick. Her fingers stroked her teddy bear as though she were stroking me.



A busty young woman with dark curls and a sinful smile stood up and darted for me. She was probably the heftiest of the group with about thirty extra pounds, but she was young enough to carry the weight well. Soft, not fat. Her rainbow leopard print satin lingerie set looked sexy, fun, and comfortable, and showed off both her cleavage and her thick thighs to great effect. I grinned as she approached and she grinned right back.



“Thank you, Daisy. I thought with what happened…” Susie said. I didn’t know what she was talking about, but the conversation wasn’t for me.



Daisy gestured towards me. “I forgave you and I meant it. Love you, Susie.” She pressed a hand to her lips and blew the young woman a kiss.



Susie kissed the air right back at her, and I said, “Oh, that reminds me. If anyone wants to help out another Orchid House sister and you’re both up for the idea, go crazy. I don’t want to deny anybody any pleasure here.”



Two young women looked at each other. One of them giggled and the other blushed, then the giggler came to the other woman and they began making out. This was apparently something new to the whole group, and another round of murmurs broke out, as well as a few cheers. I hadn’t pushed or anything. That was all them.



I gave Susie a kiss and twirled her so her back was to me and she faced Daisy. Over her shoulder, I winked at Daisy as I helped Susie out of her top. Daisy wiggled into her seat as she watched me cup Susie’s full, ripe breasts and kiss her neck. As I tugged down her panties and she kicked out of them, I asked, “How would you like it?”



“Can I be on top?”



“You can all have whatever position you like. On top is perfect.”



I turned her around and worked my way swiftly down her body, stopping to kiss her neck, her breasts, her mound, her sex. There I stopped for a moment to swirl my tongue through her depths. With all the time in the world I’d love to eat every one of them. Another day, maybe. I rested on my back and Susie chased me down, sliding on top of me and trapping my cock between her thighs. She moaned throatily and kissed me hard before reaching under herself and holding my cock up. Oh, Lord, she was wet and ready to take every inch of me. I groaned as she dropped, eliciting a few breathless giggles from our observers. More than a few women started playing with themselves again as Susie rocked on my cock.



“Mmm, that’s so deep,” she said, squeezing her eyes shut and twisting her head with theatrical flair. “Play with my clit?”



I did just that, strumming her button with one hand while I gripped her waist with the other. Her hand joined mine at her clit as she rocked and ground on me. Her other hand went to her ass and she gripped it as her hips picked up speed. Not fast, not yet, but with more emphasis.



Daisy watched, flushed, her teddy bear in her hand. She gripped it so tight her finger sank into it. Was her reaction natural or related to me telling her to come when every other woman in the room did? A thought for later. Right now, I had the lovely Susie on top of me  and she deserved my attention.



The busty young woman swayed lower and lower with every bob of her hips. Her breasts brushed my torso and the warmth of her felt almost as good as her wet, warm cunt wrapped around my cock. I kept a hand wedged between us, rubbing her clit faster and faster as Susie’s breath came just as quick. She didn’t say much, just the occasional wordless moan. Soon, she bounced on me, our bodies making rhythmic slaps that should have elicited some giggles but instead turned the room on at large. Women leaned forward to watch, drinking the sight in of their sorority sister riding me hard and fast. Susie’s movements became erratic, her eyes opening again in the last few minutes. She pushed back as she started to come, her hands on my chest, teeth gritted.



I would have been transfixed if at that moment Daisy didn’t gasp, “Ohhh, oh it’s… you actually made me…”



“Come again,” I said, and pushed.



Daisy bit her lip and rocked hard in her chair, her fingers digging in even harder into the teddy bear and the chair’s arm. “Oh, oh God, Jay…”



Susie squirmed off me, dropping to all fours beside me and kissing me frantically. “Thank you,” she said. “That was fun.”



I kissed her back. “You’re lovely.”



“Samantha,” Daisy said, still squirming.



Mariah’s blonde friend from earlier shot up. “I’ve been looking forward to this,” she said to Daisy as she walked to me. “Told him earlier if he wasn’t interested in you or Mariah, I’d eat him up.”



Daisy smiled and rested back again, coming down from her orgasms. I took Samantha by the back of her head and kissed her. Her lips tasted like cinnamon, something she was eating, and I smacked my lips.



I gripped the men’s shirt she wore and pulled the plackets of the shirt away from her breasts. Fashion tape underneath gave a moment’s resistance and then the shirt was falling down. I knelt to tug down her tight, cheeky shorts, turning her around to bury my face against her ass and her pussy, giving her a lick. Then I was back up, gripping her around the waist and rubbing my cock through her cheeks.



Samantha turned in my arms, still staying intimately close to me. “Want to try something wild?” she asked.



“Always.”



She roped one leg around the back of mine, raising it until her foot rubbed just above my knee. Like that, she stared into my eyes as I figured out how she wanted it, reaching down and guiding my cock up into her. We were fucking standing completely upright. That was new.



“Oh, oh wow,” one of the young women said, and there were murmurs of agreement and astonishment.



Samantha could do little more than make tiny rocking motions against me, so I did the work, gripping her ass and her back and thrusting up into her, hard, short strokes. She kissed me over and over again, her lips everywhere. The feel of her hot breath on my skin drove me wild. Between that and sucking on my neck, if I wasn’t helped by my buddy, I’d have come in a minute.



I’m not entirely sure how we wound up on the ground together, but we did, still in much the same position, Samantha underneath me, me rocking into her with her leg entwined around mine. Her head tossed back and I loved the feel of her crisp hair in my hands, gripping it as I pumped into her.



“Jay, oh Jay, I kn-knew it would be good, but ohhh….”



“You feel amazing around me,” I told her, my lips at her jaw. I brought them to her ear and nibbled and Samantha jumped. She didn’t last long after that, just a few minutes, one of the shortest of the group. I really wanted to take my time with her, but there were still so many others to fuck yet. Three down. Eleven to go.



“Araminta,” Daisy said. About time for her to come again, and she knew it, sliding toward the edge of the seat again, unable to keep still.



Araminta was a petite Asian woman with dark, almost angry eyes that contrasted well with her wide smile. She came to me slowly, lifting a playful tank top up and over her head, leaving her in a pair of black bikini briefs. She didn’t say a word to me, only grabbed my cock and pulled me down with her to the ground. Her ass was small but spectacularly in shape, with the kind of muscles you expect from a volleyball player or a runner. She put it on display for me, stretching out languidly on all fours.



That ass wiggled at me as I positioned myself behind her. I tapped my cockhead against Araminta’s delicate lips, then reached down and gripped a handful of her dark hair. I tugged her back up as I slid into her, making her keep her head twisted towards me as I fucked into her. She could only take about three inches of me, leaving plenty of my glistening cock on display for the other women.



“Use her,” someone said to my left. “Our Araminta loves to be used.”



Araminta’s grin went naughty at that, and I fucked her harder, still keeping a grip on her hair. “Is that true?” I asked her.



“Maybe you should spank me and find out,” Araminta said.



I licked my palm and gave her what could best be described as a tap on the bottom. I wasn’t about to full-on crack her ass.



“Can I?” the same young woman who told me to use Araminta asked Daisy.



“By all means. But let’s not have this turn into a full-blown orgy. I’d still like Jay to be the center of the show.”



The woman, a redhead with hair as short as Samantha’s and an athletic build with big, perky tits, came to me. She knelt down beside me and massaged Araminta’s ass. “Like this,” she told me, and smacked her bottom quite a bit harder than I had. Araminta moaned, and I tried it for myself, watching the redhead as I spanked Araminta’s ass.



“Yes,” Araminta whimpered, “just like that. Just hard enough.”



“You two have…?” I asked the redhead.



“Not yet,” she admitted. “But we’ve had some fun with a guy before. I… want to, though.”



The thought made me buck harder into Araminta. There were some oohs at that, but Araminta wasn’t among them. She froze and looked at the redhead. “You do, Lucy?”



“Yes,” Lucy said. She smiled. “You didn’t know?”



“I hoped, but I thought it might… hurt us.”



I didn’t push, but I asked, “Do you want to? Right now?”



“Command us,” Lucy said. “I know my slut will like that.”



“Uh huh,” Araminta moaned.



“Then Lucy, get on your back in front of her, then.” I smacked Araminta’s bottom again. “And you, you are to serve her every way she wants you to tonight. Eat her pussy, her ass, whatever she wants from you. You are hers now.”



“God, yesss,” Araminta hissed.



Lucy positioned herself in front of Araminta and spread her hips wide. Her fingers rose to her mouth as Araminta leaned down and began to slurp and lick on her pussy, going from zero to sixty in no time. Whispers among the sorority sisters broke out, and Daisy said simply, “Beautiful together.” A chorus of agreement washed over them as Lucy blushed.



I watched Daisy as Araminta licked Lucy. She was as transfixed by that sight as she was me, and now she openly spread her legs, brushing herself through the fabric of her panties. She saw me watching and smiled sweetly, those playful eyes dancing.



“Enjoying the show?” I asked as I plunged hard into Araminta, drawing a moan out of the little Asian cutie.



“I’ve had some fun with my sorority sisters from time to time,” she admitted. “But this is a treat I wasn’t expecting.”



I liked the way Daisy spoke, cultured, intelligent. It was quickly becoming apparent I stumbled into someone truly one of a kind. I hoped this wouldn’t be our only time together, but if it was, what a hell of a memory it would make.



Lucy cupped her full breasts as Araminta licked more and more erratically. Finally Araminta’s head came up. She moaned, “Lucy, he feels so good…”



“I can’t wait to try him,” Lucy said, like I was a sex toy. Hey, I was okay with that.



Araminta dropped her head back down, trying her best to tend to Lucy but lost in the sensations as her climax neared. Lucy reached down and stroked her friend’s head, and Araminta finally looked up again.



“Ohh, ohhh!” she cried out.



Daisy quaked. “F-fuck,” she gasped, her hand between her thighs pressing harder against her pussy through the fabric of her panties. “Oh, oh Jay… Lucy… Ara…”



Araminta pulled off my cock and hurried up Lucy’s body to kiss her, laughing. To my surprise, crying, too. The two of them kissed and kissed, and finally Araminta rolled onto her back, Lucy in her arms. She looked at me over the redhead’s shoulder and made a “come here” gesture.



Lucy looked over her shoulder at me as I knelt behind her, the fifth woman of the evening. She was nearly as warm and accommodating as Susie, and rocked back at me with every thrust as she kept on kissing Araminta. I loved the view of her athletic ass and thighs, but I knew that one wasn’t about me. I was man candy to the real show, and that was just fine.



It was quite some time before Lucy wanted to go down on Araminta. I pulled out of her and gave her room to shift around. They wound up in a sixty-nine together, Araminta on the bottom, head towards me as she frantically licked both Lucy and myself as the redhead bounced up and down her body with the force of my fucking. By now, more than a few of the women were openly playing with themselves. The one woman who went down on another was now laying on the floor, her fingers at her pussy as the other woman rode her face, watching us.



Daisy had control over herself again, but how much, I had no idea. She gripped the arms of the chair, and more than once she spoke under her breath, minute syllables of lust.



“Spank her,” Araminta begged, and I did, about the same as I spanked her earlier. Two, three spanks like that and Lucy was thrusting back at me. Her head dropped and she panted, “Shit, oh, ohhhh, shit, mmm, fuuuuck!”



She came and I pulled out, in a stupor of lust and need. Lucy fell away from Araminta, trying to catch her breath. Ara cuddled up to her, nestling a head against her breast. “If you two want to go explore what this is, by all means,” I said. They looked at each other, giggled, and hopped up. Both of them as naked as the day they were born, they rushed upstairs to a room, and I didn’t see them again that night.



“Dina,” Daisy said.



Dina, the young woman with the envelope from earlier, stood. She wore pajama bottoms that outlines her terrific ass and hips and a loose, low-cut top. She ditched the pajama bottoms before she reached me. Commando, and I liked the swell of her pussy lips, so very ready for me. She pushed me back to one of the unoccupied chairs and I fell onto it. She mounted me, knees on either side of my hips, and tossed her blonde hair back as she gripped me.



“Fuuuuck,” Dina breathed as she settled down onto my cock.



I pulled her top up and allowed myself the pleasure of burying my face in her plentiful bobbing breasts. I liked the big, thick nipples and sucked one of them into my mouth as she rocked on me. Her hands went to her ass and she thrust her chest against my mouth.



“Suck my tits, that’s it,” she said. Dina was a vocal woman. Even her breathing was loud and frantic from the start. “Oh, fuck, baby, how have you lasted this long?”



“Magic,” I said, grinning, and gripped her breasts to push them together and suck her nipples again.



Dina was wild but took a while. Eventually she spun around and dropped back on me, her ass pressed to my hips as I filled my hands with her tits and sucked on her shoulder, her neck. I was shameless in my own need with her, groping her tits, fucking her hard and fast, but she liked it. At one point I brought my hand up to her neck, meaning to pull her back against me. Her own hand shot to mine and she held it there. I got the idea and drove up into her harder, not choking her but keeping a firm hand around her delicate neck. That did it for her, and soon she was writhing in ecstasy. Daisy moaned too, nearing her own crest. I almost forgot Dina was my number six and would give Daisy another orgasm when she came.



Three so far, and one or two more from my commands. Jesus, could she take this?



“Rachel,” Daisy said hoarsely, her cheeks bright red.



“We don’t have to finish this,” I told her.



“Oh, I want to,” she said. “We’re in this now.”



I nodded and thought about easing the command for her to orgasm, but Susie brought her some water and that broke my spell. Other people were looking out for her. That made me feel marginally better.



Rachel was another petite Asian, with the most striking smile. I loved her hair done in pins. I loved it even more when she freed it and it spilled down her back to her ass. She wanted me on my back, and rode me with her hands on my chest. Rachel needed very little help to get there. She’d been playing with herself for a while. Her rocking was measured and controlled. I brought my hands to her face and she sucked down one of my fingers. When she let it go, I ran my hands through her hair, loving the silky feel. She brought them down to her ass and I squeezed as she took back over control, her pace increasing but never going wild like the others.



At one point, when Rachel was close, she leaned down to whisper in my ear, “I’m glad you found Daisy. She deserves someone amazing.”



“You’re amazing too,” I whispered back into her ear, and she shivered into one of the quietest, most peaceful orgasms of the night. That was lucky number seven. Halfway there.



Rachel pulled away from me and went to her sorority president. Without a word, she leaned in and kissed Daisy, long, slow, pleasant. Daisy’s hand came around and squeezed Rachel’s ass.



“Like we’re freshmen again,” Daisy murmured, and Rachel giggled.



“I think it’s a little different this time,” Rachel said, and took a chair beside her.



“Stephanie,” Daisy said. She lifted her butt up off the chair, watching me, and I swallowed. She slid her teddy bear between her thighs, right underneath her pussy, and started rocking on it. There were some whispers at that, and a couple shy giggles.



I was so entranced I almost didn’t notice the raven-haired Stephanie until she was on me. She turned my head to face hers, an impish grin on her face. “You can have her later,” she said. “For now, you’re mine.”



She wore a cute set of polka dot set of booty shorts and a tank over her enormous breasts. I gripped that top in my lust-filled haze and ripped one of the straps. “Oops,” she said, and pulled the broken side down over her breast. It spilled out and I grabbed her to pull her down to the sleeping bags.



Stephanie was one of the only ones I didn’t ask how she wanted it that night. I was driven by Daisy riding her teddy bear, the thought of that fabric sliding against her panty-clad pussy driving me fucking wild in a way I never experienced before. I wanted her before that moment. Now the need to finish this pulsed in my mind.



I grabbed Stephanie’s legs and held them upright as I jackhammered into her pussy. She was exquisitely sexy, with hourglass curves that would have made me drool if it wasn’t for the sorority president humping the hell out of a teddy bear. Daisy drove every thought from my mind and I turned into a mindless beast, ramming my cock in and out of Stephanie. I imagined the warm wet pussy around me was hers, and I couldn’t be stopped, my pace going wild, my head and heart roaring for the sexy woman in front of me.



“Oh, oh fuck, oh fuck, oh fuck!” Stephanie screamed.



She came and I watched Daisy, her eyes rolling up, her hand dipping down into her panties. Her jaw clenched as she came, watching me, her playful eyes now as desperate as my desire.



I pulled out of Stephanie and walked to Daisy, my cock glistening. If she had offered me her pussy I would have taken her right then and there. My mind was nearly gone. She grabbed my cock, staring up at me, and stroked me hard and fast.



“Are you going to come?” she asked, and sucked her teeth. “So many of them down. It would be a shame to call it quits now.”



I wanted to take her. I think she wanted it too. She just liked the thrill of having won. But I wasn’t going to give her that victory yet. Instead, I growled, “Call the next one.”



“Stacey. Kim. On your knees, facing me.”



The two women who had first explored their sapphic fantasies stood up. At some point they had disengaged from their own lovemaking, but were still naked. They came to me on either side and kissed my cheeks. I filled my hands with their asses, still staring down at Daisy as she stroked me. Her free hand cupped one of my balls. God. Damn.



Stacey and Kim – I never figured out which was which – knelt and got on all fours, their asses high. Both were brunettes, one classically beautiful with a lithe tall frame and the other stockier with an intricate tattoo of a rose along the length of her calf.



I pulled away from Daisy and knelt behind the tattooed woman. She moaned as I guided myself into her, gripping her waist and trying to maintain some sense of self control. But this close to Daisy, I was always going to be riding a fine line.



I reached across and rubbed the bare bottom of the other girl before plunging my middle finger into her. My queen on her throne watched us raptly, chest rising and falling hard with the charge in the air. The two young women I was tending to looked at each other, giggled, and leaned in to kiss. I loved that, the sight of them making out as I took them. Before that night I never dreamed I’d be in a threesome, and now I was in at least two of them and maybe more before the night was through.



I pulled out of Stacey or Kim, shifted to the other, and plunged right back in, sharing their wetness between them. As I rocked her back and forth with my thrusts, the two of them looked over their shoulders at me, their hair spilling across their faces as they watched me fuck them.



I repeated that two of three times until one of them told me to rest on my back. The first woman mounted my cock, facing away from me and towards Daisy. The other sat on my face facing the same way, and I realized with a start just how little pussy I’d actually eaten that night. I relished it now, gripping her hips and pulling her tighter to my hungry mouth and tongue. The other one took care of herself, leaning back and squirming up and down my length.



Not having Daisy to stare at calmed me down and refocused me. Combine that with my natural love of eating a woman out – the one thing my ex-wife couldn’t and wouldn’t complain about – and my sexual haze turned into something fun there in the last half of the game we were playing.



Whichever one of the two was sitting on my face started to lose control. She balanced herself on my chest with shaking arms, and I felt the other woman slow and shift, leaning towards each other. I heard the sounds of their soft kisses. It wasn’t long before they both returned to riding me, and I think it was that tender moment that sent them both towards a climax. The one on my face rocked into me, her wetness coating my eager tongue and my lips.



“Yesss, lick me, lick me you stud,” she said, and laughed delightedly when I slid my tongue along her delicate stretch of flesh to her bud. “Naughty boy, he just tongued my butt.”



“Mm, I want to try that,” the other one cooed, and there was a round of delighted giggling and laughter from the other women. I think Daisy was among them.



My treat came first, a long, slow shuddering climax that I think actually might have been two or three strung along over a minute or two. I didn’t mind. I was back in the game now, my mind cleared, my will refreshed. She crawled off me and came around the other side, nudging my legs wider apart so she could lean down and lick the joining of my cock to the young woman’s pussy. That cranked things up for the one riding me, and it was maybe another two or three minutes at most before she came, falling back against my torso. I wrapped my arms around her and nuzzled her neck as she came down. I heard Daisy whimper with yet another orgasm, but purposefully ignored her for the moment, playing it cool.



Unlike the other sapphic pair, Stacey and Kim weren’t going anywhere, save to get drinks for themselves and some of the other recovering young women. Daisy called out the next name. Andi was a tall, athletic black woman in a sexy as hell red satin nightgown that was just a step shy from being an actual dress.



“Wow,” I said, blinking as she neared. “I really like that outfit.”



“Aw, thank you. I like yours too.”



I glanced down at my nakedness and grinned. “Bit breezy on cold nights.”



“I’ll bet,” Andi said. “Is straight missionary too boring for you? I like being close to my man.”



“Not at all.” I took her in my arms and gently kissed her. She smiled against my lips and together we slid her nightgown off her. I guided her down to the blankets, one hand at the small of her back, the other running up and down her toned hip. She arched a knee as I guided myself slowly to her entrance. Andi was tight and stiff initially. I think maybe I was a little bigger than she was comfortable with, at least at first. We had to go slow, but I think that was how she wanted it anyways. I just basically rocked with Andi and… it was good. It wasn’t as wild as with the others, but it didn’t need to be. We were beautiful in our simplicity, two bodies moving together easy and slow, enjoying our time together.



When she was close, she buried her head against my shoulder, twisting away from me, murmuring to herself. “Yesss, yes, gentle like that, gentle, oh God, ohhhh…” She fell silent, shuddered, and just a little louder, “Mike…”



Her head twisted back to me, shock in her eyes and shame at the name she just said, and I smiled to ease her discomfort. “It’s okay. Tonight is about your fantasies. Your needs. Is he your guy?”



“I’d like him to be,” she confessed.



I pushed. “Then remember this command. Go for it. He’d be a lucky guy to have you. If he turns you down, it’s not you. You are wonderful, Andi.”



She smiled tentatively, and kissed me again. “Sure you’re not available?”



I glanced up at Daisy unwittingly, then back at her. “I’m sorry.”



“Don’t be. Thank you for this.”



We kissed one last time, and separated.



Three left.



“Christina,” Daisy said.



A short blonde with deliciously curvy hips and a nice big butt jumped up. “Heyo,” she said, and rushed towards me. “God, finally, my pussy is like a fucking river.”



I burst out laughing and said, “Hi, Jay, nice to meet you too.”



“Likewise!” To the other women, Christina called, “Freshmen! Run and bring me my hat.” She eyed my dick and licked her lips in an exaggerated show. “I’m going to ride me a horsecock.”



I thought she was kidding, but no. One of the Stacey-or-Kim pair shot to her feet and ran for the stairs. When I had Christina out of her booty shorts and was kissing said booty on my knees behind her, the freshman ran back down with a straw cowboy hat in hand. And Christina really did ride me after she donned it, bucking on my hips with her hands on my chest, grinning down at me as she took me hard and fast. I’d never felt so used and I liked it.



She swapped in a few minutes to reverse cowgirl, that ass to me as she spread it wide with her hands. I loved the view of her cheeks rippling as she dropped down hard on my hips. There was a spark of wildfire to her, in her enthusiastic moans, her dirty talk, her bouncing. She didn’t come that way, not quite, but when she was close, she shot up off me and crawled backwards to drop that pussy right on my face. Her mouth wrapped around my cock and she sucked and slurped for all she was worth as she humped my face – and it couldn’t be called anything but that. I was going to have bruises, I thought, amused.



Finally, as I was thinking about using a command to speed her along, Christina pulled back, grinding my mouth, my tongue. “Ohhh, fuck, yesss, that tongue is even better than his cock and that thing’s fucking magic,” she gasped. “God, Daisy, let’s build a sex dungeon and k-keep him there.”



“Mm, I like that idea,” Daisy said, her voice faint. Right, shit, this was the second to last orgasm for her from her sorority sisters.



My queen was almost mine.



“Unnngh, f-fuck! Coming!” Christina cried out, and slapped her thighs together against my head. She was one of the wettest girls of the evening and I loved it, lapping her up. Her orgasm didn’t register to me in any way that I could recognize, but she fell sideways and I looked over just in time to see Daisy with her fingers inside her panties, her hand at her breast, eyes closed. Her teddy bear was on the ground, its fake fur damp with her need. I felt a savage pride at that.



“T-two more,” she whimpered, her voice hoarse again. “Um. Um.  Angelina.”



Thirteen might be an unlucky number for some, but not for me. With the exception of Daisy herself, Angelina was the sexiest woman in that room, tall with an hourglass figure. Her strong cheekbones and dark eyes gave her a sultry look. She came to me in a slinky camisole and satin boy shorts, nearly as regal as her sorority president.



“And how would you like it?” I asked her.



“Right this way and I’ll show you,” she said, gripping my glistening cock.



She pulled me towards Daisy. The sorority president looked up at Angelina, a challenge in her eyes. Angelina leaned down and kissed her with a fierce hunger, their lips smacking together before Angelina pushed the other woman back. She lifted her camisole top and shimmied out of her shorts, waggling her heart-shaped ass back and forth in front of me.



“She wants to torture us all night,” Angelina said, “then I’m going to torture her. Fuck me right here. Right in front of her.”



With her hands on Daisy’s arm rests for balance, Angelina gasped when I pressed my cockhead to her folds and shoved in. I might have been able to ignore Daisy before, but I couldn’t now. She was just feet away. I could have reached around Angelina and touched her. Instead, I watched her eyes as I grasped Angelina’s waist and her shoulder and pumped hard into her, ugly, hard thrusts that lacked any sort of precision or rhythm. In that moment, I wasn’t fucking her, not in my mind. I was taking Daisy.



Angelina didn’t make it easy either. “Your…” Me, slamming my hips into her juicy cunt. “…man… is… fucking… ME,” she gasped. “His… cock… in MY… pussy. I’m HIS first.”



Daisy pushed forward, crushing her lips to Angelina’s, her breath coming in harsh, sharp gasps. Angelina gripped her auburn hair and bounced against her lips. I couldn’t see it but I imagined her eyes as dark and stormy as Daisy’s.



“Is he good, Ange?” Daisy asked, her voice so hoarse it was barely more than a whisper.



“You… know… he is,” Angelina said, her voice taking on a keen. “Perfect for you. The man you’ve… waited for…”



Daisy took a deeper, sharper breath at that, her hand sliding into her panties again.



“But he’s mine right, ah, now, and I… I love… how jealous that’s, ah, ah, making you.”



“My beautiful Angelina,” Daisy moaned.



“My Daisy… f-fuck… can’t… hang on much… longer…”



Angelina came with a wail. That’s the best way I can describe it. It was almost pained, that cry. Her walls pulsed around me, trying to grip me tight, hold onto me. Whatever was going on between these two, it was obvious there was some kind or rivalry, something dark and decadent. When I pulled out, I was completely unsurprised that Angelina fell to her knees before Daisy and pulled down her panties. She dropped her face into Daisy’s sweet, slick folds, and Daisy dropped her head back, her legs spreading wide as the last name escaped her lips.



“Leila.”



The last one stood, a pretty, petite black woman with big, frizzy hair. Compared to the rest of the women, Leila was dressed demurely in a pair of pajama bottoms and a cute jersey tee. She walked to me with some trepidation, and a hush fell among everyone watching. I thought at first it was for what Angelina was doing to Daisy, the enthusiasm, the passion, but no.



Daisy’s head rolled back forward, her cheeks blazing. “Leila. Are you sure?”



The young woman nodded. “I’d like it to happen here with all my sisters in Orchid House.”



Daisy curled a finger at her. “Come here first.”



Leila did, and Daisy pushed Angelina’s face away long enough to sit upright. She pulled Leila to her, and the two kissed softly. Daisy returned her attention to me, her eyes contemplative. “Jay. I kept Leila last for a reason.”



“You’re a virgin,” I said quietly.



“Yes,” Leila said, coming to me. “I played with some toys with some of the girls here, so, um, my hymen is gone, but you’d be my…” She took a long, bracing breath. “My first man.”



I pushed, gently. “Are you sure about this?”



“I’m nervous. But yes. You’re very handsome and I wanted it to be memorable.” Leila looked around at all the others. “I think tonight qualifies as memorable.”



There was a round of good-natured laughter at that and I smiled. “Okay. How would you like it?”



“Gentle, at first, with you on top. And then… maybe faster and harder?”



“That sounds perfect to me. You tell me when you want to try something new, and I’m game for it.”



Daisy nodded at me, pleased, and I winked back. Then I turned my attention to Leila and it didn’t waver for a long time. Before she undressed, I brought a hand up her side, then along her arm. I stroked her neck, then cupped her chin and brought her head up. She swallowed, and pursed her lips like a duck. It was cute, and I drew in to kiss her, putting all the warmth and kindness in me into it, hoping she felt it to her core.



Her delicate hands came around my back and massaged my shoulders and the expanse of muscles taut around my shoulder blades. “Oh my, you’re very…” she breathed against my lips. I didn’t let her finish the thought, kissing her again, my hands roaming all around her back and her petite butt.



“And you’re very beautiful,” I murmured against her ear, then nibbled on her lobe. She shivered at that, and outright moaned when I kissed the side of her neck, nuzzling my lips there for a long minute.



Leila reached behind herself and took my hands. She brought them to the hem of her top and together we lifted it up. I let myself stare. She was beautiful, lithe and athletic, like a runner might be. When my eyes returned to hers, I repeated again simply, “Beautiful, Leila. I’m a lucky man.”



She started in on her pajama bottoms but that was my job. I knelt, taking them with me and leaving her in a simple pair of bikini briefs. “I didn’t think tonight was going to be the night,” she said.



“I don’t think any of us could have predicted this night,” I said, and there was a lot of tense chuckling at that. I drew her panties down to reveal an untrimmed thatch of hair and thick, full lips begging for my tongue and my mouth. I wanted Daisy, yes, but Leila deserved the very best that night, and I gave it to her. I kissed her mound, then slow, so very slow, I brought my lips lower. She gasped almost inaudibly when I positioned my thumbs at the tops of her lips and kissed her big, hooded clit. That I teased for a long moment, flicking it with my tongue, tracing the edges with my thumbs.



“If you k-keep doing that, I’m going to come so fast and this will be over…” she said.



“No,” I said, “it won’t.”



I stopped the teasing and rolled my tongue along the base of her clit while rubbing it with my thumbs. She grabbed my hair instinctually, straining her hips forward, pushing against me with innocent need. I didn’t stop, didn’t relent. I wanted to ask how she liked it but given her response I thought she liked it just fine. Leila drove me practically backwards onto the ground, and I was going to let her in a minute, but for now, I wanted to make her come like this.



And she did. She was a vocal woman, I thought, but too shy yet to really let loose. “Yesss,” she said, “oh my God, Jay, oh my God…”



I stared up at her, my tongue sliding around her button, alternating pressure with my thumbs. I made love to her clit, and she came with a breathy cry.



“F-f-f… uhhh!”



Daisy came too, a wordless panting that went high for a moment before she came down. I didn’t look. Instead, I wrapped my arms around Leila’s hips and gripped her bottom. I dropped slowly backwards onto my ass and then my back, pulling her with me. Leila knelt on my face, rocking, her wet pussy sliding instinctually to my mouth. Her orgasm was still fresh and she was a little shaky, but her body knew what to do. She rolled her hips and planted her hands on her knees, her breath uneven.



I loved the taste of her, loved how much she obviously wanted to get into this but was still so virginally shy. Loved all of it, really. Daisy had chosen the exact right sorority sisters to end, spicy and sweet. I ran my hands up along Leila’s side again and then to her breasts, squeezing them, gently playing with her nipples. Her hands covered mine and she let out a pleased, “Mm, mm hm, like that…”



I kept doing just what she wanted, lapping at her pussy neither fast or slow, but a deliberate, even pace with gentle strokes of her nipples with my thumbs.



“Yesss, Jay, I’m, I’m, I’m there again, please, just a little longer…”



Leila arched her back, and came again with a cry. She shook hard on top of me and fell away, gasping and laughing softly.



“Oh my goodness, you’re… you’re very good at this,” she said weakly.



I glanced at Daisy just that once. “You all right? The orgasms, they’re not too much?”



She shook her head, smiling at me. “Take care of my girl.”



I nodded, and came to Leila. I hesitated before I kissed her. “Would you like me to clean up first before I kiss you again?” I asked.



For an answer to that, she leaned forward and gave me a peck, still duck-lipped. I chuckled and guided her onto her back, chasing her with kisses the whole way. Her eyes went from cheery to somber, and I held still, my cock resting against her stomach.



“Are you ready?” I asked her.



She nodded. Her eyes stayed open, watching me with trepidation as I lined up my cock to her folds. I kissed Leila again as I slid into her, gently, slowly. She was, surprisingly, not as tight as some of the other girls, and accepted a good length of me before she placed a hand at my chest.



“Right… about there,” she breathed.



“Good still?”



“Oh yes,” she said, and chuckled. “Very good.”



My hands roamed every inch of her I could reach while I rocked in and out of her, keeping it good and slow the way she wanted it for a while. Her hands raised above her head on the ground, like she was stretching out, and her foot came around the back of my leg as she rocked her head up and down with my thrusts, feeling it in every inch of her.



“Little… faster,” she breathed, and I obliged, going nearly to the edge of her pussy and pushing back in. She liked that, and the foot on my leg rubbed up and down as she stretched even more. “Oh, God, that’s good. Faster?”



“Whatever you want,” I murmured and kissed her neck. I sped up now, no longer limiting myself to one speed now that she was used to me. Nervous as Leila might have been at the start of this, she really got into it, and the hands above her head came back down to my shoulders, wrapping me tight in her arms.



“Ohhh, yes, yes, I love that,” she said. “Mm, mmm, I feel so full…”



At the end, Leila’s hands linked behind my neck. She kept her gaze locked on me as we rocked back and forth. I cupped her cheek again and she smiled at me, wordless, her orgasm coming on long and smooth, her hips thrusting up to meet mine.



And then it was over. I would have kept on going, but she stopped me with a hand on my chest. “I think it’s time to send you on to Daisy,” she said, her eyes misting. “Thank you, Jay. This was… I don’t have the words.”



“Thank you, Leila. That’s something I’ll always remember.”



Cheers broke out as I slid out of her. I helped Leila up and kissed her gently, and then we were surrounded by her Orchid House sisters, Daisy included. They kissed Leila, touched her, loved her. She laughed and cried and shouted, “Girls! Let’s get Daisy ready for him!”



They attacked Daisy in a friendly flurry of hands, tugging away her bra and stroking her bare skin. My curvy queen laughed and kissed all of them, some chastely on the cheek, those who I assumed were not bi, and some on the lips, holding for a moment with each of them.



They fanned out again, not sitting, not yet, but watching us, the last two left standing. Daisy looked exhausted, but she came to me anyways. I took in her curves, her beautiful, angelic face, the playful smile, the twinkle in her eyes.



All right. When I want it, let me come.



Yes yes yes.



And pal? Thank you. I mean that. You are incredible.



“You win your prize,” Daisy breathed. “Anything you want from me.”



“Anything I want from you,” I repeated.



“Anything.”



“I like that teddy bear. Maybe I’ll take that.”



She shut me up with a kiss. The kiss. The one I will forever remember. Daisy’s lips were soft, warm, and invited me like home. If she was serious about this, if I wasn’t a crazy fling, then I was going to make Daisy mine. Or maybe that was the other way around. Maybe I didn’t mind that a bit.



I guided her down. There would be time to eat her, to finger her, to caress every inch of her body, but both of us needed this too much not to make love right then and there. I slid my hands down, squeezed her bottom. So very big, so very full. I moaned and kissed her again, harder, fiercer. She stroked my chest, whispering my name.



“Jay, Jay, thank you for taking care of them, I loved that…”



I pulled back long enough to look her in the eyes. “Anything for you.”



She kissed me again, and reached down to guide my cock to her folds. “I’m safe,” she said. “Come inside me?”



Whispers and whoops broke out around us. We looked around, grinning, and I kissed Daisy one more time. “Of course,” I said.



I eased into her inch by inch. My Daisy took me, her eyes clouding over with lust and amusement. I reached her depths and slid back nearly to her entrance. There, I paused and leaned down to suck one of her nipples into my mouth. Had to. I could not let another moment go without paying tribute to that incredible body.



I slid back up her body as I pushed into her, kissing her cheek, her jaw, her neck. She arched her back, her fingernails digging into mine, and she whimpered, “Jay, oh, Jay…”



The sexiest words I’d ever heard.



I began to rock into her in earnest, taking her with the need that had been building in me all night. She was ready to drop from the many orgasms I gave her through her friends, and she was putty in my arms. But when the crash of her first orgasm with me rolled through her, she was still able to keep going, to stay with me and push me onto my back. Daisy rolled atop me, taking me right back into her folds and rocking on top of me. She tossed her hair back, her eyes glimmering with pleasure and release and so much emotion. I leaned up to kiss her again, my hands all over her, her back, her waist, her ass, her breasts. She took one of them and guided it to her mouth, sucking the fingers down as she watched me, her auburn hair spilling across half her face.



I was close, so close, but my pal held me off, waiting for me to command my release. Daisy rocked on my hips, the vision of lust and something more, something I was hoping might become love someday. I wanted it to be. I was fresh on this power but I knew something to be fundamentally true between us, aligned in a way I had never felt before. And when Daisy came again, rocking her head back, her mouth wide, a cry on her lips, I told my friend to do it, to let me go.



I spilled and spilled inside her, my warmth filling her, my Daisy, my second love, my queen, then and forever.



* * *



We woke to knocking sometime early in the afternoon. I was crammed up against the wall in Daisy’s bed. She was facedown, the top of her spectacular bare bottom peeking out from under a pile of sheets.



“Sheet hog,” I said, running a hand up and down her back.



“Totally,” she murmured. “Mind a little morning breath?”



“Not if you don’t.”



We kissed, gentle and shy, considering what we got up to the night before. Then the knocking came again, and Daisy mumbled, “Too sleepy. You deal with it.”



She dropped her head back into the pillows again and I chuckled before sliding off the bottom of the bed and collecting my boxers. “Hang on,” I said.



“It’s just me,” Mariah said. “Dina’s giving me a ride back to the dorm. I wanted to say… thanks for last night. For not… um… you know.”



“One sec, let me throw on my clothes. I’m not letting you leave without a hug at least,” I said. I hurried on my things and answered the door. Mariah stood there in what had to be borrowed sweatpants and a loose tee. Dina was down the hallway, leaning against a wall, talking to Andi from the night before. “The anagram Orchid House sisters,” I said.



Mariah looked puzzled at that but Andi lit up. “Oh wow, I never realized that, but he’s right. Morning, Jay.”



“Morning to yourselves. Thanks for last night. That was… wow.”



“Wow yourself, stud,” Andi said.



Dina said, “I’m stopping for food on the way back. Bring you two anything?”



“Coffee,” Daisy mumbled. “All the coffee. And maybe some aspirin.”



I winced. My pal probably made sure I wasn’t sore, but I forgot that he couldn’t cover everyone’s bases, just mine. “Coffee for both of us and Daisy’s asking for aspirin. Can I get you some cash?”



“No, we got it. We’ll leave you two be. Mariah, I’ll meet you down in the parking lot?” Dina asked.



Mariah turned and smiled. “Thanks.” She turned to me, her face softening. “I heard you were something else last night.”



“Yeaaah. That was fun. Crazy, but fun.”



“I’m glad you two hit it off. Daisy’s the best. Like a mentor and a big sister, all in one.”



“She’s one of a kind,” I said, looking back over my shoulder. Daisy might have been pretending to doze off, but her sweet smile didn’t escape either one of us. To Mariah again, “I hope this isn’t too weird.”



“Oh, it’s plenty weird,” she said, and poked my chest. “But an interesting weird. I like this new you, Jay. Are you going to stick around?”



“I need to go to California, and soon. I have a career opportunity out there I need to check into, handle some business out there. But I hope this isn’t the last time Orchid House sees me around.”



“Good. Don’t be a stranger.” She leaned up and kissed my cheek. “Take care.”



“You too. Um. Hey. One thing.”



“What’s that?”



“Show me where the bathroom is?”



She laughed and did. When I was finished, she was gone. I thought about Mariah’s mom, winced, and returned to Daisy’s room, feeling guilty. She flipped over onto her back, looking up at me sleepily.



“I am way too sore for round two,” she said, “but I hope you’re up for some cuddling.”



“You’re not scared of me?”



“Should I be?”



“You know what I can do.”



“What you did was show my sorority sisters a fun, wild time. You took care of them when they needed it. You could have had all of us doing whatever you wanted, and instead, you made it about us. What you can do is incredible and I think it’s sexy. But it’s the man I saw last night I like. Not your mind control.” She cocked her head. “That is what it is, right?”



I nodded. “Daisy, I need to tell you some things though. I was a nobody before this week. I’m still very much that guy.”



“No, I don’t believe that’s true for a minute. But come to bed. Cuddle with me and tell me.”



So I did. With Daisy on her side, stroking my chest, I told her everything. And I mean everything – the divorce, the meteor, the alien. About hooking up with Andrea, the nurse, about Talia, about wanting to check in on Mariah.



“Incredible,” she breathed, peering into my eyes.



“You believe me?”



“You slept with fifteen women last night. Alien superpowers are maybe the most plausible explanation that I can think of, outside of you being a porn star.”



A wave of relief swept through me. “I thought you’d call me crazy.”



“Oh, it’s insane. This whole thing. Insane. But I love it.”



We grabbed a shower together, keeping it mostly to cleaning each other, though I did love the spray of water over her terrific curves and she took the time to admire my newfound muscles and my butt. About then, Dina came back with our coffees and surprised us with some wraps and chips. We thanked her and ate, back in bed together, her in a kimono-style robe, me in my boxers.



“So you’re going to California?” Daisy asked casually, watching me out of the corner of my eye.



“I have to do something for income, and a guy at my hotel had a good idea. Link up with some of the Bottlegenie people. I can get some money coming in from a company that can afford a ghost on the payroll, and then I can figure out what I really want to do in life.”



“Which is?”



“I have no idea,” I said, delighting in it. “I’ve never really had the means or the chance to say I want to go to college or I want to own… I don’t know, a bookstore or something. I went clothes shopping yesterday and I was almost paralyzed by it. Do I really love jeans? Am I a slacks guy? Do I like Hawaiian shirts? I’ve spent my whole life buying whatever was cheapest. It doesn’t mean I’m going to be, you know, buying a Rolls or something, but I might. If that’s what I want.”



“You get to figure out who you are,” she said quietly, almost sadly. “So… this is what we have. Right now.”



“Oh, I’m coming back, if you’ll have me. Long weekends or whenever it works for you. But I wouldn’t forgive myself for taking you away from college, Daisy. You have an incredible opportunity here. Not to mention Orchid House. Your sorority sisters, they’re blessed to have you here.”



“But what about after? When I graduate?”



“If I’m really what you want, then we’ll be together.” I stared into her eyes, hoping to find what I felt. “There’s something here. Isn’t there? Beyond just my power?”



“I think so too,” she whispered.



“But Daisy, I want you to have fun here. I don’t want you to feel like you have to be tethered to me. Next May, that’s a long time.”



The light in her eyes shone again with that warm amusement. “Oh, I think we both should have our fun away from each other. I want you to tell me all about your exploits. What you did last night, that was the sexiest thing I’ve ever seen, and the thought of you doing that with other women… well, maybe it’s wrong, but I like it.”



I grinned. “So we feel free to… play. And in May, I fly back and we figure out what we are.”



“There’s just one little thing you’re getting wrong,” she said.



“What?”



She leaned in, and into my ear, she breathed, “I graduate in December.”



* * *



I didn’t have to leave, not right away, but Daisy did have college and the sorority in her life. We spent the rest of the weekend together, mostly in bed. I made the time about her, learning that she was originally from the area, and was looking to become a vet someday. She originally planned to get her doctorate of veterinary medicine there in Vineport. By that point she knew I wasn’t a fan of the city and told me if we did have a future together, she’d be happy wherever we wound up. I protested and told her no, Daisy should stick to her original plan and she told me to hush, that with her grades she could get into any school that offered the program.



“Besides,” she said, “I love a lot of places. I’m comfortable here because of my family and friends, but I can be comfortable anywhere.”



I made love to her Sunday without the help of my pal, a slow, achingly good session that stretched out to an hour. Wrapped in my arms afterwards, Daisy cried, and I rocked with her. It would only be a few short months before we were reunited for good, and when I had some kind of income coming in, I could fly back and forth on long weekends, but I felt gutted too. She wanted me to spend Thanksgiving at her parents’ place too, which filled me with an ancient unease born from the miserable holidays I spent as a child with my own parents. But this was my Daisy, and I agreed.



She went back to the hotel with me to pick up my things, and sat on the bed, looking through the box of photographs I took from my house. “Your brother?” she asked about Lane.



“In spirit,” I said, coming to sit beside her. “My parents and I had a big fight late in my teens and left me behind to live in California.” I guess I hadn’t thought about them being in the same state I’d be in, but it made me shiver now. “Lane and his wife Gail, that’s her there, they took me in my last couple years of high school.”



“Aw. They look like great people.”



“They were the best. Gail’s gone now. Cancer.”



“Oh, she looked so young.”



“She was.”



“I’m sorry,” Daisy said, and wrapped an arm around me.



“Thanks. Lane does charity work all around the world. He’s in Haiti right now, I think.”



“Amazing.”



“Exactly the kind of guy I aspire to be,” I said. “He’s genuine. Doesn’t do it for any reason other than to help people and maybe keep his mind off Gail. She was the love of his life.”



“Awww. I hope to meet him someday.”



I kissed the top of her head. “You will. I’m sure he’ll want to meet you too.”



“Jay?”



“Hm?”



“Command me to make it not hurt so much. Us being apart.”



I thought about it, and didn’t push. “I’m not going to do that because I think us missing each other is healthy. But Daisy, I’m going to miss you too. And if you really do want to be together at the end of all this, then I’m yours, I’m falling hard for you.”



“I’m falling so hard for you too,” she whispered, and we held each other for a long time.



Daisy took a picture of us together like that, then again when we were out in the sunshine. Later, when I was hundreds of miles away and taking a break from the drive, I saw she posted it on Bottlegenie with the caption, “My forever man.”



God, I hoped so.



* * *



I drove.



We’re going to make some larger jumps in time soon, because the ins and outs of me setting up my sizable paycheck from Bottlegenie are largely boring affairs that saw me talking to a lot of payroll people and executives, not to mention a few trips out to Ogden, Utah to the IRS headquarters in order to quell their inevitable questions. Even for a mind controller, all that took time and some finessing, but by the end of it, I would be a millionaire.



But first, I drove.



Daisy and I talked along the way, even if we just saw each other off. She wanted me to tell her if she was being too clingy, and I told her the same thing. Our conversation centered mostly around her friends in the sorority house, and I learned some of the unspoken stories between Daisy and her sisterhood. Angelina, the fiercely sexual woman I took second to last, was her vice president and rival when they first joined.



“She and I… it’s complicated,” Daisy said. “I think we would have been a couple under other circumstances. And probably not a healthy one. She’s super competitive and that’s always been kind of hot and annoying about her, if that makes sense.”



“It does. Sort of sounds like my ex-wife.”



Susie, the one who apologized to Daisy early on in the night, slept with one of Daisy’s ex-boyfriends right after they broke up. “He was good at manipulating people into thinking he was kinder than he was, but we were all just notches to him.”



“I slept with practically all of you,” I said. “How does that make me better?”



“Because you’re mine. Mine mine mine.”



I laughed. “Fair. I’m sorry she did that.”



“You know, I was mad for a while, but I get it. Some guys, they worm their way in and they don’t have mind control. He was like that, coming to her, acting heartbroken. She saw a wounded bird. Honestly, in her shoes, I probably would have been suckered in too. Anyways, the last girl he slept with he didn’t use a condom. She’s a little bit pregnant right now.”



“Oof. I feel bad for her.”



“Right? Anyways… I think I’m saying anyways a lot. Anyways, I meant it the other night that I forgave Susie. She’s got a really kind heart to her and she would never try to intentionally hurt me.”



“They all seem great.”



“They are,” she said. “I think Mariah will go far in Orchid House. Maybe even be president her senior year. She needed a boost in confidence and I think you helped with that.”



“Glad to hear it. When you wrote that note, about you testing me, was that who you meant?”



“Marah? No. Happy coincidence. I was writing about Leila and you being gentle about taking her virginity, but once I saw how you were with Mariah, it was over for me.”



We signed off when I knew I wasn’t going to get reception for long. I held back the words I wanted to Daisy, that I loved her. I was still fresh off my divorce, even if it felt like years ago since my trek up the mountains after everything was finalized and Tracy was finally out of my life. Was I running towards Daisy too fast? Was I looking to fill a void where my ex-wife had been? I didn’t think so but I was rubbed emotionally raw. I needed time to recharge, to reflect and come to grips with this new reality. That didn’t mean I didn’t ache for Daisy. I’d spend every day of those months not with her wishing we were together. But for both our sakes, it was for the best that I made sure my head was on straight before we jumped into whatever was to come.



I cruised down back highways few people drove. I stopped to look at things I wanted to, mountains and shops and a quiet hour spent by a river, throwing pebbles in. I walked up hiking paths. I ate poutine and laughed my way through a seven-scoop monstrosity of an ice cream treat. That first night I spent in a hotel, trying different beers for the benefit of my pal, who responded to each of them with the mental equivalent of a sourpuss expression.



Lane called me about then, sounding exhausted. He was hours ahead of me and it had to be near midnight or one or so.



“I’m sorry, Jay, I just got the news. My cell phone, everything I had really, it all was stolen.”



“Oh damn,” I said. I was nearly asleep on the bed despite the relatively early hour, and sat upright. “Are you okay?”



“I’m… better than some of my friends here. It’s ugly. There’s a lot of gangs, a lot of hatred right now. They’re sending us back. I’m going to be in DC for a week, then I’ll be flying to Vineport. Are you around?”



“No, I’m headed west, actually. I’m in…” I frowned. “I don’t actually know where I am. Wandering the open road, headed to California.”



“You? California?”



I knew the unspoken question he was asking. “No. I’m not going to look them up. I have a job opportunity, actually. Had a few drinks with a Bottlegenie executive. He’s going to get me a foot in the door, see what we can do.”



“You’d be great for them. Didn’t figure you for the surf and turf type. Where’s my head at? Are you okay? The mountain, the hospital, the divorce?”



“Honestly?” I asked. “Never better. The mountain was weird, but it was an experience. Meteor nearly dropped right on my head. Might have been some fumes or something that knocked me cold, but I’m all right. I feel like a different man.”



“That’s crazy. But it’s great. Good luck in California.”







“Thanks. Let me know where you’re going to wind up.”



“I will. Hey, Jay. I, uh… I’m proud of you, man. I’m glad you’re finding some new footing.”



“Thanks, Lane. For everything. I think things… I think they’re going to change, but I think that’s a good thing. And I’m never going to forget what you did for me. You and Gail both. I’ll find some way to pay that forward.”



“That’s all I can ask for,” Lane said. He was silent a minute, then, “Take care.”



“You too. Stay safe.”



The call stayed with me throughout the night and well into the next day. I crossed through plains and into the desert, thinking about Lane, about the good one man tried to do for this world and the ugliness and hatred that greeted him for it. But even that and a hard rattle to my truck’s engine couldn’t break my peace.



The thump turned to a hammering, and soon I had no choice but to pull off the road and onto the hard, cracked earth beside it. I had a single bar of reception and looked up a mechanic while I sat on the tailgate, my legs swinging. The mechanic told me he’d be there in half an hour, apologetic for the wait. Looking out over the eerie beauty of the scrub brush and sun-washed rocks jutting out of the hardpan, I told him I was in no rush. It was a cool early evening for the area, maybe eighty degrees. With a bottle of water beside me, I watched the sun dip towards the horizon. I thought about Tracy. I thought about Daisy.



Do you have someone waiting for you, pal?



Yes.



That surprised me.



You do?



Is that so strange?



You seem so foreign to the idea of love and emotion.



We do not have your lust and love as you see them, but we form a chemical resonance that is… agreeable.



Does she have a name? Wait. Do you have a name?



I am fond of Pal. No. She does not have a name. Our kind do not need them. We share a consciousness. A variation on your concept of a hive mind. Out of the many, two of us join, much like you, and a third is created from parts of us. They inherit our experiences and those of the hive mind before us, but form their own uniqueness after that.



Can you communicate with them? Tell them you’re here and you need help?



No. Yes. We are capable of instantaneous communication with the shared consciousness. It is a database of sorts. But when I came into contact with you, my ability to communicate with my mate and my kind was cut off.



My legs stopped kicking. I froze.



Wait. What?



This is standard. By greeting you, by linking to you, I could be introducing into our consciousness a… virus. Yes. No. A corruption. Yes yes yes. There was no way to know. So they cut me off from the group consciousness.



Oh my God.



You seem panicked.



You gave up communication with your people… for me.



Yes. I was curious. We do share that emotion.



I sensed amusement from him but ignored it.



How, how, how do we get that back? Can you send… I don’t know, a flare or something to them? Tell them to hook you back in?



I will travel back to what you would call home. They will create a proxy environment, a safe place to examine my experiences with limited communication with the others. If my memories will not contaminate the greater mind, I will be allowed to share my consciousness with them.



And if you aren’t allowed back in?



I will drift.



“Jesus Christ,” I breathed. “No. No no no.”



You saved me.



If I’d known…



Jay Yesco. I chose this. I chose to experience your life through your eyes.



What happens to your mate if you come back and they don’t let you in?



She will find another. Or she will drift too. It is her decision.



How do I get you home? I can’t be responsible for this.



I am doing what I need to do. Do not worry. We do not comprehend time in the same manner as you. Our kind do not devolve except by foreign influence. I will spend some time here, watching humankind and rebuilding, and then fly home.



When you go, how long will it take?



I pushed and aimed it inward, screaming the next words inside my skull.



How long?



Hesitation, then my mind filled with imagery. The planets, circling the sun. The sun exploding outwards. Further. The Milky Way, the entirety of it going dim.



Billions of years. Trillions. I have wandered far.



Staring into the sunset, I started to shake.



You would travel alone for trillions of years.



Yes.



And they still might say no, fuck off.



Yes.



An image. My hand, caressing Daisy’s face. The look of ecstasy in her eyes as I made her come. Bacon. Coffee. That near-desert view. My fondness when I finished the call with Lane.



I would not understand what these things are worth if I did not join to you, Jay Yesco. They are worth it. These experiences are worth it. You are worth this.



Tears still glazed my cheeks as I stared out at the beauty of the world around me when the mechanic showed up. He eyed me, and said, “Hey. We’ll get you fixed up. It’s going to be all right, pal.”



Yeah.



It’s going to be all right, pal.



* * *



Money. Change.



It took the better part of a week to finesse myself into Bottlegenie’s headquarters. I had to control guards, executives, front entry people, secretaries, assistants, a whole army of accounting people. By the end of it, I was the proud recipient of an executive level position, the company’s Health and Wellness Chief Consultant, as my paperwork said. On paper, I was a guy the executives came to for life advice, physical training, and general wellness check-ins. Of course, the reality was much different, but I really did feel sort of bad for weaseling my way in, even if my thirty-million-dollar yearly salary was a drop in the bucket compared to their billions earned each year. I spent a lot of my free time actually hanging around that office, talking to random people who looked stressed out and helping them with whatever they needed. It was a good way to kill the time in between IRS money warriors coming at me and trips to cajole their bosses into finally leaving me alone.



I hooked in with a few other business moguls passing through. This wasn’t in that first week but here and there throughout my stay in California, until the point when I was making about ten million a month. Yeah. I went from thirty thousand a year to being a millionaire overnight. Woof. The guilt ate up my gut until my pal stepped in.



One thing I did not feel guilty about was the mansion. It was ridiculous, a sprawl of property so obscene it was comical. It was owned by a French corporate mogul, who bought it more for the status of owning real estate in Silicon Valley than its actual use. His staff told me they saw him exactly three times since he bought the place, all of which were business related, hosting executives and investors, that sort of thing. His people in France always called ahead when he decided to make a trip, so I wasn’t worried about being found out. Besides, his employees, who thought I was his brother, loved me because I didn’t give a good goddamn if they brought their families in to play in the pool or use the theater room. Hell, for the latter, half the time I joined them.



“It has eight bedrooms,” I told Daisy when I moved in, about two weeks after I came to California. “But get this. It has twelve bathrooms.”



“Why does it have more bathrooms than bedrooms?”



I did some quick thinking. “The ones for the bathhouse and office I get, but apart from that, I have no idea.”



“You could use a different one every day of the week.”



“And then some!”



One of the first things I realized was that while I liked the creature comforts of the mansion, I wasn’t a mansion guy. The swimming pool? Hell yes. Theater room. Oh God, that was cool. But no one in their right mind needed a helipad, or that many bedrooms unless they were running a brothel or a baby-making factory. And while I planned on giving Daisy as many kids as she could possibly want, I don’t think even we could fill a house of that magnitude. Not that I wasn’t willing to try.



One thing I did like was the great library. I don’t think a single one of those books had ever been cracked open, save for maybe by one of the staff members. But it was full of the classics, and first editions from some of the modern greats. I liked reading, and my pal seemed to agree. When I came into that room, I could feel my pal thinking, like a computer whirring to life inside my head.



We came to an agreement. I didn’t need much sleep thanks to his tinkering, and books fascinated him that wouldn’t interest me personally. He could put me in a trance-like state while he took over my body and read whatever he liked at a rate faster than I could mentally comprehend. It wasn’t as fast as some of the professional speed-readers out there, but he could generally finish a book in the early morning hours. I liked the idea because there was little to do at that time anyways besides roll around California in one of the fancy cars in the owner’s garage I could figure out how to drive. Ferraris and Lamborghinis are great, but boys and girls, I am here to tell you that before you buy one, have someone teach you to drive the damn things first. Not that I have practice burning out the engine of a two hundred-thousand-dollar car. Nope. Nope nope nope.



Anyways, my pal used the mornings to read, or watch movies, or use a computer and read wiki articles until it was time for me to get ready for my day. He was enthusiastic about fiction, religion, and philosophy. The latter two, he told me, were alien concepts to his kind, and he found an enjoyment in our attempts to use our imaginations to mold the universe around us, rather than the other way around.



Imagination is the greatest tool of your people. It is singularly fascinating.



You’ve never come across anything that imagines before?



Yes. No. Things that dream, yes yes yes. But not in the way you create stories, Dogs chase rabbits. Birds hunt prey. You dream of your parents or returning to high school or Daisy. You dream of what might be, or things past, or things that may come. Your dreams are singularly beautiful. And that is built from your imagination. If I could bring anything of you back to my kind, it would be that.



I wish I could meet them someday.



I wish you could too. I did not wish for things before you. It is very odd and very satisfying. Like right now, I wish you would eat more bacon.



We just ate half an hour ago.



I know. The crepes were very good. But they were not bacon.



* * *



I had tens of millions rolling into my account but no idea what the heck I should actually be doing with it. Enter into the picture David Beggs, money manager to the tech gurus and producers of California. He came recommended from five of my supposed coworkers, and was supposed to be the best in the state, which put him high in the running for best in the whole country.



He was a guaranteed moneymaker. Give him a hundred million and in ten years that was going to sprout into a billion. That was no bullshit, either. Eight of his clients started off with eight figures and soon jumped comfortably into the billionaire club. I wasn’t interested in the difference between millionaire and billionaire, but I did want my money secured and working for me.



Beggs was out of his office on a trip to New York when I started looking into him, but he was going to be attending a party in the Los Altos Hills thrown by a movie producer, Odile Loupe. Loupe was celebrating a string of major awards and was looking to bribe – er, sorry, cajole – another major win out of a few of Hollywood’s elite. That meant a party at her mansion, which outdid even mine for opulence and absurdity.



“It’s apparently a big thing,” I told Daisy as I watched one of my staff member’s kids do a cannonball into my pool. I say “my” but this was still the mansion I was, erm, borrowing. I refused to call it squatting. “Lots of actors and actresses, bigwigs, that sort of thing. Want an autograph from anyone?”



“Baby, I want more than an autograph,” she said, amused. “I want pictures. And I don’t mean selfies at the party.”



I chuckled. “I am the luckiest man in the world.”



“Yes, you are. Ooh, and I want a picture of you in your tux.”



“Tux?” I asked, sitting up.



“You said this thing was formal.”



“I’m not wearing a tux.”



“I can make you.”



“How so?” I asked, less than enthused about all of this.



“Because I think you’d be hot in a tux,” she said, her voice low and throaty. “And if you send me pictures of you in it, I might send you some pictures out of something.”



My resistance crumbled in a heartbeat. “So… I guess I’m going tux shopping.



I found a tux place. The proprietor recommended three different styles for me, two overly flamboyant, the third a clean, simple look with one nod towards flair in its peaked lapels. Despite the staff’s best attempts at getting me into something purple or with lapels like cutlasses, I opted for clean and simple. And absolutely no top hat, thank you.



Most important to me? The day of the party, when I sent Daisy a picture taken by one of my staff members, she sent me back a text almost immediately.



 



Jaw. Dropped.



 



Looks all right?



 



Looks amazing. Going to drip staring at it. Go get them, stud. How do you want me to pose?



 



I want to see your smile. What I miss most about u.



 



OK, that seriously got to me. I miss u.



 



Miss u too.



 



An hour later, as I pulled up to a team of valets parking cars, I got another text. Daisy, on her knees nude with her butt to me, looking over her shoulder and smiling. Someone had left a red imprint on her ass. It was hot as hell, and I almost said fuck it to the party to run home and dehydrate myself to that picture.



But then a young man was at the Corvette I borrowed for the evening. I put the phone away, grinning like a loon, and with a few commands to the valet and staff at the mansion’s gate, I was in and about to meet the second love of my life.



* * *



Odile Loupe’s place was nothing if not excessive. Three main buildings, all white in the corners with glass walls on every side, overlooked two pools tiered right next to each other at different elevations. Two massive hot tubs dotted the corners of the lower pool, with a tall fountain wall between them. I guess the state’s water restrictions weren’t such a big deal if you were making that kind of money.



Most people there swirled around a massive roofed patio in clusters. Servers cut their way through the masses with LED-lit trays of drinks and food in hand, the latter largely vegetable based, which would have made me sneer just months ago but I came to actually like a lot of the vegetarian dishes I tried out in California and could respect the lifestyle. That didn’t stop me from shoving a double patty burger and milkshake down my throat, but hey, you put a vegetable curry in front of me, it’s disappearing too.



Three bar stations drew my eye first and I headed to one for a scotch and soda. Like an idiot, I dug out my wallet when the bartender, a slim young man with hair gelled up into a flame-like twist, brought me my drink. He looked confused at the gesture as if no one had ever tried to pay him for a drink, and I realized no one around me was handing over any cash. I shoved the wallet away, took my drink, and wandered the party, shocked that I knew quite a few of the attendees. Actors. Actresses. Comedians. A reality TV couple my ex-wife followed religiously.



I thought about a selfie with the last two, just to rub salt in Tracy’s wounds. Someone let her know of my recent good fortune and she was starting to make waves about her share, even if everything happened after our divorce. I had to change my number given the number of times she called me, a mixture of irate and pleading. “Didn’t we love each other? Didn’t we have some good times?” Gag me. In any case, I was feeling pretty good, especially after that picture Daisy sent me, and decided to be the bigger man. Daisy told me later she would have done it but not sent it to Tracy, instead posting it to Bottlegenie and making sure the picture was viewable by everyone so that word bled to her naturally.



You can see why I was falling so hard for her.



I wanted to take care of business first before I tracked down a treat for the evening, and started asking around about David Beggs. The name got mostly blank, irritated stares. People at that party – and in that kind of income level – tended to interact in very small circles and were generally laser focused on whatever they needed to do. It’s the sort of thing that’s generally portrayed in Hollywood as being standoffish and rude, and I guess that’s true some of the time. But also those were real people who had real jobs to finish in a high-stress, high-demand environment. Of course they were going to be irritated at a yahoo interrupting them.



The approach was getting me nowhere. I finished off my drink, found an ornate wrought-iron chair, and stood up on it. Overlooking the sea of people, I pushed and shouted, “Hey! Raise your hand if you’ve seen David Beggs here!”



Three people near one of the buildings raised their hands. I didn’t bother telling anyone to forget my command. I was just another weirdo to them and I was fine with that.



I cut my way to the trio, and one of them, without being prompted, pointed towards a man and a woman down a set of well lit-stairs leading to a path around the other side of one of the three main buildings. The man was slim, with a tightly trimmed goatee and thin round glasses. Instead of a tux, he wore a purple suit with a black shirt and a red tie. But I barely noticed David Beggs.



It was the woman he was talking to that took my breath away. Jet black hair spilled down her shoulders and her back in curly, glossy waves. Huge lashes brought attention to eyes nearly as dark as her hair. Big lips, but not too big for her delicate features, the sort of precise good looks that could have only come from the best of plastic surgeons. I thought her hourglass figure must have come from a surgeon too. She wasn’t as obscenely proportioned as my Daisy, but still made me stand up straight and feel like steam might roll from my ears at any moment.



She was
 stunning
 .



Her dark eyes flicked my way, appraised me for the slightest of moments, then flicked back to Beggs. A graying, solidly built man and a blonde in a plunging dress approached them, the woman a model I recognized from somewhere. TV commercials, I thought a moment later, and I was right. She starred in a series of phone commercials a year or two ago. I think she was a redhead in those but all I could really remember was her simpering smile and the jingle. The black-haired beauty smiled and greeted them both with hugs, but when she pulled away and looked in my direction again, there was a weariness there.



I started towards them, my heart hammering in my chest. Both the women were among the most beautiful at the party, and that was saying something. People spilled out of the house in front of me and I wanted to shove them aside, but I already attracted too much attention. A few bulky guys in suits openly eyeballed me. Had to be security. I wasn’t afraid of them but I didn’t want to spend the whole party being hassled.



Through the crowd, I saw the gray-haired man openly eye the black-haired beauty. She lost her smile as he said something to Beggs, and both men laughed. They spoke some back and forth and shook. The gray-haired man and the blonde moved on. I broke free of the crowd just as the black-haired woman said something to Beggs and stormed off towards a less crowded part of the property as fast as stiletto high heels would allow.



I stared at her curvy ass in her sequined dress before she disappeared around the side of the building. Beggs watched me, his eyes clouded with irritation. “You’re the nutter who was shouting my name. What do you want?”



I pushed. “What was she upset about?”



He pulled a silver case from his pocket and withdrew a joint. “My friend Greg wants to do some swapping while we’re at this party. Ten grand to use her.”



“And she’s not into the idea of you whoring her out.”



From another pocket he produced a lighter, a surprisingly ordinary plastic one. “No. Not that I care. I own her ass. Now you want to tell me what the fuck you want?”



“Give me the joint, the lighter, then go find your friend. Tell him the deal’s off. Say whoever you need to. You’ve got a headache, or you had a change of heart and decided to become a saint. I don’t care. Then take a fucking hike. And if you ever try to make any woman do anything she doesn’t want to do again, you’ll never have a hardon the rest of your life.”



His eyes widened as he handed over the joint and the lighter.



“The case too. I liked that.”



Beggs did, and sputtered, “How the fuck…?”



“You’ll never know. I came here looking to make you my money manager. We could have made billions together. But I think I’m going to go with… well, just about anyone else. See you, asshole.”



On stilted legs, he walked away, casting a fearful glance over his shoulder. I snickered, looked at the joint, then turned to follow the woman down the path. I found her at the entrance to a flower garden, arranged like a knee-high labyrinth. Several couples walked through it, illuminated by the soft glow of lanterns on hooks dotting the paths.



She didn’t look up as I approached. I had no idea what to say to her, but I started with a simple, “You’re free.”



She glanced up finally, puzzled. “What?”



“Beggs. He’s telling the other guy it’s off tonight. Then he’s leaving the party.”



“What?’ she repeated again, blinking. “I’m sorry, what is going on?”



“I’m going to show you something,” I said, trying very hard not to peer down at her cleavage. I pushed. “But I need you to stay there and don’t panic.”



I walked to the closest couple, pushed again, and said casually, “Hi. Hop on one foot, please.”



They both did, gaping at me.



“Stop. Now yodel.”



They did, their eyes bulging. The guy really got it going from the diaphragm. Seriously not bad.



“Stop,” I said, chuckling. “Thanks. Forget I ever said anything to you.”



I walked back to the woman. “That’s a hell of a weird way to come onto someone,” she said, amused. “Are you friends with Ricky? Or did you have to pay him to yodel like that?”



“You know those two?”



“Well him, yeah. Not personally, but from TV, of course.” She saw my blank expression. “That’s Ricky Reginaldo.”



“Wait, the chef?” I looked again at the man and gasped, “Holy shit, that’s Ricky Reginaldo.”



“Oh come on, you knew,” she said.



“I swear I did not.”



“So you just walked up to a couple people, told them to hop on one foot, and made them yodel?”



I gave her my most winning smile. “That’s right.”



“Uh huh.”



“I controlled their minds.”



“Okay, now you’re just being weird.”



“I can prove it.”



“How?” she asked, more amused than annoyed.



“Point out anyone at this party. Someone you know, a stranger, anyone. Then tell me what you want them to do. If I can do it, we grab a drink together and talk. If I can’t, I never bother you again, but I can promise you this. Either way? David Beggs will never make you try to do anything you don’t want to do again.”



Her amusement vanished, and she turned her head away. “Nobody can work a miracle like that.”



“It doesn’t matter if you believe me or not. I already commanded him.”



She chuckled. “Commanded him. Right.” She sniffed, and looked up at the night sky above us. “All right. Me. Command me to… bark like a dog.”



I pushed. “Bark like a dog.”



“Ruff! Ruff! Ruff ruff ruff!” She clapped a hand over her mouth. This time, when she stared at me, she was scared.



“I promise you, you have nothing to be afraid of from me,” I said softly. “I saw the way you looked after you were done talking to Beggs, and I wanted to make sure you were okay. If you decide I’m crazy, I’ll leave you alone. Pinky swear.”



“Who are you?” she asked.



“Hey, that’s exactly the question I was going to ask you.”



* * *



Madelyn Lamb. Even her name was beautiful.



I grabbed a couple glasses of some kind of champagne punch from a passing server, then told another we needed a platter of appetizers brought to us at our bench. He looked confused at that but hurried away to obey.



Madelyn waited for me, watching me with some trepidation, but she was curious, too. We walked around the labyrinthine garden. I kept a respectful distance, letting her figure out if I was a danger or not. When we were out of earshot of everybody, she said, “Do I ask who or what are you?”



I smiled. “My name is Jay Yesco. I was… well, I was bit by an alien.”



“I’m sorry. What?”



“An alien. Bit me.”



Her eyes danced and her words were choked. “Like from outer space, or a Canadian?”



“Outer space. From way, way, way beyond our galaxy.”



She laughed. She laughed so hard she had to lean on me for balance. We drew every eye around us, and I started laughing too. When she calmed down enough to listen, I told Madelyn the story, right up to and including Daisy.



“How I won her probably isn’t the most appropriate story to tell you,” I said. We were back at the bench, nibbling on tiny slivers of… things. And stuff. Look, the food was all very good and very weird and I’m not going to pretend I know what it was.



“Well, now you have to tell me,” Madelyn said.



So I did, keeping the story about the orgy as PG-13 as possible. Madelyn blushed, but I thought maybe she seemed intrigued too.



“And this Daisy, what would she think if she knew you were talking to me?”



“If I told you she wanted this as much as I do, would you believe me?”



“Wanted what? Us? Together?”



I nodded. “She likes the idea of me, mm, using my power to hook up with women.”



“Did you control her to think that?”



“No, but I have no good way of convincing you of that, do I? I mean, I could command you to, but that defeats the purpose.”



“You could tell me anything right now and I’d believe it,” she agreed. “Like for me to be attracted to you.”



“Aw, you’re not already?” I asked.



“Well… maybe a little.”



“I can work with a little.”



“I think you can too.”



She leaned across and kissed me. Surprised as I might be, I didn’t take long to react. I teased the inside of her mouth with the tip of my tongue, making her moan softly against me. I came in closer, pushing the platter off the bench and gripping the side of her head with one hand to kiss her again. My other shamelessly went to one of her breasts and I moaned deep in my throat at the softness of her, the fullness.



“Oh, isn’t this something,” someone called. Greg.



“Fuck,” I growled against Madelyn’s lips.



She whispered in my ear, “Whitney’s just as miserable with him as I am with David. And I really wouldn’t mind a third tonight.”



I kissed her again, and turned my attention to the oncoming pair. “David’s going to love hearing about this,” Greg said.



“David and I are done,” Madelyn said. “It’s over.”



“Found someone with deeper pockets, huh?” Greg said, a nasty smile on his face. “Well, my new friend, I’ll make you the same offer I made him. Ten thousand, and she does whatever I want.”



“Do you know who I am?” I asked, standing up.



“Should I?”



“She probably should. I’m a psychologist specializing in the female orgasm spectrum,” I said, more to Whitney than Greg.



“Are you now?” Whitney asked, her eyes sparkling.



“Oh yes. I can prove it, too. How about a bet?”



“What do you have in mind?”



“One kiss. If I make you come from it, you go home with me and Madelyn.”



“I think you’re just trying to steal a kiss,” Whitney said, her cheeks flushing.



“Maybe I am,” I said. “But aren’t you curious if I can do it?”



“Maybe,” Whitney said.



“Forget it, asshole,” Greg said, coming at me.



“Freeze,” I said mildly as I pushed. He did, staring at me, fist half raised. “Do you know how to swim?” He nodded. “Good. You look warm. Go take a jump in the pool. Doggy paddle around. Maybe even bark a few times, just for fun. When you’ve done a couple laps, go home. It’s over between you two either way. You’ll be kind about it, help see her on her way financially and with whatever else she needs, and then you’ll live the rest of your life not being a dickhead. Got it?”



Greg turned on his heels, staring over his shoulder at me with real fear in his eyes as he walked towards the crowd of people. We all watched, Whitney gobsmacked, as he pushed through them. He jumped in the pool, shoes and suit jacket still on, and started barking immediately to the roar of the crowd.



Whitney turned to me, eyes wide. “How did you do that?”



“Magic,” I said. “How about that bet? Want to find out for yourself?”



She licked her lips, and nodded. Madelyn rose up and came in close as I neared Whitney. She laid a hand on both our arms, and I watched her with a smile as I said to both of them, “Come when I kiss you, Whitney. And then come home with us to find out what I can really do.”



* * *



I had them out of their dresses and high heels by the time we hit the bedroom. Both of them were incredibly attractive and any other time I would have salivated over Whitney’s supermodel body, but Madelyn devoured my attention the same way Daisy did. When Whitney ran into the bathroom to freshen up, I grabbed Madelyn around the waist from behind and breathed into her ear, “You are perfection.” Remembering a command I gave Daisy, I added, “Every time I command you, you’ll get a thrill of pleasure.”



She shivered in my arms and twisted her head to kiss me. The precise spill of her black hair across her eye drove me wild, and I drank in the rich delicate scent she wore. My cock rose in my slacks and I couldn’t help grinding it against her terrific ass through her black, sheer panties. She moaned as she stared me in the eyes, and twisted in my arms. With an adorable look of concentration, she began removing my tuxedo, stopping to drape everything on my dressing table despite my best efforts to throw everything in a corner and forget about it until tomorrow. My Madelyn liked to tease, and she was an expert in it.



I sated myself by watching her round butt in her panties. She knew I was staring and gave it an around-the-world sway every time she laid out a piece of clothing. By the time I was down to my tented boxers, Whitney came out of the bathroom and joined Madelyn. Where Madelyn’s bra and panties were black and wispy, Whitney’s were a pale yellow, and I hungered for a taste of her big pink nipples underneath.



“Are we only playing with him?” Whitney asked Madelyn. “Or am I allowed to touch and taste you too?”



For an answer to that, Madelyn came to her and caressed her face. They kissed, their tongues clashing for my benefit, and Madelyn eventually broke away to stare at me. “But let’s take care of him first.”



“Oh yes,” Whitney said, and kissed Madelyn one more time before they strolled to me.



Together, they knelt, and Madelyn’s fingers snagged my boxers as she went. They tugged them down. Whitney giggled and Madelyn looked up at me. “Command us to give you a blowjob,” she told me, her voice thick with lust.



I pushed. “Suck my cock, and give me a show.”



Madelyn shivered as the pleasure of the command ran through her. “Yesss….”



She leaned in first, sweeping back her long hair before nudging my cock’s tip with her jaw, then her lips. Whitney joined her, kissing her cheek before trialing her mouth to my tip next, looking up at me with cool amusement in her eyes. I hadn’t given her the details on how I was able to control her but she knew something was just odd enough about me to make this the most intriguing night of her life.



They traded me back and forth like that, concentrating on the other when it wasn’t their turn to kiss or lick my tip. Madelyn finally began kissing further down my cock, still teasing me with light strokes of her lips. Whitney imitated her, but went lower still, kissing my root and one of my balls. They both came back up slowly, Whitney with a little more tongue than she’d been using, flicking it across my side. Their lips met at my tip and they kissed, a lewd, wet display of lust. Whitney’s hand went to Madelyn’s ass and roamed. Her other went to my root and she aimed me towards Madelyn’s lips. Madelyn tongued my tip, running a full circle around it before she teased my base, licking it the whole way down to my other as-yet untended-to testicle. This she licked too before her plump lips opened wide and sucked the ball into her mouth.



“Oh, fuck,” I groaned. My pal and I had an understanding by that point – I didn’t come unless I wanted to – but still, the pleasure was overwhelming. These two were amazing at this.



Whitney sank her mouth down around my tip, eyes darker, more intense now. I ran a hand through her hair and rested it at the back of her head as she sucked and slurped the first inch or so of my dick, bobbing back and forth with it as if this excited her as much as it did me.



I pushed and asked her, “Are you turned on by this?”



Whitney pulled off my glistening tip. “I love sucking cock. I love it when a man takes my throat, my mouth. I love a good hard fuck.”



“Command me to like that too,” Madelyn breathed. She slid a hand between her thighs. “Oh fuck, I want that.”



I reached down and gripped her chin as I pushed. “You love sucking my cock. Getting fucked by me. You’ll like it hard, you’ll like it however you can get it from me.”



“Yesss,” she hissed, and grabbed my cock away from Whitney to suck it down, her lips hollowed around me, driving as deep as her tonsils – then down even further. She deepthroated me on her first try, breathing hard through her nose, her lust-filled eyes watering. Her mouth came back off me and she grabbed Whitney, kissing her hard, gripping her bra and tugging it down over one magnificent breast.



Then they were both on me again, a frenzied give and take. Whitney tried to one up Madelyn but couldn’t take nearly as much, coming off me with a gasp. Madelyn picked up her slack and deep throated me three times in rapid succession before grabbing my hands and putting them on the back of their heads.



“Fuck our faces,” she gasped when she came off me again, and I did. I gripped Whitney’s hair and pulled her face down on my cock as I stared at Madelyn. Her hand crept between her thighs and she slid it into her panties, fingering herself as she watched me face-fuck her friend.



I jerked out of Whitney’s mouth and brought Madelyn’s lips to my dick, pushing my cock deeper, those big beautiful lips spread wide around my root before I fucked her straight to the balls. “Fuck,” I moaned, “ah, fuck, such a good cocksucker…”



“Come on our faces,” Whitney begged. “We’re going to be such sluts for you tonight.”



“Mmmmf!” Madelyn said – or tried to, anyways. She came off me and cried out, “Slut! Your sluts!”



I jacked my cock and they put their faces together. I roared the word “come” in my mind, and great streaks of me shot across their faces, their cheeks, their chins, their breasts. They were on each other in a flash, Madelyn’s hand coming out of her panties to feed it to Whitney. She pushed the blonde down to the ground as Whitney sucked her fingers clean. They kissed again and jostled for control on the thick rug. I watched, recovering, my chest rising and falling in one of the most untamed fits of lust I’d ever experienced.



Whitney wound up on top and shoved herself up Madelyn’s body before twisting and facing me. She sank down on Madelyn’s face with a gasp. “Mm, lick me slut, lick my fucking cunt.”



I wasn’t going to be left out of the action, so while Madelyn gripped Whitney and feasted, I dropped between Madelyn’s legs and devoured her pussy. Madelyn’s thighs smacked my ears and I heard a muffled apology sandwiched somewhere in a giggle. Death by thigh. What a way to go.



I looped her legs over my shoulders, watching Whitney ride Madelyn’s face. She was enjoying herself and giving me one hell of a show in the process, a hand at her clit, the other at her breasts. She lifted one up and flicked the nipple with her tongue as I watched. That was a party trick I’d never grow bored of. I winked at her and she winked back.



Madelyn was all over the place, squirming left and right, bopping her butt up and down. I flicked my tongue through her pink folds and held on, keeping her in place as best I could. When I moved my fingers to her clit and flicked it, she nearly flipped onto her side, crying out.



“Uh huh, uh huh, uhhhh huh!” she cried out against Whitney’s pussy. Her butt shot up one more time and dropped when she rode out her orgasm. I threw her legs off my shoulders and shifted to one side far enough up her body I could kiss Whitney while still within reach of Madelyn’s pussy. I pushed three fingers into her cunt, not giving her any reprieve. Her hips slapped against my hand as I pumped the fingers in and out of her and made out with the luscious blonde on top.



I don’t know that she came down from that first orgasm. Madelyn kept jerking against my fingers as she ate out Whitney with more and more enthusiasm. The blonde could barely hang on, Madelyn was moving so much, and soon gave up entirely, hurrying off her to Madelyn’s other side. Her hand joined mine and together we sank five or six fingers into Madelyn’s pussy, Whitney leaned down low and sucked one of her nipples. I did the same as we pumped our fingers faster and faster inside her.



“Oh… ungh, un huh, un huh, mmmm, mmmm!” Madelyn cried out, her ass jumping up and down, her toes curled.



We were relentless. Madelyn came and came and came. If it wasn’t for the rug underneath her, I think she would have given herself a concussion, her head bounced back and forth so much. She grabbed at our heads, clutching us to her breasts and digging into our necks.



“Oh, oh f-fuck, f-fuck,” Madelyn panted, her eyes rolling up, her hips spreading wide. She froze and soon slammed back down, slapping at our necks. “C-can’t…”



We slid our fingers out of her at once. Madelyn shivered, her hips still jerking, her head bobbing up and down, the aftermaths of the orgasm holding tight to her and not wanting to let her go. Waves of bliss still rocked her hard and she twisted onto her side, cupping her sex and riding it out. I gave in to the lust roaring in my ears and went for Whitney. She bit her lip and dropped onto her ass, watching me as I crawled across our black-haired lover, stroking my rock-hard cock. Visions of her in that commercial danced in my head. I was about to take someone, if not world famous, then a hell of a lot closer than I’d ever come.



“You don’t have a condom.”



“I’m safe,” I told her, pushing.



She nodded hesitantly but spread her thighs for me. I settled on my knees between them and plunged into her with one hard stroke.



“Fuuuuck!” she cried out, her hands curling into fists.



“Take it,” I growled as I grabbed her ankles and drove deeper and deeper. “Take every inch of me you can.”



I had that blonde, big-titted actress nearly screaming with every thrust. Jesus, she was loud and I ate it up. That mansion was huge, but between my balls slapping against her skin and her passionate cries, we filled every inch we could with noise.



“Oh fuck, fuck, fuck! Fill my tight little pussy with that big fucking cock!”



“You like that, Whitney?”



“Y-yeah! Faster! Faster, you fucking stud!”



I flipped her over and slammed back inside her cunt. She howled. A hand brushed my shoulder, shaky, tentative. I looked over and there was Madelyn, her hair wild, ready to get back in the game. She kissed me, a hard, passionate thing, and I reached down to grab her ass. She kissed me again and again as Whitney started coming, collapsing on her elbows and burying her cheek against the rug.



I got them both up on the bed, cuddling together, breasts enticing me as they brushed. I fucked them on their sides, one of their legs up on my shoulder as I plunged in and out of them. They rubbed each other’s clits, tits, anything they could touch and hold onto as I pounded them towards the headboards. Whitney came again fast, and could take no more from me, so I got her on her back, Madelyn crouched over her, the two of them sharing sloppy, loud kisses as I fucked the black-haired beauty from behind, loving the sight of her sculpted ass rippling against my thighs.



I came when she did, filling her full, making her drip me. “Whitney,” I commanded. “Get down here and clean her pussy with your tongue.”



“Yes, sir,” Whitney said, and did as I told her to do, Madelyn nearly passed out by that point and jerking in small fits as Whitney lapped up my creamy treat.



We fell asleep together in a jumble, and in the morning, the two women were too sore to take it in the pussy again. Instead, they gave me another top shelf blowjob, but I was all but ignoring Whitney by that point. I kept looking at Madelyn, at the delicate features of her face, her made-for-sex body, her devilish smile, her dark looks. I couldn’t get enough of her, and that was dangerous. Daisy might be okay with me sleeping with other women, but this was attraction on another level. I was Daisy’s. I had to let Madelyn go.



After we all showered together and dressed, I made bacon, eggs, and hashbrowns and we ate outside with big cups of rich coffee. Madelyn kept giving me sidelong glances, worried ones, and Whitney caught on. “I’ll wash up the dishes if you two want to talk,” she offered.



“Thank you,” I said to her. Madelyn nodded and smiled, but there was no light to it. We waited just long enough for Whitney to head inside, and I said, “Talk to me.”



“All right.” She took a moment to think, her fingers tapping on a glass of orange juice. “Last night was great, Jay. Amazing.”



“I agree,” I said cautiously. “But Madelyn, I am with Daisy. She doesn’t mind if I sleep with another woman now and then. But what this is between us…”



“I know,” Madelyn said softly, and sniffed. “I don’t want to be hurt, so I’m not going to press you. But I have to tell you, if you ever want to meet up again, or if Daisy comes to town, I’d love to see you again. As friends or maybe something more.”



I reached out and took her hand. “I’d love that. Are you going to be okay? I think we kind of burned some bridges last night.”



“Whitney has a place. We should be all right short-term.”



I pushed. “What can I do to help.”



“I make some good money off my modeling and I’m starting to get some bit parts,” Madelyn said. “But David controlled my accounts. He… he sort of owned me, in a lot of ways. When I was just getting started, he offered to have all this work done for me, if I agreed to be his and do whatever he wanted me to. I thought that would mean just me and him, but… well, over the last few months…”



“You don’t owe me an explanation,” I said.



“Thanks. Anyways, I have no doubt he’s cutting me off right now. If I could ask for a stipend, just until I get on my feet again. I hate relying on another person for my income but I don’t know that I have a lot of options, besides going back home to my parents. And whatever you are, whoever you are, you’re not David. I can pay you back, someday.”



“Of course I can do that,” I said. “And it won’t be a loan. I’m not going to command you, but don’t you feel guilty about it either. I don’t see the point in having this gift if I can’t help good people.”



She leaned forward and curled a finger at me. I came in too, kissing her gently as a couple tears glistened on her cheeks.



“Don’t cry,” I whispered to her.



“I don’t think even your mind control could stop that,” Madelyn said. “Daisy’s a lucky girl.”



* * *



I felt like a teenager again when Thanksgiving finally rolled around and it was time to meet Daisy’s family. Nerves wracked me to the point where my pal, who started to understand the ins and outs of amusement, offered to calm me down with a chemical buzz like getting drunk. I didn’t take him up on it, but I did have a cocktail or three flying first class to Denver, then to Vineport.



Before the “sit your ass down and buckle up” warning came as we approached Vineport, I got up twice to check myself in the plane’s bathroom mirror. I had upped my clothing game some, opting that day for a dark red button-down and black slacks. My haircut was the most expensive I ever paid for, nearly a hundred dollars, but I had to admit, the slick quiff looked good on me. Finally I returned to my seat, and occupied myself with another recent purchase, this one for my pal. I bought a Kindle, and he was in purr heaven with the thing, guzzling down books. His obsession at the moment was comics, the blend of art and story intriguing him as they had me as a kid. I let him read while I went into my mental doze the last twenty minutes. He gave me back the reins when we were wheels down.



Your kind’s notions on flight are fascinating to me.



Why is that?



Almost all your visions of propulsion are phallic in nature. Your shuttles and airplanes resemble your penises. You shoot towards things, instead of using their gravitational pull or skimming via the universe’s energy, when in fact, the vagina and its reproductive purposes should be the focus of your spacefaring. Creation from near nothing. Duplication. An inheritance of energy.



Wait. What?



Hm. I am not sure I can properly describe the concepts. Perhaps I should have bitten a scientist. Your love awaits. We will talk about this another time.



I had no idea if he was joking or not, but damned if he didn’t seem amused. I never did actually pry anything more out of him on that end. Should have spread his little jelly body on toast when I found him, that’s what I should have done.



I nearly forgot my overnight bag in my haste to depart the plane, but a friendly attendant called my attention to it. I was one of the last off the plane in first class, and rushed around people as politely as I dared. I didn’t think Daisy would actually be there. I was still broken that way, expecting sometimes the worst of people even when I didn’t have any reason to.



Daisy didn’t disappoint me. She was right there, near the front, as gorgeous as the day I met her months ago. Her hand shot to her mouth, and she was already crying as I fought to get to her, running through the security gate and lifting her up. She laughed and when I set her back down again, our lips rushed together, gone apart too long. We got some cheers and catcalls and I never noticed, holding her tight, never wanting to let her go.



I don’t know how long we stayed like that, but eventually we had to fetch my luggage. Daisy didn’t so much take my hand as snatch it to guide me there. “I’m so glad you got a hotel instead of taking my parents up on the offer to stay with them,” she said when she could manage it. “Because I don’t know how quiet I can be with you this week.”



“Jesus,” a guy said near us, and his wife or girlfriend jabbed him.



Daisy laughed and sniffed. Then she peered up at me for a long time. I felt uncomfortable, and finally said, “What?”



“Hold still.”



She dug in her handbag for a comb, and leaned up to brush it through my hair. By the time she was done, the quiff now spilled down to either side of my head. She pulled back, smiling. “Much better.”



“That was a hundred-dollar haircut from the best stylist I could find!”



“Well, now you have me now to tell you better.” Her smile broke, and she whispered, “Oh Jay, I missed you so much.”



* * *



Daisy was done with classes for the week and had no obligations to Orchid House until the day before Thanksgiving, so we drove straight to the hotel near her parents’ place. It was a generic chain, but still offered up a hell of a nice executive suite. We took just enough time to haul in our things and shrug off our coats before I was on her, gripping that terrific ass through her silky black dress.



“Jay, oh my Jay, just a month left,” she gasped.



“Well, yeah, unless they hold you back,” I said, and she laughed uncontrollably. The joke wasn’t that funny, but we’d been apart for months and the tension released from us like air from a balloon.



I couldn’t make it to the bed. I had to have her right then and there. I yanked her dress up over her thick thighs and bunched it against her slim waist. “Yesss, Jay,” she moaned as I gripped her panties and ripped them away. She snaked a leg behind mine as I undid my pants and slid them just far enough down to let my cock spring out, pointing the way right to her sex. I held her by the thighs and hoisted her up, her legs wrapping around me and linking behind my butt as I eased into her.



“Fuck,” I growled, gritting my teeth.



“Let go, baby, let go, I want you uncontrolled, come inside me as fast as you can, I want to feel it,” she babbled. I kissed her hard, my dick hitting its depths inside her as I pushed forward and up.



I fucked her up against the door so hard we made a rhythmic knocking. Daisy’s eyes locked on mine as she bounced up and down with every fierce thrust of my cock. I was home again, inside her, and I was delirious with the feel of her around me, against me. I kissed her over and over again, needing her more than I had ever needed anything in my life. More than water, than food, than life itself, I needed my Daisy and she was mine.



I held nothing back but I still had some serious staying power. Daisy clutched to me, fingers raking across my back as her chest brushed mine with every bounce.



“Fuck, Jay, I missed this, I m-ahhh-issed this…”



I panted hard against her lips. “Daisy, my Daisy…”



“Yours,” she agreed, arching her back off the door. “Oh, oh my God, I’m coming, I’m coming, I always come so hard for you… mmmmmaaah!”



She quaked, her eyes closing and head dipping to my shoulder. I held tight and carried her into the suite, through the small living room and into the bedroom. I laid her out on the bed and kept going as Daisy cried both from the pleasure and the emotions of our reunification. I stopped long enough to lay my forehead against hers, to whisper the words I wanted to since the day we met.



“I love you.”



“I love you too,” she said right back, cradling my cheeks. She kissed me, smiling a smile I can only describe as brave. There was trepidation there, and a sweetness, and so many emotions packed into such a beautiful face. “Come inside me, Jay.”



I rocked my hips against her, kissing her. I loved her. And she loved me. For some inexplicable reason, I didn’t allow my doubt to get in the way, to second-guess her. She loved me. And I loved her. And we were together.



I came with a moan of her name.



* * *



We cuddled for long hours in the afterglow, content to wrap ourselves in each other’s arms under the blankets. We would be meeting her parents for lunch the next day but that night was ours. I had to head to Seattle after this trip, and we talked some about that while she traced lazy fingers across my chest and abs.



“This guy isn’t as highly regarded as David Beggs, but he has a good reputation for philanthropy. I’m hoping that’s not just for show, but even if it is…” I tapped my forehead and she smiled.



“You could make the man fit the reputation.”



“Exactly.”



“I love Seattle,” she murmured. “It’s such a pretty area, all green.”



“I’ve never been.”



“Go on a boat while you’re out there. At night, if you can. What am I saying, of course you can. But the skyline, at night on the Sound, it’s one of the most beautiful things in the world.”



“I’m looking forward to it,” I said. “You know, we still haven’t talked much about where you want to land after college. Is Seattle a possibility?”



“Oh, yes, definitely,” she said. “But check it out first. Make sure you like it too.”



“I will,” I said. “But is there anywhere else you might want to live more?”



“Mm,” she said, giving it some serious thought. “Lots of places I want to see, and maybe someday. But Seattle would be at the top of the list. The food, the culture, the people. The coffee and bookstores…”



Bookstores?



“You just piqued my pal’s interest,” I said. “So we’re sold.”



Daisy giggled and we kissed for a while. When we finally broke apart again, she asked, “Is that David leaving Madelyn alone?”



“Yes.” And he had. I checked in on Madelyn frequently. We texted every so often and met up a few times for lunch – and it was just lunch. Madelyn and Whitney were now living together, as Madelyn hoped. It wasn’t a permanent situation – Whitney was very much a party girl and while Madelyn liked dancing and a night out, she wasn’t so much a “invite all her friends home at one in the morning” sort of person.



I explained all that and Daisy nodded. “I love Orchid House but I’m not going to miss the late-night parties,” she said.



“Well…”



“Present company and your orgies excluded.”



“How’s it going there?”



“Mm. I’m sad. I’ll miss them so much. I’ll come back now and then, I hope, but it won’t be the same. I like college, but I love my sisterhood.” She shrugged. “But I’m also ready to move on and go for my veterinary license and something new.” She hesitated, her hand stopping. “Jay, I guess that leads to some big questions.”



“I guess it does.” Deep breath. “Someday, I’d love this to be forever,” I said softly, and stroked her hip. “Propose, and have a family, and settle down somewhere where I’m not squatting in some rich guy’s mansion.”



“I thought you weren’t calling it squatting,” she said, smiling nervously.



“Eh, tomato, tomahto. Daisy, is that what you want?”



“Squatting in a mansion?” She snickered at my sour face and ran her hand down to my ass. “Yes. So much so. I don’t want you to propose tomorrow. I want us to live together, to make sure we’re compatible beyond just the lust. But… if it feels right, yes.” She searched my eyes. “In every way that could mean, yes.”



I kissed Daisy again, hardening as she stroked my hip. “House or a condo?” I breathed against her lips as I pushed her onto her back.



“Ooh, um… house. Then if we have…” I cupped her sex and she moaned. “Mm, if we have… guests… or kids…”



“How many kids?”



“How many can you give me?”



“Looking forward to finding out. Any part of Seattle you like?” I asked, nuzzling her neck.



“Oh…” Her pitch went high as I slid three fingers into her. “You decide.”



Daisy wouldn’t let me finger her long. She pushed me onto my back and rode me, her magnificent ass facing me as she watched me over her shoulder, amused and turned on at how much I loved the view. When she came, I made her twist around to face me and got on my knees with her still joined to me. She rocked on top of me as I thrust up into her, holding nothing back again and making her come twice more before I spilled inside her.



A shower led to more hijinks. Daisy knelt in the tub, sucking me with those sweet eyes staring up at me. I came all over her tits despite having twice come already, and once we managed to get her cleaned up, I ate her on the edge of the bed and made love to her one more time before we crawled under the covers again.



As we drifted off, she smiled beatifically and nudged her head into my chest. She liked to ball up like that at night, nestling into me.



Daisy murmured, “I have a surprise for you. An early Christmas present.”



“What is it?”



“You don’t get to find out yet.”



“I could command you.”



She chuckled throatily, right on the verge of sleep. “You could. But I know you won’t.”



I waited until long after her breathing evened out, and whispered into her hair, “No. I won’t.”



* * *



Daisy’s parents liked me, to my utter shock. I didn’t have to mind control them or anything. Believe me, my moral hang-ups about compelling people would not have extended to making all our lives more peaceful by giving them a nudge towards being okay with me dating their daughter. But it turned out to be completely unnecessary, as the breezy getting-to-know-you conversations we had felt and actually seemed to be genuine.



When I confessed that I thought maybe the age difference would have created some tension, Daisy’s father Jack England told me he himself was about eight years older than his wife Rose. He was fifty-eight, she was fifty.



“It would be hypocritical,” he said with a shrug. I liked the guy. He was small, energetic, and buoyant. An x-ray technician, he was also one hell of a sharp guy, just like his wife, daughters, and sons. “Rose was only a couple years older than Daisy is now. The only thing that worried us at first is the distance between you two. Long-distance like that…”



“It’s tough,” I agreed. I took Daisy’s hand. “But we get to be together soon enough.”



They wanted to know what I did. My job description, a life coach, raised some eyebrows but I had practice at explaining it away with an easy laugh. “The truth is, I knew one of the executives. Well, sort of. I used to work doing tech support and diagnostic repairs for an exercise bike program out of Wilcox. He called in with a problem, talked with me a bit, and we got on okay. He called in again a couple weeks later with another problem, and told me I was working for a garbage company and I should come apply at his office. I asked if he was serious, and when he told me he was, we worked out a trip to California, just after Daisy and I met. I didn’t expect to land an executive position. Honestly, I thought I was applying for HR. But he sat in on my interview, and when I talked about my divorce and getting back into shape because of it because I wanted to do something positive and constructive, they hired me as a life coach for their executives.” I paused and took a sip of the mimosa I was working on slowly. “I’m more of a… hm… like a guidance counselor.” I chuckled. “Weirdest hiring story of my life, but I sure can’t complain.”



“Incredible,” Rose said. “But good for you. That kind of an outlook, this world needs more of that.”



Okay, yeah, I felt a little guilty about the lies and insisted on paying for lunch as a result. But alone together again, Daisy said “That was pitch-perfect.”



“Not too much?”



“No. Just the right amount of unbelievable to be memorable but I wouldn’t have known you were lying if I didn’t know your story.”



We spent that weekend getting to know one another – all of us, Daisy and I included. This was the first time we were together in a non-sexual way, apart from on the phone, and I liked seeing her interact with her parents and siblings. She had two brothers and a sister. One of the brothers was also a vet and praised Seattle when we said we were thinking about moving there.



“Wouldn’t that interfere with your job?” Rose asked me.



“They have two branches up there,” I said, which was true. “And right now, probably half the people I talk to telecommute anyways. It won’t be much of a change.”



Daisy did have a request for me, one we worked on methodically throughout the week. One by one, we got her family alone, and with commands to forget anything weird going on, we gave each of them some suggestions courtesy of my pal to stick to diets, love themselves, or anything they might need. One of her cousins, a budding young psychopath, needed a few more heavy-handed touches than the rest. I’m pretty confident we saved the world from a serial killer, especially after he told us how much fun he had killing bugs in, ah, creative ways.



On Wednesday, Daisy headed up a big dinner for the Orchid House sisters who weren’t going home for the holiday. Everything was catered in, but the two of us set up tables, decorated, and in general prepared everything but the food. It was a good turnout. Six women were staying in Orchid House over the break, and three others who were local showed up to grab a quick bite and hang out. That included, to my delight, Mariah. I was hoping to sneak down to Wilcox and see her and her mom, so that was a pleasant surprise. I didn’t let her leave without a money clip palmed discreetly into her hand when no one else was looking.



The next day, Daisy and I headed to her parents’ early so she could cook with her mom. The rest of us headed to a football field nearby and got in some flag football, apparently an England family tradition. A few neighbors and assorted friends showed up too. Even though I was now in the best shape of my life, I wasn’t particularly great at the game, but we had fun anyways.



After, our group headed back to the England house, where we mostly tried to stay out of the way and sneak in now and again to attack the appetizers. I kept waiting for a blowup, for someone to get drunk and start shouting at someone else, or for someone to smash something in anger and storm out. I kept waiting for all the things I’d come to expect first from my parents growing up and then later throughout my marriage with Tracy. And yeah, there were some small moments of family drama – the England family is great but they’re not that perfect – but by and large they were little squabbles, mostly amounting to Rose chastising people for bringing up politics. It was all so shockingly normal and homey. I thought holidays like that only existed in Hollywood fantasies.



I was drawn into a conversation with one of the family friends about Seattle. He lived there for a couple years and had some good tips about where to look for a place. Daisy kept trying to interrupt us and finally came over to plop on my lap and whisper in my ear, “Could you do me a favor?”



“Of course.”



“I need you to run to the store for me.”



She told me what she needed – some stomach medicine – and I gave her a quick kiss before she hopped up. I asked if anyone else needed anything, got a handful more requests, mostly from the kids for an assortment of drinks, and headed out, feeling good.



At the store, I grabbed Daisy’s stomach medicine and some digestive tea for her along with the kids’ drinks. I added a couple six-packs of a good local beer, paid, and left. When I came back, a familiar car was parked in the spot we had occupied earlier. Daisy’s surprise. At the front steps were two familiar faces. I grinned, found a spot, and hopped out.



Mariah I’d just seen, but I thought she was going back to Wilcox to be with her mother, who was standing right there too. Talia looked amazing, slimmer and healthier.



“Talia! Mariah!”



They came to the car. Mariah made it first and got a monster of a hug, followed quickly by Talia. “It’s good to see you, Jay,” she said.



“You too,” I said with real pleasure. “We were going to drive down Saturday to see you.”



“I know. Daisy came up with the whole idea,” she said.



“Aw, she told me there was a surprise. You look great.”



“And you look happy. Daisy’s a sweet girl too.”



“Mom,” Mariah said, “Daisy’s twenty-two or so. She’s not a girl. You’re just jealous.”



“Maybe a little,” Talia said, nudging me.



They helped me with the groceries, and we headed inside. Everyone was watching me, and Daisy beamed. “So you found my surprise.”



“I did. Thank you, baby. Already one of the best Thanksgivings I’ve had.”



Everyone was still watching me, and now I was getting a little self-conscious. Daisy’s smile diminished, and she came to me to pull the groceries out of my hand. “What would make it the best?”



“I… I don’t know. Pie will definitely help.” There was some nervous chuckling at that and some quiet whispering. I cocked my head at Daisy. “Is something the matter? Did I miss something?”



“Turn around,” she said.



I did, confused. And maybe I knew, but maybe I didn’t want to hope it was him. It was, though. My best friend, my brother, if not by blood then by choice.



Lane.



“Pie is what would make it the best?” he asked, his voice as choked up as I felt. God, he was so gaunt, and there was a new scar above his eye, but he was there, he was really there, and I hugged him hard, unashamed of the tears falling like rivers.



* * *



Daisy sat to my left, looking pleased with herself the entire meal. She worked out the whole thing with Lane a month before when she heard from me that he was going to be in the States again. He happily agreed to come to Thanksgiving dinner.



“Had to meet the woman crazy enough to take him on,” Lane said. He sat to my right, trying not to stuff himself, but he clearly hadn’t been eating right for a while and eyed the food like he was desperate for it.



His stories were the highlight of the dinner. He told them humbly and only when prompted, never bragging, never name-dropping any of the myriad of places he worked to prop himself up. That was Lane, the most humble, best guy I knew. I prompted a few stories from him, leaving him to elbow me none too subtly, but they were great stories and deserved to be told.



Talia in particular eyed him with a certain degree of surprise and calculation. They knew each other, but since Tracy kept up the neighborly Cold War, they didn’t have much interaction when Lane came around. Now that was an interesting potential hookup. One of the best women I knew with one of the best guys.



“Tomorrow I’m going shopping with my mom and my sister,” Daisy told me. “I thought you two could catch up and we’ll drive him home sometime this weekend.”



“I have to spend that much time with him?” I complained, and this time I got an elbow from both sides.



After the fantastic food was attacked and put away, Daisy and I drove Lane to his hotel – the same one we were staying in. Talia and Mariah too, as it turned out. There was a bar within walking distance, and the five of us headed there and occupied a booth. Daisy, half-asleep from the meal, leaned against me, content to listen and hold my hand. Mariah and Talia grabbed drinks for us, a lemonade for underage Mariah, beer and wine for the rest of us.



“It’s great to see you so happy,” Lane said quietly. “That’s everything I wanted for you.”



“She’s my world now,” I said, and kissed Daisy on the side of the head. She hummed happily and cozied in even tighter. “Anyone special in your life?”



“No. A couple potentials, but the work is… it’s difficult. Not a lot of people stick around very long.”



“Lane,” I said, pushing. “Are you okay?”



“Ah, I’m tired, Jay. I miss Gail, but you know that. The work I do… I don’t know, it used to feel like we were doing some good, but now, there’s so much hatred and… and… and noise. No one trusts us. And they shouldn’t. We’re rudderless. We’re devastatingly short on volunteers. We can’t get supplies in, and when we do, they’re so poorly managed we can’t get them distributed. Everything we’ve fought to rebuild and do, it’s crumbling.”



“It sounds like you need a break.”



He chuckled, but there was no mirth to it. “Maybe. It’s hard to come home over the holidays, you know? But do some work in California, New York, New Orleans… yeah, maybe.”



Talia came back with the drinks while Mariah headed for a digital jukebox. A minute later, a Christmas pop song played and the bar collectively groaned. No one shut it off, though. Lane watched all this, and this time, his smile was more genuine.



Talk naturally shifted to Wilcox. Mutual friends, acquaintances, and a couple business closures consumed most of the time. Talia asked me at one point, “Ever hear from Tracy?”



“When she caught wind of me doing so well in California, yeah. Blocked her number, finally.”



“She came back to Wilcox a couple months ago,” Talia said. “Prodded around your old house like you might have left a million stashed under a rock.”



The image made me burst out laughing. It jostled Daisy hard enough to make her come out of her doze, and she asked, “What was she like?”



“Venom incarnate,” Talia said, and Mariah nodded vigorously.



“I used to tan out on our lawn in a bikini. She always thought I was trying to seduce Jay.”



Lane raised his beer, paused with it halfway to his lips, and set it back down again. “I’ll tell you this. I try hard not to dislike anyone. Everybody’s got a story, you know? And Tracy, Tracy started off great. But women like her… no, people like her, men or women, they’re never satisfied with what they have. They’re always looking for something more. That was Tracy.”



“Amen to that,” I said, and the two of us drank deep. When I put my bottle back down, I added, “I don’t know. There were reasons I loved her, good ones. She was fun, and I liked how fiery she was. But she had no one else to turn the fire on. So I took it, and took it, and all because I wasn’t alone.” I shrugged uncomfortably. “I needed someone in my life.”



Lane nodded solemnly. “I’m sorry I wasn’t there for you much.”



“No, hey. No. Don’t. You’ve done me worlds of kindness. I can never repay you back for that. You were… are… my rock. And besides, everything that happened led me to Daisy. To this new crazy life.”



“Cheers to that,” Talia said, raising her glass of wine. Everyone clinked glasses or bottles, and we drank.



My words stuck with me that night. When I was curled up with Daisy, I thought about them. Paying Lane back. Paying Talia back too. Talia wanted to run her own little travel agency. I could set that up. Maybe not by myself, not until I had my money management team in place, but soon. And Lane… Lane was going to be more complex. I had some ideas, mostly about how he and Talia glanced at each other throughout the evening, but other things too. He was tired but I knew him. He wouldn’t rest until he dropped. I wasn’t going to take his work or his passions away from him, but I knew the pain in his mind. I missed Gail too. I could help him with that.



I could help him heal.



* * *



I saw Daisy, Mariah, and Talia off around five in the morning for Black Friday sales. Lane slept late, unusual for him but I was glad he was getting the rest. He called me at nearly nine, apologetic and a little amused at himself.



“Guess I needed the sleep,” he said.



“You look exhausted. I’m not on any schedule here. If you want to take the day to sleep, hey, by all means.”



He actually thought about that and finally shook his head. “When I get home,” he said, “I’ll take a few days. Catch up on some movies.”



I pushed. “Do that, Lane.”



We grabbed a late breakfast from a place Daisy’s parents recommended that specialized in huevos rancheros. I caught Lane staring at the pie displayed in a cold case, and ordered two slices of mixed berry, extra whipped cream. Lane watched me, and I thought he might be less than pleased.



“You don’t need to do that,” he said, his glass of water in his hands.



“What?”



“Pity me.”



I blinked and pushed. “You think that’s what I’m doing?”



“I don’t know. Maybe.” He sighed and drank half his water in one go. When he finished, he wiped at his chin and set the glass close to the edge so the waitress would know to refill it. “No. I just… what’s going on?”



“What do you mean?”



“Your body, Jay. In six months, you lose that much weight, gain that much muscle. You’re not squinting when you look at things in the distance. There are things about your face, little differences, something that most people wouldn’t notice, but I see it. And there’s more. You land a dream job in California that obviously pays you a heck of a lot better than your old job in Wilcox. I’m trying to figure all this out and I can’t. Something weird happened. And you don’t have to tell me what, but I need to know… are you okay?”



I smiled. “I’ve never been better.”



I thought about telling Lane the truth. You might judge me for not doing it. He was my best friend, after all, and could have been a valuable moral compass for me. And maybe he deserved the truth, being my friend and mentor.



But here’s the thing. My life was going to be crazy. Lane was not a guy meant for crazy. He was a quiet man, a soulful one who deserved the rest and peace I was about to give him. Turning him into my confessor, my priest, maybe that’s what he would have wanted for himself, but it wasn’t what I wanted for him. I wanted him to find someone new in his life. I wanted him to find the spark of joy I used to see in him. Our paths would never entirely diverge. We were too close for that. But I could give him a good existence, a noble one, and I could help him find his way again.



Would you do any different for your own best friend?



I began to give him commands. They were simple in nature, assurances that Gail would want him to be happy, to not suffer for her. That he shouldn’t take the world’s burdens so squarely on his shoulders, that he should continue to serve other people if he wanted but not be afraid to take a step back now and then and remember to watch a sunset or come home and relax. I asked him too about his thoughts on Talia, and yes, he definitely was interested. So I coaxed him there, too. I wasn’t going to force them together into anything, but some small nudges about not being shy about asking her out, that was what my power was meant for.



And I told him too not to worry about me or the changes in my life. That if I was to help him, he would accept it with his old gratitude and dry wit, not with a feeling of guilt or failure. Other things too, little things. When Daisy texted to tell me they were done shopping, I was surprised to see it was well past two, and we were still seated there at the restaurant.



I don’t know if I did the right thing. I don’t know if there is a right thing when it comes to my powers. But I did the best I could for my friend and I can live with that completely guilt-free.



* * *



After saying goodbye to Daisy again at the airport, I flew to Washington. It took me all of about twenty minutes to realize the money manager was blessedly the right man for the job. A few pushes told me everything about Julius I needed to know. His worst crime was as a teen, when he got swept up with his friends when they decided to take a joyride in a cool car.



“We were idiots,” he said, grinning ruefully. “There was this girl I wanted to impress, and of course, she and this real meathead want to have a good time, and I’m along for the ride with this girl who was crushing on me. Hormones. I’m telling you.”



The story endeared me to him, and the talk about his philanthropy sealed the deal.



“It’s my share of my family’s old money I’m spreading around,” Julius said with a degree of seriousness. “In the 1800s, we made a fortune selling guns and ammunition after the Civil War. I’m not against guns but I don’t like them personally. So I like the idea that I’m trying to do something on the opposite side of the fence. You know? Heal and build, that sort of thing.”



“You’d like my friend Lane. Does a lot of volunteer work.”



“Yeah? World needs more like him.”



Yup. Julius was my guy.



We spent a few days getting some of the preliminary paperwork done. Julius had a cousin-in-law who was in real estate, and she took me to see a bunch of houses over the next week. I saw everything from suburbia to downtown condos. After checking with Julius, who told me I had the money to play with, I made my first real estate investment that wasn’t actually for Daisy and me. It was a duplex in a nice suburban area, perfect for a rental. I didn’t know it then but that was going to be a future hobby of mine, taking houses and turning them into affordable family rentals.



But as for a house for us, I kept being drawn back to this funky home. It was massively tall, originally two stories with an addition that added an extra floor and a second master suite. There was also an apartment over the garage. It was a lot of home for us, but I kept thinking about Daisy’s comment about us having guests. I hoped so. I hoped she would be open to the idea of Madelyn and others coming to visit, but if not, we could always try to flip the house later.



I walked the property with a tablet in hand, livestreaming it to Daisy so she could check it out too. She was in love with the garden and the patio area, and especially liked the idea of the apartment above the garage for much the same reasons as I did.



“If Lane or my family come out, that would be the perfect spot. I love it,” she told me.



“It’s going to need a lot of work and I know that addition is a little fugly and really sticks out.”



“I think it has heart and character.”



“Right? And that balcony up there really does have a great view.”



She laughed. “I say… I mean, it’s not my money, but…”



“But I want you to be a part of my life,” I said softly. “So I want you to have just as much input as me. If you don’t like it, I keep searching, or we wait until you’re done and we come out here looking together.”



“I love it. I say we go for it.”



* * *



Between Thanksgiving and the house hunt, there wasn’t much time left before Daisy was done with college. I flew back to California to make some arrangements for the mansion staff’s future. Some of them wanted to stay where they were because of family and the great location – despite my grumbling, Palo Alto was beautiful – and some wanted to continue working for me. Whatever their wishes, I wanted to make sure everyone landed on their feet.



There was one loss, one that might not mean much to you, but it meant the world to me. When I loaded up my old truck from Wilcox and tried to start it, it simply wouldn’t turn over. This time, there was no real helping her, not without stripping out the guts and rebuilding her from the ground up. I had the money to do that, and I gave it some serious thought, but to me, it wouldn’t have been the same whiny beast, the one I loved so much. I decided to let her go off to the great junkyard in the sky.



The last vestige of my old life died that day. I asked the mechanic to leave me be for a while with her. He stared at me like I was nuts, and I guess I can’t blame him, but I didn’t care. I climbed into the bed and sat down with my back to the rear window, closing my eyes.



I thought about a lot of things then. I thought about making love to Tracy in that truck bed on one of our first dates, a mess of blankets under us, the stars above. I thought too about her screaming at me in the passenger seat because there was a hole in the floorboard and it made her cold and we couldn’t afford to fix it. I thought about escaping to the mountains with the truck, about grocery runs to Vineport, about feeling so alone some nights I wanted to drink until the pain washed away. I didn’t, but… would I have without my pal? I don’t know. Maybe.



I let some things go. Little things, mostly. I was no longer really upset with Tracy or even all that pained by her, but the contempt I felt for her after the last few months swirled away. I let my fear of loving Daisy slide away too. She was not Tracy. This was real, what we had.



I wish I could miss my kind the way you do with Daisy.



It’s a terrible thing, but it’s beautiful too. I hate to be apart from her but I love getting to see her again.



He purred in response, and I smiled. I patted my truck, and whispered, “Thanks for all of it.”



* * *



Daisy’s actual graduation ceremony wasn’t going to take place until the spring, so we were good to go the moment her final class ended. There was a teary goodbye to all her Orchid House sisters, but the real goodbye came the previous week, when all her sorority sisters sent her on her way with one last debaucherous girls-only party. I was sent some choice pictures and clips by her closest friends. I was a happily jealous guy.



But I did get to see about half the girls from the pajama party what felt like a lifetime ago. Angelina, the vice-president and Daisy’s rival, told me the very specific and very painful things she would do to me if I hurt Daisy. Leila, the former virgin, hugged me long and hard, crying against my chest and told me to come visit with Daisy when she came out again. Mariah got me aside and made me promise to forever take care of her mentor. I laughed and hugged her, and of course I promised.



Daisy took a couple days to decompress with her family. We made some arrangements with a moving company to have her favorite things brought to our home in Seattle, which is about when the thought of home ownership became real to both of us. After a joyful goodbye to her family, we flew out to see our future house. Daisy loved it, especially since it was a straight shot to her college. Half an hour’s drive, but an easy one. We spent a few days furniture shopping, filling the house with decadent comfort and overstuffed everything.



The last leg of our journey, and where we would inadvertently be spending Christmas thanks to an unrelenting snowstorm that didn’t want to let Vineport go, was back to California. Daisy damn near hurt something laughing at the opulence of the mansion, but she was a huge fan of the pool. I watched her strip down to nothing and dive into the cool water while I dialed Madelyn. Daisy wanted to meet her, and I thought it would make for a fun hookup before we moved onto the next stretch of our life.



Madelyn picked up on the third ring as I watched Daisy’s curvy ass break the surface of the water. “Hello, Jay.”



“Hey yourself! How’s life?”



“Excellent, thanks to you. I have a shoot down in San Diego in January. Then it’s off to the Mojave and Vegas.”



“That’s great,” I said.



“Did you pick up Daisy? Are you back in California?”



“Yes and yes,” I said, watching Daisy splash around in the water. Sexy as a button, but she swam like a brick. “She was hoping to meet you and I wanted to see you again, if you and Whitney are up for it.”



“I’d love to,” Madelyn said. “But Whitney and I broke up a week ago.”



“Oh hell,” I said. “I’m sorry.”



“Don’t be. It was friendly.”



There was an awkward pause, and I said, “Well, um, dinner, then?”



“Yes. How about I cook for you two? I make great zucchini nachos. I know, it sounds weird, but wait until you try it.”



I chuckled. “Sounds great.”



We talked a time and what we should bring – drinks and bread – and said our goodbyes. When I told Daisy about the conversation, she looked like she might be about to break out into one of my pal’s patented purrs.



We spent a good chunk of that afternoon in San Francisco. In my months there in California, I hadn’t actually done much sightseeing, apart from a trip down to San Diego along the PCH. We took a guided tour of Alcatraz. Daisy standing behind bars, smiling innocently, is an image I’ll never forget – especially her not-so-quiet whisper to me afterwards that maybe I should invest in a pair of handcuffs. That thought drove me to hardness. Thanks to my command, we excused ourselves from the tour and I fucked her bent over and grasping the cell bars, both of us with big, dopey grins on our faces.



Afterwards, on the ferry ride back to the docks, my good humor was broken by a gray-haired guy in a red ball cap that looked an awful lot like my dad. He was much too young, but the resemblance was uncanny. It drove an unexpected spike into me, and Daisy noticed.



“What is it?” she asked.



“Oh, there’s a guy who looks a lot like my dad. I thought for a minute… but it’s not him.”



She took my hand. Daisy knew my story, every ugly minute of it, and she nestled into me. “Do you ever think about trying to find them while you’re here?”



“I’ve looked online. Just a quick search, but I couldn’t find out where they’re living.” I sighed. “I thought about hiring someone, but… I don’t know. Lane wants me to try too, I think.”



“Mm. Well, you know if you do decide to look them up, I’m here for you.”



I kissed the side of her head. “Thanks.”



After a couple quick trips into museums mostly to see what we wanted to come back and explore later that week, we stopped by an amazing bakery, snagged a few small loaves of crusty bread, and headed for home to shower and change. As I ran a sponge across Daisy’s hips, she turned in my arms and embraced me. It wasn’t a sexual gesture, just a human one, and I was taken by surprise. I melted into her, stroking her back as she sniffed. We didn’t say anything. We held one another.



When we were done with the shower and I was seated on the bed watching her slide on a thong, I said quietly, “Are you okay?”



“I am.” She wiggled the thong up and caught me staring. Her smile lit me up more than the terrific view of her ass. Daisy came and sat by me on the bed, taking my hand. “Everything about us is so… enormous. How much I care for you. How much you care for me. Our friend up here.” She tapped the side of my head and my pal purred.



“He just purred at you.”



“Rowr back, tiger,” she said, and chuckled. “With school, I didn’t really have the time to contemplate all of it. Thanksgiving, I guess I touched on it a little, but we were both so busy that week. Everything was in the future, you know? And now we’re together for good, and I’m so happy, but the mountain isn’t in the distance. It’s here. Right now. We’re going to have a life together.”



I took her hand and kissed it. “It’s crazy for me too.” I looked up at the vaulted ceilings and the beautiful art on the walls. “None of this is me. I’m here because I needed to figure out the money stuff and it seemed funny to me at the time. I guess I still don’t really know who I am. Maybe I never will. But I know this. Every time I’m with you, even as crazy as it gets, that’s when I feel like I’m home.”



“Did you ever feel that with Tracy?”



I thought about that. “I wanted to but not really. Does that make sense?”



Daisy nodded. “Trying to make yourself happy as opposed to actually being happy.”



“Exactly.”



“I’m happy with you, Jay.”



“I can’t tell you how much that means to me.”



“There is one thing I want to ask you.” She turned to me. “Is there a way I can talk to him? Just him and me? I need to ask him for a favor. Something like… a Christmas present for you. But I want it to our secret, his and mine. At least for now.”



Oddly, I didn’t feel nervous about that. I trusted both Daisy and my pal. “That’s a good question. Hang on.”



What do you think, pal?



I can put you in a fugue state like when I am reading. You would hear what she said but I could manipulate your memories and block it.



Whatever she asks for, give it to her.



Are you sure about that? That seems potentially dangerous.



Yes. Yes. Yes.



I believe that is my line, Jay Yesco.



It is. You bet. Uh huh.



I remember the start of that conversation. I slipped sideways in a funny flimsy way, aware I was speaking, but it was not my voice. It was close, but my inflection was flatter, nasal. “Hello, Daisy England.”



“It’s you? This is really you and not Jay?”



“He is asleep and not asleep. He is listening but has agreed that I shall wipe his memory of the pertinent parts of this conversation.”



“It is you,” she breathed, a tear streaking down her cheek. “I’m talking… I’m talking to an alien.”



“Yes. Yes. Yes,” I said, and a wide smile cracked my face. “Hello. Again.”



The next thing I knew, I was coming up out of the fugue. I felt tremendously happy, and oddly horny, at half-mast. Daisy watched me, a smug, self-satisfied smile on her face.



“What happened?” I asked, raising my hands and looking at them. Nothing unusual. I was still naked and nothing was sore or wet that hadn’t been before this started, so they hadn’t slept together. “I thought maybe you wanted to get your freak on with my pal.”



Daisy smacked me. “No, but it’s tempting. Maybe I could ask him to just take over for you long-term. He’s very polite. And kind.”



“Yeah,” I said. “He is that. Don’t give him a bigger ego though. He’s already purring.”



I wanted to ask what they talked about but I didn’t pry. Much.



Daisy was the sort of woman who liked to take charge of my day-to-day. She picked out my outfit for the evening, a linen shirt and silky slacks that she said made my ass look tasty enough to take a bite. That made me spend a quality few minutes trying to look at my own butt in the mirror before she pushed me towards the bathroom to brush my teeth. I watched Daisy slip into a red minidress that showed off her legs, one feature of hers I had criminally underappreciated to this point and promised myself to lick and kiss as soon as possible. To this, she added a pair of black pumps, tousled her hair a few times, and blew the mirror a kiss.



“Can I have one too?”



“And smear my makeup?” Daisy asked with mock indignation. She reached down and groped me through my boxers. “That’s reserved for this.”



“Well… okay then.”



Madelyn texted me her address earlier in the day and we drove there with about five minutes to spare. Daisy looked happy, though I was worried about the whole thing. I still genuinely liked Madelyn and thought a lot about her. Not as much as Daisy but there was something there, something more than my other hookups. There was more to worry about than the sexual side, too. Daisy knew about our arrangement to take care of Madelyn financially and withheld judgment until she knew the woman for herself. Could that potentially cause trouble?



I’d have my answer, and soon.



Madelyn lived in a modest – for Palo Alto – single bedroom home as small as my house back in Wilcox. If I’d known, I might have invited her to stay in the guest house at the mansion, but Daisy’s trust in me could have only stretched so far when it came to a supermodel-level beauty within shouting range of my bedroom.



She waited for us at the door in a pair of black jeans and a simple white tank stretched over her tits. Before Madelyn could say a word, Daisy, short, angelic Daisy, stormed up to her, jabbed her in the stomach, and snapped, “You. You were one of the women my man slept with?”



Madelyn, in turn, poked Daisy right in one of the boobs as I gaped, horrified. “And I’m stealing him! I’m stealing him forever!”



“Not if I have anything to say about it,” Daisy snarled, and jumped at Madelyn…



…to kiss her.



Okay. The terror lifted but I was still frozen in place, completely and totally brainless in those seconds as I watched them make out.



They dove into the house together, cackling madly and slamming the door behind them. I stared after them, shifted my jaw back and forth, and thought about them planning this, and what it was going to mean for me that night. Then my brain caught up to what my dick was telling me, and I raced for the house, already undoing my linen shirt.



I’m sure Madelyn’s home was lovely but I noticed none of it. What I did notice was a trail of shoes and Madelyn’s jeans pointing me like an arrow towards the bedroom. I kicked off my own shoes, hitting a lamp and nearly toppling it. I had my undershirt up and over my head by the time I neared the bedroom, and was working on my pants when I rounded the corner.



To Daisy, on her hands and knees between Madelyn’s legs on the bed, licking the black-haired supermodel’s pussy, with her own panties pushed aside and her fingers at her slit.



“So…” Madelyn said breathily, “rain check on dinner?”



“Uh huh,” I grunted.



“Merry Christmas a little early, baby,” Daisy said.



“Uh huh,” I grunted again. My brain wasn’t exactly firing at that moment.



I tugged down my pants as Madelyn leaned back on her elbows, watching me, then Daisy. My cock was already hardening, and when I came to the bed to give Madelyn a deep, hungering kiss, it stiffened all the way.



Madelyn gripped me, and said against my lips, “I really, really like your girlfriend, by the way.”



I reached out and gave Daisy’s ass a light, teasing spank. “She’s pretty all right, isn’t she?”



“Mm hm,” Madelyn purred. “Give me your cock. I’ll get you nice and ready for her, then I want to watch you fuck her while she’s eating me.”



“Big fan of that plan,” Daisy mumbled against Madelyn’s pussy lips.



Madelyn stroked her hair. “Thought you would be.”



I knelt on the bed and knee walked to her, my cock nearly thwapping her cheek. She giggled and teased my tip with short, playful kisses. Then, with one hand on my shaft and the other clutching Daisy’s hair, she engulfed me, swallowing me down and staring up at me with those dark, sultry eyes. I reached down and squeezed one of her big breasts, grunting my satisfaction.



Daisy watched us with rapt attention, her eyes half-lidded. I couldn’t see what she was doing to herself while she licked Madelyn’s pussy, but I could imagine by her rocking. I watched her and tweaked one of Madelyn’s nipples. Both women moaned at that, and I returned my attention to Madelyn’s full lips pumping slowly up and down my cock.



“She can swallow so much of you down,” Daisy moaned against her folds.



Madelyn pulled off me and stroked my slick cock as she looked down at my girlfriend. “Am I his good cocksucker, Daisy?”



“The best,” Daisy said.



Madelyn sucked me down again, pumping harder now, nearly down to my balls. Those she cupped, twisting a bit to get to them, one of her feet coming up and resting on Daisy’s back. I was fascinated by that and I don’t know why. I’m not a foot guy, but there was something raw and real about that moment, in the way that Madelyn couldn’t help rubbing the heel of her foot up and down up and down, that made me realize this was far more than just an act for my benefit. They wanted this too.



With that, I let go of something indefinable and I allowed myself to be okay with taking. I moved my hand from Madelyn’s big breast to her hair and gripped it. She moaned around my length as I slid my cock deeper into her mouth, taking her deeper. From our first and only other experience together I knew she could take me to my root, so I fed her my whole fucking dick, all the way to the balls.



“Oh fuck,” Daisy gasped. “You’ve got him so deep…”



“Urk!” Madelyn choked our around me. I pulled out of her long enough to give her a chance to breathe, and then I face-fucked her again and again, driving my cock deep into her throat every time.  “Urk! Urk! Urk!”



“Take it, take my cock,” I growled at her. I barely remembered a command from back in the day that she would love to suck my cock. It must have still been in effect, or she really had come around to it. Either way, I was a happy man.



“Take his cock,” Daisy moaned. She rocked back and forth, one hand still between her thighs and fingering herself.



“You, keep licking her pussy and don’t you stop until she comes,” I said.



“Yes, sir!”



Madelyn’s thighs spread even wider. She openly slobbered on my cock when I retreated to her lips, her spit making me glisten in the warm light of the room. Her hand clenched my ass every time I fucked into her throat. She started rhythmically bouncing as much as she could, pinned between me and Daisy, and her other hand slapped down at her mound before scrabbling at her clit. She played with herself hard and fast, and finally yanked off me to howl, “Ohhhhh, fuck! I’m coming! I’m coming so hard!”



She thrust her hips against Daisy’s eager mouth and tongue. Daisy kept at it, her pace just short of frantic. I shot down and sucked one of Madelyn’s tits into my mouth, sucking it hard, as eager as a teenager with his first pair of boobs. I licked and sucked that nipple like it was going to give me milk, my other hand coming to her other breast and squeezing it roughly. Madelyn loved that, her back arching, her head snapping back. She came again, just as hard as the first time. Her mouth was wide open so I got back on my knees and filled it again. She sucked at me like I was a lollipop, wet, messy, lots of licking.



I loved her mouth around me, loved my length of cock in her throat, but by that point my lust roared inside me and I needed a pussy to fuck. I pulled out of her, dropped down to give her a hungry kiss, and then I was moving to Daisy. I slapped that big juicy ass as I lined up my cock behind her and plunged home inside her warm wetness. I speared her fast, gripping her waist as she bounced back and forth, meeting me thrust for thrust with joyous abandon.



Madelyn got right back into it, fingering herself as she watched us fuck, but not for long. She twisted for her nightstand and brought out a rabbit vibe. It buzzed to life and she practically slapped that thing against her clit, lips drawn back almost in a snarl of pleasure as she watched me fuck Daisy from behind.



I had a wicked idea and pushed. “Keep playing with that but it won’t get you over the edge until Daisy decides to kiss you.”



“Ooh, bastard,” Madelyn said, but her lips quirked upwards. To Daisy, “I love when he commands me.”



“Me too-oooh,” Daisy said as I hilted myself to the balls inside her tight pussy. “Did he – uh! fuck! – command you to feel good whenever he d-does it?”



“Ohhhh, yes,” Madelyn said, massaging her clit and upper folds with the vibrator.



I focused on my Daisy’s ass rippling back against me and grunted my irritation when she started to pull forward away from me. She looked back over her shoulder at me and winked, and I scooted with her, wondering what she was up to. She positioned herself over Madelyn, breast to breast, and dropped her head low, so close Madelyn must have felt her breath on her lips. But Daisy wouldn’t kiss her, not yet.



“Need to come, baby?” Daisy asked her.



“Yesss,” Madelyn whimpered. “Watching him fuck you is so hot.”



“Mm. I can’t wait to watch him fuck you too. When he told me-eee, fuck, fuck, fuck, about the two of you, I looked y-you up and had one of my sorority s-sisters eat me…”



“Ohhh!”



Madelyn stared up at Daisy with growing frustration and need. Knowing how much Madelyn loved to tease, I thoroughly enjoyed seeing her get a taste of her own medicine. These two were going to be fire and oil together and I loved it.



“Kiss me,” she begged. “I’m so close.”



“You want it?” Daisy asked her.



“Yessss!”



“I’m going to make you b-beg for it,” she said, gasping when I rammed my cock deep inside her. Madelyn glared up at her, sweat beading on her forehead.



“I’ll do… whatever you want.”



“Anything?” Daisy asked, her lips so close to Madelyn’s. The other woman tried to kiss her, but Daisy saw it coming and pulled back, grinning. “Ooh, just for that, I’m going to make you our slut servant while we’re h-here. Anything my man wants from you…”



“Anything,” Madelyn agreed fervently.



“Anything I want from you…”



“Yesss! Anything! I’ll lick your pussy! I’ll suck his cock. I’m yours! I’m yo-”



Daisy clamped her mouth to Madelyn’s and the other woman came with such force she threw the rabbit vibe across the room. She clutched at Daisy, holding her tight against her as they made out, Madelyn’s orgasms stringing along until I realized my one mistake.



“Oh shit,” I grunted, and pushed. “Madelyn, stop coming when she kisses you.”



Daisy yanked back. “Oh God, I’m-”



Madelyn shut her up by kissing her again, clutching her, their lips making wet, liquid smacks. Daisy shivered, a full-bodied orgasm rolling through her. She gasped against Madelyn, then was right back at it, kissing her just as hard as she was being kissed.



Finally, my girlfriend pulled back and said, “You need his cock in you.”



“Yuh huh,” Madelyn said, still trying to kiss her. “But I don’t want to stop kissing you.”



Daisy giggled and looked back at me. “On your back, stud. It’s time for your girls to ride you.”



I pulled out of her and rested on my back, folding my arms behind my head. Daisy guided Madelyn until she was kneeling above my cock. Daisy’s small hand gripped and guided me up into Madelyn, her warm walls embracing me.



“Fuck,” I groaned.



“Don’t hold back,” Daisy told me as she languidly positioned herself above my face. “I want to watch you drip out of her.”



I didn’t respond to that. I don’t think I was capable of much coherent thought at that point. The two sexiest women I’d ever known, together, with me. My brains left town for a while as I pulled my stunning girlfriend down on my lips while Madelyn rocked back and forth on my dick, grinding her spot good. I felt their weight shift and heard them kiss again and again, a noise I would fantasize about the rest of my life



“You are… incredibly beautiful…” Daisy panted.



“Aw, you’re so sexy too…” Madelyn said, breathless and bouncing harder. “Ohhh. Honey, j-just like that…”



I didn’t know if she was talking to me or Daisy, but I was in too much of a fugue to think about it much. I just kept doing what I was doing, which was tensing and relaxing as Madelyn rode me harder. With a mouth full of Daisy’s sweet cunt and my cock being tended to, I was still lost in heaven.



“M-Madelyn…” Daisy breathed. Her weight shifted and her thighs widened. Something brushed my chin – Madelyn’s fingers. She was playing with Daisy’s clit, I figured. To add to the sensations that must be coursing through Daisy, I brushed her bud with my thumbs, teasing them into her ass just to the first knuckle. She drove hard down on my chin, fucking my mouth as her breathing intensified. More kissing, more moaning.



Daisy came first, a sharp, “Oh, oh, God!” escaping her. She nearly fell backwards as her hips tried to slap together. One hand joined Madelyn’s, the other fell behind her on the bed, steadying herself as she drove her pussy against my face.



Then she was off me, moving across the bed, clutching Madelyn’s face in her hands and kissing her harder. She cupped one of Madelyn’s breasts and looked at me, licking her lips. Then she was leaning down and sucking a nipple into her mouth.



Madelyn’s head rocked back. “Mmm, yeah, suck it, suck my tits, baby…”



I didn’t think Daisy’s efforts were for my show. I saw her in the throes of some wild orgasms already and this was her at her most frenzied and bare, all veneers of her usual quiet, amused self gone in favor of the woman who needed to take from time to time. She sucked at Madelyn’s breast as eagerly as me with either one of them, and her hand rubbed and teased the other woman’s ass.



“Ohhh, ohhh, oooohhh, Jay… Day… Daisy… fuuu-uuuuck!” Madelyn whined. She crested with a sharp few thrusts, her eyes squeezed shut. Daisy moved before she came down, pushing the other woman’s back so Madelyn leaned down, breasts to my chest. I wrapped my arms around her instinctually and started pumping my hips up into her, crazed thrusts as I gave over to my own needs. Daisy leaned down, watching me with a glimmer of that wildness in her eyes. She licked Madelyn from the top of the cleft of her ass to her bud, stopping there and really driving her tongue in.



“Oh Jesus, oh fuck!” Madelyn cried out. It was almost a scream. She might have just crested but I thought she did again, given the wild way her hips bucked against me. Her fingernails raked my chest before coming to rest at my cheeks. She kissed me – well, jammed her tongue down my throat was more like it. I clutched her tight, hammering up into her, and I roared in my mind for release.



I came buckets inside her, my hips jerking up and down so hard I was sure I was going to break the bed. Daisy yanked my cock out of Madelyn with an audible pop and gasped before diving down and slurping me up out of the other woman’s pussy. And I do mean slurp – it sounded like she was drinking up the leftover milk in her cereal bowl. It left me laughing breathlessly.



The two women crashed together halfway down my body, kissing, frantic to touch wone another, to cuddle in the afterglow. I made room, and reached across Daisy to stroke Madelyn’s luscious ass.



“So,” I said, “you two have obviously been talking.”



“For a while,” Daisy said, pressing her butt back against my well-abused groin. “Right after you flew back after Thanksgiving. Kinda stole her number off your phone.”



I chuckled. “Suppose I can forgive you for that.”



We fell into lazy talk, mostly Daisy and Madelyn getting to know one another beyond sexual hijinks. I listened and made a silent wish, that they would fall for each other as hard as I fell for them in the short time we would have together. I wanted Madelyn to be a part of this, though I might not have ever put voice to that if it wasn’t for my wonderful Daisy. But that surprise was yet to come, and there is one other thing I wanted to talk about before we switch the focus of this story away from my time in California.



* * *



Madelyn and Daisy did indeed hit it off. With all my packing taken care of and all our necessities out of the way, we spent a luxurious week up and down California. I watched them drink thousand-dollar wines spilled down between each other’s breasts before I fucked them against casks in wine country. In Hollywood, the actress Michelle Mariana sucked my cock while Hank Warden, the handsome star of the Master Killjoy kung-fu movies, tended to my girls, courtesy of some mind control trickery.



My favorite of those days was a trip out on the water. Two slow, lazy days spent whale watching on a yacht owned by Michelle. She couldn’t join us due to a shoot and I didn’t want to interfere with her schedule, but she called ahead and we had a crew of two to tend to our needs while we were on board. Those were good days, spent relaxing out under the sun, drinking too much beer and wine and watching life like I’d never seen it before. I was entranced by the water, and realized this was very much part of who I wanted to be. Sure, a yacht is an insane luxury, but I could see myself spending a lot of time aboard one.



“Imagine it,” I said, holding Daisy to me was we watched the sun settle on the horizon. “You, me, just cruising along and taking in whatever ports we like. Italy. France. England.”



“Greece,” she murmured, nestling back tighter against me. “Ooh, maybe Alaska.”



“Definitely. Maybe when you get your veterinary license.”



“Sounds like the perfect way to celebrate.”



She went quiet then, and thoughtful. I didn’t think much of it at the time. I was too lost in the endless expanse of the water, at the way the ship rocked beneath us, at the sight of Madelyn in her bikini bottoms and a diaphanous wrap, working the grill with our petite cook on board. I smiled, content, and kissed Daisy’s neck.



That night, as we were all seated around a slim table in the galley, the captain, a man graying ten years too soon in affable style, excused himself to make a phone call. I got up not long after to use the head, and heard quiet singing through the thin walls of the yacht. It wasn’t really much bigger than a cabin cruiser and there wasn’t any real chance of privacy. My curiosity piqued, I finished up in the bathroom and snuck around to the seating on the bow. Carter, the captain, smiled sheepishly at me and kept on singing softly into his phone. I recognized the tune, a bubbly girl power pop song popular a few months back. He finished up singing, and said, “There you go, baby girl. Daddy loves you very much and I’ll see you soon.”



“Don’t hang up on my account,” I said, pushing.



He dipped his head in gratitude. In a much more normal voice, he said, “Give her a kiss for me. Yes, beautiful out here tonight. Barely a breeze. All right. Love you. See you tomorrow.”



Carson hung up, and I took a seat on one of the benches. He settled in across from me, stuffing away his phone. “Daughter?”



He smiled. “Yes. She gets fussy and me singing to her helps. Well… sometimes.”



“How old?”



“A year and… oh, a year and a half.” He raised his eyebrows in surprise and did some quick math on his fingers. “Yeah. Wow. That snuck up on me.” I chuckled. “Any children of your own, Mr. Yesco?”



“No. Someday, hopefully, with Daisy,” I said, glancing back at the boat and smiling.



“They seem to love you very much.”



“Um, oh, I…” I wasn’t sure how to explain the situation with Madelyn, because honestly, I wasn’t entirely sure what the situation entirely was myself.



“I never thought I’d be a good father,” Carson said. He looked off the bow of the boat, lost in some thought. “I loved this life, being a captain to the stars.”



“You must have had some experiences.”



“Like you wouldn’t believe.” Then he glanced back in the direction of the galley. “Or maybe you would. In any case, the one time I wasn’t careful, of course it took. I was terrified. Thought about running. Maybe I’d become one of those lobster fisherman like on TV.” He chuckled. “But in the end, I stayed. And I’m so glad I did. My wife, my daughter, they’re my world.”



“You seem like a good dad.”



“It’s a struggle. All that young flesh around me all the time, I’m not going to lie, I’m tempted. Some days I think I’ll crumble. But I think about my wife and daughter and it’s like… peace. Even in the worst of times, even when I think my wife is going to drive me to drink, I come out here on the water and I always want to come back to them.”



I thought about my own parents and I wondered why they wouldn’t want to do the same for me. Why they had been so desperate to run. Like that, the pain was revisited on me. I heard Carson speak, I heard Daisy and Madelyn’s laughter, I heard our cook asking if we wanted dessert up front. But my mind was locked on my parents and my brother Brant.



I couldn’t leave California without at least knowing where my parents were. I didn’t know what I would do with that information. I didn’t know if I would have the strength to confront them. But I did know I had to find them.



Daisy and Madelyn enjoyed the next morning, but my heart wasn’t in it. Daisy pulled me aside and asked me what was going on. I told her about my decision to look up a private detective when we got back to the mainland, and she held me tight. Madelyn joined us, and sensing the mood, didn’t say anything except, “Can I get in on that hug?”



When we got back to land, the pair of them wanted to do some shopping for Christmas. I hired them a driver and an SUV, and they peeled away from the docks. I spent an hour at a Mexican restaurant to grab a bite and research private detectives in the area.



Bea Anaya was the woman I settled on, mostly because her office was close to where we were staying in Carlsbad and she was available for a consult at that moment for a consult. She shared a small building with a flower shop that smelled like a perfume bottle exploded right next door. Her office was neat, aside from her desk, which was crowded with both a computer and a minifridge. She offered me a soda or a seltzer before I sat down. I took her up on the soda, to the purr of my pal.



Bea was a smoky-voiced fifty-something with ice-blue hair in a topknot and a fondness for coffee flavored candies. “I’m trying to quit smoking,” she said, tossing one of the candies into her mouth and throwing the wrapper into a full ashtray. “Have a seat.”



I did, and explained to her my basic situation, about my parents abandoning me as a teen and me finally making good and wanting to look them up.



“I get it,” Bea said. “Want to show them the one they cast away made good.”



“Um,” I said. I hadn’t thought of it like that, but she wasn’t entirely wrong. “Something like that.”



“And you’ve tried social media, I take it.”



“Yes.”



She nodded and pulled up a browser anyways. After getting their names and doing a few quick searches, she grunted and looked away from the computer. “Do you have a picture? Anything I can use to identify them?”



“I don’t. I did, but…” I thought back to my place in Wilcox, about the few things I took with me. “I don’t any more.”



“All right, well, you know they came to California. I’ve found people with less than that.”



Pushing gently, I asked, “How long do you think it’ll take?”



“I don’t know. I’ve got friends at the DMV and the tax assessor’s office. Usually I can find most anyone if they’re still in state through them. That usually doesn’t take too long, so if I do find people that way, I tack on another two weeks, then charge the clients for the whole thing.” She looked horrified at her own words, and I gave her a quick command to relax. She did, and continued. “But your parents might be off the grid, having abandoned a kid and all. I did see a couple search results on Bottlegenie from other people’s pictures about them, so if I can track down those people, that’s a thread I can tug on. I’d guess… anywhere from a week to a few months.”



“And that’s an honest appraisal?”



Her lips pursed at the question like she was offended, but she answered honestly under the push. “Yes. The problem is, I have four other clients right now. Most of them are pretty easy, but I’ve got a guy who needs tailing to Arizona, and that’s going to pull me away.”



“Anything important?”



“The three other cases aren’t, but him, yes. I do some freelancing for the San Diego police department. They think they’ve found a serial rapist but they don’t know where and when this guy will pick up his next victim. He does it on the road, and we know he’s going down to Arizona to pick up a car.”



“Oh Jesus,” I said. “Yeah, definitely, take care of that. Just shuffle me in there somewhere. Wait. Is this guy local?



“Yeah, sort of. About fifteen miles from here. Why?”



“Let’s take a drive.”



We did. I didn’t bother clearing up Bea’s confusion over the whole thing. It amused me in a way. I liked her. Even her grifting for two weeks’ worth of work made sense. Hey, people had to eat, and it wasn’t like she was rolling in it. We talked some about backgrounds. She was twice married and divorced, and thinking about a move away from California because both her exes were too close at hand to ignore. I could understand that and related some about my own ex-wife. By the time we reached the autobody shop where her guy Davie worked, I knew one thing. I needed to have Bea on my ever-growing list of decent people I wanted to hire when I could.



Davie was a tall, skinny man with hair that might have been cut into a Mohawk at some point but was now a wild, mangy mess. I walked up to him, asked him point blank if he was a rapist, and he announced that he was, right in front of his boss, two coworkers, and Bea. I told him first to grab a wrench and pound his own nuts, and then to walk himself into the nearest police station and confess everything illegal he’d ever done.



Bea watched me, stunned, then out in the sunshine again, sputtered, “What the… what the hell, man?”



I grinned. “So. Got an opening for me, then?”



* * *



Christmas at the mansion. I felt stretched, like a sheet drawn too tight over a mattress. I was ready to start my new life with Daisy in Seattle. The contractors I hired told us the home was mostly ready, or so we thought. Like all homes, until we actually lived in it, we weren’t going to know all its… well, let’s call them eccentricities.



I was anxious too about hearing back from Bea, who tracked my parents to a trailer park in Modesto, then to a two-bedroom house in Burbank, where they lived with a hell of a distant relative, something like four cousins removed. Bea was trying to pin him down. I didn’t know the guy, so I was no help in that department. But I did like her enthusiasm. Bea was like a wolf who caught a scent of wounded prey. I was glad she was on my side.



But stressing me most of all was a truth I was only beginning to realize the enormity of. I cared for Madelyn. A lot. I wasn’t as head over heels in love with her as I was after my first weekend with Daisy, but the model belonged in the picture in a way I wasn’t anticipating. I thought we would have some fun with her before we left for Seattle and that would be it. But from the night when Daisy and Madelyn played their devilish prank on me to Christmas Day itself, I felt this uneasy sensation of tilting forward without a way to cushion the fall.



I loved Daisy, though, and that I wasn’t willing to sacrifice, not for anything. That resolve was steel in my heart.



Or so I thought, anyways.



As was usual, I was the first one awake. The staff was all gone, so I prepared a Christmas breakfast first for my pal – bacon, of course, eggs Benedict, and to top it off, some beignets from a local bakery. Yeah, have I mentioned I loved my pal’s ability to let me eat whatever the heck I wanted?



The sun was just starting to come up when I finished up in the kitchen, so I ate outside, draped in an overstuffed bathrobe with my food on a platter and a cup of coffee in hand. It would be one of the last sunrises I would catch in that mansion, and I drank it in, faint haze of clouds or smog included.



Do you have holidays? Special days? Do those exist for your kind?



We do not register time in the same way you do. We spoke about that when we talked the distance in time to my people.



Right, yeah.



But… yes. No. When we bond, there is a chemical conjoining. That moment resonates among our kind. There is no emotion to it, not in the way you perceive them, but it is a rightness you would recognize. Like how you fit with Daisy. Both of you. Your brains’ chemical makeup tells you that you are for each other. This is neither right nor wrong. It simply is.



I stared at a star glinting somewhere far away, in someone’s window, maybe.



Do you believe in a god? Something greater?



His answer surprised the hell out of me.



Yes. No. We do not ponder the origins of the universes in the way that you do. But we do analyze it, study it, catalogue it. There is very much no explanation for much of it beyond a simple comprehension of
 it is
 . There is life and sentient consciousness on planetary surfaces that should contain no life. There are membranous substances wrapped around stars that should evaporate into nothingness from the heat and crushing force of the gravitational pull. There are intelligences in the void of nothingness, kind things, terrible things, and things that simply are. These things should not exist. And yet they do.



So you do believe in a Creator?



I believe that you dream, Jay Yesco. I believe that this world, by rights, should end in nothing but hostility. And yet your people make music and write books and laugh at the movies. You transcend common thought, the base emotions to stay alive. You understand concepts beyond my intelligence. So through you, and what else is out there, and for a hope of eternity where all kind creatures like you could live forever, yes. Yes. I believe in something greater. Not because of fact or reason. Because you create, and in turn, may have been Created.



Voices from within the mansion. My loves were up. I brushed at tears I didn’t know I’d been crying.



You make me believe too.



* * *



I found new pajamas outside the master suite tied in a red bow, with a note on the door that said not to come in, be showered, and wait by the big Christmas tree. I was already showered, but I could probably stand to brush my teeth again after my enormous first breakfast and headed off to do just that. I dressed in the pajama bottoms and left the top on the couch in the den. We hadn’t expected to spend Christmas there at the mansion and didn’t have the staff set anything up as far as decorations, but when it became clear that the weather back in Vineport wasn’t going to relent, I set off on a quest to buy a modest tree and some decorations. Daisy and I trimmed it. Well, she trimmed it. I was distracted by her ass poking out from under a too-short elf skirt and her tits falling out of a similarly small strapless top.



In any case, we did have presents for each other, and I set about examining them, shaking a couple addressed to me like I was a kid again. A vague memory of my brother Brant elbowing me aside sprang to mind, and I wondered if that had been a good Christmas. I couldn’t remember any, but maybe we had one or two. I found myself hoping we dd.



I brushed the thoughts aside as I heard a shift in the noise down the hall. Laughter, low murmuring, and then they were on me, forever my greatest Christmas presents. They were wrapped in plush red robes, as new as my pajamas. Daisy had her hair in messy pigtails, the way I loved the most on her, and Madelyn’s came down in long, luxurious waves, looking like she just walked out of a salon. I rose to my feet, my cock hardening already and they weren’t even showing any skin.



“I…” I couldn’t think of how to voice the words in my heart. The gratitude for their company. The loveliness of them. How much they turned me on. How much I needed them, not just physically, but in my heart too. Words that had just been spoken to me resonated through my mind. Pushed by my pal? Maybe. I never asked and he never told me. I think he felt it for them too, maybe just an echo of my own emotion, but no less real for it. He loved them too, in his way. “You make me believe.” Then the words were mine. They looked at each other, then me, and before Daisy could interrupt, I added, “In you. In… this. Life. Home. Things I didn’t have, not really. Thank you. Both of you.”



They came to me. I kissed them each gently, first Madelyn, then Daisy. I pressed my forehead to hers as she smiled her sweetest smile. “The craziest year of my life,” she whispered.



“Would you have it any other way?”



“Not a chance.” She looked into my eyes. “I love you, Jay.”



“I love you too.”



We settled in to unwrap presents. I played Santa, bringing out gifts as they commanded me to pull them out from under the tree. We took our time about it, me especially. I asked my pal to help me hold onto every memory from that morning. It was the first really great Christmas I had in years, since the early days of my marriage to Tracy.



When the presents were all opened, I sat with my Daisy and Madelyn on the couch, holding them to me. “This has been my favorite Christmas,” I said, my voice quiet.



“Mine too,” Madelyn said.



“So much so,” Daisy said, stroking my back and nestling in against me. “But I think I can make it even better.”



I looked at her. “Is it time to show off what you two are wearing under the robes?”



She smiled and patted my groin. “Soon. I promise. But I think you’ll like this even more. Pal? It’s time.”



I blinked. My pal said through me, “I am here, Daisy England.”



“What the…?” I asked in my regular voice. Madelyn looked just as confused as I felt, watching us.



Daisy leaned in and brushed my ear with her lips. “Remember this 25
 th
 of December, baby,” she whispered.



I froze. A whirl of memories slammed into place, back when Daisy asked me to speak alone to my pal, just before she met Madelyn for the first time.



“Hello, Daisy England.”



“It’s you? This is really you and not Jay?”



“He is asleep and not asleep. He is listening but has agreed that I shall wipe his memory of the pertinent parts of this conversation.”



“It is you. I’m talking… I’m talking to an alien.”



“Yes. Yes. Yes. Hello. Again.”



“Hello,” she said, her eyes wide and sparkling with tears. Happy ones. “Oh my God. I’m speechless. I’m sorry.”



“Do not apologize. There is no offense. It is interesting to speak with his voice.” My hands came up and moved mechanically, all ten fingers opening and closing. “Perhaps I should take him to the store for more bacon. That is a joke.”



Daisy laughed hard, obviously nervous. From my passenger seat I willed my pal to calm her down.



“He is asking me to tell you not to be nervous. He is still him. I am merely a passenger.”



“Can I see you in person someday?”



“Yes yes yes. I would very much like that.”



“Me too. Are you okay? Are you safe?”



“Yes yes yes. I bathe in the warmth close to your earthen core. It is much less noisy and nothing that lives here knows how to chew.”



Daisy laughed again. “That’s good. I’m glad.” She fidgeted with her hands.



“Jay tells me to tell you that he loves and trusts you, and whatever you have to ask, ask.”



She nodded. “I have a feeling he would never tell me the truth about something. I don’t mean that as an insult. I really don’t. But I think he would be so devoted to me that he would be afraid of hurting me rather than speak his mind.”



“About what?”



“You can really help him forget this conversation? And help him be honest?”



“Yes yes yes.”



“Good. Because I have a weird, silly plan. Jay… I know you would be devoted to only me the rest of our lives together if that’s what I wanted. But when I tell you I enjoy hearing the stories about the women you sleep with, I mean it. I trust you to come home to me. But if there was a time, and I think maybe there is going to be, when we both wanted someone to be a more permanent part of our life, I think that would be okay too, so long as we were honest with each other. Maybe I’m wrong, but you really liked that Madelyn, didn’t you?”



I felt a gentle push against my own mind. “Yes,” I said with my normal voice. “I did. Do. She’s something special.”



“Do you love her?”



“I wouldn’t go that far yet. But she’s intriguing.” I spoke the words without the confliction I should have felt t saying these things. My pal was massaging my truthfulness, and I was both irritated and relieved about it. I did care about Madelyn. Quite a bit. “I really hope you two hit it off.”



“So do I. The truth is, she and I have been talking.”



“Wait, you have?”



“Oh yes. And that’s part of why I want you to forget this conversation, because we have something prepared for you. When the time is right, if I hit it off with her the way we’re both hoping, I want you to remember this conversation. It’ll be like a Christmas present. But if Madelyn and I don’t hit it off, then we could let the conversation slip away until there was someone else we both liked.”



“You’re serious. You’d want her in our life, maybe?”



“Oh yes,” Daisy said. “Think about it. You waking up in bed with the two of us every morning. Two women aching to tend to your every need. There for you to command.”



“Fuck,” I growled, hardening.



She giggled. “Now. Put our friend back in charge. That whole thing about giving you this as a Christmas present gave me some ideas.”



There was more chatter and planning between Daisy and my pal, but that was the important part of the conversation, the part that left me staring at her, stunned. Minutes had just played out in my head, but only a second in real life.



“I remember,” I said softly. “You’re sure?”



“Sure of what?” Madelyn asked.



Daisy gave me her sweetest smile. “I’ve never wanted anything more, apart from you, Jay.”



I turned to Madelyn, gobsmacked. “Hey, um. What if… we told you we didn’t want this to end?”



“What do you mean?” Madelyn asked.



“The three of us,” Daisy said, standing and coming around to kneel in front of Madelyn. She took the other woman’s hand. “Come with us. To Seattle. It doesn’t have to be now, but soon. Someday. Be with us.”



Madelyn stared between us. “You’re serious?”



“Yes,” we both said as one. I added, “I’m falling for you. And what Daisy just made me remember, it means she’s falling for you too.”



We walked Madelyn through the memory, and by the end, her cheeks bloomed. She pulled Daisy to her and gave her a long, loving kiss. Then it was my turn, and Daisy stroked both our backs while I let my lips tell Madelyn what was growing in my heart.



Madelyn broke away. “My… my lease… February. And I’ve got two shoots here and… and then?”



“And then,” I agreed, going for the knot in her robe.



“And then!” Daisy said, working at her own.



The robes slipped off, and ho ho ho, but a merry Christmas to me. Daisy’s extreme curves were emphasized even more by a cherry red corset and stockings. Madelyn’s green shelf bra and stringy thong left absolutely nothing to the imagination. I didn’t hesitate. There was no more of that, not with them, not with what I wanted. I leaned down, chasing one of Madelyn’s nipples and sucking it into my mouth. I didn’t so much push her back down onto the couch as shove her, sliding on top with my knee between her legs. I feasted on that tit, but I was hungry to feel her pussy too. My hand shot for her cunt and I rubbed her folds to her breathy moan.



“Oooh, yes, baby…”



Daisy wasn’t about to be left out and knelt beside us. She kissed my side, then my shoulder, then twisted Madelyn’s chin towards her to kiss her. Madelyn stroked her face as Daisy tugged down her panties far enough Madelyn could have a taste. We all took that day, and Daisy was certainly no exception. She practically smothered Madelyn in her haste to drop that pussy down against our now-official girlfriend’s hungry mouth.



Her hips pumped up and down as Daisy gripped my head, holding me to Madelyn’s breast. “You’re his,” she said, sliding her pussy against Madelyn’s mouth.



“His…” Madelyn moaned. She gripped Daisy’s ass with one hand and dropped her other to mine at her pussy.



“He owns us… his to command…” Daisy said, delirious with lust. Fuck, though, that was a turn on.



“Yessss,” Madelyn shoved her mouth back up to Daisy’s dripping cunt and ate her out with noisy slurps. Daisy rocked on top of her and I timed my fingerfucking to her movement, fast, hard. Madelyn moved with me, thrusting her hips up and down as best she could on the couch. I still had my lips wrapped around her nipple.



Then I looked up, my mind a red-hot blaze of lust and need, and I growled, “Come. Both of you. Now.”



They did, Daisy driving down hard and throwing her head back, Madelyn bucking up and down, her ass slapping against the leather of the couch.



“Fuuuuck!” Daisy cried out.



“Oh, oh God, oh God!” Madelyn said.



I rose up, my lips glistening with Madelyn’s juices. I licked my lips and said, “If you’re mine, then you’re mine. I’m taking you. Both of you.”



“Take us,” Daisy begged.



“I want it too…” Madelyn said. “Command us…”



“Order us…”



“Get up and bend over, hands on the couch.”



They hurried to do as I said. Daisy’s big ass wiggled at me and I smacked it, hard. I don’t know what came over me but I was a man possessed as I slammed my cock into her wet and eager pussy. She arched her back and howled my name. “Jaaay!”



“Every bit of fucking I give one of you,” I said, pushing, “the other one feels it too.” To demonstrate, I yanked out of Daisy and plunged into Madelyn right to the balls, my skin slapping against hers. Daisy rocked as though it was her I was still fucking, her mouth wide, hair spilling across her face.



But my Daisy had some crafty ideas of her own, and she moved, still bucking her hips every time I slammed into Madelyn. She snatched up the remote for the digital fireplace, clicked it on with a distinct, “Ungh!” as I bottomed out in Madelyn again, then raced back to us and grabbed Madelyn by the elbow. I didn’t know what she had planned but I wouldn’t have stopped if she didn’t put a hand on my chest.



“Trust me,” she said, winking. I did, pulling out of Madelyn with a noise that approached a growl. Daisy grabbed our arms and tugged us to the thick rug in front of the crackling fireplace. Although you could set the digital fireplace to give off heat, we only had it to the display mode. We sure as hell didn’t need to be any warmer that morning, given the sweat we were building up. Daisy dropped down onto her back, pulling Madelyn with her. They kissed noisily as I dropped between their knees, keeping up the alternating fucking. Three, four, sometimes five strokes in each and then I swapped to the other.



It was raw, pure pleasure for all of us. Madelyn would scoot up Daisy’s body when it was the latter’s turn to be fucked, sometimes just far enough to give me room to drive into Daisy, sometimes up as far as Daisy’s mouth, grinding on her and gripping the stonework of the fireplace for balance until I brought her back into place and hilted my cock inside her pussy. Every time I made one of them come, the other would cry out from the pleasure too. It was a command I planned on making permanent. If we were going to be separated at any point, we could still have some devilish fun with each other.



At one point, Madelyn dropped to her side beside Daisy and they rested on their backs, breasts begging for my attention. My tongue made great work of that as I traced my beauties from side to side, fingers pumping into their cunts again. Madelyn whispered in Daisy’s ear and they both pushed me back. They got on their knees, the tatters of their lingerie hanging off them, makeup mussed, hair wild. They pressed their tits to my cock and stroked me that way.



“Come for us, baby,” Daisy said.



“Come all over your girls’ tits,” Madelyn said.



“Then when you’ve got your second wind, we don’t want you to hold back. We want you to fill us.”



“Fill our pussies… please?” Madelyn asked. “One last Christmas present for us both?”



Now how could I refuse that?



Two hours later, all of us completely drained, I grabbed a handful of our presents to ourselves off the stack and unfurled a blanket. My two beauties snuggled in against each other on that thick, plush rug and I slid pillows under their heads. They smiled up at me, and I thought to myself that I’d never seen such beauty in my life.



“You’re both the most beautiful things I’ve ever seen,” I said.



“Think we’ll ever top this Christmas?” Madelyn asked us.



“I think we’re going to have fun trying,” Daisy said, hen curled a finger at me. I joined them, big warm throw in hand, and together, we drifted off. Maybe we didn’t dream of things so innocent as sugar plums, but with them, forever, it would be the best dreams of my life.



* * *



Seattle. My favorite city.



We stayed in a high-class hotel until the last of the renovations were done, which amounted to a couple weeks. The contractor found some leakage under the first-floor bathtub that led to spongey floors. It ended up working out in our favor, as we ended up blowing the bathroom out into half of a spare bedroom, shortening the other room into an office and giving the bathroom some much needed space. Boring, right? Except imagine that you’ve lived your life only managing to save enough to do the most necessary house repairs to keep the place from falling down around your ears, then owning what amounts to a small old mansion and tell me you wouldn’t be excited about the gray and white floor tiles matching your new two-toned walls. It was Christmas all over again.



We all slept in the same bedroom but each of us took a floor and made it more or less our own. Daisy took the first floor, mostly for that office so she had a place to work on her Master’s. She also took charge of decorating our informal living room and dining room, while she and Madelyn teamed up on the formal greeting room and the kitchen.



Madelyn took over the second floor and made much of it her studio, aside from the master bedroom suite we all liked for our bedroom. She set up a green screen in one of the spare bedrooms and an office in another. In time, we ended up knocking down more walls and making the studio much larger for her. It was a great setup, so good in fact that she made a pretty decent chunk of change renting out the spot to fellow models. Daisy and I were perfectly fine with that, considering the flesh on display was usually more than happy to let us watch after commands from me. When we had a particularly attractive model or two over, Daisy would come upstairs and we’d take a chair in a corner, Daisy sitting on my lap with my cock buried to the balls inside her. Madelyn pretended irritation but only because she had to work and couldn’t join us for some play until after she was done. And occasionally, those models would even want to join in. Fun times.



The third floor was mine. Well… no, it wasn’t. It belonged to my pal. As I’ve mentioned, it was something of a unique add-on to the house. The master suite we left pretty much as it was for guests, but I converted the rest of the floor to a library and a den. By “library,” I mean more of a reading room. We did have some bookshelves, mostly for Daisy’s research texts and my favorite books. Madelyn wasn’t much of a reader and my pal had little use for physical copies of books, preferring instead digital ones which were instantly accessible. Once he was through with one, he could find another immediately and begin reading again. By now, he was deep into science fiction, which he found absurd and loved all the more for it.



Madelyn needed to fly back frequently to California in those early months for professional and personal obligations. I’m not sure how I can get across how surreal it was to realize I didn’t just have the money to charter a jet – I could buy a fleet of them, if I wanted. But the thought of owning a jet seemed like such a strange excess that I wouldn’t allow myself the pleasure for years. Don’t ask me why a yacht felt okay but a plane didn’t, because I have no answer for you. I had a lot of odd hang-ups like that for a long time.



In the meantime, I hired Talia to handle my travel arrangements. It was the sort of job she could do from home, but I liked her idea of becoming a travel agent. Julius, my money manager, helped make that a reality. The two of us flew out to Vineport on a weekday to meet up with Talia. I was thrilled to see Lane standing beside her, looking much more his old self with a bit more weight to him. The way they stood together, close but not quite touching, it spoke volumes about how things were going for the two of them.



Good for you, Lane.



It was a long flight so we took things to a nice bar with room to stretch out and relax. Julius introduced himself, and as I thought, he and Lane hit it off well right off the bat, particularly when I brought up again for the conversation’s sake Lane’s volunteer efforts.



“I’m doing some things locally for a while,” Lane said, a hot toddy in hand. It was a bitterly cold early February day, and we all opted for warm drinks when the bartender pointed out they were the special that day. “The truth is, I burned out overseas. I wish I had the strength to keep it up and I’m sure I will go back someday, but for right now, I’m enjoying helping with Wilcox’s food bank and the senior programs we have in town.”



“Hey, help where you can,” Julius said. “I admire that.”



“Gail would be proud wherever you are,” I said, and raised my cup. Lane raised his too and we clinked.



“Thanks, brother.”



Julius focused on Talia, who watched all this with a quiet smile. “And we come to the woman of the hour. Jay has talked to me a great deal about how he’d like to make your dream become a reality of opening a travel agency.”



“I know it’s kind of a dying thing, what with the Internet and everything,” Talia said, “but it’s always been what I wanted to do.”



“May I call you Talia?”



“Of course.”



Julius folded his hands in front of him and leaned forward. “Frankly, Talia, you’re right. It is a dying industry. But everything old is new again. The thing is this – someone is always in the market for a bygone era. All it takes is the right personality, the right touch, and the right presentation, and you’ll do just fine in whatever it is you want to do. Jay tells me you’re personable and you work hard. He believes in you and he has the money to back you on this. Comfortably so. He says go for it and I do too. So tell me what it is you want to do and let me start the process of making that happen.”



“It’s all right,” I said, pushing gently at her.



“Thank you,” Talia said. She blew out a long breath. “Okay. So my thought is, and I’ve been talking to Lane about this, we both are kind of looking to get away from Wilcox. Eventually. I’d like to open up shop here. Mariah still has three years of school and even beyond that, So she’d be here for a while. Plus, I like the city.”



“Me too,” Lane said. “There are a lot of charitable organizations here that have talent scouted me for years now so it’s a good fit for me too.”



“Perfect,” Julius said, and I could already see the machinery in his head turning. “Want to go office shopping tomorrow?”



We did, and within two months, Talia was set up in a nice corner office in a downtown building. Not garish, but comfortable and almost Zen-like in its tranquility. She caught that vibe too and loaded the office with plants, creating a garden-like atmosphere. I was her primary client and that was never going to change, but she did a steady, if sometimes slow, stream of business with clients looking for a personal touch to their vacations. Eventually, years down the line, I bought up several resorts and hotels worldwide, so the machine fed itself quite nicely.



But that was the future, and I still have a few things to tell you about from that time.



Lane followed Talia to Vineport, content with the smaller charities he was helping. I told him if they ever needed financial support to prop them up to give me a shout. He told me what they actually needed were volunteers and a good fiscal roto-rooting. People were donating and checks were definitely being cashed, but unfortunately a lot of the money disappeared in ways that didn’t involve the needy. I flew back out when I heard that, spending a few solid days in meetings and changing some hearts and minds. It didn’t seem like enough, so I came back out another weekend and talked to volunteers and friends of the charities. I massaged minds, made it easier and more attractive to help, to keep their emotional strength. Through Julius, we made a great many unpaid volunteer positions paid, including benefits and bonuses.



I began to help Lane in the way I’d been thinking ever since that Thanksgiving with Daisy’s family. It was a project that would take years to ripen, but the work started in those months after Madelyn and Daisy came into my life. I visited county jails, foster homes, shelters. I talked to people, massaged more minds, helped them see the joy in living better lives and helping in turn to make the lives of everyone around them better. They flocked to the charities that Lane helped with, and he became not just my eyes, but a quiet leader of sorts, a modern-day shepherd, eventually coming to run what amounted to a non-profit hiring center. He never asked what I did, but he knew, and he called me up regularly to tell me how so-and-so was doing with food deliveries to the elderly or how another person was driving those with disabilities to appointments. I remembered every name, thanks to my friend, and every time he called, the rightness of what we were doing grew in my heart.



I still didn’t know who Jay Yesco the man was, but I knew who his friends were becoming, and that was an amazing thing.



* * *



Bea called me in April for what I assumed was our agreed-upon two-week check-in. The trail my parents left was unintentionally twisty, to say the least, but Bea felt like she was drawing close. The last time we talked she tracked them out of state to Arizona, but their neighbor said they moved to central California when my father got in a fight with his boss. An actual fistfight. I guess things hadn’t changed much.



The neighbor gave Bea one bit of juicy information in that she knew my mother got a job at a dispensary. That had to have been my dad’s doing. I couldn’t imagine my mom selling weed or CDBG oil. As it turned out, though, the information was a dud. Bea questioned a long line of dispensary managers about my mom and none of them knew her.



But now when I picked up, Bea shouted in my ear, “Got ‘em. I finally found them.”



I was at a gym downtown, powering through a core workout while Madelyn jogged on a treadmill. My heart thumped hard in my chest. “Where? How?”



“It wasn’t a dispensary. I had an odd thought that maybe the neighbor misunderstood. Maybe your mother was working in a grow house, or a nursery. That was it. Your mom is working in a nursery.”



I rubbed my lips with my hand, my stomach rolling. I started towards Madelyn. She saw my expression and slowed the treadmill. “What’s the matter?”



“She found them,” I said weakly. “Bea… Bea found them.”



Madelyn stopped the treadmill. “Oh my God.”



They were living in Visalia, an agricultural city in central California. Whatever my dad was doing – if he was doing anything at all – Bea didn’t know, but she trailed my mother to a modest two-story home far cleaner than anything they lived in up to that point. Bea gave me an address.



“Give me a call when this is said and done,” Bea said. “I’m invested now. Let me know how it goes.”



“Come work for me,” I said, staring at the wall of the gym. Madelyn had an arm roped around me, and it felt like she was propping me up. My head spun so fast I thought I might fall. “Security, or… or something. I don’t know what yet. Name a job title. Invent something. You want out of California, right? So come work for me.”



“I might have to take you up on that. Does it come with an office in Seattle?”



I chuckled drily. “Sure. Why not?”



We said our goodbyes, and I hung up. I stared at that wall until Madelyn came between us, looking up at me with some trepidation. I reached out with trembling fingers and traced her jaw. She leaned up and kissed me gently.



“Do you want to go see them?” she asked.



“No. I don’t,” I said. “I don’t think this ends in any good way for me.” I blinked and finally focused on her. “But I need to go. Don’t I?”



“I wish I could tell you, Jay. But I’ll go with you, if you want. I’ll be there for you however you need. I know Daisy would too.”



“Not with her classes going on. My parents aren’t worth that,” I said, and sighed. “Okay. Let’s go home. I want to make dinner and… and think about this. But I don’t want to wait too long or I’m going to lose my nerves.”



Madelyn was my rock that day, and in the days to come. Daisy was too, don’t get me wrong, but Madelyn got on the phone with Talia and made arrangements to have a plane ready for me, along with a rental in California. She was adamant about flying down, and stuck right by my side that night, quietly chopping vegetables for a roast and making sure a beer was always close at hand for me. At one point I stopped putting dishes in the dishwasher and turned to her, embracing her and holding her tight in my arms for a long while.



“I love you,” I murmured into her ear. “I’ve never actually told you that. But it’s true.”



“I love you too, Jay,” she whispered back. Then, louder, to Daisy at the kitchen table, “Come in here. We’re throwing the love word around for the first time and I’m getting you in on this.”



“Aw,” Daisy said, closing her laptop and standing up. She joined us and hugged us tight. “He told you?”



“He just whispered it to me.”



“Well, I love you too.”



* * *



Madelyn and I flew down on a Wednesday. Talia chartered a flight for us to a private airfield and had a luxury rental car waiting for us. I was in no shape to drive, all nerves, so Madelyn took the wheel.



I tried to focus on the landscape, but California was, again, in the midst of a burning hellscape courtesy of shitty power companies failing to provide even a basic level of care. It did match my mood, though, so that was something.



“Do you miss California?” I asked Madelyn.



“My family,” she said. “But I’ve been down here so often that hasn’t really been too bad.”



“You know, I’ve never asked. I know you have a bunch of brothers, but I don’t think you ever talked about your parents.”



“Divorced,” she said, making a sour face. “Something like… six years now. It’s amicable, I guess, but it’s like the Cold War between them. They each have different families and they love playing human chess with my brothers and me.” Her voice went more nasal and she held up her hand. “’Oh, you’re going to your dad’s for Christmas? Well, will we ever get to see you out here? I love you too, you know.’ But they really do love us. It’s just them wanting our attention. Anyways, my dad lives in Arizona, my mom lives in Alabama.” She glanced aside at me. “If you want to, we could fly out sometime, say hi.”



“I’d love that.”



“Yeah?” she asked, sounding relieved.



“Really.”



“You’d love my mom. She’s a model too. Beautiful.” Madelyn held a hand to her breasts. “After she saw the work I had done, she went bigger than mine.”



I laughed hard at that. We talked some about distant relatives, then about her growing up in Southern California.



“Total skater girl,” Madelyn said. “I even competed.”



“Professionally?”



“Not quite on that level. I was only twelve or thirteen but I was pretty good until my body went all whackadoodle on me. The last time I tried to do a heelflip was just after I had my boob job. I fell and ruptured one. It was not fun. Six months of recovery. David was pissed.”



“He seemed like the kind of guy who was always pissed.”



“That’s so true.” She thought for a while. “Bet I could still ollie, though.”



I chuckled. The conversation started to die down the closer we came to Visalia. It was an exceptionally pretty town, industrious but clean and fresh, with lots of trees along the sidewalks and a cheerful feel to it all. The blight that my parents carried with them didn’t seem to have affected this place yet.



We drove to where Bea said my mom was working, a big nursery on the edge of town, in clear view of some of the state parks. I don’t know what kinds of lies she told to work there, but the place was far classier than anywhere either one worked before then. The building best resembled a glass-enclosed Quonset hut. Breath whistled in and out of my lungs and I gripped my knees so hard the knuckles turned white.



Are you okay?



No. I am not.



Do you need me to take over for you? I can see you to a place of safety.



Thanks. I mean that. But no. Imagine if the ones that created you did not want you. That is what I am experiencing right now.



I think sometimes it is good I cannot imagine.



You imagine bacon all the time.



This is true. But bacon does not hate. Bacon loves.



I laughed so hard at that I snorted. Madelyn looked at me with confusion and worry. I told her what my pal said, but her smile was still strained.



We parked at the back of the lot. Madelyn rolled down the windows and killed the engine. We studied the building for a long time, Madelyn taking my hand in hers and stroking the back of it with her thumb. I stared at the people coming in and out. All of them, happy, normal, just existing. Where had I gone wrong? When had my parents come to hate me?



I looked at Madelyn, blinking, about to tell her to start it back up again, that this was a mistake, but then she smiled at me.



“I’m with you,” she whispered. “Daisy is too. And Lane. They’re flying here tonight. It was supposed to be a surprise, but you need to know, your family is here. Your
 real
 family.” She took my hand again and brought it to her lips. “We love you, Jay.”



I leaned across and kissed her. Then, without a word, she opened her door, came around the car, and helped me out. In the sunshine, over her shoulder, I saw a middle-aged woman I knew in a different life. She saw me too. Froze. Trembled so hard I thought she might collapse.



Mom.



* * *



I sat on the front steps of my parents’ house when I finished with them. That sounds so sinister or clinical or whatever, but I don’t know. I was drained. The anger I felt for them disappeared the moment I saw them together. I realized then what I had with Madelyn and Daisy, the love in my life, the support. Things my parents had probably never had. In the time I spent talking to them, I tried to be the person they weren’t. I tried to be the man Daisy and Madelyn thought I was. Was I successful? I don’t know. I don’t.



I gave them so many commands.



Commands to make amends. First and foremost to Brant. I didn’t care any longer about an apology to me from them. I didn’t need it. Not anymore. Not since the moment I saw them, my mom looking good, except for the cigarette burns on the inside of her arm where he hurt her. My dad picked up a hundred pounds through the years and moved like he couldn’t suck in enough oxygen. I… I helped him with that. I don’t know why. I don’t know why I didn’t just walk in there and say, “Hey, I’m damn near a billionaire now, and also, oh, yeah, look at my supermodel girlfriend. There’s another one coming here tonight.”



I guess I didn’t feel like scoring points on a man who had obviously lost at the game of life.



More commands. Commands to be better people. For Dad to stop abusing Mom. For both of them to stop burning bridges. To volunteer and be kind and charitable and work hard instead of searching for the closest shortcut. To be everything they weren’t for me and Brant.



Commands to be healthier, to quit stealing. A whole litany of my grievances turned into commands until there was nothing really left of my parents. My father even tried to hug me before I walked out the front door, and both of them blubbered apologies. That was too weird. I couldn’t take it. I said my final command to them.



“Forgive me, for never being the son you wanted,” I said. I thought the words would carry some emotion to them, but to my own ears, I just sounded tired. I walked out before any more words could spill out of their mouths.



Madelyn sat beside me, head on my shoulder, I roped an arm around her, and kissed the side of her head.



“Someday, you’re going to make the best father to our kids,” she said.



“How many do you want?”



“Oh, not many. Six. Seven.”



I grinned at that. “I think I can help with that.” I turned and looked her in the eyes. “You have to promise me something, though.”



“Anything.”



I pushed, a gentle nudge of my mind that left her shivering with pleasure. “Don’t ever let me be like them. If I ever, ever, ever put myself ahead of you or Daisy or our kids…”



“You don’t need to command anyone for me to know that’s never going to happen,” she breathed. “You care, Jay. That’s so much more than they were capable of.”



I kissed her. She smiled against my lips. “Take me to see my family,” I told her.



We stood up. I never saw my parents again. I know they lived good lives after that. I know they became something new, something kind.



And I know too they flew out to see Brant not long after I did. My brother didn’t recognize me and that was okay. He didn’t have to. I didn’t want to know if he beat his wife or his children. I didn’t want to know if he took after me or our parents. But I did give him some commands not to. And others, too. To love, to forgive, to be patient and kind. To be the kind of man his kids could be proud of.



I’ve seen pictures of my parents and Brant together since. Pictures where they’re smiling. Pictures with Brant’s children on my dad’s back. Pictures of my mom teaching another to swim. It broke my heart I wasn’t a part of that. But I had my own life to look forward to, my own family to raise. And soon, sooner than we expected. I think there was some more trickery involved there, some command my lovely women gave my pal, because there are bright, cheery blank spots in my memory and the only way this next part could have happened is if I gave the command myself, which I don’t remember doing.



But I’m so glad I did.



Let me introduce you to one of the greatest moments of happiness in my long, long life.



* * *



May saw us on a yacht cruising lazily around Grecian islands so sun-blasted it made me feel like a cat lounging in the warmth. And that’s exactly what I did, watching my pair of beauties in their bikinis – and less – as they laughed and swam and lounged on deck or on the golden sands everywhere we decided to stop.



We had a boatful with us. Some of Daisy’s Orchid House sisters joined us, model friends of Madelyn’s, a pair of actresses, some lovely new friends we made along the way. Mariah, Talia, and Lane would be joining us in another week for a lengthy tour of Europe, starting in Italy. Lane was in as great a mood lately as I’d ever heard from him. The prison experiment was working, though it would take years to refine the rehabilitation programming I installed in their brains. That was okay. It was worth the effort for Lane to have good people at his side.



Lane also mentioned to me he was thinking about proposing on the trip. He was somewhat sheepish about it in the most adorably Lane way possible, like he was asking for my permission to do what his heart was telling him. I was ecstatic, and I know his lost love Gail would have been so happy for him.



That afternoon, I was walking the sands with a drink in hand, watching Daisy and Madelyn run through the surf. They were teaching some of our new friends how to play flag football, and it is now a game I firmly believe should be played solely by the fairer sex in bikini bottoms and nothing else, because the sight was something to remember.



Madelyn stopped in the surf and turned to look at me quizzically. “What’d you say?”



“Wasn’t me,” I called back.



Interesting. She heard me.



I slowed my pace. 
 What?



I have been sending out greetings to Madelyn Lamb and Daisy England at regular intervals. Madelyn Lamb has received one.



What does that mean? We can talk to them mind to mind now?



Something like that. You cannot. It is like a dog whistle. A wavelength you cannot hear or interpret. But I can now communicate with the DNA growing inside her.



Oh, that’s neat.



She will soon be able to control her own body and others’ minds, similar to you.



Really? That’s awesome. Wait. Did you say the DNA growing inside her?



Madelyn stopped again, looking all around.



Yes. Yes. Yes.



Without hesitation, I set my drink in the sand and sprinted for Madelyn. She turned, looking puzzled. “You really didn’t say anything?” she asked.



“Do we have pregnancy kits on board?” I asked.



“What? Um. Yeah. I…” Then Madelyn cocked her head and froze. “Oh my God. Oh my God. I just heard him say…”



“Congratulations, Madelyn Lamb. You are pregnant,” she said in a terrible approximation of my voice.



* * *



Daisy wasn’t far behind, just two weeks. They really did go behind my back with my pal – with my permission – and erased some of my memories about wanting kids, making it a surprise for me. I was delighted by that.



In the years to come, we surrounded ourselves with life. Madelyn was baby crazy. She wanted a big family and I was all too happy to give her one. Daisy had just the one child until she finished her Master’s, and then it was game on for her too. We hired on au pairs to help with the little ones, then more when the au pairs themselves wound up pregnant with my children.



It was a pretty funny cycle.



Was I a good father? I don’t know the answer to that. Daisy, Madelyn and the rest thought so. I don’t have that confidence in myself but I hope I was kind. I hope I invested myself into them. I hope they knew they were loved. Are loved. Forever loved.



Madelyn, Daisy, and I all could control minds. While we trusted and loved a great many others and let them in on our secrets, we all three agreed it was best that we keep the powers to ourselves. One lovely day on one of my boats off Seattle, we gave each other a series of commands, to always love one another, to always forgive, to never grow bored of each other. We wanted our love to blaze forever, and it would, both there on Earth, and across the stars.



* * *



My pal reemerged somewhere near New York City forty years nearly to the day after Madelyn gave birth to our first child. Gone was the blobby creature I remembered saving with such fondness and in its place was a rolling seed about the size of a basketball. He looked like a hunk of mud colored like that quartz I found so long ago and I told him as much, even as I fought down tears of joy and indescribable sadness.



This was our goodbye – sort of.



We met in a field in upstate New York. The population exploded there since I was young, and all around us were signs of life in the distance. A multi-story hospital, restaurants, a hotel, walls of apartments. From somewhere close by wafted the latest trend in bubblegum pop, which had somehow endured the decades and still made my ears want to bleed.



But I noticed little of that. My attention was on the mud bubble approaching us, moving slow, almost shyly. Madelyn whispered under her breath and Daisy brought a hand to her lips, already crying. My pal… my pal purred, but there was a note of something strange to it. Trepidation, yes, but longing too. Forlornness.



Hello, Daisy England.



Hello, Madelyn Lamb.



Then, to me, purring hardest.



Hello, my oldest friend.



“You look… you look like a ball of m-m…” I started, then I could speak nothing at all, my throat clenching, my eyes burning. I knelt and reached a hand out. He came to me, and I touched the surface of his shell. It felt like the quartz rock I pulled from his crash site, but in a liquid-like form. He nudged my hand, then Daisy and Madelyn were there, and touching him too.



This is not goodbye, Jay Yesco.



“I know,” I said, brushing the tears from my cheeks. “But there’s something about having you here. About knowing you’re safe.”



The reaches of space are far safer than this place.



I chuckled. “I guess so.”



I will miss you too. This form of you. You are certain about your decision?



“The real question is, are you?” I asked.



“We will probably end whatever chance you have of being reunited with your kind,” Daisy said, her voice husky. The words weren’t necessary. We talked this over for decades now. It was no risk to us humans, but it was every risk to our pal. Much like he shared his consciousness with me – and later, Daisy and Madelyn – we were going to share our consciousnesses with him. All our memories, our emotions, our love for one another would be uploaded to my pal like a digital backup. The three of us would live there on Earth, but the copies of us would continue our journey with our pal long after our bodies had perished.



That would not be the end of me. With the three of you, I would travel forever in good company. You have introduced me to so much. I would be blessed to continue to be with you. To cocoon your minds and allow you to create.



“Then let’s do it,” Madelyn said, her voice the steadiest among us but still on the verge of tears. She held out her hand. “We love you. You won’t ever have to travel alone again.”



I would love that. Thank you for your gift, Madelyn Lamb.



The probiscis that started all this slid forth from the mud ball. She closed her eyes but he was gentle, the sting lasting maybe three seconds. In that time, Daisy and I felt so much of Madelyn. Her love for the three of us, the fierce motherliness she felt for our children, the warmth of her soul.



A new voice spoke inside our minds, so very familiar but wondering.



Oh my gosh. It happened. I’m here.



“Hello, me,” Earth Madelyn said, chuckling and rubbing at her eyes.



Hello, me, too! Looking sexy!



“Oh, I know it,” Madelyn said.



Daisy was next, and she looked not at our pal, but at me, her eyes still so warm and beautiful after so many years together. Her smile warmed me to my soul and she gasped as the probiscis slid in. Her spacefaring self whispered through our minds.



We can be forever together. Twice.



“Forever,” I said as her memories and warmth filled me like Madelyn had.



Then it was my turn, and I reached my hand out. “Guess you’re stuck with me.”



I regret none of it, Jay Yesco.



“Me either, pal. You saved me.”



And you introduced me to bacon.



I laughed. The probiscis slid home, and I reached out with my other hand to stroke his protective shell one more time. “Hey, me. Be good to them. Whatever time you have, always love each other.”



Same to you. Kiss them for me. Love them. And look up now and then. We’ll be up here.



I stood back up, and Madelyn and Daisy joined me. We held each other, and watched my pal as his probiscis slid back into the goop that was his body. He bounced.



“I love you, pal.”



I love you. I’m going to go home to my mate, Jay Yesco.



“They’ll be the luckiest creature in every universe, my friend. Yes. Yes. Yes.”



He lifted up, hovering right in front of us, his ball humming from the vibrations of his building speed. We reached out to brush him one last time, and a chorus of goodbyes rang out in our minds, us to them, them to us. By the time they cleared the Milky Way, the three of us on Earth would long be gone, but the three of them with my pal? Their journey would only just begin.



My pal bounced one last time, the air vibrated, and then he vanished.



I reached out, crying, wanting to will him back. But they were going home, and was there ever a sweeter thing to want for the ones you love?



* * *



We stopped somewhere deep in the Milky Way Galaxy and looked back upon where Earth would be. It was not true sight, but a construct created by my pal’s sensors and fed into our consciousnesses. While we traveled those first few hundred years, we watched our lives on Earth, our victories, our tragedies, and now, at the last, we lived out the final minutes of my death, my loves singing to my dying form as he rested in his hospital bed. I – he – listened with a smile. When he was gone, we continued on again.



It was strange. I felt like me. Daisy and Madelyn felt like they were beside me, not quite corporeal, but there, as present as I was. They were excited and nervous, and when we realized how far we had come already, in quiet awe. In just that snap of consciousness, we had already traveled untold millions of miles.



Our minds had to be altered, to not feel the effects of the millennia that would have driven us mad. We slumbered, in a way, and created. We constructed Earth, over and over and over again, generations of humankind coming to life within our minds as we traveled. There were some simple rules we agreed on – no more violence or war or hatred. The worlds we constructed were loving, wonderful places, full of love and life and acceptance and laughter. There was death, yes, but death had to come to make room for new life.



We lived through every moment of it, forgetting who we were but always coming together in every generation, loving one another as fiercely as we ever had. And at the end of every universe we created, our consciousnesses rejoined, reliving our favorite memories, creating new stories for ourselves, new possibilities. Our pal was there with us too, sometimes human, sometimes a blob of jelly I discovered on a mountain or in a field, just for old times’ sakes.



He woke us often from our creations, pointing out to us star clusters and sights so beautiful our souls sang together to see them. Galaxies were birthed before our eyes. Stars exploded in brilliant flurries of light and warmth. Black holes danced, pulling in the universes around them in displays that were never the same twice before. Universes sprang to life, carrying with them alien flora and fauna that left us in awe.



And then we would slip back under again, loving, creating, being.



We began to slow. I have no measure by which to tell you how long this took, or how far away my pal’s homeworld clusters were.  All I can tell you is that we felt a presence, like buzzing nerves growing closer. My pal trembled with fear and anticipation, two emotions he did not have when he set off on his journey. We came to a stop. Isolation, before we corrupted the hive mind with humanity.



Something approached us in the darkness of space, forming a net of nothingness. My pal was cut off from the sensations of his people, and he waited. Forms came next, shooting through the net tentatively. Madelyn, Daisy, and I could sense nothing about them but at one of their tendrils of thought, my pal froze.



His mate was among those testing him for re-entry.



The others parted and gave room, observing the reunion, ready to cast us off if the connection was too dangerous for the alien collective. My pal bobbed in space, his joy barely held in check. His mate approached. We could not see her, but the sense of her was strangely feminine, accepting, warm, inviting. They brought their forms together, the memories of my pal slipping into his other. Her sensations came through to us.



Caution. Fear. Caution. Fear.



But there was one other emotion.



Wanting.



The other minds joined to mine, to Daisy, to Madelyn. My pal presented us, our memories, the creations we made throughout our time in the stars. He introduced our emotions, our dreams. We might have been analyzed for seconds or millennia, I don’t know. Daisy and Madelyn and I stood together with our pal. They examined us as we first were, the Jay Yesco, Daisy England, and Madelyn Lamb of Earth, along with the people we knew and the history of humankind, good and bad. The wars, the bigotry, the hatred. Though I wanted to protest that this was not who we were anymore, they had a right to know. To see as we were, and the changes that we made. The excision of our faults, the beauty we tried to hang onto. The love, the yearning, the joy. Creation. Imagination. All the best parts of humankind.



We begged them too, if they could not accept us, then to please accept our friend back into their embrace. This request was met with silence.



Slowly, the minds of his kind slid away from us.



No
 , I tried to shout.
 He is good, he is kind, he deserves to be back among you.



Jay Yesco.



Please. Please let him back in.



Jay Yesco.



He traveled so far. It was my fault he changed. Don’t let him be alone. Please.



He will not be.



I finally realized what I was hearing. Not my pal. A different voice. A new one, struggling to find itself as my pal once had. And I heard others too, a murmuring of sensation, of assimilating our words and emotions and speech. We had been accepted. All of us had been accepted.



Humankind, long extinct, would now live forever among the stars.



But in that moment, I only paid attention to her.



My pal’s mate.



Hello, Jay Yesco.



 



* * * * *



 



Thanks very much for reading!



 



Find me on Twitter at
 
www.twitter.com/IanSnowWriter
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