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A hot preview

––––––––

Seamus quickly pulled off his pants and underwear, freeing his straining cock to let it quiver excitedly in the open, and then moved his lips back to her hips and resumed kissing down her body. He gently ground his nose in her pubic patch and inhaled her scent deeply, then he reached out his tongue and ran it along her labia, licking in long strokes.

––––––––

Vanessa moaned and wriggled a bit; Seamus's quick glance up to her face found her eyes were closed and she was biting her lip coyly.

––––––––

He lifted up her legs for better access, and gently kissed all around her pink pussy lips, carefully avoiding any contact with her clit. He took one of her lips in his mouth, sucking gently, then the other. He angled his head and forced his tongue inside of her, making circles just inside her entrance where juices now flowed freely.

––––––––

Vanessa was moaning steadily now and breathing much quicker. Seamus brought his thumbs down and ran them over her slit, stopping just shy of her button; once, twice, three times he ran each thumb broadly over her entire pussy, but not her clit.

––––––––

Finally he took both thumbs and pulled her lips apart, and gave a broad lash of his tongue all the way up her pussy and onto her nub, surrounding it with his lips and sucking it into his mouth.

––––––––

Vanessa came with a loud gasp, shaking as her juices flowed out of her. Seamus lapped them up, working her whole pussy but now paying special attention to her clit on every pass.

––––––––

"Oh god, don't stop," Vanessa groaned. "You're making me feel so good."

––––––––

He took his index and middle finger of his right hand, and slowly started to work them into her pussy. He worked them in and out of her, tonguing her clit and nibbling her lips. She was in rapture.

––––––––

Seamus took his left hand, quickly licked his index finger, and the began to rub it gently around Vanessa's tight little asshole. She gasped loudly and held her breath after the first circuit; he never slowed down with his tongue or the fingers working in and out of her as he made another pass.

Seamus took his finger and started to press it to her puckered ring. He heard her moan "Nuh uh" and looked up at her. She was looking down, shaking her head side to side at him in polite refusal.

––––––––

"Baby I know you'll love it, it's better than just around the rim," Seamus said, still working his other fingers in and out of her wetness.


House of Darkness Pt. 01

Seamus sat in his cramped cubicle, hunched over his desk, jotting down the notes while managing editor Martin Barnes gave the last bit of his rah-rah speech somewhere behind him.

––––––––

"Remember our jobs are to watch the watchmen, to shine light where there is none, and to inform and delight our readers," Seamus mouthed to himself, delivering each a half second before Barnes.

––––––––

The fact was the Monday story meeting for the metro section of the paper essentially ran on autopilot. Reporters talked through their stories with each other while Seamus Stone, associate Metro editor, took notes on how the section was shaping up and began to think about layout, art, headlines and online interactive.

––––––––

It had taken years, but Seamus felt like he finally had worked himself up to running the section, despite the bullshit 'associate' tag in front of his title. Barnes didn't actually pay attention during the meetings, so the reporters didn't actually care about his advice - the whole thing was a waste of time.

––––––––

Seamus hoped it hadn't gone unnoticed either; the higher-ups had announced a new assistant editor position on the paper's investigative team. Seamus had applied, and rumor was he was actually in the running for the job - or at least get a spot on the team. It was nice recognition, theoretically, but not something he could really dwell on; there was another paper every day and he had more than enough work to keep his attention. Still, he had a good feeling that things would shake favorably for him, and frankly it was his dream job.

––––––––

Eric, the long-time cops and courts reporter who had taken over the beat from Seamus himself, finished his last note about another murder/suicide, the third in as many months in town. This time it involved two local celebrities - the headmaster at the preeminent private school in the area was shot by the owner of a popular downtown nightclub, who had then turned the gun on herself. It was darkly scandalous - both victims were married to other people.

––––––––

Things had been a little exciting lately in town; Eric thought it was a mix of school anxiety starting back up, the economy transferring from summer to holiday, and the full moon.

––––––––

"Okay everyone, do your best work today," Barns said, closing the meeting, a half second after Seamus had mouthed the same thing. "Stone, I expect to see the expense reports by end of day tomorrow."

––––––––

Barnes turned and walked away without waiting for a response. As the reporters started to get up, Seamus spoke for the first time that morning: "Don't forget to think about art and make sure you give the designers plenty of notice if you need a homemade graphic. Tomorrow you should all have story pitches for the Sunday paper. Lily, hold back a second, I've got something for you to do."

––––––––

The reporters cleared out of the area around his cubicle and wheeled their chairs off to their own cubes. The relative calm of his corner of the floor devolved once again into the controlled chaos of the newsroom. Lily stood up, smoothed her knee-length pencil skirt, and bounced over to his desk. She opened her notepad to a new page and looked at him eagerly.

––––––––

"Okay Lily, you've been with us full-time for a few weeks, are you ready to go find me a Sunday story?" Seamus asked.

––––––––

"Yes sir! Whatever you need, I'm your gal," Lily said, pencil poised over paper. "Do you need someone to help Eric with the murder/suicide?"

––––––––

"What I need is something for Halloween on Sunday," Seamus said, and he watched Lily deflate ever so slightly. "I know, you think it's fluff, but people read fluff. That's not even what I want. This is a chance for you to go out and find me something fun or interesting and turn this kind of fluff on its head. I don't want '10 pumpkin-flavored foods for Fall,' get me something about ghosts or ghouls or something."

––––––––

"Murders are ghoulish, why don't I work with Eric to ... " Lily started.

––––––––

"Eric has covered many murders without the help of enthusiastic cub reporters," Seamus said, smiling a little. "If you want to work on something about 'crimes of passion' as a theme, now we might be getting somewhere, but leave the details of this specific murder up to Eric. He won't want you underfoot. He's ... grumpy ... and won't want a puppy nipping at his heels."

––––––––

"Yes sir! I'll start looking into passion right away!" Lily said, then her eyes went wide. "Uh ... I mean crimes of passion, sir. Passion is, uh, different."

––––––––

"Please stop calling me sir, Lily. I'm an editor, not a drill sergeant," Seamus said. "Show me what you've got Thursday morning; final version is due Friday, with art included."

––––––––

Lily nodded, turned and started to bound away, but caught herself and slowed down to a very professional speed walk. She looked over her shoulder at Seamus and smiled self-consciously.

––––––––

Seamus smiled back, nodded and then spun to his computer. He'd barely moved the mouse when an instant message chimed in.

––––––––

Mirella: 'Hitting on the skintern again? Not very professional of you.'

––––––––

Seamus grinned.

––––––––

Seamus: 'We actually brought her on full time after the summer. Her outfit isn't near the worst we've had; if by "hitting on" you mean "patiently enduring," then yes. And I won't be taking advice on professionalism from a muckraking gadfly like you.'

––––––––

Seamus poked his head up above the cubicle wall. Across the room he could see Mirella's straw colored hair, up in her iconic bun affixed with pens, shaking with laughter.

––––––––

Mirella: 'She's cute'

––––––––

Seamus: 'She's waaay too young for me, plus, you know, Vanessa might have something to say about it. As would HR.'

––––––––

Mirella: 'Vanessa better watch out ... you're not too old for her. She's in awe of you, you can see it in her wide doe eyes.'

––––––––

Seamus: 'Like the way Barnes looks at you?'

––––––––

Mirella: 'Gross. Barnes looks at all women like that, he's a perv.'

––––––––

Seamus: 'Anything cooking this week for our paper's intrepid socialite?'

––––––––

Mirella: 'I think so; scored an invite to a party tonight hosted by a mysterious newcomer to high society.'

––––––––

Seamus: 'Mysterious newcomer?'

––––––––

Mirella: 'Did you know somebody bought the Van Hooten house?'

––––––––

Seamus: 'Victorian wreck way out in the hills? I thought it was about to be condemned...'

––––––––

Mirella: 'Me too, but I was out taking daddy's convertible for its last pre-winter hurrah this weekend and the place is all fixed up. Like, gorgeous. This morning I went to the city clerk's office to see who bought it ... sure enough, an out-of-towner named Luc Mane did ... paid cash.'

––––––––

Seamus: 'Cash?!? And it's already all fixed up?'

––––––––

Mirella: 'That's not even the best part ... just as I was talking to Connie the assistant clerk about it ... the guy walked right into the office, so Connie introduced us! He's the tall, dark, European, rich and handsome type.'

––––––––

Seamus: 'oh god ...'

––––––––

Mirella: 'When he found out who I was he invited me to a private party tonight!'

––––––––

Seamus: 'Wow you waste no time at all do you. A party on Monday night?'

––––––––

Mirella: 'Neither does he I guess; he said my name would be on the list if I could make it; it would be mostly friends and business associates. He said no photog; this is just a "getting to know you" affair, not for public.'

––––––––

Seamus: 'There's a list?'

––––––––

Mirella: 'You can't let everyday associate metro editor riffraff into these sorts of things ... '

––––––––

Seamus: 'lol, right. Are you bringing a date?'

––––––––

Mirella: 'Please. You know I don't have time for that "dating" nonsense ;) I've yet to meet the man who can keep up with me at these things anyway.'

––––––––

Seamus: 'Fair enough. Have fun? Be careful?'

––––––––

Mirella: 'I will.'

––––––––

As 4 p.m. rolled around, Seamus had the paper just about wrapped and ready to hand off to the night desk. Then the call came over the scanner; a blazing house fire on Elm Street. Seamus stood up and surveyed his section; all the reporters were out on assignment.

––––––––

Barnes poked his head out of his office and shouted, "Are you fucking deaf, Stone?" Seamus grabbed his notebook and headed to the fire, grumbling.

––––––––

On the way he texted his fiancee to tell her he'd be late.

––––––––

'Again?" Vanessa texted back. 'Send somebody else? I made dinner.'

––––––––

'Nobody else to send,' Seamus texted. 'I won't be too late, but eat without me.'

––––––––

When Seamus arrived the fire was in full swing; he snapped some shots with his cell phone and waited for the firefighters to knock it down before finding the lieutenant for comment. It was your routine burn; unknown cause, too early to say if it was suspicious, nobody home at the time. The dog got out alive. One firefighter treated for smoke inhalation. The building was a total loss.

––––––––

Seamus wrote it up like he had hundreds of times before, filed, and answered the night desk's questions. He grabbed a muffin from the coffee shop and ate it in the car.

––––––––

He got to Vanessa's apartment and opened the door with his key. He essentially lived there; he kept a hole-in-the-wall place on the other side of town to keep up appearances for Vanessa's very religious parents but hadn't been there in weeks.

––––––––

They weren't stupid; they had to know he was sleeping there every night. But apparently keeping up appearances was important; sinning wasn't as bad as having others think you were sinning, or something like that. He wasn't religious. Besides, they were paying for Vanessa's spacious apartment entirely, the least he could do was not rub in their faces the fact he was fucking their only child.

––––––––

"Honey, I'm home!" he said. "Good news, the dog made it out alive!"

––––––––

Seamus dropped his keys on the table by the door, slid his omnipresent backpack underneath it and loosened his tie. It was dark in the apartment, but there was a flickering light in the next room. Seamus assumed it was the TV, but why was she watching with the sound turned off?

––––––––

He strode in looking for Vanessa, but when he walked into the next room he saw it was a guttering candle in the center of a full spread on the dining room table. Cold but well-presented food sat on serving platters; Vanessa's china was set out for two, a full glass of wine at his spot on the table, hers missing.

––––––––

"Uh oh," Seamus muttered to himself. "Barnes may have fucked me again."

––––––––

Seamus grabbed his glass of wine and took a big sip, then took a deep breath, and set out to cautiously look for Vanessa.

––––––––

The bedroom door was slightly open, and a light was on inside. Seamus crept to the door and slowly pushed it open. Vanessa lay on the bed, reading a book. She looked up as the door swung open, and snapped her book shut.

––––––––

"The dog got out alive," Seamus said.

––––––––

"Yeah, I heard you the first time," she said curtly. "You forgot, didn't you."

––––––––

"Um, I suppose I did," Seamus said. He was completely lost and shrugged apologetically. "Barnes ..."

––––––––

"I don't want to hear about Barnes," Vanessa said, crossing her arms over her chest. "Tonight is the third anniversary of our third date. You know how special this night is for me; it's the ... "

––––––––

"... first night we kissed," Seamus finished. "I know. I'm so sorry, it totally slipped my mind. Why didn't you tell me you were planning something special?"

––––––––

"I shouldn't have to!" Vanessa said, pouting. She was very cute when she pouted, Seamus thought. Her freckled nose scrunched up and she pursed her full lips.

––––––––

"You should know me well enough by now that I'd have your favorite meal prepared on an important night like this. We are getting married in 14 months. I don't see why you're still toiling away at that shithole job with your talent."

––––––––

"I didn't see steak out there ... I mean, I'm sorry, Vanessa," Seamus said, fumbling. "I'll make it up to you, I promise."

––––––––

"You said your favorite meal is pork chops and cauliflower," Vanessa said. "And how are you going to make this up to me? You can't afford flowers."

––––––––

"First of all, I can afford flowers," Seamus said, setting down his wine and unbuttoning his shirt and tossing it to the floor. "You throw them out after less than a day when I do buy them.

––––––––

"Secondly, I intend to make this up to you by reenacting our sixth date, right now," he said, giving her a wide grin.

––––––––

"And what makes you think I'll let you," Vanessa said, seemingly unimpressed. "Especially stinking like smoke."

––––––––

"Oh, I have my ways," Seamus said.

––––––––

He crossed the room to the bed, bent over and took her head in his hands, lightly caressing her cheek. He looked deeply into her eyes, and then kissed her full pouty lips softly.

––––––––

"I love you, my darling. I'm sorry I forgot the date. I'll make you a special dinner on Thursday, anything you like," Seamus said, still gently holding her face.

––––––––

Vanessa stared back up at him, though he saw her icy demeanor thaw ever so slightly. He reached down and kissed her again, still tenderly but holding it much longer, and by the end Vanessa was kissing him back. Seamus slid into bed next to her, and their lips met lovingly for a while. Seamus reached up and brushed aside a few strands of her rich auburn hair from her eyes, and then ran his thumb on her cheekbone. He kissed her again and then started to scoot down the bed.

––––––––

"Seamus, I'm not ... "

––––––––

"Shhhhh," Seamus said, putting a finger to her lips.

––––––––

He kissed her down her neck slowly to where the oversized t-shirt she wore to bed met her collar bone. He ran his fingers down her sides, outside the cotton cloth, hands roaming over her breasts and down to her hips. He could feel her nipples stiffen, and she lifted her hips ever so slightly as she sighed.

––––––––

Seamus took the opportunity to take the hem of her shirt and slowly peel it up and off her body, uncovering first a pair of well-worn white cotton panties, then her A cup breasts, large nipples now standing at full attention. He gently pulled the shirt over her head, and then moved in to pick up where his kisses left off.

––––––––

His lips brushed her collarbone, then moved slowly down the top of her chest to her puffy nipples. He circled each of the stiff nubs with his tongue, and then sucked one, then the other, into his mouth lightly.

––––––––

Vanessa was self-conscious about her chest, both that her breasts were small and that her nipples were so big and puffy. Seamus didn't care a bit; her nipples were very sensitive and he loved to kiss and caress them to stoke her arousal.

––––––––

After spending several minutes pampering her breasts with his tongue, licking and sucking her nipples and gently blowing on each one, he resumed his path down her body, kissing along her ticklish ribs and down past her belly button.

––––––––

He kissed along the waist of her cotton panties from one hip to the other, while his hands roamed over her whole body, from nape of her neck, to nipples, to hips. Vanessa slowly raised them again, and Seamus hooked his fingers into her underwear, pulling them down her slender legs and dropping them off the side of the bed.

––––––––

Seamus quickly pulled off his pants and underwear, freeing his straining cock to let it quiver excitedly in the open, and then moved his lips back to her hips and resumed kissing down her body. He gently ground his nose in her pubic patch and inhaled her scent deeply, then he reached out his tongue and ran it along her labia, licking in long strokes.

––––––––

Vanessa moaned and wriggled a bit; Seamus's quick glance up to her face found her eyes were closed and she was biting her lip coyly.

––––––––

He lifted up her legs for better access, and gently kissed all around her pink pussy lips, carefully avoiding any contact with her clit. He took one of her lips in his mouth, sucking gently, then the other. He angled his head and forced his tongue inside of her, making circles just inside her entrance where juices now flowed freely.

––––––––

Vanessa was moaning steadily now and breathing much quicker. Seamus brought his thumbs down and ran them over her slit, stopping just shy of her button; once, twice, three times he ran each thumb broadly over her entire pussy, but not her clit.

––––––––

Finally he took both thumbs and pulled her lips apart, and gave a broad lash of his tongue all the way up her pussy and onto her nub, surrounding it with his lips and sucking it into his mouth.

––––––––

Vanessa came with a loud gasp, shaking as her juices flowed out of her. Seamus lapped them up, working her whole pussy but now paying special attention to her clit on every pass.

––––––––

"Oh god, don't stop," Vanessa groaned. "You're making me feel so good."

––––––––

He took his index and middle finger of his right hand, and slowly started to work them into her pussy. He worked them in and out of her, tonguing her clit and nibbling her lips. She was in rapture.

––––––––

Seamus took his left hand, quickly licked his index finger, and the began to rub it gently around Vanessa's tight little asshole. She gasped loudly and held her breath after the first circuit; he never slowed down with his tongue or the fingers working in and out of her as he made another pass.

Seamus took his finger and started to press it to her puckered ring. He heard her moan "Nuh uh" and looked up at her. She was looking down, shaking her head side to side at him in polite refusal.

––––––––

"Baby I know you'll love it, it's better than just around the rim," Seamus said, still working his other fingers in and out of her wetness.

––––––––

"No, it's dirty," Vanessa said. "I don't want you to. dPlease don't ruin a nice thing."

––––––––

"Okay, baby," Seamus said, moving his tongue back to her clit. "You got it."

––––––––

Vanessa smiled and laid back, her head hitting the pillow as her eyes rolled up into her head and she moaned loudly. Seamus licked and fingered her to two more quick orgasms; her legs shook so violently on the second one Seamus had to hold her down to keep her from kicking him in the face. When she finally calmed down, he kissed her along her thighs gently, and then planted one more sloppy kiss on her pussy lips. She gave a jolt, and he got up off the bed and padded over to the bathroom, large cock standing out straight from his body, wagging back and forth and he walked.

––––––––

He washed his face - Vanessa didn't like kissing him with her juices all over his mouth and in his beard - dried it on a fluffy towel and then walked back to the bedroom, cock still at 12 o'clock. He stepped inside and saw that Vanessa had turned off the bedside light; in the dim light of the streetlamps, he could see she was under the covers.

––––––––

He knew better than to ask for a reciprocal blowjob; it wasn't really Vanessa's thing, and she always complained that her jaw hurt afterwards. It had to be a truly special occasion for her to put him in her mouth, and usually he got about three minutes to either cum or move on to sex.

––––––––

He was ready to skip that step and move to fucking his beautiful fiancée, so he moved to his side of the bed, slid under the covers and nuzzled his face into her neck, spooning her.

––––––––

"Baby that was wonderful," she said dreamily, "Almost as good as our sixth date."

––––––––

"Not as good?" he teased. "I was worried you were going to float away by the third orgasm."

––––––––

"Nothing will be as good as the first time you did that to me," she said. "It was so special."

––––––––

"I was scared shitless, your parents were right down the hall," Seamus said.

––––––––

"It was just amazing, I'll never forget how hard you made me cum," she said.

––––––––

"I still can't believe they didn't hear you moaning," he said. "He snuggled her and kissed her along the side of her neck, then scooted down so the tip of his cock was at the entrance to her still soaked slit.

––––––––

"Mmmm, don't take too long, okay baby?" she said distantly, "I have an early spin class before two big client meetings tomorrow."

––––––––

"Okay sweetheart," Seamus said, and he pushed himself into her. Vanessa moaned slightly but lay still.

––––––––

"And don't finish on me, okay? I don't want to have to clean up."

––––––––

"Sure thing," Seamus said.

––––––––

Seamus pumped in and out of her from behind while she lay in bed. He reached around and groped her chest while he fucked her, and she ground her hips back into him. She occasionally let out a gasp or little moan, but didn't say anything else. True to his word, when he was ready he rolled over onto his back and finished all over his own chest. He got up, careful not to let his cum drip on Vanessa's carpet, and headed back to the bathroom.

––––––––

He turned back to look at her in the semi-dark of the city light coming in around the blinds; she was asleep before he left the bedroom. He wiped himself off, then he cleaned up the kitchen and dining room, tossing out the meal that had been sitting out for hours. Then he showered and went to bed.

***

Tuesday

––––––––

Seamus was up reading his paper and drinking his first cup of coffee at the dining room table when Vanessa emerged from the bedroom and headed straight for the coffeemaker. She needed a minimum of 8.5 hours of sleep each night or else the following day was a disaster; Seamus rarely needed more than 6, so he was often the first one up.

––––––––

Vanessa yawned and poured herself a cup, adding almond milk and Splenda.

––––––––

"Any surprises?" she asked Seamus from the kitchen behind him.

––––––––

"Nothing substantial," he said, scanning the paper.

––––––––

"Anything worth my time coming?" she said, puttering around the kitchen.

––––––––

"Maybe, Randi... " Seamus started, and he could actually feel Vanessa stiffen behind him. He was the only person who still called her that, a nickname from a bygone era. The familiarity rankled Vanessa a little bit, but he couldn't have stopped if he wanted to. She was Randi to him. "You know that weird old house up on Ash Street, the Van Hooten place?"

––––––––

"Broken down old Victorian?" Vanessa recalled.

––––––––

"That's it; some rich European guy bought it and fixed it all up. Randi was headed there last night to a private glitterati party to get the scoop on who this guy is. Apparently he paid cash for it up front."

––––––––

"She's probably angling for a husband ... or at least a fancy vacation," Vanessa said, pretending to mutter. Seamus heard it loud and clear, just as he was supposed to.

––––––––

"Right. So anyway, that could be interesting," Seamus said with a sigh. "Been a long time since new a power player came to town. Eric's working on another murder/suicide, cops are calling it a 'crime of passion.' Violet Ellis killed the headmaster at Rockford County Day."

––––––––

"The club owner?" Vanessa asked, and when Seamus nodded, said "Do you think they were, you know ... "

––––––––

"Fucking?" Seamus prompted.

––––––––

"Gross, Seamus," Vanessa scolded. "Leave the locker talk in the newsroom."

––––––––

She came around to the front of the table, breakfast-to-go and gym bag ready for her spin class excursion, and glanced at the full color photo on the front page. "That looks messy."

––––––––

"Anything exciting in your world today?" Seamus asked.

––––––––

"I'm meeting with Father and some of his Preservation Society friends for lunch," she said. "They're still trying to save the factory buildings at the Riverwalk and convert them rather than letting the developers knock them down. I guess they think I might be able to mobilize some of my art clients to support the effort."

––––––––

"Any chance at that?" Seamus asked. "Do people who buy art care about historical preservation?"

––––––––

"Some ... but really, not too many," she said. "However a loyal daughter does what her father asks."

––––––––

"I'm surprised your father needs to call in the cavalry - usually he can rally support for stuff like this, right?"

––––––––

Vanessa bent down and kissed Seamus on his forehead.

––––––––

"Times change," she said, and headed to the door.

––––––––

"Have a great day, sweetheart!," he said to her back.

––––––––

"I will!" he heard from the hall just before the door slammed shut.

***

The newsroom was still somewhat quiet when Seamus got into the office around 7:30; most reporters didn't make it in before 10 a.m., so the mornings were the best time to get non-deadline work done. Seamus dove into various pieces of paperwork; budget stuff was coming due for the annual report, and he had all sorts of odds and ends to pull together before that monster would be slain.

––––––––

The tide turned and reporters started to flood into the newsroom, and the madness quickly ramped up to full pitch. Phones rang, keyboards clacked and banter was thrown about. Seamus enjoyed his homemade ham sandwich at his desk - with mustard and sweet pepper relish - and kept on working through lunch. Tuesday's story meeting came and went; Lily was out but dutifully sent an email to update Seamus on what she was working on for her story.

––––––––

At 3:30 or so Seamus was up at the copy machine scanning expense sheets - the newspaper hadn't exactly modernized much of its internal paperwork - when he caught a glimpse of Mirella furtively entering the office through the side door closest to her desk.

––––––––

She was wearing big sunglasses and her blonde hair was up in the pen-bun, both of which were normal enough. But strangely she was wearing a cobalt blue silk blouse that clung to her buxom chest in a much more alluring manner than she'd normally display at work, unbuttoned just enough to give a guy a good look. She had on a tight pencil skirt that couldn't be easy to walk in, let alone sneak, and the real coup: she was wearing heels. In the office. Pumps that perfectly matched the blouse, no less.

––––––––

Seamus had never in 11 years seen her wearing heels outside of some fancy function; he knew she actually hated them and wore flats whenever she could get away with it. But they did exaggerate her figure quite well, breasts and ass just a little more prominent.

––––––––

Despite her attention-grabbing attire, she was clearly looking to sneak into her desk. Seamus finished up his scanning and drifted over towards her desk; when he got there, he looked over her cube and saw her bent over, listening to messages on her work phone and jotting down notes.

––––––––

She saw Seamus out of the corner of her eye and started, head whipping around, and then heaved a big sigh of relief when she saw it was him. She held up a single finger to tell him to wait, finished retrieving the messages from her phone, and then softly put the phone back in the receiver.

––––––––

"Jesus, Randi, are you okay?" Seamus asked softly, not wanting to blow her cover.

––––––––

"Yes. Uh, no. Fuck, I don't know yet," she said, frantically gathering a few things from her desk and tossing them into her bag.

––––––––

"What happened at the ..." Seamus started.

––––––––

"Not here! Can you meet me at the coffee shop on 3rd in 15 minutes?" Mirella whispered.

––––––––

"Uh ... yes?"

––––––––

"Okay! I'll talk to you then," she said, and then breezed out of the office as best she could on her four-inch heels.

––––––––

When Seamus made it down to the coffee shop, closer to 20 minutes later, Mirella was sitting at a corner table in the back, sunglasses still on, oscillating between sipping a huge cappuccino and looking at something on her phone. She looked up and saw Seamus and gave him a wave; Seamus got a coffee and joined her.

––––––––

"Randi, what the fuck?" Seamus said as he took his seat.

––––––––

"Sorry about the weirdness in the office Seamus, I'm ... not feeling so well ... and I didn't want to ... get bogged down with office stuff," Mirella said. "I'm taking a sick day and I just needed to check my messages. The damn call in voicemail thing is screwed up again."

––––––––

Seamus looked her over from across the table; she didn't look sick, she actually looked ... strangely vivacious, almost glowing.

––––––––

"You look okay to me ... actually you look better than okay," Seamus said, eyeing her up and down. "You might be the only person who dresses up on their sick days. What's with the outfit?"

––––––––

She looked down at herself, almost seeing her clothing for the first time. She quickly did up another button on her blouse, and then looked at Seamus.

––––––––

"This, oh it's nothing," she said, lying badly. "It's just laundry day, that's all."

––––––––

"Riiiighhht," Seamus said skeptically. "And the pumps? All your sneakers at the dry cleaners too?"

––––––––

"Fuck the pumps," Mirella said in a harsh whisper, jerking forward across the table. "Listen, Seamus ... last night at the party, at Luc's ... I saw some things. I did some things, things I didn't want to do ... except ... "

––––––––

"Oh shit, Randi, you didn't fall off the wagon, did you?" Seamus said, suddenly very concerned. "Is that why you're wearing the sunglasses, because you're hungover?"

––––––––

He reached out and took the big sunglasses off his long-time friend's face, and Mirella didn't lift a hand to stop him. He'd been there when they were both young reporters, covering for her while she puked half the morning away, snorted a line of coke off the bathroom sink, and then started drinking again by lunch. Her dad died when she was just out of school, left her the sizable family fortune, her own swanky downtown condo and emotionally empty inside.

––––––––

She went way over the edge, trying to feel something again. When it finally all came crashing down, Seamus had been the one to drive her to rehab and picked her up after she finished her program. He'd been scared for years that she'd fall off the wagon because of her job; she was constantly attending parties and galas, official dinners and other things where it was de rigueur to professionally tie one on. But in eight years since Seamus picked her up she hadn't had a drink; it was the most amazing display of mental fortitude Seamus had ever seen.

––––––––

Now he looked at her with all the friendship and brotherly concern he could gather in his gaze, and two very bloodshot eyes looked back at him.

––––––––

"Now do you see why I couldn't come into the office," she said. "People would jump to the same conclusion you did."

––––––––

"So you're saying you're not hungover," Seamus said levelly.

––––––––

"Seamus, I swear to you I'm not," Mirella said, holding his gaze levelly.

––––––––

Seamus looked at her for a few heartbeats, and then leaned back in his chair and took a big sip from his coffee. She was not a good liar, and she wasn't lying now.

––––––––

"What, so did you get pink eye from that dusty old house?" Seamus said.

––––––––

"No I don't have pink eye," Mirella said, flustered. "At least, I don't think you can get pink eye that way."

––––––––

"WHAT way?"

––––––––

Mirella took a deep breath.

––––––––

"I got cum in my eyes," she said, exhaling.

––––––––

Seamus sat there a beat, unsure he heard her correctly. He rewound his brain and replayed what she just said - an old reporter trick - and after confirmation, he did the only thing he could do. He burst out laughing.

––––––––

Mirella rolled her very bloodshot eyes at him again and plucked her sunglasses out of his hand, returning them to her face.

––––––––

"You meet a rich European guy in the clerk's office," Seamus said, slowly catching his breath, "and later that night you let him cum on your face?"

––––––––

"I wouldn't say that, no," Mirella said, frowning.

––––––––

Seamus suddenly sat bolt upright, blood draining from his face, all mirth forgotten.

––––––––

"You didn't let him, did you?" Seamus asked angrily, getting louder. "He forced you, didn't he. He raped you. I will ... "

––––––––

Mirella reached out and grabbed Seamus's arm to cut him off and hunched down at the table, trying to shield herself from a few turning heads.

––––––––

"For fuck's sake, Seamus, will you lower your voice and shut the fuck up for a second," Mirella whispered. "Nobody fucking raped me, I'd be at the police department if they had."

––––––––

"Okay, okay, I'm listening," Seamus said, voice lowered again.

––––––––

Mirella took another deep breath, let it out, and said, "It was more than one guy. It was four or five. Actually definitely five. And Luc wasn't one of them."

––––––––

Seamus blinked and then teetered backwards, falling as if physically struck. The back of his chair caught him, and he rebounded up off of it and leaned forward across the table.

––––––––

"That's, uh ... that's a new one," he said quietly.

––––––––

"I can explain ... I think. Sort of," Mirella said, and thrust her phone into his hands. She titled it horizontally, called up a video and pressed play.

––––––––

The video began out of focus and the lighting was pretty dim with a red tint, but the camera adjusted itself and Seamus made out what was happening pretty quickly. The video was shot at a weirdly low angle, but it unmistakably showed two people fucking. Actually, it was a tall muscular black guy fucking a very well-endowed blonde's tits as she held them together, and she was taking the tip of his cock hungrily into her mouth at the end of every stroke, slurping it audibly. Seamus looked around to see if anyone else could hear the moans coming from the video, but nobody seemed to notice. Seamus turned back to the video and watched for a few more seconds; the man thrusting, occasionally lightly slapping the woman's large breasts as she held them for him to fuck.

––––––––

"That ... that's quite something Randi," Seamus said. Despite being in a bit of shock from the last minute of bizarre personal revelations and sex videos, Seamus felt his cock twitch in his pants. The tit-fucking on the video on Mirella's phone was still very hot - if surprising - and he was still a man.

––––––––

"Look at their faces; do you recognize who that is?" Mirella said.

––––––––

Seamus took a closer look - their faces hadn't been high priority until now - but after a few seconds he actually did know who both of them were.

––––––––

"Holy shit, Randi," Seamus said. "That's a video of the third district State Rep. Maxwell Gentry tit-fucking the Channel 12 weather girl Bianca whats-her-name."

––––––––

"Yeah," Mirella said, taking her phone back. "Bukowski."

––––––––

"And I'm pretty sure they're both married," Seamus said.

––––––––

"Yeah," Mirella said. "and not to each other."

––––––––

"Holy shit," Seamus said, leaning back in his chair again. He took a big sip from his coffee and stared into the distance thoughtfully, then looked back to her. "So ... how did that lead to five dudes cumming on your face?"

––––––––

"Yeah, so ... you saw how the angle on that video was kind of low? Well that's because I was trying to surreptitiously shoot the video from underneath the table where I was sitting, and they're up on a raised circular platform covered in pillows. It was risky as hell, but that whole thing had been going on for a while and I was sure nobody was paying any attention to me."

––––––––

"So you got caught?"

––––––––

"After Max finished by cumming all over Bianca's tits - and I mean all over them, I didn't think one person could have so much cum - and she licked the cum off her own tits and swallowed it like she was starving for it ... uh, yeah, so right after they finished, Luc came up behind me and plucked me out of my seat, holding my wrist of the hand that had the phone in it. I guess I was kind of transfixed by the two of them and wasn't paying enough attention, because he really came out of nowhere to get the jump on me. I was trying to be careful."

––––––––

"Anyway, he holds up my wrist above our heads so everyone can see the phone, and he wraps his other arm around my waist and pulls me close into his body, so my ass is rubbing right up on him."

––––––––

"Nobody moves, nobody says a fucking thing, but they're all looking right at me, including Bianca and Max. Luc bends down and whispers into my ear, 'Freely they stood who stood, and fell who fell. And with this, you're entering free fall, Mirella.'

––––––––

"So I turn to him and look at him, getting ready to cry out, to claw his eyes and run, to pull the mace from my bag and fill the room with it, whatever it took, and I look into his eyes. He has these deep, deep brown eyes, almost black but not. He pulls me tighter to him and we're pressed against each other, chest to chest. I can feel my heart beating fast and frantic, and I can feel his too, and it's calmly beating away, like he's doing nothing more strenuous than taking an afternoon nap. He's grip on me is so strong, but it's not threatening or aggressive, he's just holding me in place, phone up above my head, body pressed into his, solid.

––––––––

And everything falls away from the two of us. It's like we're just standing in a dark void, he and I, we're the only things that exist. And I swear his mouth didn't move as I looked at his eyes, but as sure as I'm sitting right here in this chair talking to you, his voice fills my head and it says: 'you have the choice: stay or go.'"

––––––––

Seamus sat across from Mirella while the tale spilled out of her, watching her. All the while she had a faraway look in her eyes, looking across the middle distance while she recalled the prior evening, almost as if she were in a trance.

––––––––

Now she was stuck, as if those words - 'stay or go' - were still echoing in her head. Seamus waited for her to continue, but she just gazed out across the room, looking at nothing.

––––––––

Finally, Seamus prompted her.

––––––––

"And ... "

––––––––

Mirella shook herself, and looked back at Seamus. Then she looked down at the table.

––––––––

"And I stayed."

––––––––

"You stayed," Seamus repeated.

––––––––

"I stayed," Mirella said, still looking at the table. "Because I wanted to stay. And I wanted to kiss Luc. So I kissed him."

––––––––

"You kissed him?" Seamus said incredulously.

––––––––

"Yes, is there a fucking echo in here or something?" She said, snapping her head back up to Seamus. "I kissed him. It bubbled up from deep inside me, and it was the thing I desired the most right in that moment. So I did it."

"And then what happened?" Seamus said.

––––––––

"He kissed me back, and it was good. And then we were back in the room, some dimly-lit swanky red-tinted room in his big Victorian mansion. And we're kissing in a room with Bianca the weather girl still licking up cum and a state rep standing over her, cock in hand, panting. And there are so many other famous people there, Seamus, I can't even tell you: athletes and politicians, actresses - that chick from the insurance commercials - and people who run local charities, university presidents, everybody. And Luc reaches down and sweeps me off my feet, still looking directly in my eyes, and carries me to the platform that Bianca and Max were just on and sets me there.

––––––––

And I'm kneeling on a sweat-soaked cushion, and Luc circles around me, one finger trailing along my shoulders, and he stops when he's directly behind me. He reaches round my body and effortlessly rips my shirt right off me, so I'm there in my lacy black bra, kneeling. And then ... and then I reach behind my back and undo my bra, and it falls away, and my tits are out in front of everyone."

––––––––

"Wait ... you undid your own bra? He didn't take it off you?"

––––––––

Seamus couldn't believe what Mirella was telling him. She'd been serially single for years; she had hooked up her fair share in her wild early 20s, but she'd calmed down considerably since she came back from rehab. This ... this was not like the Randi he knew at all. Now she kept almost all romantic attachments at arms length, focusing on her job. She'd always been quite modest, actually, careful to keep her business out of the streets lest it compromise her position as the gossip and nightlife writer at the paper.

––––––––

"Definitely not. I took my bra off. I ... I don't know why."

––––––––

"Fuck," Seamus said. "Randi, you don't need to ..."

––––––––

"Yes I do," she cut in. "Let me finish. I have to tell somebody about this, somebody I trust."

––––––––

Seamus leaned back and took a sip from his coffee, now barely room temperature, and he gestured for her to continue. He also had to reach down and readjust his cock, which was painfully pinned down his pant leg.

––––––––

"So my bra is off, and I cup my breasts, and I look back over my shoulder at Luc. And he's still looking right into me with those brown eyes, but I see he's holding my phone, recording me at the center of the room, fondling myself. And I don't care.

––––––––

"And he says to me, 'Those who restrain desire do so because theirs is weak enough to be restrained.' He quotes William fucking Blake at me, Seamus. And I just nod, and slowly lick my lips. Then he nods. I look back out and scan the crowd, and there are men standing and walking towards the stage that I'm on, as if they knew what it was I desired without me even having to say it. Behind them I can see that other people have their phones out and they're recording me now, too. And I close my eyes, and I lightly pinch my own nipples, and I cum for the first time, right there on the platform, with everyone watching me, without anyone touching me by myself."

––––––––

"Then there are five men surrounding me, their crotches even with my face, and then I've taken all their cocks out. And I just start sucking them, first one by one around the circle, making eye contact with each one while I do it like that man is only man in the room. Then I take one in my mouth while I jerk off two others. And the only noise in the whole place is just me moaning and slurping and sucking these cocks, and the men groaning and telling me how good a cocksucker I am and how beautiful I look."

––––––––

"Randi, I don't ... ," Seamus started.

––––––––

"Yes you do," Mirella said over the top of him. "Shut the fuck up and let me finish."

––––––––

Seamus nodded, and tried to clear his throat. Mirella looked back to the middle distance, and after a few moments resumed her tale.

––––––––

"I can tell the men are getting close to cumming, and suddenly Luc grabs me by my hair and tugs me down so my ass is on my heels and my head is tilted back and I'm looking directly at Luc and he's looking down at me, one hand snaked through my hair and the other recording me with my own phone. And I grab my tits and lick my lips again, and then the first man cums all over me, all over my face, spurt after spurt, painting me with his hot cum. And I cum so hard, unlike I've ever cum before, I can feel myself squirting and soaking my own panties. Each guy pops off on me, all over my tits and face, and I can feel their hot jism running down my face and body, and it feels like each time a stream of cum hits me I orgasm again until I'm screaming and so much cum is in my mouth and I'm shivering and shaking. It was pure ecstasy."

––––––––

"Then all I can hear is what I think is the blood rushing in my ears, just pure white noise. But as I come back to my senses a little I realize it's actually cheering, thunderous, ear-splitting applause. I try to wipe the cum from my eyes and I realize how much it's stinging and I don't care, but I look out and I see that everyone is on their feet and cheering like I just sang at Carnegie Hall or something. And Luc bounds up next to me and pulls me up by my hair so I'm standing and he raises his voice up over the crowd and booms out, clear as day, 'Ladies and Gentlemen, I give you Mirella.'

––––––––

Mirella looked up from the table, and Seamus's eyes were fixed on her, searching her face.

––––––––

"It was the happiest I've ever been, Seamus."

––––––––

Seamus blinked at her, absolutely unable to make any sense of it all.

––––––––

"Randi, I ... that's just ... are you ... are you sure this happened? That it wasn't just a vivid sex dream?"

––––––––

Mirella just looked at Seamus for a few heartbeats, and then she put her phone back in his hand, and slid it one frame to the left with her thumb, and pressed play. Seamus looked down, and there on her own phone was his oldest friend, bent backwards and staring up at the camera, holding her own naked breasts, her hair and makeup mussed and smeared. Then the first jet of cum splashed on her face, and her mouth turned to a broad smile, and she let out a noise born of pure pleasure and shook, and then she was hit by jet after jet of cum, and she could barely catch her breath for the next orgasmic cry.

––––––––

Seamus shuddered in his chair as his balls boiled over and he shot his load all over his underwear. He closed his eyes and gripped the table, trying to get a hold of himself. When he looked up and across the table at his friend, she was shuddering too and breathing heavily. Their eyes met.

––––––––

"I just came again, watching you watch the video," Mirella said.

––––––––

"I came too," Seamus said.

––––––––

"I know," Mirella said, softly.

––––––––

Together they sat silently for a bit, catching their breath. Finally Mirella reached out to take her phone back from Seamus, and her hand rested on his for a moment.

––––––––

"Let's go for a drive, get cleaned up and talk about what happens now," Mirella said.

––––––––

"Okay," Seamus said. "Let me call into the paper and let them know I had to leave early. Family emergency."

––––––––

Mirella smiled.


House of Darkness Pt. 02

Seamus grabbed his car from the garage, swung by the coffee shop to collect Mirella, and headed to his tiny apartment in the neighborhood he optimistically called "pre-gentrified." At a stop light Seamus quickly texted Vanessa that he had to grab some things from his apartment, and he'd probably just crash there for the night.

––––––––

'Makes sense,' Vanessa texted back. 'I'll be lonely in this big bed without you.'

––––––––

The car ride was silent, but not strained. Seamus drove, turning things over in his head, and Mirella sat quietly staring out the window. Seamus could feel the sticky cum in his pants start to go cold, and began thinking about a shower. Then he began thinking about a shower with Mirella, and glanced over at her. She was staring out the window, but he saw she was touching her lips and face with her right hand, and with her left cupping her breast and rubbing her nipple that was clearly poking through the silk blouse she was wearing.

––––––––

All of a sudden he realized he could smell her scent, her arousal, quite strongly. She was replaying the scene in her head, he knew, over and over, and she still was turned on by it. His cock started to swell again.

––––––––

A loud honk from behind him cut through his thoughts, and he realized he'd been sitting at a green light for a while. He cleared his throat and stepped on the gas, and from the corner of his eye he saw Mirella clasp her hands and rest them on her lap.

––––––––

"Did you know who they were," Seamus asked, voice a little hoarse.

––––––––

"Hmm? Oh, them," she said absently, staring out the window still. "Sure, I knew who most of them were, but it doesn't matter."

––––––––

"What do you mean it doesn't' matter?"

––––––––

She turned to look at him.

––––––––

"They know I have the video of Bianca and Max ... Luc let me leave with the video still on my phone, as you saw."

––––––––

"Huh, yeah, that doesn't make much sense," Seamus said.

––––––––

"Sure it does," Mirella said. "Any number of them have a video of me sucking off five guys and loving it. It's detente."

––––––––

Seamus chewed on that a bit.

––––––––

"Is that the only copy of the video you have, the one of Bianca and Max?" Seamus asked.

––––––––

He shook his head a bit; Mirella did this thing where she was on a first name basis with someone from the moment she met them, and now she had him doing it. Except he hadn't met Max or Bianca in person, he'd just watched a video of the state representative fucking the weather girl's tits.

––––––––

"Yeah," she said.

––––––––

"Well don't you think you should make one? You know, for insurance purposes?"

––––––––

Mirella looked back out the window and didn't say anything for a bit.

––––––––

"I don't think I need to," she said, finally.

––––––––

"Why the hell not?!" Seamus nearly shouted, practically startling himself. Mirella stared out the window.

––––––––

"I just ... I just know," she said.

––––––––

Seamus brought himself under control again, and said "Mirella, what the fuck is going on with you? Do you have any idea how fucking out there this is?"

––––––––

She looked back at him.

––––––––

"I do, Seamus," she said softly. "Believe me, I do. But I don't think it just something that's going on with me, I think it's bigger than that. That's why we have to get to the bottom of this, of Luc Mane and his mansion on a hill."

***

Seamus jammed his key in the lock of his small apartment, jiggled it until it turned, and then jammed his shoulder into the door, checking the door open with a bang.

––––––––

"It gets a little stuck," he said over his shoulder to Mirella, who was standing in the dimly lit hallway with a barely-repressed horrified look.

––––––––

She stepped inside, took off her sunglasses and surveyed his tiny place, careful not to brush up against anything in her nice clothes.

––––––––

"Jesus, Seamus, no wonder you don't let anybody in here," she said. "The vermin probably think you're infesting them."

––––––––

"Hilarious," Seamus said dryly. "It's not that bad, and you know it."

––––––––

He pointed to the old wooden baseball bat he kept propped by the door; the closest thing he had to a security system. "Besides the vermin run screaming when they see me wielding this bad boy."

––––––––

"Screaming, or laughing?" Mirella returned with a quirk of her eyebrow.

––––––––

"Hey, whatever works," Seamus said with shrug. " Can I get you something to drink?"

––––––––

"That'd be great, thanks," she said, and Seamus took a few steps into the tiny kitchen and opened the fridge.

––––––––

"Okay, we've got water or... beer," he said from the kitchen. "So ... water it is then. Or I could make you a cup of tea? I don't have any milk, though, and probably not any sugar either ..."

––––––––

"Water's fine, Seamus," Mirella said.

––––––––

Seamus returned from the kitchen with a glass of water and a beer for himself. Together they sat at his tiny table for a few minutes, quietly sipping, not talking. Seamus looked at Mirella's bloodshot eyes. Mirella looked off into the distance, and every once in awhile she lightly brushed her lips with her fingertips.

––––––––

"So, what now, Randi," Seamus finally said, breaking the silence. "What's next?"

––––––––

"Well you probably want a shower and a change of clothes ... " Mirella said.

––––––––

"I do," Seamus nodded. "And you could use one too." He sniffed the air emphatically, and then grinned at her.

––––––––

"I could, couldn't I ... but I don't have anything to change into," she said, smiling.

––––––––

"I'm sure I have some sweats you could borrow," Seamus said.

––––––––

"Thank you, Seamus," she said, looking down at herself. "Sweats and red pumps, that will make quite a statement."

––––––––

"Heh, yeah," Seamus chuckled. "What's with outfit, anyway? I thought you hated heels."

––––––––

"Every girl hates heels until she sees herself in a mirror, Seamus," she said. "But ... I don't know why I'm wearing them. I was in a cab on the way to work before I realized what I had on, and then I didn't think about it again until you mentioned it in the coffee shop."

––––––––

"You look ... you look hot, Randi," Seamus said. "And it's not just the clothes or the shoes."

––––––––

"I came so hard I thought the world was ending last night, Seamus," she said. "That ... has an effect on you."

––––––––

"Clearly," Seamus said, looking at her.

––––––––

She looked back at him, eyes still bloodshot. They sat in silence for a few more seconds.

––––––––

"Anyway," Seamus said, "I actually meant what's next in trying to figure out what's going on with Luc. You don't think you just caught a glimpse of some swingers club for the rich and powerful?"

––––––––

"No," Mirella said, shaking her head. "There is more to it than that. Seamus ... have you ever been compelled?"

––––––––

"Compelled," Seamus repeated. "Yeah, fucking expense reports for Barnes."

––––––––

"No," Mirella said. "That's something you're required to do, it's part of your job no matter how much you hate it. Compulsion is different."

––––––––

"Tell me," Seamus said.

––––––––

"Compulsion is when you do something not of your own free will, but it's definitely you doing it, and you want to do it, but there is some other force involved," she said. "Like something inside of you is ... pulling you towards an action, something you know you shouldn't do, something that is only going to harm you in the long run, but you still do it."

––––––––

Seamus looked at her, letting that soak in. "The booze," he said, after a moment.

––––––––

Mirella smiled, leaned forward across the table, and took his hand in both of hers.

––––––––

"That's exactly right, Seamus," Mirella said. "Alcoholism is being powerless to overcome the grip booze has on you, no matter how much you know it's killing you and ruining your life. At 6 a.m. you're swearing you'll never drink again, and that today is the day you'll stop because you hate feeling this way. By noon you tell yourself you can't do it cold turkey, so just one drink at lunch for a few days to get you over the hump, then you'll cut it out entirely.

––––––––

"By 6 p.m. you're laughing at yourself for ever wanting to quit; you can stop at any time, you just don't want to, the booze makes you feel great. You've been in control all along. At midnight you're stumbling home on the arm of some loser you just met who knows he's about to get lucky because you're completely out of control. Then it starts again the next morning."

––––––––

Seamus looked at his friend, and remembered. Remembered all the times he watched her go through that exact cycle, hoping the next day was the day she'd find rock bottom and get clean. Remembered his own weakness, enabling her by going out with her on most nights because she was fun and knew people and had hot female friends who were always down to party.

––––––––

Seamus remembered the night he was the lucky loser who took her home, how they'd drunkenly started to fuck in her bed until she puked everywhere and passed out, how he'd cleaned her up and cleaned up her room and then stayed up next to her making sure she didn't choke on her own vomit. How the next morning she had no idea they'd had sex the night before, and how cheap and awful he felt, and how he couldn't bring himself to tell her.

––––––––

He remembered the day he found her passed out on her front step at 2 p.m., sure she was dead, and when he rolled her over and shook her and she opened her eyes and said the four most incredible words he'd ever heard: "Seamus, I need help."

––––––––

Mirella watched Seamus's face while the memories flooded in, and her smile turned sad. He was just one of many who she'd hurt in those years, but one of the very few who stuck around. She stood up and kissed him gently on his forehead; Seamus closed his eyes and shivered when her soft lips touched him.

––––––––

She sat back down and said, "I think that's what happened last night."

––––––––

Seamus opened his eyes and looked at her. "You said you didn't drink."

––––––––

"I didn't," Mirella said. "Not a drop. I remember everything."

––––––––

"You were drugged, then," Seamus said.

––––––––

"No, that didn't happen either, I'm sure of it," she said.

––––––––

"Then what the hell are we talking about here, Randi?"

––––––––

"That's what we're trying to find out, Seamus," Mirella said emphatically, letting go of Seamus's hands and leaning back in her chair. "Something compelled me to let go of all reasonable inhibitions, to call up my deepest darkest fantasies from somewhere inside of me, and then compelled me to act on them. I wanted to suck all those cocks, Seamus, to perform for those men, for them to paint me with their cum like I was their canvas."

––––––––

Mirella got that far off look in her eye again, and absently touched her lips, running her finger along them. Seamus looked at her, tried to clear his throat and failed, took a big swig of his beer and managed to have it go down the wrong way, breaking into a coughing fit.

––––––––

Mirella looked at him. Seamus held his palms out plaintively while he recovered.

––––––––

"What?" she said. "We all have sexual fantasies that we bury deep down, even ... extreme ones. Stop looking at me like that Seamus, I know you have weird shit too. You're a man; you probably watch cartoons and wonder what each female character is like in bed."

––––––––

Seamus just blinked at her.

––––––––

"Gross," she said, making a face.

––––––––

"Uh, well, I was only about eight when Jessica Rabbit was ..." Seamus started.

––––––––

"Yeah, let's stay on track here," Mirella cut in. "The point is ... we all have these fantasies, but never in a million years would I even dream of having a fucking bukkake party in front of all these high-powered players I've been covering for my whole career; I don't think I would have done that completely shitfaced. But something opened a little window into my deep subconscious and let that fantasy wriggle out into the open."

––––––––

"Luc," Seamus said.

––––––––

"Yeah, I think so," Mirella nodded. "He's the piece that's new to the equation. He buys that big fancy house on the outskirts of town - cash - and fixes it up without anyone really noticing. He's inserted himself into high society quickly and easily, much faster than just having big money would allow. And ... " she trailed off.

––––––––

"And what, Randi?" Seamus said, prompting her to continue.

––––––––

"And while I was there, in his house, everything just seemed so ... completely normal," Mirella said.

––––––––

"Ha! How so?" Seamus asked with a chuckle. "So far absolutely none of this seems normal to me."

––––––––

Mirella took a sip of her water, gathering her thoughts, and leaned back in her chair, again looking off somewhere Seamus couldn't see, pulling memories back into the light and piecing them together.

––––––––

"That's just thing thing," she started. "The night started out like any other of these high society gatherings, people pulling up in fancy cars, valets, the doorman with an earpiece and a list. It could have been a charity ball or a political fundraising dinner at a private residence. Everyone was well dressed; I was a little worried that I was underdressed until I saw Luc, who was wearing dark jeans and a black, form-fitting turtleneck."

––––––––

"Tactical turtleneck, nice," Seamus murmured.

––––––––

"What?" Mirella said, startled out of her reverie.

––––––––

"Nothing, sorry," Seamus said quickly. "Keep going. Tell me everything, every detail. We have no idea what we're looking for at this point, or what might trigger some clue to what we're dealing with here."

––––––––

Mirella settled back into her memories, and again the words started to flow out of her.

––––––––

"I guess I didn't realize how big that Van Hooten house really is," she continued. "It's definitely big from the outside, and it's set kind of far back from the road so I'd never been all that close to it before. But once you get inside, it's huge. I was one of maybe three dozen guests; we gathered in the front two rooms, the parlor and a big library with floor to ceiling bookshelves and a really incredible collection of museum quality art and artifacts. I'm almost certain he had an authentic Rubens hanging on the wall, marble busts and statues that were really, really old, and a few other things Vanessa could probably name on sight."

––––––––

"There was full open bar, so people were taking advantage of that; they had sparkling apple cider, which is such a coup for me, you have no idea, so that put me in a great mood right from the start. The guest list was impressive, major local celebs and a few C-listers from the national scene, everyone from ball players to actors to square-jawed folk I'm pretty sure were high-ranking military. I try not to draw too much attention at these things, I don't want to become the story, but it's also important to be seen at this stuff so people don't find it odd to invite me to the next thing."

––––––––

"Anyway there was a raw bar and the usual spread, all excellent. I kept my eye on Luc to see who he was talking to. He made the rounds and spoke to everybody, and I could tell he had the key skill of a top-tier host, which is he could seem completely engaged in a conversation while at the same time taking the temperature of the entire room and know what's happening all around him."

––––––––

"Our eyes met, and he excused himself out of the conversation he was in and made his way over to me. I started to get a little flushed; he's really handsome, Seamus, in a tall and dark way, and he has a ... a presence. But this wasn't my first rodeo and I kept my best big smile on and watched him approach. He thanked me for coming, and I told him I couldn't possibly miss out on the opportunity to snoop on the city's most interesting new face. He chuckled and said 'Oh, I've been in town longer than you think.' He said he's just recently finished the work on the house, however, so he felt the need to invite a few friends over, both new and old, to show it off a bit. I complimented him on the work - the house really is fantastic, very well done - and I told him I loved his taste in art, pointing to the ancient pieces in the library. And he said ... he ..."

––––––––

Mirella stopped and picked her water glass to take a sip. Seamus saw that her hands were shaking and she struggled to get the glass to her lips without spilling. It was the first time Seamus had seen a real crack in her calm so far.

––––––––

"What, what did he say?" Seamus said, leaning in.

––––––––

Mirella set the glass down, closed her eyes and took a deep breath, and then continued.

––––––––

"He said, 'There are all sorts of fascinating treasures to uncover the deeper you go, and it's such a shame to keep beautiful things buried.' At the time ... at the time it seemed like a perfectly reasonable, if slightly enigmatic, thing to say about his collection, but now, after what happened ..."

––––––––

"This guy sounds like a real piece of work," Seamus said.

––––––––

"Something like that, yeah," Mirella said. "He pointed out that I was drinking the sparkling apple cider, and I told him I was seven years sober, and he raised his glass and we clinked. He said he was constantly impressed with people who learned to keep their inner demons at bay. I told him what I tell everybody, you take it one day at a time. I asked him what he did for a living, and he said he was a long-time commodities trader. Then a member of his house staff came up and whispered in his ear, and he excused himself."

––––––––

"Okay so then what happened," Seamus said after a beat. "So far everything does seem normal, cryptic foreshadowing aside. How did it go from high society elbow rubbing and passed apps to a raunchy sex party?"

––––––––

"That's the weird thing, Seamus it just ... it just kind of happened," Mirella said.

––––––––

"So Bianca just took her top off after a few drinks and swung it around her head?" Seamus said.

––––––––

"No, no," Mirella said, shaking her head. "Of course not, don't be dense."

––––––––

"Oh, I'm sorry, how unreasonable of me," Seamus said sarcastically. "Please, illuminate."

––––––––

Mirella's eyes narrowed a bit, but then she shook her head and smiled. She reached out and squeezed Seamus's hand.

––––––––

"I'm sorry, it's just this is ... so fucking bizarre," she said. "I feel like I'm recalling this elaborate dream, but it happened Seamus. Me telling you is actually solidifying it all in my mind; that was true in the coffee shop too, telling you what happened has helped me come to terms with it myself, at least as much as I can. I know it's been hard on you ... well, uh,"

––––––––

"Yes, sex puns, they'll get right on top of you if you're not careful," Seamus said with a grin. "Try writing headlines with such a deeply dirty mind. But I'm trying to get to the compulsion, Randi, the point where something began pulling on you against your own free will."

––––––––

"Right," she said. "So he walks off and I talk to two or three more people, and then Luc comes back into the room and says, 'Ladies and gentlemen, if you'd please join me in the conservatory, we have some light entertainment for the evening.' He has this rich resonant voice and it cut right through the crowd, and everyone starts filing out of the rooms and down the hall.

––––––––

That's when we enter the room with the raised dais in the center. At this point it had a stool and a cello in a stand on it. The dias was surrounded by couches and comfortable chairs, with a low tables few tables to hold the drinks. Everything is very cushy and comfortable and everyone fits easily, so I take a chair near the front. Staff are circulating taking drink orders and quickly hustling them back to the guests. Then Luc steps up onto the stage and plucks the cello from the stand and takes a seat on the stool."

––––––––

"Hold it," Seamus broke in. "This guy plays the fucking cello too? You've got to be kidding me. Did he play fucking Wonderwall?"

––––––––

"I know Seamus, believe me I know," she said. "Even at the time I cringed internally and was like, 'yeah, here we go, he's got the shark lined up and he's preparing to jump.' And then he started to play. And Seamus ... it was amazing. Like feel it in your bones amazing. He made Yo-Yo Ma sound like some roadie for Linkin Park."

––––––––

"At some point the lights dimmed while he played, and the room was lit by these old lamps on the walls that had these crimson lamp shades, with like the gold tassels, you know? I think they were even gas lights because they flickered a bit, like something out of the Gilded Age. But it went perfectly with the music, Seamus.

––––––––

And the music, the music just penetrated you, got right inside you and took you places. He had the room, all of us, soaring, then swimming through the deepest ocean depths, then crying at the saddest thing you could imagine, and then calm and serene. I have no idea what the piece was he played, I'm not a big classical person, but I'm sure I've never heard it before. He stroked out the last note and it reverberated around the room, and then faded. Nobody moved. Then he said, 'Thank you,' and the room collectively gasped - we'd all been holding our breath through the last note and the silence that followed. People stood and applauded, and I applauded right along with everyone. He deserved it, it was an amazing performance.

"He gestured to the crowd to sit back down and the applause died down as we took our seats. He was still sitting on the stool and thanked us all for coming, and said how honored he was to have so many friends - old and new - come for his little gathering, and he was blessed to know so many interesting people. And ... and I guess that's when it happened."

––––––––

"What happened?" Seamus asked. "This is where the night turned?"

––––––––

Mirella nodded, and took a long sip of water to moisten her throat. She steadied herself, and then began again.

––––––––

"The lights never came up after his performance, and the first thing I noticed was the lighting, how dim and ... I don't know, sensual? ... it was. It fit perfectly for the music, but without it it seemed a bit ... odd.

––––––––

"Then Luc stands and says, 'The best part about having interesting friends is that you never want for interesting conversation. And I was having the most interesting conversation earlier with our friend Maxwell. Max, why don't you come up here and tell everyone what we were talking about?'

––––––––

Sure enough, up stands the third district's state rep, and he walks up to the stage. While he's approaching house staff are quickly and quietly hustling away Luc's cello, the stand and the stool, and replacing them with these plush and ornate cushions, like something some sultan would lounge upon. At least I think that's what must have happened; the whole room's attention was on Maxwell Gentry and his brief trek to the dais, and nobody said a thing. When he reached the dais, there was Luc, stretched out on half of the pillows like he was alone in his living room. It was so ... casual.

––––––––

So Max reaches the stage, and ... we'll you've seen him in person before, he's a big guy, former basketball star at State I think, and he's kept himself in good shape. He cuts an imposing figure. Anyway, he reaches the stage and just casually flops down next to Luc, lounging on the pillows like they've done it a hundred times before. And Luc says, 'Max, please, tell everyone what we were talking about earlier.' And Max says, 'Well, you asked how the permitting was going on the proposed development at the Riverwalk ...' and Luc breaks in and says, 'No no, not that, what could possibly be more dull? I mean the really interesting thing. The thing you were so passionate about, tell us all about that.'

––––––––

So Max says, 'Oh, that. Well, I was explaining how Bianca Bukowski has the most exquisite pair of tits I've ever seen, and she's got to be on the short list for best in the world.'

––––––––

"He just said that, out loud, to everybody in the crowd," Seamus said in disbelief.

––––––––

"Yes!" Mirella said. "And mind you ... Bianca is sitting like, right over there, and everyone in the room knows she's sitting right over there. And you know what the first thing that popped into my head was? 'You know, he's absolutely right. Her breasts are absolutely exquisite.' It seemed so absolutely normal to be discussing Bianca's tits."

––––––––

"Well, they are great tits," Seamus said, "But ... that's fucking weird."

––––––––

"So weird. But in the moment, nobody batted an eyelash, except maybe Bianca, who seemed quite pleased."

––––––––

"Naturally," Seamus said dryly.

––––––––

"And so Max just launches into this ode to Bianca's tits, how they're the perfect shape and size, how he turns into Channel 12 every morning just so he can see them bounce and jiggle as she points out high pressure fronts or whatever. He says something like, 'I've bought my fair share of lingerie over the years, and let me tell you that there is no bra that's ever been created that could make another pair of tits do what hers do. It's like the float supernaturally high and proud on her chest. I would do almost anything to touch them, and I'd do it twice to suck on them.'"

––––––––

Then Luc sits up, and says to everyone, 'That's just fascinating, because in a completely separate conversation I was having with Bianca out in the parlor, you actually came up. Isn't that right Bianca?' And everyone looks over at her, and she nods.

––––––––

'Why don't you come up here and tell everyone why we were talking about Max,' Luc said, and he scoots over to the edge of the dais to make room for her between him and Max, and she walks over on the dais and climbs up between them. She looks so tiny between these two big imposing men.

––––––––

'Well,' Bianca said, 'I don't remember exactly how it came up, but I was wondering aloud if the rumors about Mr. Gentry were true.' Luc prompts her to go on, and she says, 'Well it's obvious that he takes care of himself, and if he really does have a that big of a cock, Mrs. Gentry must be a very lucky woman, because I bet he fucks like a champion.'

––––––––

"Holy shit," Seamus said quietly. "Well, obviously I know where this leads ... "

––––––––

"Seamus, we all sat there and watched them, just like we watched Luc playing the cello. I guess we were spellbound by another beautiful performance. The three of them had a few minutes of back-and-forth banter, and then Luc got up and sort of faded into the background, and Bianca was letting Max feel her tits through her dress. She was closing her eyes and biting her lip, and suddenly her eyes shot open and she grabbed him by the collar and they kissed, slow and passionate.

––––––––

She whispers something in his ear, and they both stand up; he takes off his shirt and unbuckles his pants and pulls them and his underwear down the the floor, and out pops this incredible specimen of cock, big and thick and standing straight out. Bianca looks down, gasps, smiles, and then wraps both hands around it and squeezes.

––––––––

Then she spins around and Max unzips her dress from behind; it's red and fashionable and looks amazing on her pale white skin, and she's wearing the same color lipstick and shoes to match. He peels the dress down to her waist, and she gives her hips a little shake and it pools at her feet on the floor. There she is in a red lingerie set, her amazing breasts now just covered by a lacy bra.

––––––––

Max reaches in front and unclasps the front clasp, and the subject of everyone's obsession are right there, free and swinging. And Max was right, they're high and proud and possibly the most beautiful tits on Earth."

––––––––

Mirella stopped and sighed, and finished her glass of water. She looked up at Seamus and saw that he was still staring at her intently.

––––––––

"Well, you know how that ended up, you saw the video," she said. "I got caught up a bit, sorry."

––––––––

"I ... I guess I could stand to hear the rest," Seamus said, and Mirella saw the little sparkle of hunger and need behind Seamus's eyes. "That is, if you don't mind telling it, I understand if you're too tired, or sick of talking about it."

––––––––

"How much do you want to hear, Seamus?" she asked.

––––––––

"All of it," Seamus said. "What it looked like, what they said, and ... and how it made you feel. Tell me all of it."

––––––––

Mirella saw him shift in his seat uncomfortably, and she knew. Her memories were making her feel that way too, though they presented different problems for her.

––––––––

"Seamus, I don't ..." she stopped herself. He deserved this, at least. "Well, I think we ought to move over to couch, somewhere a bit more comfortable," Seamus looked at her for a moment, then stood up and quickly adjusted his cock; she could see its outline straining against his pants, the the wet spot where he'd cum in the the coffee shop.

––––––––

"I'll get you some more water," he said, and he headed into the kitchen.

––––––––

She got up and moved to the couch; it was ratty and a little dusty, but surprisingly comfortable once she got situated. He came out with two full glasses of water and handed one to her, and then gingerly sat on the other side of the couch. He was having obvious problems getting around.

––––––––

"Seamus ... let that poor thing breathe," she said with a coy smile. "You've already got one stain to deal with and you look so unhappy."

––––––––

"Randi, I ... you think that's okay?" he said, starting to protest but clearly without any real heart in it. "I don't want to..."

––––––––

"... make things weird?" Mirella finished for him. She chuckled. "I certainly don't have too much more to hide, Seamus, and we're well past weird. It's okay with me. I trust you, do you trust me?"

––––––––

Seamus didn't hesitate. He unzipped his pants, unbuttoned them and dropped them to his ankles, peeling the sticky underwear from his body and his cock sprang free. After almost two hours of his swollen dick uncomfortably rubbing against the cloth, pinned either down his leg or in his waistband, it was finally out of confinement. He closed his eyes and sighed in relief.

––––––––

Mirella's eyes widened a bit; Seamus had a big, beautiful specimen of his own. She'd had no idea. She could see why he'd been so fidgety and uncomfortable; it must have been hellish keeping that thing under wraps while she gushed about her life-changing sexual experiences. And now she was starting to gush a bit under her skirt, too.

––––––––

"Go get your lotion, Seamus," Mirella said, gaze locked on his cock. He opened his eyes and looked at her, a little surprised. "Go, I know you have some. Guys have lotion for one reason and one reason only, and it's not moisturising. Get it."

––––––––

Seamus got up and almost fell on his face. He steadied himself, shot Mirella a grin, and then kicked off his shoes and stepped out of his pants. He padded into his bedroom and then came back out, dick in one hand and bottle of lotion in the other. He sat back down on the couch, facing his friend, holding his fully-erect cock.

––––––––

"Do it," she said.

––––––––

He squirted the lotion directly onto his cock and rubbed it in. Then he spat on it and rubbed that in in two or three slow strokes. He looked back up and Mirella; she was watching him intently.

––––––––

"Where was I?" she asked quietly.

––––––––

Seamus looked right into her bloodshot eyes, still puffy from her big night, and saw the mischievous twinkle of old Randi, pre-high society Mirella, pre-sobriety Randi, pre-fall down drunk Randi. Old Randi, fun Randi.

––––––––

"Max had just removed Bianca's red lacy front clasp bra, and her glorious, world-class tits were free and as advertised, and she's standing there in nothing but panties and matching heels for all to see," Seamus said. He gave his cock one long, deliberate stroke and shivered a little.

––––––––

"Mmmm," Randi said. She licked her lips, and then closed her eyes and recalled the previous evening. "That's right. I think everyone in the room's breath caught in their throats, and for good reason. Seamus, her tits are perfect. Bianca stood there in heels, ass and chest jutting out, thighs flexing to keep her steady. She was a goddess up on a pedestal, a goddess built for sin. And Max couldn't wait any longer to worship her.

––––––––

He flings the bra aside, reaches around, sliding his hands from her waist up her body to cup her breasts, his dark skin contrasting starkly with her paleness. Max has big hands, strong hands, a basketball player's hands, and they wrapped themselves around her tits like they were meant to be there. And maybe they were, but he could barely cover them. He reached up and lightly rubbed her nipples between his fingers, and she looked back over the shoulder and says something to him I couldn't really hear.

––––––––

Max kissed the nape of her neck and she closed her eyes and flung her head back with a groan, resting the top of her head on his broad black chest behind her, and moaned it again, this time louder and much clearer: "harder."

––––––––

Max takes his right hand, releases her breast and slowly brings it up to her chest to the front of her neck, and I could see him tightening his grip on her throat. Her eyes shoot open as he grabs her other nipple with his left hand, pulls and violently twists her pink nub that's now standing maybe an inch out from her perfectly round globe. He does the same to her right nipple. Her legs start to shake a little, her leg muscles rippling; this chick does some serious yoga, I'll tell you that.

––––––––

It seems like she's going to teeter and fall anyway, and Max quickly shifts his arm, moving from her throat to wrapping it around her rib cage, muscles clearly defined, his arm just under her breasts, lifting them ever so slightly. As soon as Max's hand moves away from her throat she draws a deep ragged breath that we can hear scraping across her vocal cords. Her lungs fill and she screams out, 'HARD..." and before she can even say the second syllable Max, lightning quick, slaps her breasts with his left hand, one-two, dead on each nipple with two loud smacks in quick succession, and Bianca just explodes up on the dais, cumming violently.

––––––––

Max reaches his left arm down around her hips and pulls her close so she doesn't go over the side; she loses all control of herself. The "ER" finally escapes her lips, but it's now the first syllable of an orgasmic scream that's shockingly loud: "EEERRRRAAAAAHAHHHHHHH!" She takes another ragged breath in, "HUUUUUUHHH," and then screams, picking up where she left off: "AAAAAHHHHHHHH!" she roars again. And that's when I realized for the first time that I was soaking wet, and something in the back of my head quietly said, "Dorothy, I don't think we're in Kansas anymore."

––––––––

Mirella opened her eyes and looked at Seamus. He was looking at her intensely. She looked down and he was stroking his big cock slowly and steadily. She plucked the water off the coffee table to her left and took a sip, and looked back at him. "How are we doing there, cowboy, still loaded?"

––––––––

Seamus grinned at her. "I'm pacing myself." He nodded down at her. "How about you?"

––––––––

Mirella looked down, and realized she had her skirt up around her waist and her hand buried in her black lace thong, two fingers working up and down from clit to her slit, in and out of her sopping pussy, and then back up again. She froze, and looked up at Seamus.

––––––––

"Oh wow I, uh, I didn't even realize I was ..."

––––––––

"... I know. And that makes it even hotter," he said, smiling at her. "Uh, you should get comfortable too, it sounds like we've got a while to go before I'm fully caught up."

––––––––

Mirella just sat there for a few heartbeats and then stood up. She straightened the skirt down from her waist, then unclasped and then unzipped it at her hip. She looked up at Seamus, and then slowly shimmied her hips back and forth, her eyes locked on his, pulling her tight skirt down her long legs until it fell to the floor. As she bent over, she knew he got a nice look down her shirt.

––––––––

Seamus made a little growling noise deep in his chest, almost sub-vocal and purely animal. She'd never heard anything like that from him before. Then again, he'd never sat on the couch in front of her, stroking his cock, while she undressed in front of him. They were way off the map at this point, she thought, and ... goodness was it fun.

––––––––

A wicked little smile played over her lips, and she stood up straight again. She reached up over her head, her chest thrust out, silky blue blouse clinging in all the right spots, and pulled the pens from bun in her hair and shook out her shoulder-length blonde hair. She saw Seamus's eyes go a little wider and he slowed his stroking, now even more deliberate. She crossed her right leg over her left, planted the sole of her left shoe firmly on the floor and spun, turning her back to him. She flipped her hair over her shoulder and looked back at him, and then hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her thong, bent over, and pulled them slowly down her ass.

––––––––

Seamus groaned out "oooohhhh wow," and took his hand off his cock all together, content to watch for a while lest he finish way ahead of schedule, way ahead of Randi. He saw her panties were pitch black with moisture; they clung to her lower lips almost jealously, not wanting to let go as she peeled them off her body. The thong finally let go and popped out between from her swollen pussy lips, and Randi slowly pulled it down her legs. They were spread apart just enough so Seamus could see it all, see how wet she was, see the sticky strings of moisture that coated her, glistening just a few feet from his face. Her pussy was completely bare; he'd never seen that in person before.

––––––––

She bent almost in half - she was no stranger to yoga herself - then stepped out of her panties and straightened, thong swaying from her crooked finger. She turned again to look at Seamus, and then on sheer impulse spun the thong around her finger once and flung them at Seamus. He reached out reflexively and plucked them out of the air with his right hand, the one that had just been stroking his now painfully throbbing cock, and he balled them into his closed fist.

––––––––

"Fuck, Randi," he said in a near whisper. "They're fucking soaked through."

––––––––

"Have been most of the day," she said, and gave him her most dazzling smile.

––––––––

Seamus took a deep breath, let it out, and then on an impulse of his own he brought the panties up to his face and inhaled the scent deeply, closing his eyes. He had been able to faintly smell her all day, but this was the pure, uncut shit, right to his brain. If a gentle breeze had found its way through his living room and over his cock, he would have cum everywhere. But he held on somehow, and open his eyes. Mirella was still smiling at him, amused.

––––––––

"I didn't take you for a panty sniffer, Seamus," she said with a little laugh.

––––––––

"I'm not ... actually I think that's the first time I've ever done that," he said, grinning sheepishly.

––––––––

"How was it?" she said, needling him a little.

––––––––

"You know how it was, Randi," he said grin fading a little, eyes hooding over as he looked at the beautiful blonde woman smiling at him, hands on her hips, naked from the waist down except for a pair of red high heels.

––––––––

"Tell me," she said.

––––––––

"Better than Bianca's tits," he said, looking at up her.

––––––––

That scored a hit. Randi felt a rush of desire flood her body, making her tingle a bit in all the right spots. She started to bend down to undo the buckles on her shoes, but then stopped and straightened, flashing another smile at Seamus.

––––––––

"I'll leave the heels on, just like Bianca did," she said.

––––––––

"Yes, please do," Seamus said. "She really left them on the whole time?"

––––––––

Randi nodded and laughed. "Just like in the pornos. It was really quite something."

––––––––

Seamus shook his head, laughing. Then he looked down at his fist and felt the warm wet cloth he was holding, and then saw his fully engorged cock standing straight up, just now backing from the brink but still throbbing with need. He looked up and saw Randi, his friend, not just Randi, the sex goddess.

––––––––

"Jesus, Randi, what are we doing?" he said, a little reality flooding into his brain.

––––––––

Mirella took two slow, unbelievably sexy steps towards Seamus, and bent over him. Seamus froze and held his breath, his heart beating a mile a minute. Mirella carefully reached over towards Seamus's lap, and then kept going to pull a pillow out that was half wedged between him and the couch. She tugged it free, and Seamus let out a great gust of breath.

––––––––

She turned, perched the pillow next to the arm of the couch and then positioned herself on it, pillow at her shoulder blades so she lay almost flat, head just resting on the arm. She moved so she could see Seamus easily. She locked her gaze with his, and let her left leg hang over the side the couch, and put her right leg on top of cushions so her legs were spread wide, giving Seamus the best view he could possibly hope for. He could have reached out and touched her pussy if he tried.

––––––––

She brought her right hand up to her lips and traced her fingers along her mouth and then licking them.Then she took that hand and slid it down herself until she got to her still-hot, steaming pussy. She flattened her hand and ran her fingers in two lazy circles around her clit, shivering as the pleasure shot up her body.

––––––––

Her eyes never left Seamus's, and she said, "I'm having the most fun I've had in a very, very long time. What are you doing Seamus?"

––––––––

"I'm jerking off in front of my best friend while she strips for me, lets me sniff her soaked-through thong and tells me the most unbelievably raunchy story I've ever heard," Seamus said, keep his gaze level with hers.

"And?" she said, a half smile creeping back across her face.

––––––––

"And I feel like I'm tumbling through the rabbit hole," he said.

––––––––

"And what else, Alice?" she prompted.

––––––––

He sat there and took her all in, heard her sultry voice and smelled her delicious scent, saw her body laid out in front of him, right there, well within arms length. Time slowed, and for the slightest half-second, it was only him, Randi and this couch, everything else slipped into a void and was dark. One heartbeat. Two. He took a deep breath, and the world rushed back in.

––––––––

He took her panties and wrapped them around his iron-hard shaft and slid them down the length, her moisture mingling with his spit and the lotion he used to jerk off. Mirella watched him with rapt attention as he cinched her soaking wet thong around the bottom of his cock and under his balls, twisting them taut and wearing them like a cock ring. He grabbed his cock and gave it a slow, deliberate stroke, then a faster one, testing his handiwork. He spit on his cock again to get the lube right, pumped, then looked up into her eyes.

––––––––

"And I've never had more fun," he said.

––––––––

Mirella's head lolled back a bit and she looked up at the ceiling, that wide grin splitting her face. She made two more circles on her clit, sending another jolt through her body. Then she looked back down at him.

––––––––

"So where was I?" she asked.

––––––––

"Bianca was screaming in ecstasy from some rough tit play while Max held her in his strong arms, keeping her from falling off the dais," Seamus said. He looked down at her bare pussy, and as he did Mirella slid two fingers into herself, lazily slipping them in and out. "And you realized for the first time how soaking wet you were."

––––––––

"Aahhhh, yes, thank you," she said, smiling, watching him watch her, and then begin to stroke his cock in time to her movements. "Strangely enough, feeling that moisture between my legs was actually the first moment I began to realize that something was a little off. Don't get me wrong, I was very much enraptured by the two incredibly good looking people just getting warmed up for passionate fuck up on stage. But the more I think about it, this is where some tiny corner of my brain started to rebel. It slowly started to dawn at me that, no, it was not normal for a state rep to be clutching a naked, orgasming weather girl in front of three dozen of the city's elite."

––––––––

"So what did you do?" Seamus said, working his cock slowly.

––––––––

"For a very long time I did nothing," she said. "I enjoyed the show, like everyone else. But I started to take in my surroundings and catalog the details while everyone else sat enchanted by the debauchery in front of us."

––––––––

"Up on the dais, Bianca was coming down a bit and reverting into puddle form, hunched down on her hands and knees, panting. Max let her go once he was sure she wasn't going to take a dive off stage. He stood over her, a step or two back, hands on his hips like a fucking superhero, grinning ear to ear with his massive cock sticking straight out in front of him.

––––––––

Suddenly, Bianca flipped her hair back and looked out over the crowd, her eyes making a slow circuit around the room. Her eyes passed over me and looked right into mine; she had the hungriest look I've ever seen in her eyes, like she'd been driven mad by her need for Max's cock. She had the grace and menace of a prowling lioness as she slowly turned. She kept turning until she was facing Max, and looked up at him, first at his face, his bright white eyes and grin, but then down at his cock in front of her. She got up on her knees and walked forward on them until she was at face level with it. She reached out and grabbed it with both hands, tenderly but firmly. She brought her face up to it, and she began the hottest display of cock worship I've ever seen."

––––––––

Seamus's eyes had hooded over again. He was listening to her tell the story, watching her slide two fingers in and out of herself and occasionally circle her clit. He began to pump a little faster, and then he looked up at Mirella's face. She was watching him stroke his cock, then looked at him and smiled. She licked her lips, closed her eyes and continued, but sped up her fingers.

––––––––

"She lifted up his monster, and first thing she did was lick from the base of his balls all the way up his shaft to the head of his cock, which must have been the size of a plum. She looked into his eyes and swirled her tongue around and around the head until it was glistening even in the dim light. Then she opened her mouth as wide it it could go and slowly fed herself his cock, testing how much she could fit in her mouth."

––––––––

"On TV it looks like she's got a pretty wide smile and a big mouth," Seamus murmured. He looked at his friend, and said, "Kind of like you."

––––––––

Mirella looked over at Seamus while he worked his big cock over, and she gave him that big wide smile. She picked up the pace of her own hand and focused on her clit for a bit, and she started to shiver as her efforts had the desired effect.

––––––––

"Mmmm, you're right, Seamus," she said. "And it was pretty clear from the start that, also like me, she loves sucking cock and the power it gives over a man." Mirella heard a little groan come from Seamus, and saw him pick up the pace as well. She smiled and lolled her head back to look up at the ceiling while she rubbed her clit with more and more urgency.

––––––––

"When you're sucking a man's cock, you're performing just for him - even if there are three dozen people in the room - and you have complete control over his pleasure. If he's fucking your face, that's different, obviously, But if you're the one blowing him, you've got him right where you want him. You can feel his every quiver as you probe for his sensitive spots, or the pace he likes. You not only can hear his his groans, growls and moans, but you feel them too, coming from deep in his diaphragm and vibrating down his cock and onto your tongue, where there are thousands and thousands of nerve endings. He is yours, putty in your hands, yours to bring off quickly or slow, hard or fast, sweet or vicious.

––––––––

"And do you know what the best part is Seamus?" Mirella lifted her head to look at him.

––––––––

"No, what's the best part Randi," Seamus said in a low gravelly voice. He gazed at her from under his hooded eyelids and stroked his cock a little faster, matching her.

––––––––

"The man knows you're the one in control, that he cums when you let him cum ... and he knows you're doing it just for him, prolonging the pleasure of giving him that sweet release, all just for him."

––––––––

With that Mirella began to quiver and shake, and she let out a loud gasp and moan, and Seamus realized she'd just talked herself into an orgasm telling him how much she loved sucking cock. He watched the waves of pleasure crash over her just a few feet away from him as she worked her own pussy furiously, reaching her peak and then coming down with jolts and spasms.

––––––––

"Fuck, Randi, you're so fucking hot," he said to her. "I had no idea you were this ... like this."

––––––––

Mirella took a deep breath and looked up at Seamus and smiled.

––––––––

"I guess I didn't either," she said. "I mean, I knew about my own turn ons and stuff. But before last night I had no idea I could be so uninhibited and ... how good it feels. And Seamus, that's exactly what Bianca was as she started to feed Max's fucking python into her mouth: completely uninhibited. I knew instantly there was no way - no fucking way - that she was going to be able to deepthroat that thing, I don't care how wide her smile is.

––––––––

"But you've got to give the girl credit for trying, because she pushed that cock as far as it would go into her mouth and down her throat. She held it like she was singing into a microphone, clutching it with both hands, and she gagged herself on that cock six or seven times trying to get it all in. All the while Max is watching her, and she's looking up at him, gagging on him, and both of them are just immersed in each other's pleasure ... if you thought that little tremor on the couch just now was hot, this would have set you on fire. I couldn't believe what I was seeing.

––––––––

"Finally Bianca gave up trying to go balls deep, but she'd been gagging and spitting on his cock for like 10 minutes, so it was completely covered in saliva and so, so sloppy. So she started bobbing on his cock, just taking the the head and a little more in her mouth, while she used both her hands up and down the rest of the shaft, rubbing and rotating in different directions. She picked up the pace and sustained a fast, fucking vicious blowjob for like two minutes. I was worried she was going to give him a heart attack or a stroke or something. He just threw his head back and started this long, loud growl until he couldn't take it anymore. I'm glad he stopped himself from cumming because he might have blown the back of her head off."

––––––––

Mirella when silent for a few seconds, and Seamus could hear the slurping sounds of her working her fingers in and out of herself. He looked down and saw that she was now up to three fingers buried in her snatch, and she was pumping pretty hard.

––––––––

Seamus was starting to go a little dry, and so he squeezed a little more lotion onto his cock and tried to spit on it. His lips smacked and he realized his mouth had gone completely dry. He groaned a little and sat up, looking for where he'd put his water.

––––––––

Then he heard Mirella breathily say, "Can I do it?"

––––––––

He looked over at her and she was looking at him, fingers still pumping in and out of her soaked slit.

––––––––

"Do what?" he asked.

––––––––

"Let me help you out there," she said, looking at him. "Here, sit back."

––––––––

She levered her body up and leaned forward, working her lips and tongue. She leaned over the top of his cock and slowly let a long string of spit slip out of her mouth, and right onto his cock head.

––––––––

He rubbed it in and started to work his cock, even faster now. Just knowing it was her spit set him afire. Mirella smiled and leaned back to where she was, fingers pumping the whole time. Seamus started to shiver and knew he was pretty close.

––––––––

"Not too much longer," Seamus said with a groan.

––––––––

"Mmm, okay sweetie, I'll meet you there," she murmured. "So before he came Max lifted Bianca up from under her arms, pulling her off his cock and up into the air. She wrapped her legs around his torso so that his cock was nestled right between her round asscheeks, and Max just held her there buried his face in her tits. He was completely crazed, ravenous, nibbling and sucking her breasts, rubbing his face in between them, motorboating and nuzzling like a fucking pig at a trough. It was almost disgusting, and Bianca fucking loved it. I knew she'd be on edge from worshiping that cock, and before no time she was moaning and shivering, cumming from Max working on her tits so feverishly.

––––––––

Before she could catch her breath - maybe she was still cumming, I don't know - Max lifted her again, spun her around in mid-air and put her down and her hands and knees. He takes his hand and pushes the back of head to the ground, and Bianca complies almost instantly, pushing her ass up and face down, arching her back. Max crouches over, squatting, and runs that plump cockhead up and down her slit twice, then forces his whole cock inside of her in a single push. If Bianca wasn't still cumming from before, she's cumming again now, and really hard."

––––––––

Seamus heard Mirella's breath get ragged and choppy as she described the scene and realized she was close to her own big orgasm. He was so close too, and he started to try to hold out for Mirella.

––––––––

You could ... just tell ... oh god, .. that she is using all her strength and willpower was just to keep her ass up in the air for Max to keep pounding her, rutting like barnyard animals. She's wailing and he's ... nhgh ... fucking her so hard for like, five minutes.

––––––––

"That's just about when the idea pops in my head to start recording them on my phone," she said, panting heavily now. Seamus could hear heavy slurping glanced down to see Mirella using her whole hand to rub all over her pussy, hitting her clit with her palm and working her lips with her fingers. He looks back up at her face; her eyes are closed and gasping, and she's beautiful.

––––––––

"I fumble in my purse and hold the phone under the table, and just before I hit record ... oh ... he pulls out of her and flips her over onto her back. She's looking up at him with ... fuuuuuucccccck ... this crazy animal lust like she can't even believe he's still fucking her. He straddles her torso, puts her hands on the sides of her tits and says, "I'm gonna fuck those perfect tits now," and slides his big cock between them, and Bianca throws her head back and shouts 'OH THANK GOD' ... FUUUCCCCCK SAM I'm CUMMING!"

––––––––

With that Mirella let out loud moan and bucked her hips, shaking wildly on the couch. Seamus felt a hot gush of cum splash all over his neck, chest and his cock - and then realized it was Mirella that had squirted all over him and he was stroking furiously with her hot juices in the mix. He erupted with an intense growl and came, his cum shooting on his own chest too, stream after stream, his ass lifting up off the couch with every spurt until his balls emptied and his legs gave way. They both lay there for more than a minute, panting and moaning, trying to catch their breath.

––––––––

Finally, Seamus looked over at Mirella and said, "Weird that Bianca would shout out my name when her tits started getting fucked... "

––––––––

Mirella looked at him, cackled once, and said, "HA! Goof, you know that was all me," and then rewarded him with a big smile. "She did actually say 'OH THANK GOD' when Max started to fuck her tits. I really enjoyed that."

––––––––

"You came all over me," Seamus said.

––––––––

"Yeah I guess I did," she said. "I really enjoyed that too.The squirting thing is kind of new ... maybe sometime you can return the favor."

––––––––

They lay there for another half a minute, and then Seamus stirred and said, "OOOkkkay, really ready for that shower now, you can go first if you like, or ... "

––––––––

"Or?" Mirella said, letting the question hang out there.

––––––––

"Or I can go first," Seamus said with a little shake of his head. "It's kind of cramped and uncomfortable with just one person in there, two would probably miserable if not downright unsafe."

––––––––

"Well we wouldn't want that, would we," Mirella said.

––––––––

"No, no we wouldn't," Seamus agreed. "Besides, I think we've walked pretty far on the wild side and maybe a little personal time for quiet contemplation would be a good thing. The one thing this place has going for it is that the shower has great water pressure it never, ever runs out of hot water."

––––––––

"Okay. Why don't you go first, Seamus, it's you with two or more people's cum all over you this time, not me. I'll clean up a bit."

––––––––

"Right, makes sense to me," Seamus said. "Febreeze is in the hall closet."

––––––––

"Got it," she said with a nod. "What do you have for actual cleaning supplies here?"

––––––––

"Febreeze is in the hall closet," Seamus said, and walked down the hall into the bathroom.

***

Seamus's shower was cramped, but he was able to lean his head against the wall and let the hot water wash over him for a long time while he sudsed up and calmed down. His brain was in a fog; the last half hour had been ... intense. This whole day had been intense, ever since Mirella showed up at work hours late.

––––––––

Mirella. He'd just jerked off in front of her. No, with her. She'd spat on his cock to lubricate it for him. She had squirted all over him just before he came too. And it had felt so good.

––––––––

'What the fuck is happening?' a tiny voice shouted in frustration from the back corner of his mind.

––––––––

'A valid question,' Seamus said to himself.

––––––––

'Who is this sex fiend out cleaning up your living room, and what has she done with the Mirella you've known for longer than a decade?' the voice demanded. 'Sucking off five strangers while she's being videotaped? Stripping bare and masturbating in front of you, while encouraging you to do the same? That's not the Mirella you know, the driven professional and high society socialite who has jealously safeguarded her privacy while working so hard to get her career back on the rails.'

––––––––

'Fair points,' Seamus muttered. 'I'd better get a hold of myself.'

––––––––

'Where even to begin? Oh, here's a place ... you're fucking engaged to Vanessa, a lovely woman you're crazy about, and you didn't think about her once while things devolved into an epic jack and jill session there.'

––––––––

'Fuck, that is bad.' Seamus said. 'I love Vanessa.'

––––––––

'Fucking right it is, and I know you do,' the voice railed. 'So I'm going to go ahead and open this valve here labeled 'SHAME,' and then once you've swam in that for a bit we can figure out how you're going to tell your fiancée about this and hopefully save your upcoming marriage. Here it comes...;

––––––––

And nothing came.

––––––––

'Oh, fuck ... '

––––––––

The voice faded away. Seamus took a deep breath, held it, and then let it out. He went searching for the shame he should be feeling, and it just wasn't there. Instead he found what felt like ... compassion.

––––––––

Vanessa would be heartbroken if she ever found out about what just happened. She wouldn't understand it for what it was: two friends working through a heated situation, both needing release. He'd known Mirella much longer than he had Vanessa, and Mirella was going through some serious shit right now and she needed him. Plus, they were looking at a huge story, something that penetrated to the very inner circles of the city's elite.

––––––––

And it wasn't like they had sex. They hadn't even touched each other. Sure there had been some ... overlapping fluids, and, uh ... garments. But there had been no physical contact at all, let alone coitus.

––––––––

Yes, something weird was going on. He would protect Vanessa from this, from the heartbreak and the confusion and the chaos. He loved her, and she didn't need any of that.

––––––––

As for Mirella, well ... she seemed so much happier, so much more free. Today she'd uttered phrases like "the happiest she'd ever been" and "the most fun she'd had." But why, that was the real question. Was this something that this Luc had done to her? She'd said it had something to do with compulsion, against her own free will ... that was dangerous territory. They had to figure this thing out.

––––––––

Seamus finished up and turned off the water, stepped out into the bathroom and wrapped himself with a towel. He stepped out into the hall.

––––––––

"You're up, Randi," he said loudly enough to be heard anywhere in the apartment. "I'm afraid I only have manly smelling bar soap in there, no body wash or anything. I've got my image to protect and all. Did you find the towels in the hall closet?"

––––––––

He walked out into the living room, and saw Mirella standing over at the window, looking out. She'd found an old bathrobe of his and was wearing it loosely; she hadn't gotten too far on clean up ... it didn't look like she'd done anything, actually.

––––––––

He stopped and looked at her. She was in full profile, bathrobe loosely hanging from her shoulders and not tied. Her blonde hair was still down, looking perfectly mussed, like it was out of a photo shoot. He could see half a naked breast and bare skin down her front where the robe hung open. She stood in a curious contrapposto, weight on one leg and the other bent slightly, showing off her long bare legs. She was touching her lips with her right hand, and her eyes were looking far off, staring out the window but seeing nothing.

––––––––

"Randi, the shower is yours," Seamus said. She showed no signs of hearing him. He took a few steps towards her.

––––––––

"Randi," he said, a little louder. She didn't budge.

––––––––

He stepped up next to her and touched her elbow, gently. She started and gave out a little gasp, grabbing his arm tensely and turning to him. The robe opened even more, the two lapels barely covering the round swell of her breasts. She saw it was him and relaxed, closing her eyes and taking a deep breath.

––––––––

"Oh, Seamus," she said softly, a tiny hint of relief in her voice. She leaned forward and wrapped him into a hug, going to her tiptoes and reaching both arms up to go around his neck. She rested her head on his chest and took another deep breath.

Seamus let her hold him for a few heartbeats, but didn't return the hug. She was essentially naked, and so was he with just a towel around his waist. He didn't want to trample the boundary he'd just created while he was thinking in the shower, the boundary he was creating to protect Vanessa.

––––––––

But is that what Randi needed right now? A stiff, distant colleague afraid of her vulnerable embrace? Or did she need his compassion too, just like Vanessa, and his strength? He knew the answer before he even asked. What kind of friend would he be if he let her just hang out in the wind and didn't at least meet her halfway when she really needed it? He put his arms around her and pulled her into him and held on tight, nuzzling his face into the top of her head.

––––––––

"What is happening, Seamus?" she whispered. "What the hell has come over me?"

––––––––

"I don't know, Randi," he said quietly into her blonde hair. "I don't know, but something is definitely different."

––––––––

"I know it is, Seamus," she said, setting herself back down, leaning back and looking up into his face. "My head is all scrambled, my thoughts are a swirling maelstrom." Her eyes searched his face, looking for some answer from him that would make sense. "What we we just did ... together ... would that have ever happened before today?"

––––––––

For a split second, Seamus saw a vision from that one night, almost a decade ago. She was laid out before him, way past the point of comprehension, both of them drunkenly groping each other. A bubble of shame rose to the surface then and burst, effluvium from a deed for which he'd never forgiven himself.

––––––––

And then that shame was gone too, finally. They'd been young and stupid and at least consenting when they had started, if not exactly clear-headed. He'd ended up taking good care of her that night too. That was nothing like what happened today, but he was going to take care of her now, help her get to the bottom of this.

––––––––

"No, probably not," he told her. "Actually definitely not. But Randi, what we just did, it wasn't a bad thing. Nobody got hurt, it wasn't evil. It was good, and ... "

––––––––

"... and I fucking loved it, Seamus. I felt so sexy, so right. I was doing something for you, something you needed and deserved, but I was also doing it for me, and I deserved and needed it too.

––––––––

And that's what's got me a little scared, Seamus. Whatever happened last night, whatever that man or that house or ... whatever it was that happened to me, it's changing me, changing who I am and how I think. And the really fucking insidious thing about it is ... I like this version better. I feel ... uncaged."

––––––––

With that she rested her head on his chest again, and they just stood there in an embrace for a while. She listened to his heartbeat and his breathing, and struggled to find center in her world turned upside down.

––––––––

He, on the other hand, he did everything he could to not think about how warm and soft she felt pressed into him, still smelling like fresh sex, her flesh still feverish and now directly brushing his. He felt the stirrings under his towel and he forced it back down as best he could, not wanting to touch off a new ... complication.

––––––––

Finally he couldn't take it any longer, and he gently grabbed her shoulders and moved her to a full arm's length away. She looked up at him, and he stammered out, "Randi ... I ... I see you found my bathrobe, any luck with a towel?"

––––––––

She looked at him without comprehension for a moment, and then she looked down at herself, the front of her body almost entirely exposed.

––––––––

"Oh for fucks' sake," she said, annoyed. She grabbed the sides of the robe and covered herself, looking back up at him with exasperation. "See, this is what I mean: I didn't even notice that I'm here rubbing my naked body all over you."

––––––––

"Yeah, well ... I noticed," Seamus said with a grin.

––––––––

"I'll bet you did," she said. "Okay, where is this towel you keep prattling on about? And it seems I didn't get much cleaning done. Sorry about that."

––––––––

"It's fine," he said. "Go get yourself cleaned up. I'll handle stuff out here."

––––––––

Seamus got her a towel and washcloth, and got himself dressed in some old jeans and a hoodie. Then he set about trying to clean up the various fluids that had been spilt all over his living room and collecting the clothing strewn about. He was just about finished when there was knock at his door.

––––––––

Seamus thought he was hearing things at first; he was almost never here, and even when he was here he wasn't exactly chummy with anyone in the building. The knock came again, this time a little more forcefully, and then he heard the jangling of keys. Oh god, he thought, somebody heard him and Mirella screaming and called the superintendent. This was going to be awkward.

––––––––

He walked up to his door and peered out the peephole ... and there was Vanessa, looking annoyed, fumbling for the right key to open his door.

––––––––

Fuuuucccckkk, he thought, Now this was going to be REALLY awkward.

––––––––

He took two steps away, turned a bit and shouted, "Coming!" He quickly surveyed the room to make sure everything looked somewhat normal ... and saw Mirella's black thong peeking out at him from under the couch. He ran over, picked it up and stuffed it in his sweatshirt front pocket, gave one more visual sweep and then took a deep breath. He turned the deadbolt and gave the door a good tug to get it unstuck, and it popped open.

––––––––

"Oh thank God," Vanessa said. "I didn't want to have to try and bash this stupid sticky door open to get in." She stepped into the apartment, surveyed it quickly with obvious resignation and distaste, and then reached up and primly kissed Seamus on the mouth.

––––––––

"Hey, beautiful, what brings you to this side of town?" Seamus said.

––––––––

"I was right down the street at a new sculptor's studio; I might start selling for him," Vanessa said. "You bohemian types do love your dumpy neighborhoods."

––––––––

"It's what we bohemian types can afford," I said. "Someone has to make the art in order for you brokers to sell it to other richie riches."

––––––––

"Sure sure," Vanessa said with a smile and a mock dismissive wave of the hand. "Anyway I called the paper to see if you wanted to get dinner and they said you'd left early to take care of some sort of family emergency? You didn't answer any of my texts or calls so I figured I'd come by to make sure everything is okay. You seem ... "

––––––––

And that's when Mirella shut off the shower. Vanessa hadn't noticed the noise of the shower running, but the absence of the steady noise was caught her attention.

––––––––

Vanessa froze. "Is there someone else here with you, Seamus?" she said cautiously.

––––––––

Seamus reached out and grabbed her shoulders and looked directly into her eyes. "Baby, I know how this is going to look, but trust me ... "

––––––––

The bathroom door swung open, and out walked Mirella fresh from the shower, wearing Seamus's robe and still drying her hair with the towel.

––––––––

"Oh god, Seamus, you're right that water pressure is amazing. I really didn't want to get out ... " She looked up and saw Seamus holding on to his fiancée and Vanessa's shocked expression, mouth agape.

––––––––

"Hey Vanessa!" Mirella said, giving her a dazzling smile. "I didn't know you were coming over. I'll go get dressed." She walked into Seamus's bedroom and closed the door.

––––––––

Vanessa slowly turned her gaze back to Seamus, and then quickly took a step back out of his arm's reach. He started to take a step towards her but her hand shot up, warding him off, and he stayed where he was.

––––––––

"You were saying, Seamus?" her tone was icy and had an obviously dangerous edge.

––––––––

"Right," Seamus said, preparing himself to step carefully. "Randi and I are working on this Van Hooten story together, it turns out it's much bigger than a lifestyle piece. It's really big."

––––––––

"And she's in your bedroom getting dressed why?" Vanessa said.

––––––––

"She was at this party last night up at that house and she saw some crazy shit and we were in the coffee shop and she was recalling all the details for me, and then she spilled ... her coffee ... all over us," Seamus said with what he hoped seemed like a semblance of calm. "And I mean, like, everywhere. So we came back here for showers and a change of clothes."

––––––––

"Ahhh," Vanessa said, clearly unimpressed. "Why didn't she go back to her place instead?"

––––––––

"Oh we've got lots and lots more work to do tonight, baby, we've only just gotten started and ...," Seamus said, but jumped when Vanessa stabbed a finger right up into his face.

––––––––

"Don't you fucking 'baby' me right now, Seamus," She said with barely restrained fury, Seamus blanched a bit; Vanessa never swore. "Not now, not with that ..."

––––––––

"With that what, Vanessa?" Mirella said, walking out of Seamus's bedroom. She was wearing the sweatpants Seamus has set out for her, waistband rolled down so they fit low on her hips, belly button exposed. She'd also found what must have been the smallest, oldest t-shirt Seamus owned, and was clearly wearing it without a bra. Her nipples poked through the ultra-thin fabric, worn down after a thousand washings, and the soft cotton clung to her full, round breasts in a way that left almost nothing up to the imagination. "Friend? Colleague? Or were you going to say something a little more ... crass, something unbefitting a nice girl like you."

––––––––

Seamus swung his gaze back to Vanessa, who was watching Mirella walk towards her like a legendary gladiator walking into the Coliseum, confident, resplendent and ready for battle. Vanessa looked her up and down, eyes lingering on her full swaying bosom, and Seamus could see a crimson flush start working up Vanessa's pale freckled neck. He was genuinely worried that violence was about to break out.

––––––––

Instead, Vanessa closed her eyes and took a deep breath. When she opened them she moderated her posture a little, trying to make it less threatening and de-escalate things a bit. She's such a good woman, Seamus thought.

––––––––

"The two of you are working on a story together," she said flatly. "About the guy who bought the Van Hooten house."

––––––––

"Oh yes," Mirella said, coming to a stop a few feet away from the two of them. "We're working very closely. Side-by-side I'd even say. Seamus's really impressive once he gets into something that excites him. He's just gets so passionate."

––––––––

Vanessa just looked at her, speechless. Seamus swung back around to look at Mirella, equally speechless and more than a little horrified.

––––––––

"Vanessa, this guy who bought the house, Luc Mane is his name, he's got a very impressive art collection," Mirella continued. "I was up there last night and saw a fair bit of it; I think he's got a real Rubens and some other really incredible pieces there. You should go check it out sometime."

––––––––

Seamus looked back at Vanessa; the two women were just staring at each other now. Nothing happened for a few, excruciating heartbeats, and then Vanessa took a deep breath and looked back at Seamus.

––––––––

"Maybe I'll do that," Vanessa said. "Now I think I'll be going. Good luck on your story."

––––––––

Vanessa turned and walked to the door, turned the knob and gave it a tug. It stuck and didn't come open. She tugged again with a high-pitched cry of effort and the door flew open, practically coming of the hinges and smashing into the wall next to it, leaving a big dent from the knob.

––––––––

"I'll call you later," Seamus said.

––––––––

"Not necessary," Vanessa said, walking out without turning around.

––––––––

"Vanessa, I ..."

––––––––

"Hey Vanessa," Mirella called, cutting Seamus off. Vanessa stopped, her back to both of them.

––––––––

"I didn't fuck your fiancée today, I swear it," Mirella said. "But I really wanted to. I don't think he would have let me if I tried, though. This time."

––––––––

Vanessa swiveled around and marched right up to Mirella, who didn't flinch.

––––––––

"You know what, I can't even tell if you're fucking with me as some sort of joke, but it doesn't matter," Vanessa told her, fury spilling over. "You've never thought of anyone but yourself anyway, and you've certainly never had any respect for people's home lives with all the gossipy bullshit you print. No number of invites to fancy parties and no amount of your dead daddy's money can give you class, Mirella. And you ought to thank your lucky stars that Seamus even gives you the time of day; you might be a real whore right now, instead of a pretend one, if he hadn't helped you get clean and resurrect your career. Actually, I have more respect for real whores, at least they're professionals. You're just a hobbyist."

––––––––

"And you," she turned to Seamus, "You'd better think long and hard about who your family is, and the type of emergency you're having. I think I'll find somebody else to have dinner with on Thursday. Call me when this so-called story is done and you've got your priorities straightened out."

––––––––

With that she wheeled back around and stomped down the hallway, leaving Seamus standing in his doorway, watching her go.

––––––––

"I should probably go after her," Seamus said aloud, mostly to himself.

––––––––

"Depends on how you feel about stab wounds," Mirella said. "That Irish temper shit is real."

––––––––

Seamus turned to look at her. "What the fuck is the matter with you? Are you insane?"

––––––––

"That's what we're trying to figure out," Mirella said, and then she reached past Seamus and closed the door.


House of Darkness Pt. 03

Seamus stood looking at his door for what seemed like a very long time. He was reeling, more than a little bit, and he actually put his arm out and propped himself up against the door, hanging his head and breathing steadily. When he had a better hold of himself, he turned to find Mirella rifling through the drawers of his kitchen.

––––––––

"What in the world made you think that was a good idea?" Seamus said, standing in the kitchen doorway. He kept his distance on purpose; if there ever was a time he was worried about losing his cool, it was now.

––––––––

"She's right, you know," Mirella said, continuing her search without looking up. "Well partly right, anyway: I don't think I'd have ended up resorting to selling my body if the newspaper didn't work out. Daddy's money might not buy me class, but it would at least keep me from walking the streets. However she's definitely right about a couple things: I am kind of a selfish bitch, and these days all I'm writing is gossipy bullshit. Ahh, here we go."

––––––––

Mirella pulled a handful of takeout menus from a drawer and fanned them out on the counter.

––––––––

"Pizza, pizza, Chinese ... oops, closed, so never mind with that ... sushi, and Indian. I'm not really feeling Indian, so what do you think, Seamus, pizza or sushi? Are any of these any good?"

––––––––

Seamus just stood there, mouth agape, looking at her.

––––––––

"Yeah, I'm kind of thinking it's a comfort food kind of night too, so let's go with pizza," she went on, picking up a menu in each and holding them up to him. "Which one of these is the least greasy? I hate it when it's so oily that it just pools on top and you have to dab it with a napkin."

––––––––

Eventually Seamus found his voice. "Wow, you really have gone way off the deep end, haven't you. Are you actively trying to break up my marriage?"

––––––––

Mirella sighed and took a step towards Seamus, and he immediately took a step backward into the hall. She actually had the gall to look wounded.

––––––––

"First of all, Seamus, you're not married," she said. "You're engaged. And the wedding isn't even until NEXT December. But no, obviously I'm not trying to break up your engagement. I'm not a sociopath, just a bitch. You two love each other and you'll be fine. She may never forgive me, but she's never liked me anyways. She's obviously threatened by our friendship and always has been."

––––––––

"Secondly, she's right about another thing: I am lucky you give me the time of day. I've clearly taken far more in our relationship than I've given. You don't think I know that? But right now, Seamus, I need you. Something is happening, to me and maybe to our whole city, and I need you with me to get through this. I need your strength, I need your support, I need your fucking brain, since mine seems to be on the fritz, as fun as the results have been, and most importantly I need your fantastic skill as an investigative journalist."

––––––––

"Like I said, I have been writing bullshit. It's been a long time since I've even considered sinking my teeth into anything this big, and I frankly don't think I have the chops anymore.

––––––––

"So you'll have to forgive me, but what I just did right there? It was 100% on purpose. It will take her a couple of days to cool off to the point where she'll even be willing to talk to you, let alone see you. That gives me ... what, 72 hours? ... of a fucking brilliant and tenacious journalist focused entirely on helping me to crack this thing open.

––––––––

"I need you focused, Seamus, and at my side without any other drama. Then we can figure out who Luc is, why half the city's power players are seemingly in his thrall, and how he managed to fuck with my head so significantly that I took a cum shower from a police captain, two commercial real estate developers, the mayor's chief of staff and the head of the business school at State - in front of three dozen other people who were recording it - and came harder than I ever thought possible while doing it.

––––––––

"So was that manipulative? Yeah, it was, and I'm sorry. I promise I'll find a way to make it up to you - and Vanessa - later. But we have work to do. And I don't work on an empty stomach, nor have I eaten all goddamn day. So tell me which one of these pizza joints should we order from and let's get started."

––––––––

Seamus just looked at her. He knew he was supposed to be mad at her. The way she'd just purposely created a divide between him and Vanessa was fucked up. But everything she had just said was entirely logical; actually it was the most logical thing that had happened all day. He shook his head.

––––––––

"Giuseppe's has better pizza and it's not too greasy. If you want subs instead, Sal's is better."

––––––––

"Finally! Progress, thank you," she said. "I want pizza, so what do you want on it? And if you're going to insist on getting some fucking ridiculous man pizza like meat lovers or barbecue pulled pork or whatever, we're just going to have to order two, because I want to work tonight not lie around groaning with an upset stomach."

––––––––

Seamus couldn't help himself; he smiled at her. And she gave him back that big dazzling smile she had and he knew he was sunk.

––––––––

"I'll eat anything you order," he said, "but it's got to have red sauce on it, none of that alfredo sauce or pesto bullshit."

––––––––

"Alright! I can work with that," she said, and opened the menu. "Okay you get to choose one meat and I get two vegetables. What's your pleasure?"

––––––––

"Hard to go wrong with bacon," Seamus said.

––––––––

"See, I told you you were brilliant," she said.

––––––––

She walked out of the kitchen, and reached up and pecked him on the cheek on her way by. She fished her phone out of her purse, and dialed the number on the menu.

––––––––

"Hello, I'd like to order for delivery," she said into her phone. "Yes I can hold."

––––––––

She looked up at Seamus, phone pinned between her ear and her shoulder, and said, "While we're dropping truth bombs, let's deliver the whole payload. I've got two more."

––––––––

"Okay," Seamus said apprehensively.

––––––––

"One: whatever's happening to me, it's progressive. I'm definitely crazier now than I was this morning, I'm 100% certain, and it's not just that I'm hangry."

––––––––

"Got it," Seamus said with a nod. "Time is of the essence, and the weirdness has only just begun. That's not great, but it's better knowing that going in. What's the other unexploded ordnance?"

––––––––

"Vanessa wasn't the only one who told some truths in that exchange," she said, locking eyes with him. "I wanted to fuck you so badly earlier, if you had given any sign that you would have let me, things would have gotten a lot wilder. Yes, hello? Okay, I would like an extra large pizza with bacon, onions and broccoli please. And six Cokes. Yes that's it. Cash. The address is ... "

***

Seamus and Mirella worked well into the night gathering what they knew and building a battle plan for the next few days. Seamus had Mirella think about who was at the party; they got down a list of roughly 25 definites and another 10 maybes.

––––––––

Looking at the names listed out, it didn't take long for Seamus to notice connections. Several layers of local and state government were represented, as well as several rags-to-riches underdog types in fields like sports, entertainment, and business. There was very little "old money" represented, and no one from the local churches - maybe that last piece wasn't a surprise, given the type of party it had been.

––––––––

Eventually he saw how at least two of the recent murder/suicides could fit into this of group, and that began to chill his bones.

––––––––

Seamus had her round out what she remembered about the rest of the previous evening after her performance up on the dais. She'd been led to some sort of dressing room to clean up by a member of the house staff and given a clean men's dress shirt to wear since hers had been destroyed. The other guests were apparently ushered out while she cleaned up; Luc saw Max, Bianca and Mirella out himself.

––––––––

Mirella had said he'd kissed her gently and told her, "I hope our paths run alongside for a while longer, and if there is anything I can do to help you, do not hesitate to ask."

––––––––

"Oh, shit!" Mirella said.

––––––––

"What?" Seamus said.

––––––––

"I completely forgot this until just now ... the last thing he said to me before he bundled me into a car with his driver to take me home was: 'Shall I add you to the list for Friday's ball?'"

––––––––

"Did you say yes?" Seamus asked.

––––––––

"Obviously, Seamus, I'm a gossip and nightlife writer. Oh, and I'd just had a life-changing erotic experience there."

––––––––

"Are you going to go?" he asked.

––––––––

"Do you think I shouldn't?"

––––––––

"NO!" Seamus said forcefully. "You barely made it out of there with your senses intact this time, and we're here trying to figure out why your personality is changing in front of our eyes. Who knows what might happen to you if you go back."

––––––––

Mirella started to nod her head in agreement, but the nod slowed. She got a far-away look in her eyes, then shook her head slightly.

––––––––

"I don't know ... think I can do it, Seamus," she said. "I'll have my guard up this time, and if things get too weird I'll just bail. He gave me the choice last night, remember?"

––––––––

"I still don't like it, but let's table that for now," Seamus said. "What do you think would have happened if you'd chosen to go when he offered the out last night?"

––––––––

"I honestly have no idea, and we'll never know now," she said.

––––––––

"Okay, what's next?" Seamus said.

––––––––

"Well ... I think we've got to find a way for us to be able to work on this story at work," Mirella said, thoughtfully. "We've got to pitch it to Barnes, with some details left out obviously, and make sure he lets you and me run with it."

––––––––

"Fuuuuuccckkkk, you know Barnes is going to be a dick about it," Seamus said. "He'll want something a lot more than 'weird rich guy buys old home.'"

––––––––

"Maybe we'll show him the video, tell him a confidential source sent it to us?" Mirella said.

––––––––

"I'd want to keep that card in our hand as long as possible," Seamus said.

––––––––

"Okay, we'll keep thinking and cross that bridge when we come to it," Mirella said, pursing her lips. "Is there anyone in Metro you can get to help us with this somehow without giving them the full story?"

––––––––

"That will be tough; we're stretched pretty thin as it is," Seamus said. "I'll have to find someone to take over my work for a few days, too."

––––––––

"Tomorrow I'm going to start calling around to people who aren't on our list of attendees and see if anyone knows anything about this guy, cautiously, of course," she said. "I'll search the clips and do some online looking too."

––––––––

"I'll start to work on this list and see if there are any connections we're not seeing, and I'll also see what I can find on the house itself," Seamus said.

––––––––

"Do you think you should go up there and look around?" Mirella asked.

––––––––

"Eventually, but not right away," Seamus said. "We'll need a way in; with all that rare art, I'm sure he's got a top notch security system."

––––––––

"Wait ... maybe that's the way in, Seamus!" Mirella said excitedly. "He knows I'm a writer, we talked about his collection, and he did say that if he could help me in any way just to ask. I'll see if he'll let me do an article on his personal art collection."

––––––––

"You think he'd let you?" Seamus said. "Doesn't seem like the type who necessarily wants the attention."

––––––––

"I'll come up with some angle to work," she said. "Maybe I can get you in with me as a photog."

––––––––

"Maybe ... maybe it will work," Seamus said. He leaned back on his couch and yawned, and then checked his phone. "Fuck it's late. Let's get you home, I'll give you a ride."

––––––––

"I'll just Uber it," she said with a grin. "You need your beauty sleep."

––––––––

"Well that makes one of us," he said, without thinking.

––––––––

Mirella looked at him with an expression Seamus had trouble reading. They sat quietly for a while, just looking at each other's faces. Finally Mirella just said, "Thank you, Seamus."

––––––––

"Sure thing, Randi," he said. "We'll get this sorted out. Come on, I'll walk you out and wait with you for the car. I could use the fresh air."

––––––––

Randi collected her things, put on her coat, and Seamus followed her out and down to the sidewalk. The late October night had gotten chilly, and she huddled in close to him as they waited for the car. He put his arm around her, she rested her head on his chest, and they stood in a comfortable silence for a few minutes.

––––––––

"We've sure come a long way, Seamus," she said.

––––––––

"Yes we have," Seamus said.

––––––––

"I know how much you've done for me, and what you're doing for me now," Mirella said, turning to look up at him. "I know we could have been ... more ... but it was me that held you off, and then you found Vanessa. You guys will be okay, I know it, and I'll make this up to both of you."

––––––––

"Let's worry about one thing at a time, Randi," Seamus said, not wanting to think about the mountain of trouble he was in with his fiancee. "And you're my oldest friend. This is what friends do."

––––––––

"Still," she said, "thank you."

––––––––

Her car pulled up, Seamus opened the door for her. She turned and kissed Seamus on the cheek.

––––––––

"I'll give you your sweatpants and shirt tomorrow," she said.

––––––––

"Keep 'em," Seamus said. "Vanessa would never let me wear them again anyway after the performance you gave in them. Oh ... here." Seamus reached into his front sweatshirt pocket and began to pull out Mirella's thong. Mirella put her hand on his arm, stopping him, and looked up at him with a mischievous grin.

––––––––

"You keep those," she said. "To remember the other performance by."

––––––––

Then she ducked into the car and closed the door before he could object. Seamus, hand on her thong, watched the car pull away, and shook his head. "As if I'm likely to forget," he muttered.

***

Wednesday

––––––––

Seamus woke up the next morning a little later than normal after having a lot of trouble falling asleep. He managed to cobble together something to wear to work from the stuff he had in his apartment and jammed his laptop and his hoodie into his backpack. With nothing in the apartment but leftover pizza and a Coke, he set out for coffee and some breakfast. He went outside and found a gray, cold late October day.

––––––––

He walked down to the little deli a block away for a coffee and a bagel. After a quick refill on the coffee, Seamus made his way back to where his car was parked just across the street from his apartment. He slid his key in and unlocked it, and then to his surprise he heard someone one the sidewalk in front of him say, "Seamus?"

––––––––

He looked up to see Lily, his young reporter, standing behind him.

––––––––

"It is you!" she said, a smile breaking out on her face. "What are you doing here?"

––––––––

"Hey Lily," Seamus said. "I live here, in that building across the street. Do you live around here?"

––––––––

"Yes!" Lily said. "I live right here; this is my building! I just moved in this month. I've never seen you around here before?"

––––––––

"Yeah, I usually stay at my fiancée's place across town, but I stayed here last night," Seamus said. "You usually take the bus, right? Here, let me give you a ride."

––––––––

"Oh, thank you!" Lily said, and bounded over to the car and got in after Seamus unlocked the door.

––––––––

They made small talk for a few minutes. Seamus asked her about her new apartment (she was living alone in a small studio apartment she could barely afford; the building was okay but not well maintained by landlord; the lock on the front door always seemed to be broken so she considering buying an extra lock for the apartment door), how she liked the bus (she hated it but it was cheap; there was a creepy guy who rode with her sometimes and always tried to talk to her; the city had let a lot of the busses fall into disrepair so the heat/AC rarely worked), she checked to make sure his family emergency was okay (he said everything turned out fine), and so on.

––––––––

Finally Seamus started asking about her story on crimes of passion to see how she was getting along.

––––––––

"Well, it turns out there is a lot of uses of that phrase from a few decades ago, it was very popular with the writers then for any time a woman killed a man," Lily said.

––––––––

"Did that happen often?" Seamus asked.

––––––––

"More often than you might think, actually," Lily said. "Actually I'm trying to see if the prevalence here is above the national average, because it kind of feels that way. Usually men kill women. So I've got some calls into a few criminologists."

––––––––

"Huh," Seamus said. "That's actually pretty interesting."

––––––––

"Actually there was a really famous 'crime of passion' here at the turn of the 19th century; in 1898 a woman killed all scions of a famous family and was linked, uh ... romantically ... to each of the three. The murders all happened up in some mansion in the hills."

––––––––

Chills shot up Seamus's spine.

––––––––

"What was the name of the family?" he asked, trying to stay calm.

––––––––

"The Van Hootens?" she said. "Some old family with ties to the area from before the Revolutionary War. With all the heirs killed, the family sort of fell off the map."

––––––––

Seamus looked straight ahead and tried to keep himself under control.

––––––––

"That sounds like quite something," Seamus said. "Are there clips on that?"

––––––––

"There are references to it later, mid 20th century. It really shook up the town, as you might imagine. I was going to go to the library today to see if I could dig a little more."

––––––––

"Definitely do that, and let me know what you come up with as soon as possible, okay?" Seamus said, unable to keep the intensity out of his voice. "Make copies."

––––––––

"Yeah, sure thing," Lily said, a little surprised that her normally unflappable boss was so fired up about murders that happened more than a century ago. After a few seconds of silence, she asked, "Seamus, is everything okay?"

––––––––

"Huh? Oh, yeah everything is fine," Seamus said. "I just have a lot on my mind and I had some trouble sleeping last night."

––––––––

"Okay, just checking," she said. "You seem upset."

––––––––

"Nope, but I can get upset if you like," Seamus said, shooting her a grin.

––––––––

"I imagine that might not be good for my career," Lily said.

––––––––

"I keep telling everyone that you actually are as smart as you look," Seamus said, and she laughed.

––––––––

They finally arrived at the newspaper's offices. Seamus parked in the lot and they walked in together. Lily thanked Seamus and scurried off to her desk; Seamus had plenty to do after bailing out early the day before. He caught up with his reporters and answered emails, and he'd just about finished the expense report paperwork when he saw Mirella enter the office at around 2 p.m.

––––––––

She created a bit of a stir; actually, she created the absence of a stir, which is much more noticeable in a busy and loud newsroom. People stopped what they were doing for a moment to take her in as she walked by. She clacked through on fancy heels - different than yesterday's, now red - and wore a low-cut merino wool sweater over a shirt that showed off her breasts in a way that barely bordered on propriety. Her skirt was knee length but quite swishy, and it floated as she walked briskly. And to top it off, she had her hair down and styled, which was almost completely unheard of for her at work.

––––––––

Seamus couldn't help it; as he watched her go by his mind flashed to a vision of her legs spread wide on his couch, her fingers sliding in and out of her sopping snatch a few feet away from him. His cock swelled up and he turned away, trying to bring things back under control.

––––––––

He closed his eyes and tried to clear his mind; instead, a picture of her in his sweats and clinging cotton t-shirt came instead. He was now fully hard. He got up to walk to the bathroom for some adjustment and a few splashes of cold water on his face. He only made it one step out of his cubicle, head in a daze, when he crashed into somebody who went sprawling. Looking down, he saw it was Lily, who'd been carrying some papers and reading as she walked.

––––––––

She was now looking up at him. Eyes wide. "Oh my god, Seamus, I am so, so sorry, I ... oh my ..."

––––––––

Seamus looked down at her, and saw her eyes were on his considerable, throbbing bulge. A full outline of his erection was clear, wedged down his pant leg. The pants he'd found in his apartment were older and a bit tight, and a light khaki that really made things stand out.

Seamus took a deep breath, and then reached down to help Lily up. She got back on her feet but couldn't look Seamus in the eye; she muttered more apologies and picked up the papers she'd dropped.

––––––––

"Don't worry about it, I wasn't really paying attention either," Seamus said curtly. "If you'll excuse me, I need to use the restroom."

––––––––

"Okay ... I'll just wait here for you, I guess ..." she mumbled.

––––––––

Seamus walked off trying not to show his discomfort, made it to the bathroom and then took care of his business. He looked at himself in the mirror, splashed more water on his face, and sighed. That had been embarrassing, he thought, and he desperately hoped he didn't get a call from HR in the next few days. That was the last thing he needed.

––––––––

He went back to his desk, and Lily was waiting for him.

––––––––

"Seamus, I am so sorry ..." she started, but Seamus cut her off.

––––––––

"My fault as much as yours, let's forget about it," he said.

––––––––

"Okay ... that sounds good," she said. "I went and made copies of the clips, and printed some of the microfiche from the library about the Van Hooten murders."

––––––––

"Excellent," he said. "Give me the short version and I'll read these over when I get a moment."

––––––––

"The woman, Adeline Crowell, swore that one of the brothers killed the other two with a revolver in a fit of rage over 'possessing' her - I don't know if that had some strange connotation in that time - and then killed himself shortly afterwards. They'd been found in flagrante delicto; she'd had blood all over her, uh, naked body. The servants arrived shortly after they heard the shots. It was quite a scandal - Crowell was apparently married to a fourth man, a local banker named Nathaniel Crowell, and was only 20 years old. He didn't take it too well and made a bit of a scene. She was labeled a sort of femme fatale and shuffled off to a mental institution - a sanitarium back then - and never heard from again."

––––––––

"Holy shit!" Seamus said. "I can't believe I never heard about this!"

––––––––

"Apparently Adeline's father was a local bigwig and philanthropist, Theodore Hamilton, and it seems like he did all he could to sweep everything under the rug."

––––––––

Seamus went white as a ghost.

––––––––

"Wha ... what did you say his name was?" Seamus said, voice quavering a bit. Lily looked up from her notes.

––––––––

"Theodore Hamilton ... the Third, actually ... Seamus, are you alright?" she said, concern evident on her face as she. "You don't look so good all of a sudden ... "

––––––––

"Uh, well ... Vanessa's father is named Theodore Hamilton ... the Fifth," he said.

––––––––

"Whoa ... do you think there is any relation?" Lily said.

––––––––

Seamus looked at her.

––––––––

"Yeah, it ain't that big of a city," Seamus said. He swiveled his chair, leaned forward and but his elbows on his desk. He closed his eyes and massaged his temples. "This can't be really fucking happening."

––––––––

Seamus just sat there for a moment, silently breathing. Lily stood next to him, unsure what to do.

––––––––

"So ... should I keep going with the story?" Lily said eventually. Seamus turned and looked back up at her.

––––––––

"God yes, you should keep going," Seamus said, not as sure as he had been on what to do. "Keep me updated with anything else you find ... actually, you know what? Follow me."

––––––––

Seamus got up and walked into a meeting room; Lily trailed behind him. Once they were both in he turned and closed the door, then he closed the blinds in the room. Lily just watched him. Finally he turned to her, looked at her a minute, and then sat on the conference room table and motioned her to come stand in front of him.

––––––––

"Okay, so here's the deal," Seamus said in a near whisper. "What I'm about to tell you can tell absolutely no one else, unless I say so directly."

––––––––

Lily's eyes went wide, but she nodded and leaned forward conspiratorially.

––––––––

"Mirella and I are actually working on a story about the Van Hooten house too ... it recently got purchased and fixed up by some European guy named Luc Mane, who is having rather, uh, unusual high society parties there."

––––––––

"Unusual how?" Lily asked.

––––––––

"Don't you worry about that right now," Seamus said. "I want you to keep digging on the Van Hootens, the property ... and I want you to dig about Theodore Hamilton III too. Anyone connected to the whole sordid affair. And don't let anyone in on what you're doing, got it?"

––––––––

"Got it!" Lily beamed. "This is so exciting!"

––––––––

Seamus reached out to her and put both hands on her shoulders, looking her directly in the eye. Lily's smile faded a bit as he held her gaze.

––––––––

"Lily, listen to me very carefully," Seamus said. "Under no circumstances are you to go up to that house, okay? Don't go up and stand at the end of the driveway, don't even drive down that road. Do you understand me?"

––––––––

"Seamus I don't even have a car," she said quietly.

––––––––

"More's the better," Seamus said. "You definitely do not go walking up there. Don't hire a cab to drive past there. You do not go to the house, period."

––––––––

"Is ... is it dangerous or something?" Lily stammered out, then her face hardened. "I'm a big girl, Seamus, I can handle myself. I'm not some hothouse flower."

––––––––

"I'm sure you can, and I know you're not." Seamus said. "Now promise me you won't go to the house."

––––––––

"But why, Seamus? It seems like this Luc guy would be a key part of the story, I would want to ask him if he knew the history of the house before he bought ..."

––––––––

Seamus tightened his grip on her shoulders, hung his head for a second in frustration that he wasn't impressing his point on her, and then looked back up at her. He slipped his hands to cup her face, and Lily stopped talking.

––––––––

"Lily, promise me," he said. "It is dangerous, and until I know more I do not want you going up there. Now promise me."

––––––––

Before he knew what he was doing, he gently brushed his right thumb along her cheekbone. Her eyes softened, and she blinked ... batted her eyelashes, really. Seamus realized what he was doing and slowly took his hands away from her face, but he held her gaze.

––––––––

"Okay, Seamus," she said softly. "I promise I won't go up there until you say it's safe."

––––––––

"And you're not going to tell anybody about the details of what you're working on, right? Just stick to the vague 'crimes of passion' thing."

––––––––

"And I won't tell anyone," she said.

––––––––

The conference room door opened, and both Seamus and Lily started and turned to see Mirella stride into the room and close the door behind her.

––––––––

"Oh thank god, I was worried you were in here using your elevated position to inappropriately touch her," Mirella said with a grin. When both of them blinked and didn't say anything, her smile died and she said, "Yikes, that was a joke. Sorry."

––––––––

"For fuck's sake, Mirella," Seamus said, his frustration with her clear. "I see you took your inappropriate pills this morning. What is it?"

––––––––

"Is she in on it now?" Mirella asked.

––––––––

"Yeah, she's in on it now," Seamus said. "Lily, tell her everything you just told me."

––––––––

Mirella stood and listened to what Lily had found, and while she listened her fingers on her right hand and ran along her lips as she thought about what Lily was telling her.

––––––––

"Looks like we might need Vanessa along for the ride after all," Mirella said and Lily was done.

––––––––

Seamus shook his head. "No we don't," he said. "I'm trying to keep the women I care about away from this thing, not add more to it. Two is already more than enough. I'm happy to keep her not talking to me and away from that house for the time being."

––––––––

Lily turned and looked at him.

––––––––

Seamus looked at her and shrugged. "We're fighting a little bit."

––––––––

Mirella said, "Okay, but she's now connected in two ways, the art and the murders."

––––––––

Seamus turned back to look at Mirella.

––––––––

"Oh, fuck," he said. "Last night you told her to go look at the art, right before she stomped off."

––––––––

Mirella looked back at him. "Oops. I doubt she'll do it; she's not exactly keen on my ... suggestions at the moment."

––––––––

Lily just looked at both of them, gears turning.

––––––––

Mirella said, "Well, at least I've got some good news: Barnes agreed to let me work with you directly on this story, and have someone cover Metro for you while we do it."

––––––––

Seamus perked up. "Wow," he said. "How'd you pull that one off? You didn't have to use the trump card, did you?"

––––––––

"Nope," Mirella said with a big grin. "Much better: I climbed up on his desk, spread my legs wide and told him I'd let him eat my pussy if he put me on the investigative team on an interim basis, effective immediately. Let's just say the pervert really lapped that up."

––––––––

Lily blinked at her, eyes as wide as saucers, then went white, and then began to teeter on her feet. Seamus reached out to steady her, and she leaned into him for a second. She righted herself, ran her hands down the front of her skirt, and started to turn a shade of deep red. She looked down at the floor and started to breathe quickly.

––––––––

"Jesus Christ, Mirella!" Seamus burst out. "Are you kidding me?"

––––––––

"What?" Mirella, said, looking between Seamus and Lily. "I thought you said she was in on it?"

––––––––

"Yeah, well I didn't tell her all of it, about your ... changes," he said in a harsh whisper. "Just that we were working on a story about the house and the guy who bought it."

––––––––

"Well how the fuck was I supposed to know?" Mirella said. She turned to Lily.

––––––––

"I went to a soiree at the guy's house two nights ago, and there was a sex party I didn't realize was going to happen with half the city's elites involved, and we think he did something to my mind where I now think about sex constantly and have nearly no problem acting upon my most inappropriate desires," she said, as if she was explaining a movie she caught on cable last night.

––––––––

Mirella turned back to Seamus. "I figured I might as well use it to my advantage and expedite things so we can figure out why I'm compelled to live out my deepest fantasies in real life. Plus, now I've got a little juice on Barnes - so to speak - to make sure he's extra cooperative. Plus, he wasn't half bad."

––––––––

Seamus put his head in his hands. "Unbelievable," he said.

––––––––

"You ... you liked it?" Lily asked Mirella tentatively.

––––––––

"Sure, what's not to like about a guy licking your pussy, thinking he's the luckiest guy in the world while he's doing it?" Mirella said with a shrug. "He gave full effort, that's for sure. The hardest part was keeping quiet so the whole floor didn't know what was happening."

––––––––

"I ... see," Lily said. Her flush was turning redder, and she let out a little shiver.

––––––––

Seamus looked up.

––––––––

"Do you?" Seamus said. "Do you see now why I don't want you to go up there? This guy Luc, he can change you, compel you to do things you know you shouldn't do ..."

––––––––

"... and you care about me," Lily said.

––––––––

"... yes, Lily, and I care about you, and I don't want you doing things you'll regret or get you harmed."

––––––––

"I don't regret ..." Mirella started

––––––––

"Shut the fuck up, Randi," Seamus said. "Don't even fucking start, I mean it."

––––––––

"Well, I don't ... " she murmured.

––––––––

"Lily, why don't you get back to work and see what you can uncover," Seamus said forcefully. "Circle back with me before you leave today. And remember, you're not talking to anyone about this but me and Randi."

––––––––

"Okay, Seamus," Lily said, and opened the door to leave. She looked back at him for a minute, then at Mirella, and then walked out and closed the door behind her.

––––––––

Seamus turned back to Mirella.

––––––––

"Randi, she did not need to know ... "

––––––––

"... oh yes she did, Seamus," Mirella cut him off with a wave. "She deserves to know fully what we're getting her into. And she's a young, tough professional journalist who I'm sure can handle herself. Shrinking violets don't make it too long in this business. If what you want to do is protect her than you should be telling her the truth."

––––––––

Seamus looked at his friend, and then wiped his hand down his face, trying to clear his head.

––––––––

"Maybe you're right, Randi," he said. "I just wish that had gone ... differently."

––––––––

"No use worrying about that now," she said. "Come on, we've got work to do. I put in a call to Luc to ask about doing an article on his collection, and he said he'd be happy to have us to talk about it."

––––––––

"Did he say we could do the story, or just that he'd talk about it?" Seamus said. "There's a world of difference between those two."

––––––––

"He said he had some parameters he wanted to discuss, but that you could come and take a few pictures and we'd settle on something," Mirella said.

––––––––

"When did he say we could come?" Seamus asked.

––––––––

"He said tonight would be best," Mirella said.

––––––––

Seamus just looked at her. Suddenly this whole plan had gone from theory to reality.

––––––––

"Are you sure you're ready for this?" Seamus asked her.

––––––––

"I am, yes," she said. "I believe it's the only way to understand this thing and get it under control. Are you?"

––––––––

"I don't know," Seamus answered truthfully. "I really just don't know."

***

A few hours later they were in Seamus's car on the way to the Van Hooten house. A persistent, cold autumn drizzle was falling, and the whole world seemed to be grey or brown as the evening approached dusk. It suited Seamus's mood just fine. His mind was mired in the muck of apprehension, and the cold and persistent tingle of fear kept his stomach clenched.

––––––––

Along with his backpack and laptop, he had a digital DSLR with him that belonged to the paper, his notepad and a few pencils. Mirella, sitting in the passenger seat, stared out the window as Seamus's little sedan slowly slid around the hills and curves on the way to the outskirts of town. Seamus finally broke the silence.

––––––––

"Randi, we need to gameplan about how we're going to get out of there if things go south on us," he said.

––––––––

She sighed and turned to look at him. Seamus rarely let tense moments get to him, she thought, but there were the straight line of his compressed lips and the furrows in his brow.

––––––––

"Okay, what were you thinking?" she asked. "You don't think we're in any actual physical danger, do you?"

––––––––

"We might be, Randi," he said. "What if we uncover something he really wants to remain hidden? I am going there to snoop around as much as possible and see if we can find any details that make this make any sense. Spiders rarely let flies get away after they're tangled in the web."

––––––––

"That really isn't the vibe I get from him. I think ... I think physical violence is like, beneath him. But I see your point," she said. "Do we need some sort of signal, like a hand gesture or something? Do you want me to tug on my earlobe or whatever?"

––––––––

Seamus shook his head. He was getting the impression that Mirella thought this was all just a marvelous game, something from the movies where the heroes breeze in and out of these situations without coming to any real harm.

––––––––

"No, I don't think so," he said. "But if either of us starts to feel unduly uncomfortable, or even worse, the slightest sort of compulsion to do things we know we shouldn't, we need to say something and leave. And the other person has to respect the call and go. We've only got each other in this, Randi, and we have to work as a team."

––––––––

"Okay," she said. "But that means you have to extra special on the lookout Seamus. I think I've got the mental fortitude to fight off any new compulsion. But I've had experience with that for years and years trying to stay sober, and I can recognize his particular flavor of it from the other evening. You ... you don't have the same experience. So keep your head as clear as you can, and ask yourself questions about what's normal and what isn't whenever you're in doubt."

––––––––

"Got it," Seamus said. "So what types of evidence are we looking for here exactly?"

––––––––

Mirella smiled and put her hand on Seamus's shoulder reassuringly.

––––––––

"That's what I've been thinking about this whole time," she said. "We want to find any link to Luc's past before he came to town and joined high society. We want to find any connections he has to folks at high levels of government - other than the fact that they're on his invite list - or anyone who wasn't at the party on Monday. We want to find any personal details that we can, no matter how mundane they might seem to us now. I feel like one little thing will break this open for us. And I think we want to find how he's doing what he's doing, and if there is any way to counteract it."

––––––––

"Hopefully we can find that last part without having to experience it first hand any more than you already have," Seamus said.

––––––––

"I really think we need access to the parts of the house I haven't seen," she said. "The library, the parlor, the conservatory, those are all entertaining rooms and won't have too much personal detail. The good stuff is always in the back."

––––––––

"Good god, Randi, are we in a real life game of Clue?" Seamus said, and turned to look at her with a quick grin before bringing his eyes back to the road.

––––––––

"Almost feels that way, right?" she said with a laugh. "Fortunately nobody has died so far, I don't think. But I totally get to be Miss Scarlet."

––––––––

"I guess that makes me Colonel Mustard?" Seamus said.

––––––––

"I was thinking more like Mrs. Peacock," Mirella said, giving him a good nudge with her elbow.

––––––––

"Ha right," he said. "I'm pretty sure the butler did it, anyway. Wait ... Randi! The house has staff, right?"

––––––––

"Yeah ... I don't follow," she said. "So what?"

––––––––

"Well not every employee loves their boss - quite literally in your case - and maybe we can get some details out of one of them," he said.

––––––––

"Eww, I certainly don't love Barnes," she said, making a face. "He loves eating pussy, though, I can tell you that. Anyway, it's worth a try but be careful what you say to whom. I get the impression Luc is the type of boss that engenders - and values - loyalty."

––––––––

"Agreed, it was just an angle I hadn't considered," he said.

––––––––

They sat in silence for a while, and then Mirella put her hand back on Seamus's shoulder and left it there.

––––––––

"Seamus," she said. "Thank you. For believing me, for coming with me, for everything."

––––––––

"Randi, this is what friends are for, and you're the best one I've got," he said.

––––––––

"You really need to work on that," she said. "I'm kind of a lousy friend."

––––––––

"Hope springs eternal," Seamus said with a smile. "And you have your moments."

––––––––

They pulled up to the estate's long driveway and found the gates open.

––––––––

"Ready for this?" Seamus asked.

––––––––

"Let's do it," Mirella answered.

––––––––

They drove down the driveway and plunged into the home of Luc Mane.

––––––––

As they reached the end of the driveway and approached the house, they saw there was a large thick-necked man in a suit and trench coat waiting for them, holding an umbrella big enough for both of them. The rain was still only a drizzle, but the gesture was welcoming, no doubt as intended.

––––––––

Seamus got out and the man walked over to him, giving him the umbrella.

––––––––

"If you'll allow me, I'll bring your car around to the garage and retrieve it for you when you depart, sir," he said pleasantly. "I'll leave you to escort the lady to the front door."

––––––––

Seamus shrugged, grabbed his gear one-handed, and then walked over and opened the door for Mirella. She was still wearing her ludicrously ill-suited red heels, but she picked her way across the crushed stone driveway with aplomb and grace.

––––––––

Together they approached the door, which was opened by an older gentleman in a suit and they were ushered inside. He took the umbrella, shook it out and then closed the door behind him.

––––––––

"Welcome back, Miss Havens," he said, bowing to Mirella, "And welcome for the first time, Mr. ... "

––––––––

"Stone," Seamus said, taking the butler's hand for a firm shake, "Seamus Stone."

––––––––

"Welcome Mr. Stone," the butler said. "Mr. Mane is waiting for you in the library."

––––––––

Seamus had a quick look around while the butler took Mirella's coat. Mirella was right, this place was a lot bigger on the inside than it seemed from the outside, and the interior decorators had done well. The butler escorted them to two large oaken double doors, ornately carved, and slid them open noiselessly.

––––––––

They were greeted first by a blast of heat as the doors open. Across the room Seamus could see a fire roaring in a large fireplace. It crackled and also gave off a pleasant smoky aroma that mingled with what smelled like pipe tobacco.

Wow, Seamus thought. This guy really doesn't mind living in trope-land. But I also suppose you smoke-em if you got-em.

––––––––

Luc was sitting in a large armchair with the back to the doors, reading in front of the fire. When the butler announced their presence, he grabbed a bookmark from a side table, snapped the book shut after marking his place, and stood. He turned, and a wide smile stretched across his face when he saw them in the doorway. He took several brisk strides and approached his guests.

––––––––

"Jeez, he is a handsome son of a bitch," Seamus said under his breath, taking him in for the first time.

––––––––

Luc was as tall as Seamus at least, putting him around 6'3", with broad shoulders and an otherwise slender build. He had short dark hair and dark eyes, a very fashionable two-day beard, a Mediterranean looking tan, and full lips that were parted to show a perfect white teeth.

––––––––

Luc walked up to Mirella, took her hand and brushed his lips along the back of it.

––––––––

"Welcome back, my dear," he said with lightly-accented English. "I'm so pleased you were able to come."

––––––––

He turned to Seamus and shook his hand firmly, and then bowed to him respectfully.

––––––––

Mirella said with a broad smile of her own, "Luc, this is my colleague and close friend Seamus."

––––––––

"Welcome, Seamus," Luc said, standing back up to look him in the eye. "Isn't it such a luxury to be able to work alongside one's friends? I find everything is made better when friends are involved."

––––––––

"Thank you, Mr. Mane," Seamus said, extending his hand for a handshake. "You have a lovely home here. It may be even more grand than Mirella described."

––––––––

"Call me Luc, I insist," Luc said, still smiling. He gave Seamus a firm shake. "And thank you, though you've barely seen anything of the house, and we will remedy that! But first, what can I get you to drink? I'm having a brandy to take off the chill of the evening, would you care for one? I know our mutual friend Mirella will require something else, perhaps a warm apple cider?"

––––––––

"That would be magnificent, Luc!" Mirella squealed in delight, "And I'm impressed that you've remembered."

––––––––

"A beautiful woman such as yourself makes quite an impression, Mirella, and I try to remember my friends' preferences and predilections," he said. "Seamus, how about you?"

––––––––

"I'll take a warm cider too," Seamus said. "Unfortunately I'll be back at the office tonight to wrap a few things up, and I've never found myself able to concentrate again after I've started to unwind with a good drink."

––––––––

"Mmm, very well," Luc said. "I'll take no for answer for now, but perhaps I can tempt you later after your work is done here. Gerald! Two warm ciders for our guests, please!"

––––––––

"Of course, sir," the butler said, and quietly left.

––––––––

"Come, let's have a seat by the fire and discuss what we're going to do this evening," Luc said. He brought them to an ornate loveseat and encouraged them to sit, and then took his place back in his armchair next to them. The furniture was period perfect to match the rest of the Victorian theme of his home, and was a rich dark red with gold trim. It was also surprisingly comfortable.

––––––––

"So you've come to chronicle some of my collection, correct?" Luc said, turning to Mirella.

––––––––

"That's right, Luc," she said. "I find you've got such a wonderful eye, and the pieces in your collection I saw on Monday impressed me so much I wanted to see some more."

––––––––

She leaned forward conspiratorially and said, "And now that I have your undivided attention, I was hopeful for a more complete tour."

––––––––

"Of course," Luc said, also leaning forward with a grin and gazing at Mirella. "I would have given you one on Monday had you only asked, although I suppose we were both rather preoccupied."

––––––––

"Nevertheless, you're here now and you've brought backup," he said. "So let's figure out just what it is you'd like to see and write about. Do you have any specific story in mind?"

––––––––

Gerald the Butler came in with the steaming ciders on a platter, and handed them to Seamus and Mirella, who both thanked him. Gerard nodded, asked Luc if he needed anything else, and then withdrew when there were no more requests forthcoming. Mirella took a big sip of hers, and sighed in contentment. Seamus tried his and it was delicious.

––––––––

"Honestly I so love what you've done with the home, I was hoping we could have the story be about the building's restoration and how you've filled it with all these treasures," Mirella said. "The house has been in shambles for so long - I believe it was en route to being condemned - I think people would be fascinated about its beautiful new form, and the fascinating man who made it happen."

––––––––

"Oh my dear, your flattery isn't necessary ... but it's more than welcome, so please, by all means continue!" Luc said, and he and Mirella laughed. Seamus cracked a smile.

––––––––

It was remarkable to watch Luc and Mirella converse; their back-and-forth was a study in professional manners and disarming charm.

––––––––

"To be honest - always dangerous with a pair of journalists around - I am a man who enjoys some privacy, so I'm not sure exactly how much I'd like to find its way into print," Luc said. "Will I have an opportunity to read the article before it runs?"

––––––––

Mirella titled her head slightly and looked at Luc, eyes twinkling.

––––––––

"No, I'm afraid that's not how things are done," she said. "But I'll give you my word that we'll faithfully adhere to any limits you place on what can and can't be published."

––––––––

"Mmmm I see," Luc said. "I'm not typically fond of setting boundaries, much more so I'm interested in pushing them, so I'll need to adapt to having the shoe on the other foot. But I'll tell you what: let's start the tour and if we happen upon anything that I'd like to keep private, I'll let you know."

––––––––

"But first, you must please indulge me: what sort of camera are you going to be using, Seamus?" Luc said, shifting his gaze over to him. "I have to admit I'm a bit of an amateur photographer myself, although I greatly prefer the traditional film to the newer digital equipment."

––––––––

Seamus blinked; he didn't expect this topic of conversation to come up. He knew his way around a camera just fine - you learned to do a lot as a reporter in the age of disappearing budgets - but he didn't know how much shop talk he could handle before it was clear that he wasn't a professional photographer.

––––––––

"This is a Canon 9700 DSLR," Seamus said, hoisting the camera with a smile. "You have full control of f-stop and such; the images it takes are quite crisp, and we don't have to rely on the hit-or-miss nature of film. You're able to take as many pictures as you like and choose the best ones for touch up. With film, you've only got so many chances to get it right."

––––––––

"I have to admit, that's part of what makes film alluring to me," Luc said. "You have to make the best of the opportunities you're given, so you value those perfect moments even more."

––––––––

"I can see where that would work for an individual hobbyist, but at the paper time is another important factor," Seamus said. "We need the best we can get the quickest we can possibly get it. And with the digital, you can review what you've already shot."

––––––––

"Ahh yes, that makes perfect sense," Luc said. "Real film takes time to develop, and precision in the darkroom. I have my own darkroom here in the house; it's one of my favorite rooms, a perfect place to go to be alone and to work on the art of bringing beauty to the surface. Would you mind terribly if I brought my own camera along and took some shots along with you? I'd find it fun to look at my own home through that lens, so to speak, but if you feel I'll be stepping on your toes please say so and I won't be offended."

––––––––

"I wouldn't feel that way at all," Seamus said with a smile. "And it's your house! You can do whatever you like inside the walls of your own home."

––––––––

"That is a major perk of ownership, isn't it?" Luc laughed. "Let's stop wasting any more time, there is so much to see! Come, let me collect my camera and we'll get underway."

––––––––

Seamus smiled and stood. Luc stood and walked over behind his desk, opening a locked drawer with a key from his pocket. Seamus looked at Mirella and raised an eyebrow; Mirella smiled and winked.

––––––––

Luc took out an older looking camera from a bag and loaded it with film. He grabbed a second canister of film and put it into his pocket. He chose a lens and attached it, and then looked up with a smile.

––––––––

"Where shall we begin?" he asked, looking back and forth from Mirella to Seamus.

––––––––

"How about right here?" Mirella said.

––––––––

She turned and strode over to a smaller stone statue placed atop a pedestal in the middle of the room. About six inches tall, it's figure was crude, a lump of smooth dark stone that had been shaped and carved, but it was clearly very, very old. It was a naked voluptuous woman, belly plump with child and breasts swollen, lines marking the V of where her legs met her lower torso.

––––––––

"At first glance this seems out of place, but something tells me it's special given its placement in here," she said.

––––––––

"Ahh yes," Luc said with a smile. "What do you think that is?"

––––––––

"The Mother Goddess," Seamus said, speaking up. "How old is it?"

––––––––

"Very good, Seamus," Luc said with a smile. "It's actually from about 20,000 BC, during the last time when glaciers still stood in what is today called Europe. This is from southern France."

––––––––

"Oh wow," Mirella said, bending slightly to look it over as she circled. "Is this the oldest thing in the house?"

––––––––

"You could certainly say that, yes," Luc said with a friendly smile. "I love it because it's almost a primordial ode to the beauty of the female form. Women created life and were highly valued and protected in those times. I'm sure during the ice age they were also a wonderful source of warmth."

––––––––

Mirella completed her circuit of the figure and looked up. Seamus was looking through the lens finder of the camera, setting up a good shot and getting the light right. Luc was looking at her.

––––––––

"Where does one find a 20,000 year old statue?" she asked. She flipped open her notebook and began to scribble some notes.

––––––––

"In the ground, of course," Luc said with a smile. "Actually this was given to me by a very old friend who had a great deal of interest in the earliest human cultures."

––––––––

"It is beautiful," she said, looking back to the statue. "It's lines are so ... evocative, I guess ... of femininity."

––––––––

"I agree completely," Luc said. "Something so beautiful deserves worship. No doubt its owner would hold the idol in his hands or clutched it closely to his chest, murmuring to it in moments of joy or distress. It is a simple yet powerful depiction of the female form."

––––––––

Seamus glanced away at the camera and saw Luc and Mirella, gaze locked. He turned back to his camera and quickly finished finding his shot, and took several shots. The shutter's rapid staccato brought Mirella's eyes back over in his direction, and then she turned to find the next piece that caught her interest in the room.

––––––––

She walked over to the large painting on the wall, protected with museum-quality glass that did little to hinder the piece's majesty. Seamus began to wander over in that direction as well, but he watched Luc line up his shot of the statue, moving until the painting Mirella was looking at would also be in the shot, and then he heard a single click of the shutter.

––––––––

Mirella asked her next question without looking away from the painting, which was of a man and woman entwined in a passionate embrace, the man gazing longingly at the woman despite his face being just inches from hers. There was a little boy with wings watching from above, bow in hand, clearly Cupid.

––––––––

"Now I'm no expert, but I did take Art History in school," she said. "And I'm almost certain this is a Rubens. Is that right?"

––––––––

"You have a very good eye, Mirella," Luc said. He walked over and stood closely behind her, and put his hand on her shoulder. Mirella didn't flinch or move at his touch. "This is by Peter Paul Rubens, one of his, shall we say, lesser known works. It's a depiction of Venus and Mars just after Cupid has inflamed their passions. But this painting has a much more interesting secret."

––––––––

Seamus found himself walking towards Mirella protectively, but stopped himself. She was a big girl, and he was supposed to be a photographer. He took a step back and tried to line up a picture, but Luc and Mirella stood in front of the picture.

––––––––

"I'll need you guys to scoot over so you're not in the shot," Seamus said from behind them.

––––––––

Luc took his hand from Mirella's shoulder and turned to Seamus.

––––––––

"Actually, this is one in my collection that I'd rather not have included in the story," Luc said. He put his hands out apologetically, grinned and shrugged. "This painting isn't well known, and I'd rather not have scholars contacting me to document it. It's trail runs down some rather ... unfortunate ... turns through history."

––––––––

Mirella turned and stepped a bit away from Luc to see him better. Seamus thought about what he'd said for a moment, then said, "Nazis?"

––––––––

"Yes, well as to that, I believe the saying is 'don't look a gift horse in the mouth,'" he said. "I was assured no heirs would be claiming ownership, but we needn't court disaster."

––––––––

"That is an interesting secret," Mirella said, "Can I ask who gave it to you? Just personal curiosity, I'll keep this out of the story, as we agreed."

––––––––

"It wasn't a gift, per se, more of a trade for services rendered and a job well done," he said. "And actually that isn't the secret I was referring to."

––––––––

"Who gave you a Rubens for services rendered?" Seamus asked incredulously "And what did you do for them that warranted a masterwork painting?"

––––––––

"Seamus, don't be rude," Mirella said. She turned and gave him an unmistakeable 'shut the fuck up' look.

––––––––

"It is fine, my dear," Luc said with a laugh. "One does not invite journalists into his house and expect them not to be inquisitive. I've made a living trading things my whole life. Commodities, stocks, and sometimes other, harder to obtain goods. Not drug trafficking or arms dealing or anything so sordid as that, if that's what you're thinking. I stay away from anything so destructive, and frankly, so messy.

––––––––

"I have connections around the world and when I can open a few stuck doors for friends, I do it," he continued. "But always for a price, that is one how stays in business, and people understand that. As for the painting's value, I believe it's more valuable to me than it would be in an art auction, given its run in with some very unsavory people."

––––––––

"Ahh," Seamus said. "I didn't mean to ..."

––––––––

"Do not fret, Seamus, no offense was taken," Luc said with an earnest smile.

––––––––

"So what's the secret?" Mirella asked.

––––––––

"Rubens was commissioned by Marie de Medici, Queen of France, to do a series of paintings about her life," Luc explained. "Which he did with great fanfare. But this is a lesser known one of the series ... the Venus depicted here has a striking resemblance to the queen herself, and Mars is painted in the image of Jean Louis de Nogaret de La Valette, the first Duke of Epernon."

––––––––

"Oooh, an illicit affair," Mirella said with a saucy smile. "How scandalous to have a painting made, even in secret!"

––––––––

"It's much more scandalous than that: the Duke of Epernon, a notorious rake, was implicated in King Henry IV's assassination," Luc said. "That line of inquiry was never closely pursued, however, as Marie was made Queen Regent shortly after her husband's death because their son, later King Louis XIII, was still very young."

––––––––

Mirella's mouth hung open out of shock, and Seamus blinked and shook his head slightly, as if he wasn't sure he heard Luc correctly.

––––––––

"Well," Mirella said, recovering first. "That certainly is interesting. And scandalous. Wow."

––––––––

Luc smiled devilishly. "I have to admit I enjoy that piece of the painting's history very much," he said.

––––––––

Seamus took a step towards the painting and got a closer look. The two main figures lay on a low couch, clearly in the throes of passion. They were draped in a thin, gauzy material that was essentially transparent, clinging to their bodies in a flattering way. Venus - the queen - had her eyes closed and head upturned in a cry of ecstasy. She was, of course, voluptuous.

––––––––

Mars - the duke - was behind her on the couch, propped up over the top of her, gazing intently at her face. He was muscular and virile. One of his hands covering where their bodies joined, the other snaked across one of Venus's breasts. It was a painting by a great master of two people joined in passionate lovemaking.

––––––––

"This ... this is actually incredible," Seamus said. "It's so exquisitely done. I don't know that I've ever viewed a masterwork in such close proximity like this, especially with, uh, this subject matter."

––––––––

"You see why I would be heartbroken if it were somehow taken away," Luc said. "It is perhaps my favorite."

––––––––

"I guess I do," Seamus said. "Well done getting your hands on it."

––––––––

"Like I said, it was for a job well done," Luc said. "My friend was reluctant to part with it, but it was a fair price, and I can be very persuasive."

––––––––

"Yeah I'd heard that," Seamus said absentmindedly, and then caught himself, stiffening slightly. He tried to keep his features still, but noticed Luc raised an eyebrow. Seamus kept examining the painting, and Mirella broke the moment by clacking off to the next piece of art, a marble bust of a stately and beautiful woman.

––––––––

"Who is this?" Mirella asked.

––––––––

"That is Theodora, Empress of Byzantium, one of the great women in history," Luc said, following her over.

––––––––

Seamus took a deep breath and set about reclaiming his cool while Luc schooled Mirella on the statue's subject. He silently cursed himself as he hoisted the camera; he would have to be much more careful with his words.

––––––––

Seamus shot the statue of Theodora, and Mirella moved on to the next piece. Together they discussed and photographed every artwork in Luc's library and parlor, and and in the front hallway. At each stop Luc took a picture of his own art as well, usually at a much different angle than Seamus.

––––––––

They continued into the conservatory, where Luc had given his cello performance and Mirella had given a performance of her own. Seamus took in the dias but didn't linger, not wanting to seem unduly interested in the spot. There was a red clay Grecian amphora with a scene featuring satyrs and nymphs in the music room, and some other smaller paintings of social scenes and musical performances. The furniture in that room was also impressive and they spent a good deal talking about furnishing the house.

––––––––

"Well," Mirella said, "We've covered everything I'd seen on Monday. Do you have any special pieces tucked away in other rooms that you'd be willing to show us?"

––––––––

Luc pursed his lips thoughtfully, and then said, "I have a room upstairs dedicated to some of my own work with the camera, would you be interested in seeing that?"

––––––––

"Absolutely!" Mirella said with a smile. "If your eye for shooting is as good as your taste in art, I have no doubt it's incredibly interesting."

––––––––

"Flattery will get you everywhere, my dear," Luc said with a grin.

––––––––

Seamus and Mirella followed Luc back into the front hallway and up the huge central stairs to the second floor, turning left and coming back to the towards the front of the house through a wide open space. There were several closed doors that led to along the second floor; a balcony looked down on the first floor entry, and there were stairs to the third floor at the end.

––––––––

The room they entered had large windowed doors that probably let in a good deal of light on a sunny day; now rain beat against the panes with and audible patter, and the wind howled outside grey afternoon turned into black night.

––––––––

The room was quite warm. It also contained a lit fireplace surrounded by few couches and a shaggy animal skin rug - it was huge, so Seamus thought it likely was a bear. Along the walls were dozens of framed photographs, mostly black and white.

Seamus followed Luc and Mirella into the room, and then announced he needed to use the bathroom. Mirella strode to the far wall and was staring at the photographs there, smiling. Luc gave him instructions on how to find the bathroom, and then turned and walked to Mirella and began discussing his work.

––––––––

This was his chance, Seamus thought.

––––––––

He went right, but walked past the door to the bathroom two doors down, and instead quietly padded up the stairs to the third floor. He crept along the hallway and tried the first door he came to, and the knob turned to let him in. He peeked inside and found a modest-sized but richly furnished office. Nobody was inside, so he slipped in and closed the door behind him.

––––––––

He turned and took in the room. There was a great mahogany desk that had a few papers neatly stacked with a large pad of paper in the center. To the right was a pedestal, with a huge, very old book placed on top, opened about two thirds of the way. Seamus walked over and looked at it; it was in Latin, and there was an elaborate illumination of wildflowers and trees.

––––––––

He bent over and looked closer; it was not a Bible, as he had first assumed; the writing in it looked recent, done in fountain pen, and the structure of the document clearly wasn't the Bible.

––––––––

Seamus took Spanish in high school, but that didn't help him in the slightest here. He raised the camera and took a snapshot of the text on the page, and then took a step back and snapped a photo of the book on the stand from afar. He quickly turned and tried a few drawers on the desk, but they were all locked. He glanced at a few papers on the desk, but they appeared to be invoices for the recent work on his home. Seamus took a snap of the top bill just in case, and then fled the room.

––––––––

He tried a few other doors in the hallway that turned out locked, until one another knob turned. Seamus took a deep breath and quietly opened the door, which led to a small stairway that went both up and down. There was no light in the stairway; Seamus fished out his phone and used the flashlight function to look around. On a hunch he tip-toed down a few flights of stairs, moving as quickly as he could. The stairs turned to stone and the air was cooler, and he realized he must be underground. He came to a heavy wooden door that was open a crack; Seamus swung it open praying for quiet hinges, and he was in luck.

––––––––

He poked his head around the door, and saw a long stone hallway with flickering torchlight. He padded a few steps down the hallway and then froze; he heard the sound of someone moaning. It wasn't a wretched noise by any means ... it sounded like someone moaning in pleasure.

––––––––

Seamus took a hesitant step towards the sound, and then heard far down the hall the sounds of voices, and then footsteps, approaching. He held his breath and quickly tiptoed back to the door to the stairs, swung it gently behind him and then hustled up the stairs.

––––––––

He exited back into the third floor hallway and padded down the stairs the way he'd come originally, and then returned to where he'd left Mirella and Luc looking at pictures. As he approached he realized that the lights were no longer on, though there was a flicker of light from the fire, and the room was silent.

––––––––

He turned the corner into the dark room and paused; Luc stood with his back to the door, his camera pressed up to his eye and looking down at the couch in front of him. Seamus strode in and then realized Luc was taking pictures of Mirella, who was lounging on the couch and posing for the camera. Then Seamus realized Mirella was in her bra and panties only, both lacy and white. And her red heels.

––––––––

"Mirella!" Seamus said, taking two urgent steps towards the Luc, Mirella and the couches in alarm. "What ...?"

––––––––

Luc held up his left hand quickly without turning or taking the camera from his face, and said. "Quiet."

––––––––

Seamus abruptly stopped. And then stood, blinking. Luc moved slightly and Seamus heard the click of his camera's shutter.

––––––––

This is it, Seamus thought. We've gotten in deep and I've got to get her out of here.

––––––––

He took a step forward, but then he hesitated. He watched as Luc slowly, proficiently took pictures of his friend in just her underwear, thinking of what to say to get them out without arousing too much suspicion.

––––––––

Then for the first time he really looked at Mirella, and saw how the flickering firelight played off her skin, the way that her blonde hair fell about her face and shoulders, the shadows it created and the smoldering looks she gave Luc as he slowly circled the scene. The only noise was pitter patter of rain on the window, the crackling of the fire, the clacking of Luc's camera's shutter and the crank of him manually winding his film.

––––––––

She was magnificently beautiful, and the gentle lighting was perfect for her. She lounged on the couch with incredible grace, her full breasts sticking out proudly from her chest, supported and shaped by a very sexy white lace bra. She had one leg up on the couch, knee bent, and the other stretching down to the floor so her white lacy thong showed in full.

––––––––

Seamus felt apprehension swell inside him and he took another step towards the scene. "Randi, do you think this is ..." he started.

––––––––

"Sssshhhhhh," she said slowly, without looking away from Luc's camera. "It's okay, Seamus. Look at the photos in here, of how good Luc is. I want this, I want him to do this for me."

––––––––

Seamus stood for a moment looking at the scene; Mirella adjusted herself slightly and moved her pose a little, but never took her gaze from Luc. Seamus looked over at the wall of pictures, the fire's reflection dancing over at them, and for the first time saw the subject matter. It was all of people, some fully dressed out in public, some posing in various states of undress in more private settings, some completely nude. He took a few steps over to get a better look. He saw every single picture was of a person, and every single person was captured perfectly to show just how beautiful they were in the moment.

––––––––

They were of men and women, alone and together. Pictures of just faces looking into the camera or away into the distance, looking at something out of frame. Full portraits of naked women, of fully clothed men, of men and women together and passionate embrace. Close ups of evocative curves where a woman's ass and hips turned gracefully into her lower back, or a man's arms wrapped around a naked woman, covering her breasts with his hands. Seamus's breath caught in his throat.

––––––––

Luc was an excellent photographer, and his specialty was capturing human beauty. Seamus looked back over at Mirella, and saw that essential beauty bubbling up and out of her now. Luc was focused entirely on her; he hadn't looked at anything else since Seamus strolled into the room.

––––––––

He couldn't help himself. He lifted his own camera and looked at her through the viewfinder. Now she was on her knees on the cushions, her elbows resting on one arm of the couch, her head in her hands. Her heels were up in the air behind her. Seamus took a few steps towards her to get a better angle, and he ripped off several shots in quick succession. Mirella turned her head slightly and looked at him and his camera, but didn't say anything. Seamus moved slightly and took a few more shots.

––––––––

Her eyes stayed on him. Seamus could feel her gaze through the camera, and he felt his heart quicken. She was looking at him with alluring intensity.

––––––––

She bit her lip slightly, and then closed her eyes. Seamus took a rapid set of shots; Luc's camera clicked once, and he cranked his film. She gracefully shifted her position on the couch so she was sitting up, legs set apart, her hands on her knees, arms straight out. Her hair fell down across her face, mostly covering one eye. She tilted her head down slightly, and then opened her eyes, looking right at Seamus. It sent a shiver through his body. Luc made a guttural noise of appreciation deep in his throat, and took another picture.

––––––––

Seamus took the camera down from his face and looked at his friend. She brought her chin up and slowly swept the hair from her face, her gaze never leaving Seamus. Seamus raised the camera and fired off a few more shots. Mirella pursed her plump lips. Seamus circled and got closer, then fired off a few more shots.

––––––––

Mirella leaned back so her shoulders rested on the arm of the couch, her arms crossed under her breasts, and looked up at the ceiling. Luc took a snap. Mirella arched her back, lifting her hips up off the couch and moved her arms behind her. Seamus fired off a few shots, and then realized she was unclasping her bra. He lowered the camera and looked at her. Mirella slowly lowered her body back down, and then turned her head slightly to look at Seamus, and smiled. Seamus stood frozen, but he could feel Luc moving somewhere behind him, and Luc's camera clacked.

––––––––

Her bra now sat loosely on her chest. She crossed her arms in front of her, eyes never leaving Seamus, and then reached up and slowly slid the shoulder straps down her arms. Seamus blinked, inhaled deeply, and then brought the camera back up and framed the shot for what came next.

––––––––

Mirella deliberately peeled the white lacy garment away from her chest. As her breasts and her pointy hard nipples came into the light, Seamus took a several pictures. He continued to shoot as Mirella removed her bra altogether, and held it aloft in the crook of her right index finger, arm extended over the side of the couch. She turned her wrist and dropped her bra; Seamus captured it as it fell with a series of rapid shots. Mirella brought both her hands and cupped them under her now exposed breasts, lifting them as the now-discarded bra had, offering them for Seamus and his camera. He took several pictures.

––––––––

Then from behind him Seamus heard Luc say, "Go to her."

––––––––

Seamus slowly turned to look at Luc; he stood in front of the fire, face in shadows, camera in his hands.

––––––––

"This may have been for her - or me - when we started, but it's been for you for some time now," Luc said. "As beautiful as she is now, she'll be even more so when you're there with her. It would be a criminal act against this incredible scene not to let it blossom. Go to her."

––––––––

Seamus turned back to Mirella; she bit her lip again, but then slowly raised her hand and gave him the 'come-hither' motion. From behind him he heard Luc's camera click.

––––––––

Seamus felt like his heart was going to burst. Mirella, laid out on this couch in the flickering firelight, naked, posing for him, was the sexiest thing he'd ever seen. She exuded raw, uninhibited sexuality and desire. And from deep inside him, he could feel his desire expanding and filling him entirely.

––––––––

He strained against it, fought it with all the reserve he had. This was not why they were there; this was, in fact, exactly what they should have been guarding against. And Vanessa may not have been talking to him at the moment, but he still loved her and this would be the ultimate betrayal. He should not do this. He had to fight it, to not let this go any further.

––––––––

He gazed at Mirella and she licked her lips. The hand she was beckoning him with fell back to her chest, and she tweaked both her nipples. Then, slowly, she slid the same hand down her her smooth skin to the waist of her white lace panties, and slipped it into them. He watched her hand reach her slit - its journey easily visible through the lace - and she closed her eyes and shuddered as her fingers brushed her clitoris.

––––––––

"Anything that happens here, now, will never leave this house," Luc said behind him, softly. "You have my word on it. Go. You may never have another chance like this to be a part of something so surpassingly beautiful."

––––––––

Go. The word echoed and reverberated inside his skull. GO!

––––––––

With that, the dam broke inside Seamus. His resolve crumbled. The voice of caution inside him faded into silence. He lifted the strap for the camera up and over his head, and then carefully placed it on the floor. Mirella opened her eyes when she heard the camera hit the floor, and they widened in anticipation as he took two strides over to the couch where she lay.

––––––––

Seamus stood over her, and she looked up at him. There was longing in her gaze, need, lust and passion. She was still lazily brushing her clit with her fingers, and she shivered and trembled, but her eyes never left his. He waited five seconds, then ten, taking in his view, searing it in his mind. Finally, slowly, Seamus bent down to her, cupped her face in his right hand and kissed her. She took the hand that had been cupping her breast and pulled him towards her, slightly lifting herself off the couch.

––––––––

The kissed deeply, passionately. Seamus felt her soft full lips on his, and they were perfect. Their tongues met and danced, and both of them lost themselves in the kiss for a time. Absently, Seamus heard Luc take a snap, then wind his film, remove it and put in a new film roll. That barely registered above his joy in the moment, the touch of this goddess occupying all of his senses.

––––––––

Mirella disengaged from the kiss and settled back down on the couch, and removed her hand from the back of Seamus's head. Seamus hovered over her, his hand still cupping her face, until Mirella put a hand on his chest and gently pushed him away. Seamus stood up straight, and as he did Mirella slowly sat up on the couch. Seamus took a half step back, but Mirella reached out and grabbed Seamus by the belt and pulled him back towards her.

––––––––

She looked up at him mischievously with a smile spreading across her face, and then she began to unfasten his belt. He stood looking down at her, and he smiled back. There was movement around them as Luc slowly circled the scene, but their gaze was locked until Mirella looked down at Seamus's pants. She undid the button on his slacks, and pulled down the zipper.

––––––––

She reached inside, found his thick swollen member and pulled it free. She tugged his underwear and pants down slightly, and then looked back up at Seamus, holding his cock in her hand. She licked her lips, and then never broke eye contact as she engulfed his thick head in her mouth. Seamus groaned as her tongue circled the crown of his cock, and reached his hand out, snaking his fingers through her thick mane of blonde hair. Somewhere in the distance Luc circled.

––––––––

Mirella pulled him out of her mouth, smiled up at him and shook her head. He removed his hand from her hair, and then gently, lovingly, traced the outside of his knuckles down her face. She lifted his stiff cock and tilted her head, licking the underside from base to tip while she watched him watch her. She began licking his cock all over, slowly, languidly bathing it in her saliva, lubricating it while she held it gently in one hand. Then she took it back in her mouth and leaned in, forcing his entire big, thick cock down her throat in one slow, deliberate motion.

––––––––

Seamus moaned loudly, looking up at the ceiling and then closing his eyes, focusing on the sensation of Mirella expertly sucking his cock. She pulled his cock out of her throat and started a slow bob, just working the last few inches in and out of her mouth. Her thick lips felt like plush cushions buffeting his manhood, and her tongue swirled and massaged him, running along sensitive spots and making him shudder. He found he didn't know what to do with his hands, so he fidgeted, first putting them on his hips and then bringing them to the back of his head.

––––––––

"Take off your shirt," Luc said from somewhere in the room, and Seamus quickly went to work on his buttons. Mirella was lazily working him in and out of her mouth, one hand cupping his balls and gently massaging them, the other wrapped around the bottom of his shaft, thumb rubbing the underside while she held him at the best angle.

––––––––

Seamus pulled off his dress shirt and then ripped the undershirt off over his head. He tossed them to the side as Mirella again deepthroated his thick throbbing cock, burying her nose into his pubic hair. She held it for a moment and then began to gag a little, and then pulled it out of her mouth altogether, taking a deep breath.

––––––––

Seamus looked down at her, and then bent and reached to pull her up to him. She stood and he caressed the skin on her back as he brought his mouth to hers for another deep, passionate kiss. He reached both of his hands down to cup her ass and they kissed passionately for several seconds, tongues twisting and running along each other's lips. Finally she tugged Seamus around, swapping places with him so his back was to the couch, and gave him a little shove so he sat down.

––––––––

Mirella knelt in front of him and grasped the waist of his pants and and underwear, pulling them down Seamus's legs. Seamus kicked off his shoes and helped her maneuver the pants the rest of the way. Mirella pulled off his socks, and then walked forward on her knees and planted a kiss on Seamus's lips. Then she pushed him so his back was pressed to the couch, and bent to resume her blowjob.

––––––––

First she pinned his shaft to his chest and rubbed it with the flat of her hand while she tongued Seamus's balls, sucking each one gently into her mouth a few times. Again she licked from base to tip, and then took his cock in both her hands and began stroking it quickly in a circular motion. She worked into a rhythm and then started bobbing her head just on the very tip of his penis, taking in the head while she worked her hands up down his shaft.

––––––––

"Oh god, Randi, that's going to put me over," he said, looking down at her.

––––––––

She only looked back up at him, and winked. She continued at the same pace, and then as Seamus started to tremble she impaled her throat a third time, this time working all the way back up his shaft wriggling her tongue, then doing it again. Seamus grunted and a torrent of cum spilled into Mirella's mouth, and she gulped it down hungrily. Seamus's hips shook as and bucked as he his cock pumped more and more jizz into her mouth, but she took it all and swallowed. She sucked the on his head and his cock was so sensitive he had pull out of his mouth with a pop.

––––––––

She looked up at him with hooded eyes, and smiled at him. Seamus bent down, grabbed her, and pulled her on top of him, her shins resting on this thighs. He wrapped his arm around her waist and pulled her in close to him, face pressed against her breasts, and then brought his mouth to hers and kissed her deeply. He forced his tongue into her mouth and could taste his cum, but their kiss was as passionate as before and Mirella melted into his body. He wrapped her up in both of his arms and held her, pressing her breasts into his chest, and they kissed for a long time, then both slid down on their sides and kept up their long, passionate embrace, knocking the throw pillow to the ground.

––––––––

Eventually their mouths separated, and Seamus propped himself up on his elbow while her back was on the seat cushions, so he could look into her eyes.

––––––––

"You are the sexiest thing on Earth, Randi," Seamus said, quietly. "That was amazing."

––––––––

"I'm glad you think so," she murmured back to him, still locked in his gaze. "I wanted it to be special."

––––––––

"Oh it was. Let me show you how special it was," Seamus said, and then shifted so he was all the way over her.

––––––––

Seamus cupped Mirella's face with both his hands and kissed her deeply. Then he began kissing down her neck, reaching up to nibble her earlobe and then moving back to kissing her down to where her neck met her shoulders. He slid off the couch and knelt in front of it, with Mirella laid out in front of him horizontally. He ran his hands all over her body, from her shoulders to her toes and back again, massaging and running his fingertips over her.

––––––––

He took both her breasts in his strong hands and squeezed them, first gently but then with a firmer grasp as Mirella started to gasp and moan. He sucked her nipples into his mouth, first one and then the other, and blew on her areolas, watching them pucker and goosebumps rise on her flesh. Then he bathed them again in his warm mouth, nibbling gently on each one.

––––––––

He spent several minutes pampering each one of her breasts with his mouth, kissing, biting gently, caressing them with his hands. As she started to squirm, he moved down her body, kissing down her ribs, across her belly, and down to her panties. He hooked his fingers under the waistband, and she lifted her hips to help him pull her white lacy thong down her legs and over her heels. He unbuckled the tiny straps to her shoes and pulled them off her feet; Mirella moaned in relief as the shoes came off. He grabbed her hips and pulled her off the couch slightly, so she lay at an angle, and slid the pillow under her ass to prop her up. He placed her thighs on his shoulders, and then he leaned into her sex. Finally, Seamus thought, he was just inches from her smooth bare pussy.

Mirella moaned as he began to nibble on her full pussy lips, sucking each of them into his mouth, then pursing his lips to run them all over her sex. He licked each of their length, up and down, while Mirella sighed and squirmed, and then he gave one great swipe of his tongue up her slit and came to her swollen red nub. He pressed the tip of his tongue into it and swirled it around in a tight circle, and Mirella began to tremble.

––––––––

Then he pulled his head away and began to kiss Mirella's inner thighs. Mirella groaned and bent her neck to look down at him. Seamus's eyes sparkled as she looked at him, and she smirked, letting her head fall back. Slowly Seamus worked his way back up Mirella's thighs, flicking his tongue out to lick here her legs met her pelvis, and then sucking each of her labia back into his mouth once more. He gave another long, slow lick up her slit, flicked his tongue across her clit, and then moved back down to bury his tongue deep inside her.

––––––––

Mirella reached both of her hands out and grasped his head, pressing his face into her while he fucked her with his tongue. He raised his head and shook it slightly, looking at her with a smile. She groaned and rolled her eyes, but removed her hands. She crossed them in front of her belly.

––––––––

"Hold your breasts, and pinch your nipples between thumb and forefinger," she heard Luc say, and she did immediately.

––––––––

Seamus was now alternating working his tongue in and out of her soaking pussy, and lashing it up and down her slit with special attention paid to her pleasure button. The constant change and focus was ramping Mirella up but keeping her from spilling over into climax. She was getting hotter and hotter, and her moans were louder and louder.

––––––––

Seamus plunged two fingers into her and started tickling the top wall of her vagina, rubbing her G spot while he lapped her clit with the flat surface of his tongue. Electricity shot through her, and she rolled her nipples between her fingers, pinching hard. Her breath quickened and she was finally building towards an incredible orgasm when Seamus pulled out his fingers and removed his tongue from her clit.

––––––––

She growled in frustration and again bent her head up to glare it at him; as soon as their eyes met, he winked at her and she felt a finger slip deep into her asshole, lubricated with her own juices. He quickly bent forward and sucked her clit into his mouth heavily, and she exploded, clamping her thighs around his head and screaming at the top of her lungs.

––––––––

Mirella's hands shot out from her breasts to grip the couch, and she began to shake. Seamus wiggled the finger in her ass as he sucked and licked her clit, and Mirella gushed all over Seamus's face while she screamed and bucked on him. He lapped up her juices and made contented noises, his deep-throated humming sending vibrations into Mirella's core. He just kept going; Mirella lost track of how long her orgasm shook through her body.

––––––––

Finally Mirella had to reach down and push Seamus's head away from her; her clit was so engorged and sensitive she was worried his wonderful work might start to hurt.

––––––––

She lay panting, trying to catch her breath, and Seamus started to kiss his way back up her body. He lingered at her breasts a while, kissing her sensitive nipples and tonguing the undersides of her breasts, but eventually worked her way up her neck and then kissed her on the mouth. Again they kissed passionately, and she could taste herself on his lips and in his beard. Their lips smashed together and the kissed long and hard, but then Seamus reached both of his arms under her and lifted her up of the couch.

––––––––

Seamus lifted her and her legs wrapped around his hips; she could feel his cock was hard again as it rubbed up against her, its length pressing into her bottom between her two holes. Her arms reached behind his neck and he held her aloft, their bodies pressed together. They kissed and held each other tightly, their skin slick with perspiration, lips locked.

––––––––

Seamus slowly turned, knelt and bent to lay Mirella down on the bear skin rug in front of the crackling fire. Her back hit the soft fur but she didn't free Seamus from her grasp; her legs remained locked around his hips, and her arms were clasped around his neck. Seamus stumbled and fell into her, his body crushing Mirella into the floor. They finally broke their kiss and gazed into each other's eyes, laughing and giggling, each with a big smile.

––––––––

Mirella scooted back a few inches, then patted the space on the rug next to her. Seamus slid in beside her on his side, propped himself up by an elbow and they kissed again playfully. Facing the flickering fire, Seamus looked down on the woman he'd lusted after for years, and she looked up at him and into his eyes. He took hold of his cock and guided it to her sopping wet pussy, and slowly slid it in all the way to the hilt. He felt Mirella shiver, but her gaze never left his, eyes sparkling.

––––––––

"Beautiful," they heard Luc murmur, and his shutter clicked, but Mirella and Seamus were only focused on each other. The background had fallen away into the void; there was only their bodies, their skin pressing against each other, the velvety iron of his hard cock and the wet heat of her blossoming folds.

––––––––

Seamus began to slowly thrust in and out of her, without urgency, revelling in the exquisite friction. She reached up and kissed him, and he brought his arm around to rest under her breasts, fingers toying with her firm nipples. They stayed like this for a time, lost in their union. When propping himself up became tiresome, he lay fully on his side and wrapped her completely in his his arms. She felt his firm grip tighten around her, and as he squeezed her harder he picked up the pace of his thrusts.

––––––––

Soon he had her pinned to him, immobilized in his strong arms, not crushing her but holding her close. He fucked her with swift, short thrusts and she could feel his cock head deliciously scraping along her sensitive spots. Keeping his right arm around her firmly, he snaked his left hand down to where their bodies met and brushed his fingers across her clit. It only took seconds for Mirella to cry out in a throaty moan, her orgasm ripping through her, her back arching away from him until he pulled her back tight into his embrace. He never slowed his pace, and Mirella rode out her incredible pleasure spike, moaning and gasping until she had no breath left.

––––––––

Seamus slowed and stopped, and caressed her trembling body while she caught her breath. Finally she looked up at him and licked her lips, eyes burning.

––––––––

"If that's what I've been missing this whole time, then I'm a damn fool," she said.

––––––––

Seamus began to say something but she quickly pressed a finger to his mouth, quieting him. She held it there while she disentangled herself, sliding out from underneath him and so his cock slid out of her. She felt empty, like something crucial had been taken from her. She wanted it back.

––––––––

She pushed against Seamus's lips with his finger and he got the message, lying. She straddled him, and took the finger from his lips, bringing her hand down to his chest to steady herself. With the other she grasped his girlcum-covered cock and slowly lowered herself down on it. When she filled herself completely, his entire shaft inside her, she shivered and realized she'd been holding her breath. She let it out in a slow satisfied groan, looked at Seamus and gave him her best mischievous smile.

––––––––

"Show him the real you," Luc said from somewhere off to the side.

––––––––

Show him ... show him ... show him the real you. Inside her mind, Mirella felt as if the words sheared a lock off a chained gate, and as the gate swung open her body filled with a tingling sensation of epiphany.

––––––––

"Don't you move a goddamn inch," she said.

––––––––

Seamus nodded, and propped himself up on his elbows so he could watch this sex goddess go to work.

––––––––

Shins on the rug, she began to slowly grind against him, rolling her hips so her clit ground against him while his cock stirred her hot cunt. She brought her hands to her own breasts, squeezed them while she rode Seamus, her head falling back in pure ecstasy. She lost herself in the motion of her hips, her fingers brushing her sensitive nipples, the feeling of Seamus's hardness inside her and the friction of her nub against his pubic hair when she ground against him.

––––––––

On and on she went, time slipping away into irrelevance. She heard the soft patter of the rain against the windows, the crackle of the fire, and the gentle click of Luc's camera. She heard Seamus's long and slow breaths, and she heard her own whimpering moans.

––––––––

She opened her eyes and saw Seamus. He was transfixed by her, by the show she was giving him, by the erotic scene. She could see this was unlike anything he'd ever experienced, that this was the best, most pleasurable moment of his life, that she was fulfilling a fantasy he'd thought would never come true. She began to shiver, and then she came as hard as she'd ever cum before.

––––––––

She drew a ragged breath and screamed, falling forward to place both hands on Seamus's chest. Her pussy clamped down on Seamus and squeezed his shaft while her body shuddered and jerked. Her eyes rolled back in her head and she cried out again and again while she tried to grind into him still, to keep the motion going. She hung her head and panted, trying to catch her breath, and Seamus reached up and held her arms steady.

––––––––

As soon as she could, she began to bounce up and down on his cock, pushing it into herself over and over. Her bare pussy slapped into him with audible smacks; she tossed her head to get her hair out of her face, and then she looked into Seamus's eyes with an incredible intensity. She impaled herself over and over, groaning and crying out at the top of her lungs. Seamus moved his hands from her arms to her breasts, gave them a quick caress and pinched her nipples hard. Mirella thrust down fiercely, twitched her hips to grind her clit into him, and then came again with another shuddering scream.

––––––––

She collapsed on top of him and caught her breath, and he wrapped his arms around her and held her close, combing his fingers through her hair. Eventually she crawled up to him and kissed him passionately.

––––––––

"Randi, that was ..." Seamus trailed off.

––––––––

"Great," she said, finishing for him.

––––––––

Mirella slid off him and turned, crawling away from him on her hands and knees. Seamus sat up and watched; she stopped towards the end of the rug facing the fire, and turned to look at him over her shoulder. Her golden hair hung down like liquid fire, backlit and illuminated. Her face in shadow, the flickering firelight cast an orange glow down her back. She raised her round bottom high in the air, and then pressed her face to the ground, arms stretched out along the ground as if she were worshipping at an ancient altar. She wiggled her ass at him.

––––––––

"Come take what's yours, Seamus," she said quietly. "I've held it over you for so long, knowing you wanted it. Come get it and make it yours. Punish me with that amazing cock for being such a tease."

––––––––

Seamus lay there as the words set in. Suddenly his heart felt like it was going to burst in his chest; he could feel the adrenaline coursing through his veins, his mind aflame from her instructions. Blood rushed into his cock and he was painfully hard.

––––––––

He blinked, and then was kneeling behind her, steel rod in hand, Mirella offering herself to him. He felt the heat of the fire on his face. It was nothing compared to what was inside him.

––––––––

"Don't hold back," he heard Luc say. "Who knows when you'll get another chance like this."

––––––––

Don't hold back. The words echoed in his ears like rolling thunder. Don't hold back.

––––––––

He took his aching cock and positioned the tip at Mirella's dripping slit. He grabbed her hips with both of his hands, and then thrust into her hard. She rocked forward with a squeal, her supple flesh rippling along the curves of her ass. His stiff prick throbbed inside her.

––––––––

Don't hold back, Seamus thought. All I've ever done is hold back and give people what they want. Time to take what I want.

––––––––

Then he fucked her, and held nothing back.

––––––––

He dug his fingers into her soft curves, and started pistoning in and out of her, bottoming out deep inside of her with every thrust. He felt the head of his cock tip slide into her depths, heard her yelping every time he pulled back and slammed forward, heard his balls slapping on her wet naked sex. And then he picked up the pace to fuck her even harder.

––––––––

Mirella held onto the floor as best she could, straining against the assault, keeping her face to the ground and her ass in the air. She moaned and panted; each time he thrust forward her entire passage was alight with friction; each time he bottomed out his balls swung forward and slapped into her pleasure nub, jolting her with pleasure. He fucked her fiercely, and before long an orgasm was rapidly building inside her.

––––––––

"Oh my god, Seamus!" she cried, gasping between collisions. "Just like that, you're gonna make me cum so hard!"

––––––––

Seamus felt her start to quiver, and he thrust into her deep and held it.

––––––––

"Noooo!" Mirella groaned, legs shaking. She raised her face off the ground to look back at him. "Why are you..."

––––––––

Seamus snatched a fist full of her golden blonde hair and pulled, cutting off her mid-sentence so she finished with a gasp. He yanked - hard - and her head snapped back, her back arched with her heaving chest pushed out towards the fire, her hands barely on the ground. She trembled, so brutally close to the edge, the pain on her scalp indistinguishable from the harsh pleasure radiating through her body.

––––––––

Seamus leaned forward and whispered into her ear, "You were a little cocktease all these years, weren't you, Randi? Well what are you now? Who are you really?"

––––––––

"I'm a cock-hungry, cum-loving slut," she gasped, words spilling out of her. "That's what I am. I can't fight it any longer."

––––––––

The words struck like a chime in both Seamus and Mirella's ears; it was truth. Luc made an appreciative noise deep in his throat, almost a growl, and said softly, "Never fight who you are."

––––––––

Seamus felt her quivering and shivering on his cock, her need forcing her to lose control.

––––––––

"So beg for it," he said. "Beg and I'll give you what you want."

––––––––

He thrust into her once, to remind her what she was missing, and she shook. He tightened his grasp.

––––––––

"Fuck me, Seamus!" She begged. "Fuck me just like that again, please! Use me as your fucktoy, it's so good!"

––––––––

He tightened her grip on her hair, but didn't move. He didn't even realize he had this dark and aggressive fuck fantasy inside him, but it had bubbled to the surface. He felt Mirella was on the edge, and he felt in control. He felt powerful, and he liked the way it felt.

––––––––

"Arms behind your back," Seamus said to her. She whipped her arms back and folded them, and he grabbed them at both wrists.

––––––––

He bent her down and she pressed her face into the rug. He let go of her hair and grabbed each arm just below the elbow, pulling her back up and holding her up with her arms unfolded behind her back. Seamus drove into her, fucking her with all the force he could muster, and she squealed in pleasure.

––––––––

After four thrusts, four times his balls swung forward into her clit, Mirella exploded into her pent up orgasm and began to cry out in ecstasy. Seamus felt her cunt trying to pull his cum up and out of him, and he fought the urge. He never slowed, fucking Mirella through her orgasm and into another, and then another.

––––––––

Mirella had nothing left, she knew. Her muscles were pudding; Seamus was holding her in place entirely now. He was using her body. Her throat was sore from screaming and groaning. Her thoughts were fuzzy; she could only comprehend that Seamus's big cock was doing this to her, taking her. For the first time ever in their relationship he was in control. And he used that control to just kept fucking her, and she just kept cumming, over and over.

––––––––

Finally, Seamus let go of her arms, and she fell to the ground. He jerked on her hair again and pulled her upright. She felt him pull out of her quivering pussy, and then he spun her around by the hair, and gave a throaty roar. She closed her eyes, ready to get what she wanted; he splattered her face with thick ropes of cum, one after another, coating her entirely.

––––––––

She heard Luc's camera click. She came a final time, the sensation of the warm fluid clinging to her face, the knowledge that Seamus had taken and used her, the way he needed to, and how Luc had captured it all on the camera. Then the hand in her hair holding her up was gone, and she slowly collapsed to the floor, panting. Then she passed out.

––––––––

Seamus stood in front of her, panting, holding his still stiff cock and taking in the sight of this blonde goddess covered in his cum in front of him. She'd begged him to take her roughly. He'd fucked her unconscious. He heard another click of the shutter, and finally turned to look at Luc for the first time.

––––––––

When his eyes met the lens, Luc took one final photo of the scene, capturing Seamus standing over Mirella, firelight flickering over their glistening bodies. The fire had begun to die; the glow was reddish now, from the coals. Turned to face the camera, half of Seamus's face was in shadow, half in the glow, his face etched in a little satisfied smile. Luc got his shot and lowered the camera.

––––––––

"That was beautiful," Luc said. "The best I've seen in a long time. You each found something new inside you, thanks to the other. Thank you for allowing me to be a part of it."

––––––––

Trying to catch his breath, Seamus stood and looked at Luc, standing in the darkness at the edge of the firelight. The lust-filled fog began to clear from Seamus's brain, but as he began to think again, he could feel he was somehow different. He had a sense of clarity cutting through to his thoughts, like he was using a part of his brain for the first time. He closed his eyes, took a deep breath, then opened them again and looked straight into Luc's eyes, red in the reflected light of the dying fire.

––––––––

"So, Mr. Mane ... who are you, exactly?"

***

Seamus glanced over at Mirella, who was leaning against the passenger side window, staring out at the night. Her hand in front of her face, fingertips brushing her lips gently, moving over them again and again.

––––––––

It had stopped raining and the sky was slowly starting to clear. The bright moon illuminated the landscape as they drove by, the sky a mix of solid black cloud cover and bright pinpricks of starlight.

––––––––

Her hair was still damp after the long shower she took at Luc's. Seamus had taken their host up on that drink after all, but declined a shower. He hated putting on the same clothes after getting clean.

––––––––

Once Mirella had descended the stairs and stood in the door to the parlor, smiling tiredly, Seamus collected their things and they made their way to the car. It had been brought around to the front driveway again. Luc saw them to the door, and Mirella turned and embraced him. Seamus heard her say "thank you," and then Luc leaned in and whispered something into her ear.

––––––––

Seamus focused on the drive through the hills on the way back to town the best he could. He still smelled the faint aroma of their wild fuckfest on his own unwashed body, and scenes from the experience kept flashing through his mind.

––––––––

As he tried to direct his thoughts towards about what else happened at the mansion, he felt they had made some slight progress toward figuring out just who Luc Mane was. But they'd also completely failed in the attempt not to be pulled into things they shouldn't do. Seamus realized he didn't actually care; his life changing experience with Mirella was worth it.

––––––––

Luc himself was no help; when Seamus had asked him straight out who he was, he had just laughed.

––––––––

"As I've told you, I'm a trader of valuable commodities, a collector, and a lover of beauty," Luc had said while Seamus stood naked in front of him, cock still stiff, Mirella asleep on the rug. "If you'd like to know more, I think you'll just have to come back when we're not engaged in the pretense of work."

"How did you do this?" Seamus asked him, looking down at himself and then Mirella.

––––––––

"I didn't do much," Luc said. "The two of you did all the work. I just watched, though that was certainly wonderful."

––––––––

"But we'd never ..." Seamus started.

––––––––

"A bomb has never gone off before it explodes, but the explosion is exactly its raison d'etre, isn't it?" Luc said, cutting in with a sharp smile.

––––––––

"You think this was meant to be?" Seamus laughed. "I don't believe in destiny, sorry."

––––––––

"That's a pity," Luc said. "Maybe destiny believes in you."

––––––––

Seamus rolled his eyes at that, and Luc laughed.

––––––––

"I think both of you wanted this very much," Luc said. "That much is clear, I think you'll agree. Perhaps I helped you realize just how beautiful - and freeing - fulfilling your true desires can be."

––––––––

Seamus didn't have anything to say to that, so he didn't say anything. Instead he turned to Mirella, and knelt in front of her. She was coated in his cum, and chest heaving steadily while she slept. She looked ... peaceful. She looked happy, and as beautiful as ever.

––––––––

Finally Seamus bent down and ran his knuckles gently down her face, and then tried to wipe his cum from her eyes, where it had started to pool. As he was finishing she woke up, blinking a few times before hitting him with a beatific smile.

**

"So what now?" Mirella said to the passenger side window, finally breaking her ride-long silence and breaking Seamus out of his thoughts.

––––––––

"Well," Seamus said. "You've got an article to write about Luc's art collection. When I went to the bathroom I found a few interesting things, including an office with a ledger written in Latin, and snapped a few photos ... "

––––––––

Mirella turned and looked at Seamus. Seamus saw the intensity of her gaze out of the corner of his vision, but kept his eye on the road.

––––––––

"That's not what I was talking about, Seamus," she said, tone serious. "I meant what now between us."

––––––––

"Ahh," Seamus said. He searched for the right thing to say, but found himself floundering.

––––––––

"I ... I'm really ... it was ... fuck, Randi," he said. "I don't know."

––––––––

Mirella turned back to the window.

––––––––

"Do you regret it?" she said, staring out as the countryside flew by.

––––––––

"No," Seamus said immediately. "It was ... it was the best sex I've ever had, with a woman who is incredibly special to me. Do you?"

––––––––

Mirella didn't answer for a few seconds, still looking out the window.

––––––––

"What about Vanessa?" she said.

––––––––

Seamus exhaled a long breath. He worked that over for a bit.

––––––––

"You didn't answer my question," Seamus said, finally.

––––––––

"You first," Mirella said. "Then I promise I'll answer."

––––––––

"I ... I think Vanessa doesn't ever has to know," Seamus said. "I don't know what she'd do if she found out, but I wouldn't want to be around if she does. Besides, we've been friends for so long, Randi ... friends can share things ... special things ..."

––––––––

Mirella turned and looked at him as he drove.

––––––––

"Seamus ..." she started. Seamus looked over at her. "I loved every second of it, it just felt so right. It was incredible. It ... changed me, even more."

––––––––

"Yeah," Seamus said. "It changed me too."

––––––––

"And that's why I regret pulling you into this whole thing," she finished.

––––––––

Seamus looked at the road, then back at Mirella.

––––––––

"Why the sudden regret?" he asked. "We're closer to finding out who Luc is I think, and, well ..."

––––––––

"I knew what happened to me in that house on Monday was affecting me, making me do crazy shit," Mirella said, her voice wavering. Seamus could tell she was getting upset and she was starting to lose her famous Mirella cool, something that almost never happened.

––––––––

"I've been doing things I'd never normally do ever since I first stepped foot in there," she said, words tumbling out on the brink of tears. "I knew it was dangerous to pull you in, but I did it anyway. Now I don't think you'll ever be the same."

––––––––

Seamus hit the brakes and pulled over to the side of the road. He put his car in neutral and threw on the parking brake, and then put on his flashers. He turned to her.

––––––––

"I will never be the same, Randi," Seamus said. "But that's true after everything that happens to all of us. After every single occurrence in our lives, we change and slightly alter who we are. That's just called wisdom."

––––––––

Mirella shook her head and took a deep breath, looking down into her lap.

––––––––

"This is different," she said. "You'll see. I'm sorry."

––––––––

"Why are you sorry?" Seamus said, gently but firmly. "I'm fine. I'm better than fine, actually; I just had mind-blowing sex with a beautiful woman I care for deeply. On top of that, I feel like I'm more aware of who I am - and what I'm capable of - than I ever have been before."

––––––––

"Me too," Mirella said quietly, almost to herself. "But it turns out I'm a cum-hungry wild woman who doesn't care about much else, including who she steps on to get what she wants. Is that someone you can still be friends with, Seamus?"

––––––––

Seamus looked at her. He didn't say anything for almost a minute. His mind was working furiously; he was trying to decide how he felt about the new, totally uninhibited Mirella, and if they could still be friends.

––––––––

'Don't hold back' reverberated through his mind.

––––––––

It was time to try putting himself first, for once.

––––––––

Seamus bent over across his car, lifted Mirella's chin with one hand and brushed the hair from her beautiful face with the other. He looked her in the eyes and held her gaze for a moment, then kissed her gently. He held their kiss for a while, and felt her relax a little, and she started to kiss back passionately. Finally he broke their kiss and leaned back, and caressed her face again. Then he reached down and unzipped his fly, and pulled out his cock.

––––––––

Mirella looked down to his lap and stared at his shaft. It twitched and began to swell. The car started to fill with the smell of sex. She looked back up at him, and searched his face, locked her gaze onto his. She reached out and touched it, and it sent a shiver through her. Then she bent down to his lap and took him in her mouth.

––––––––

Seamus killed the flashers, kicked his car into gear and drove thinking about what to do for their investigation next, while Mirella slurped, sucked and moaned on his cock.
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THURSDAY

––––––––

Seamus awoke the next morning in his little apartment. He rolled out of bed and stretched; he was pleasantly surprised how well rested and relaxed he felt. On a whim, he threw on a pair of sneakers and went for a jog.

––––––––

When he got home he headed straight to the shower. He washed off the sweat, saliva and any cum Mirella hadn't tongued off of him in the car last night; after dropping her off at the condo, he'd stumbled straight to his bed once he got home. He sighed contentedly as the hot water soaked his skin.

––––––––

He was in no rush; Barnes had got someone to take over most of his work in Metro so he could devote his time to his story about Luc Mane for the investigative team. That meant his schedule could be much more irregular, and since he was ostensibly working late last night nobody would raise an eyebrow if he didn't come in until the afternoon.

––––––––

It was a good thing too, because he sorely needed to go shopping. He was not going to go to work in the same outfit twice, and besides, that outfit was ill-fitting and rather uncomfortable. He had some room on his credit card, and his wardrobe could probably use some updating anyway. Vanessa would be pleased, no doubt; she was always on him about staying within at least two years of the current style.

––––––––

He thought about his little red Irish fireball and smiled. He'd call her after he went shopping and apologize for ... something ... and work himself back into his good graces. He'd make it up to her with a lavish home-cooked meal and then lavish makeup sex.

––––––––

He imagined her pert little breasts and her big pale pink nipples, remembered the taste of her tight little pussy and the sound of her ecstatic moans. He felt himself start to swell and lightly fondled his own balls, getting a jolt of pleasure that widened his smile even further. Today was going to be a good day, he knew it.

**

Seamus pulled open the door to the clothing boutique he'd always really liked but rarely ever purchased from; it hadn't ever been in his budget. He stepped in and took a quick look around.

––––––––

The first thing that drew his eye was a cute girl with purple hair and a beautiful full-length tattoo on her left arm of flowering vines with menacing thorns. She was dancing along to the loud rock music filling the store, folding pants over at the counter, her tall athletic body swaying. Seamus knew it was her job to dress well and look cool, but she was doing a hell of a job doing it; she wore a sleeveless top and a chic skirt that swished as she danced, both black. He strode right up to her and looked down at her nametag.

––––––––

"Hi, Lauren?" he said. When she looked up at him, still bopping along to the music, he gave her a big smile. "I love your style. Can you help me work on mine?"

––––––––

Lauren looked him up and down and smiled; Seamus felt a little shiver when she met his eyes again.

––––––––

"We'll see, won't we," she said, stepping and dipping with the music. She snatched up the pile of pants in rhythm, spun, and looked back over her shoulder at him with a grin and a fluttering of heavily done-up eye lashes. "Follow me."

––––––––

Seamus returned her grin and set out after her. She strutted along to a shelf where she deposited the pants, spun again and struck a pose just as the song ended. Seamus's grin deepened and he clapped politely for her.

––––––––

"Thank you, thank you," Lauren said, with a bow. "Now, what's your name, sailor?"

––––––––

"Seamus," he said, holding his out to shake hers.

––––––––

She took his hand with mock coquettishness and gazed at him from under her long dark lashes like an early cinema femme fatale. She let go and put her hands on her hips, Wonder Woman style.

––––––––

"Okay Seamus, stand up straight and let me get a look at you," she said.

––––––––

Seamus followed her orders, and she took a slow circuit around him. Standing behind him, she brushed off the shoulders of his dress shirt and ran her hands down to his biceps, giving them a light squeeze. She put her hands under his arms and patted them, and he held his arms up. She ran her hands down his sides, feeling his strong frame, and then tugged down on the sides of his ill-fitting shirt, letting slip an dramatically unimpressed groan.

––––––––

She walked back around in front of him, and then stepped in close. Seamus could smell her skin; she smelled like a rose. She reached down and snaked a finger through each belt loop and tugged side-to-side. Seamus stood his ground but his pants swiveled, the hem of his pants leg travelling half way up his calf.

––––––––

"I see," she said, flatly.

––––––––

She took a step back and struck a classic thinking pose, hips thrust to one side. She tapped a finger on her lips, which were pursed in intense concentration, round and plump. She looked him up and down again.

––––––––

"Yes, just as I suspected," she said. She straightened and looked him in the eye.

––––––––

"You're very fortunate, Seamus," she said sternly. "If you had waited one day longer, you might have been beyond saving. But today is your lucky day, because I think we caught it just in time. There is hope for you yet."

––––––––

She winked a him, and he laughed. He let out an exaggerated sigh of relief.

––––––––

"Oh thank god," Seamus said. "I'll do anything you say, Nurse Lauren, just get me well."

––––––––

"You'll be back on your feet in no time," she said, reaching up to tap him on the nose. "I've got just the cure: clothes made this decade."

––––––––

With that she set off across the store, hips again swaying so her skirt fluttered. Seamus watched her go and his pulse quickened.

––––––––

'She'd be a lot of fun,' he thought.

––––––––

"Well are you coming?" she said without turning around.

––––––––

"Not yet, Nurse Lauren, I'm saving it for the sponge bath," he said without thinking. He tightened a bit internally when he heard himself, but didn't let it touch the smile on his face. Uh oh, that was waaaay too forward, he thought.

––––––––

Lauren turned, flipped her purple hair and looked back at him, hands on hips.

––––––––

"Easy there," she said, giving him a level look that devolved into a devilish smile. "I doubt you could handle the stress, given your condition. Now get over here, or I'll call in the orderlies."

––––––––

Or was it? he thought. Any internal tension evaporated instantly, and Seamus's pulse quickened again as he walked over to her.

––––––––

Seamus let Lauren frenetically pull him around the store for the better part of an hour, collecting clothes for him, her hands all over him. Once she put together a combination she liked she'd bodily shove him towards the dressing room. He'd try things on and occasionally step out to pose for Lauren, who'd stand elegantly, nose in the air, and give a thumbs up or thumbs down like an emperor passing sentence at the Roman Coliseum.

––––––––

Once Seamus modeled three outfits met her approval, he clapped his hands and rubbed them together.

––––––––

"Okay!" he said. "Am I cured?"

––––––––

"Hardly," she said. "This is only the first phase of the treatment. We've still got a long road ahead."

––––––––

"Only phase one?" Seamus said. "What's phase two?"

––––––––

"Outerwear," she retorted. "Obviously."

––––––––

Seamus let out a big groan.

––––––––

"That will have to wait for another day," he said. He turned and headed back to the dressing room.

––––––––

"It's your funeral," she said, following him in. Seamus walked to the stall and slipped in, starting to undress.

––––––––

"I'm going to wear the first one we liked out," Seamus said, unbuttoning his shirt.

––––––––

"Give me the stuff you're buying, and leave the rest," she said thrusting her hand up over the door to take the garments from him. "And burn that stuff you wore in here."

––––––––

Seamus kicked off his shoes, dropped his pants and shrugged out of the shirt, bending over to put them on a little bench on the far wall under the mirror. When he looked up he could see in the mirror Lauren was up on her toes, peeking over the wall to look at his ass as he bent over. He paused, and she caught his eyes in the mirror. He stood up straight and turned. She winked, smiled and slid back down to her heels. Seamus felt his cock stiffen with a jolt.

––––––––

Seamus yanked open the stall door, reached out and hooked Lauren by the waist. She dropped the clothing she was holding in surprise, and he pulled her in swiftly and slammed the door shut, latching it. He spun her so he was between her and the door, and then stepped in close.

––––––––

"Please, by all means, take a closer look," Seamus said to her quietly.

––––––––

She didn't flinch, or push him away, she just shot him a patient look.

––––––––

"Sorry, sailor," she said. "Didn't mean to give you the wrong idea. I'm not for sale."

––––––––

"Who says I'm looking to buy a naughty sales girl?" Seamus said. "I do think I'll try you on, though."

––––––––

Seamus grabbed her arms and pulled them up over her head, and then pinned her wrists to the wall holding them there with a single strong hand. He leaned in and kissed her hard on the lips, pressing his body into hers.

––––––––

She pushed her face forward to separate their lips, then pulled back. She looked up at him defiantly but did not struggle against his grip.

––––––––

"First of all, that's naughty boutique owner to you, you presumptuous little prick," she said. "And secondly, another customer could walk into the store at any moment, and this isn't exactly the brand image I'm trying to project. So how about you let me go, and maybe I'll let you buy me dinner."

––––––––

Seamus let go of her wrists, grab her by the hips and spin her. He stepped forward into her and she had to place her hands on the wall on either side of the mirror, arms straight to keep him from pressing her shins into the bench, her ass pushed out into his crotch, her legs apart.

––––––––

Seamus met her eyes in the mirror; they were beginning to hood over slightly.

––––––––

"First of all ... " he retorted, gaze never leaving hers in the reflection as he reached under her skirt to run two fingers along her panties. She was wearing a small thong that barely covered her lips, he realized, and they were completely soaked through. He held up his fingers and spread the slickness with his thumb. " ... tell me what image are you trying to project, exactly?"

––––––––

"And secondly ... " he continued, then pulled down his boxer briefs and stepping out of them, letting his straining erection pop free. He saw her eyes dart down to his cock, standing straight out from his body impressively, and when she looked back at him he felt her shiver ever so slightly.

––––––––

" ... let's face it, the prick ain't all that little."

––––––––

He reached down and tugged on her black lacy thong, pulling it down so it stretched between her thighs. He lifted her skirt over her ass, then licked his already moist fingers. He rubbed the spit on the head of his cock, and then slid his cock up and down her slit. He looked at her in the mirror.

––––––––

"I'll try to be quick," he said. "You try to be quiet."

––––––––

With that he thrust his hips sharply, entering her all the way until his balls slapped against her with a jolt. She was very tight, and Seamus would have had to work slowly - if she hadn't been sopping wet. She groaned loudly, and then she closed her eyes.

––––––––

"Well," she said quietly, "how do I fit, sailor?" She opened her eyes again and looked at him in the mirror. "Remember, if you don't love it in the dressing room, you'll never want to wear it at home."

––––––––

Seamus pulled his hips back and then plunged forward, and Lauren struggled not to groan again, biting her lip. He ground himself into her, and then began to fuck her in long hard strokes. She held herself against the wall, arms straining, as Seamus kept up his fast pace pushing into her, his eyes never leaving hers. They watched each other in the mirror, and both heard the wet slaps as Seamus fucked her hard and deep.

––––––––

Seamus pushed into her then pressed into her back. Lauren's arms gave out and she fell forward, just catching herself as her shoulders and upper chest pushed to the wall. She turned her head sideways, and her left cheek pressed against the mirror, her breath fogging it quickly. Seamus wrapped one arm around her ribs, lifted her knees onto the clothes-covered bench, and snaked the other hand down the front and under her skirt. As soon as his fingers found her clit, he started to rub it furiously. The new angle had his cock head grinding into her G spot in short forceful strokes, back and forth. He leaned forward and sucked her earlobe into his mouth, nibbling on it.

––––––––

"Ohhhhh, fuck," Lauren let out in a low growl. "You bastard, you actually know what you're doing ... oooh I'm gonna cum. Fuuucccck!"

––––––––

She began to shake, holding her breath, trying to be quiet. Then she let out a out moan, and Seamus felt her pussy squeeze him, milking him in waves. He kept fucking her that way, kept rubbing and pinching her clit while he pressed against her, holding her in place. She gasped in and out trying to catch her breath. After another minute, she came again, harder than the first time.

––––––––

She threw back her head and sucked in a huge breath, but before she could scream Seamus brought his pussy juice-soaked hand up from her clit and clapped it around her mouth. He pulled her away from the wall and held her as she started shaking violently, continuing his thrusts, muffling her cries. This time her pussy clamped down on his cock the spasms were too much for him. With a growl, Seamus felt his hot semen boil up and out of his cock, filling her with spurt after spurt, still pumping until it filled her and began to leak out around his shaft.

––––––––

He took his hand from her mouth and she gasped in some oxygen; he wrapped his arms around her and held her in place, his cock slowly beginning to soften inside her. They stood there awhile, catching her breath.

––––––––

"You," she said finally, voice low, "you son of a bitch, are not allowed back in my store ever again. If you need more clothes, I'll bring them to you after I close up and you can try them on somewhere with a bed, or a couch. Or a balcony, wherever. Just not in my goddamn store. Because I could definitely get used to that, and that would be very bad for business."

––––––––

With that, she reached down to the bench and grabbed the shirt Seamus had worn in. She pressed it to her cum-dripping, still-quivering cunt, and then slowly lifted herself off of Seamus's shaft, their juices caught by the wadded up cloth. She cleaned herself with it, then turned and handed it to Seamus, pulling her thong back into place with a shake.

––––––––

"There, now you can burn it," she said. "I guess it was good for something after all. Now let me out of here before I scream for help."

––––––––

Seamus leaned in for a kiss but she quickly pressed a finger to his lips and pushed his face away.

––––––––

"Don't ruin it," she said with a smirk. Then she pushed him out of the way by the face, stepped around his naked body and out of the stall.

––––––––

"Bring what you're buying to the counter, then get the fuck out of here," she said through the door.

––––––––

"Do I get a discount?" Seamus said with a smile.

––––––––

"Don't push your already incredible luck," she said. "I'll write my number on your receipt; call me. Soon."

***

Seamus's first stop when he finally arrived at the paper was the men's room. He freshened himself up as best he could from his romp, and then he strolled into the newsroom and to his desk. His Metro reporters came over to say hi and congratulate him on the move to the investigative team; he did nothing to dissuade their assumption it was a permanent move, as that's exactly what he hoped it would be. After 10 minutes of conversation the small crowd dispersed, and he was able to get down to work. He signed the camera back in, holding on to his SD card with all the photos, then he sat down at his computer.

––––––––

He scrolled through his email looking for anything semi-urgent, and found an email from Mirella waiting for him from earlier in the day.

-

Seamus,

––––––––

Get those pictures ready for the story on Luc's artwork please, looking to have that in for Saturday in Lifestyle. Make sure you choose the photos carefully :)

––––––––

I'm making some headway figuring out patterns with who was and who wasn't at the party on Monday, thanks to our list and some well-placed phone calls. A few people who weren't there have noticed interesting cliques forming; at first glance it seems to be Luc's guests are young-up-and-comers and older power players who have seen their time at center stage come and go.

––––––––

Max, who isn't really facing a challenge for his seat, seem to be an outlier, but Bianca, who has her eye on the news desk instead of being weather girl, is much more like it. Stuff like that. Maybe Max is an older ... member? ... and Bianca's ... acquaintance? ... is a benefit?

––––––––

Thinking about our evening photoshoot; it's proving rather ... distracting. But I keep coming back to it and how great it was. I'm not at the office today, but I'd love to put our heads together soon to keep this moving. Call me tonight, I've got something just for you.

––––––––

R

-

Seamus smiled after a brief snapshot of Mirella passed out in front of the fire last night entered his mind, but then he moved on to her notes about the patterns in Luc's party goers. Monday's party list was only a single data point, so it was important not to draw too many conclusions, but Mirella's hunch was certainly worth noting.

––––––––

He skimmed through the rest of his email and fired off a few short replies wrapping up some business. He had a 30-minute meeting with Patricia, who was stepping into Metro for the time being, and got her on the right footing.

––––––––

Then, finally, he had time to head to the media room and get to work on the photos from Luc's mansion.

––––––––

Seamus fished the SD Card from his pocket and stuck it in the computer the paper reserved especially for multimedia, more or less because it was the only computer in the building who could handle the software for video editing and the like. The computer sat in its own little room, complete with decent headphones and blinds on the window.

––––––––

Seamus called up the photos and quickly went through them; anything involving Mirella's bare flesh stayed on the SD card, everything else went onto the media computer's hard drive for the time being. Seamus didn't linger on the Mirella photos; he didn't want to get sucked into those when there was work to do, and it wasn't exactly safe to have those on a computer at the office. He just dropped them into their own folder on the SD card and moved on.

––––––––

Seamus spent an hour picking through his shots of Luc's artwork, doing a little color correction where he could and writing captions for the photos. He got them ready for print, then put them in a story folder on the paper's server where Mirella and the ladies at the layout desk could access them.

––––––––

Then he studied the photos he took at Luc's when he was snooping around. He came to the picture of the book in Luc's office, hand-written in Latin. He wasn't crazy about using Google translate for this; he needed an accurate translation. Seamus sharpened up the image as best he could, then emailed himself a copy. He reached out to two professors at the city university with an urgent request for help understanding the contents, asking for their agreement to confidentiality. One responded quickly, and Seamus sent her the photo. Then he waited.

––––––––

He started going over all his notes about the story, looking for angles they hadn't yet considered. But his mind kept wandering to the previous evening, and Mirella. And almost without thinking, he opened the folder with his photos of her.

––––––––

As soon as he opened the first image, he felt a shiver go through his body. There was his longtime friend - and now lover - in her underwear only, illuminated only by firelight, giving her skin a bronze glow and artfully throwing shadows across her curves. He clicked through them slowly, admiring each one in turn. He finally got to the shot of her back arched, her bra off and dangling from a finger, her gaze directly into his lens, and he fell completely into reverie.

––––––––

He saw her below him, grinning up as she unbuckled his belt pulled out his cock. He shivered as he remembered her taking his cock into her mouth, sucking expertly. He licked his lips as he remembered her taste, flexed his hands remembering the sensation kneading her full breasts, the feeling of her hard nipples between his fingertips.

Then they were on the rug. Then she was riding him. Then he was taking her from behind. Then ...

––––––––

"Seamus, are you ..." Seamus bolted upright as the door swung open and Lily stepped in, closing the door behind her.

––––––––

"Oh ... oh wow," he heard her stammer.

––––––––

He frantically closed the photo he was looking at ... only to realize he'd opened every file while he was browsing, and there were dozens open behind the window he'd closed. He quickly stood, turning to put himself between the monitor and Lily. As soon as he did he realized he had a throbbing erection that was now painfully straining in his pants. Lily stepped back instinctively when he'd shot up out of the chair, and Seamus saw her eyes fall to his bulge and quickly blushed.

––––––––

She turned and quickly reached to open the door and leave, but Seamus stepped to the door and held it shut. He moved behind the diminutive girl, towering over her.

––––––––

"Seamus, I'm sorry, I thought ..."

––––––––

"Quiet," Seamus commanded, and Lily fell silent instantly. Seamus realized she was trembling. He brought his hand down to her upper arm and forcefully turned her to face him. She quickly looked down and bit her lip.

––––––––

"Look at me," he said, and grabbed her by both shoulders and gently but firmly pushed her back to the door. She looked up at him, and began shaking even more, blinking. Her Asian features turned crimson red.

––––––––

"Lily, this is not what it looks like ..." Seamus trained off for a moment, then said, "Actually, fuck it, it's exactly what it looks like. But you can't tell a soul about this, do you understand me? Things went further than we ... expected last night at the mansion."

––––––––

"Further than naked photographs?" Lily asked with a small voice, looking away from him again.

––––––––

"No ... okay, yes, a lot further," Seamus said. He didn't see any benefit in lying to her at this point. "We were doing it for the story. Mostly. To start."

––––––––

Seamus heard how ridiculous that sounded aloud, but Lily didn't say anything. She squeezed her eyes shut. Seamus gave her a little shake and she opened her eyes again and looked up at him.

––––––––

"Lily, I told you it was dangerous up there, and it turned out ... we weren't fully prepared for it either," he said. "But what's done is done, and ... "

––––––––

"How much further," Lily said softly, interrupting him.

––––––––

"What?" Seamus said, though he had heard her just fine.

––––––––

"How much further did it go past naked photographs?" Lily said.

––––––––

"That's not important ..." Seamus started.

––––––––

"Yes it is," she said, quietly but firmly. "Tell me what happened. Tell me everything, or I'll go to Barnes right now. If I'm going to do this with the two of you, I need to be a full partner. I need to know what's going on. No more of this 'protect the innocent' stuff; I'm not that innocent. I can handle the truth."

––––––––

Seamus pressed her to the door harder, and stepped in close to her, menacing her with his size. She trembled more but met his gaze intensely.

––––––––

"I'm not ..." Seamus started, then he let go of her shoulders and stepped back, taking a big breath. "Okay. We had sex."

––––––––

"With Mane?" Lily said. She stood straight now, still trembling slightly but with a resolute look that held Seamus's eyes.

––––––––

"No, but he watched," Seamus said. "And, uh, took pictures."

––––––––

Lily didn't say anything, she just looked up at Seamus. Seamus looked back at her, and then backed up and sat in the desk chair with a sharp exhale.

––––––––

"We fucked on the couch, and on a bearskin rug by the fire," he said. "Luc is an amateur photographer, and the room was filled with his photography. He said his hobby is capturing beauty, and that ... that the thing between Mirella and me was too beautiful not to be captured. That sounds so stupid now, but in the moment ... by the fire ... so ... we let him take pictures while we ... we consummated a long-burning desire."

––––––––

Lily was quiet for a moment. She looked at the screen, at a photo of Mirella giving the camera lascivious look as she licked her full lips.

––––––––

"Was it beautiful?" Lily said, looking down at her feet. "Was it worth it?"

––––––––

Seamus blinked. Her questions hung in the air. Finally Seamus sighed, and said, "It was the hottest sex I've ever had, by far. Neither of us can stop thinking about it; I certainly can't."

––––––––

"Are you going to tell your fiancée?" she asked.

––––––––

Seamus blew out a deep breath, and rocked back in his chair. "Lily what does that have to do with ..."

––––––––

"Answer me," she said, softly but firmly.

––––––––

"No," Seamus said finally. "She doesn't need to know."

––––––––

Lily took a quick step forward and slapped Seamus on the face with a lightning quick blow. Seamus reeled in surprise, blinking to clear his vision.

––––––––

"That's for her, then," Lily said.

––––––––

Seamus leaned forward to get up, and Lily slapped him again, on the other cheek and harder, causing him to fall back into his chair.

––––––––

"And that's for me, for not telling me the whole truth about this mess from the start," she said.

––––––––

Seamus brought his hand up to rub his face. Lily stepped forward, and completely took Seamus by surprise by grabbing his still erect cock and squeezing, her tiny hand cupping the shaft. He felt a jolt of electricity pass through his body.

––––––––

"You'd better get this fucking thing under control, Seamus, or at least learn how to fuck coworkers who keep things discreet," she said, holding her grip. "Smarten up."

––––––––

With that she let go, turned, and left the media room closing the door behind her. Seamus sat stunned for several seconds. Then he reached down and adjusted himself, tucking his cock into his waistband to relieve the straining in his pants. He took a deep breath, and then he closed all the photos on the computer and ejected the SD card, putting it in his pocket. He shut down the computer, and waited for his erection to soften slightly, and then left the room and walked back to his desk. Nobody seemed to be paying him any extra attention, and he relaxed a bit.

––––––––

He sat down and woke up his computer. Out of the corner of his eye, he saw Lily get up from her desk and drag her chair over towards him.

––––––––

Seamus turned, and watched her walking towards him, notebook in hand, chair in tow. She stopped in front of him.

––––––––

"Ready to go over what I've found about local crimes of passion?" she said, eyebrow raised.

––––––––

Seamus looked at her for a few heartbeats, then nodded.

––––––––

Lily pulled her chair over to his desk, and then plopped down into it. She unfolded her notebook.

––––––––

"So it turns out our fair city is by far a significant outlier when it comes to the number of murders by women killing men, and men killing other men over a woman in love triangle type situations," Lily began. "And we're talking by about 400 percent ..."

––––––––

Seamus leaned back in his chair, mind whirling, listening as Lily spun out a well-researched tale enthusiastically. What had Mirella gotten them all into?

***

Seamus and Lily walked out of the office together several hours later into the cold autumn night, the sky black with clouds that roiled above the orange lamplight. Lily shivered in the cutting wind.

––––––––

"C'mon," Seamus said, looking at her slender frame shake as she tried to wrap her coat around herself more tightly, "I'll give you a ride home."

––––––––

"No thanks," she said with a smile. "I like the walk and the fresh air. I'll warm up once I'm moving."

––––––––

"Are you sure?" Seamus asked.

––––––––

"Yes, dad, I'm sure," she said, giving him a playfully mocking roll of the eyes.

––––––––

"Tell you what, I've got a hoodie in my car, why don't you borrow it for the walk?" he said.

––––––––

Lily thought that over.

––––––––

"Sure, I guess it couldn't hurt," she said. "Thanks boss."

––––––––

They walked to his car and Seamus pulled the hoodie out of the back seat. She pulled it on; it was enormous on her, but fit well over her coat. She pulled up the hood, tucked her long, straight black hair into the sweatshirt, and smiled at Seamus from underneath the hood.

––––––––

"Better?" Seamus asked.

––––––––

"Well it smells like you, but other than that it's nice," she said with a grin.

––––––––

"Ooookay, kid," he said. "Off you go. I'll see you tomorrow."

––––––––

"Bye, boss," she said with a smile, and then took off down the road. Seamus got in his car, started it up, and then drove past her. She waved as he drove by, and then tucked her hands into the big pockets of his sweatshirt.

––––––––

Seamus drove home mostly on mental autopilot; his brain was trying to process everything from the last several days. He started with Lily's story research; there was undoubtedly a bizarre pattern of murders and suicides relating to love triangles, spurned women, jealous husbands and the like, stretching back decades. Lily had done excellent, exhaustive work in the newspaper's graveyard - the archives of old papers - and there was definitely something to this.

––––––––

He tried valiantly to avoid ignore the nagging apprehension that slowly stretched across his mind, but he knew he had to let it in and examine it: was all the crazy shit with Luc and Mirella related somehow? It had to be, right?

––––––––

The more he thought of it, the more he was certain Luc was a common thread in all of this. Mirella said she'd been "compelled," her will somehow bent by Luc at that first party she attended at his mansion. It had changed her personality - or revealed some deeply-repressed part of it - and now she was definitely more ... uninhibited. Then he'd felt his own inhibitions crumble first hand, and he'd fucked Mirella - and let Luc take pictures - while he did it. That was waaay outside his own normal behavior.

––––––––

Seamus's cock began to swell in his pants. His new pants ... that he'd bought at the boutique ... where he'd fucked the owner just this morning. Now his cock twitched and pulsed, and his blood began to run hot in his veins. What the hell was coming over him? He's had more - and better - sex in the last couple of days than in the last two months combined, and yet he could feel his libido swelling, lust began to cloud his vision.

––––––––

He slammed on the brakes and swerved over the curve; a car behind him swerved to miss him and the driver angrily honked the horn, glaring through the window at Seamus as he drove by. Seamus put on his emergency flashers and took several deep breaths. Then he looked around and realized where he was: just a few blocks away from Vanessa's apartment, not his own. He's auto-piloted himself to the place he'd called home for months - though he hadn't slept here since the whole ordeal began.

––––––––

Clarity rushed into Seamus's brain as he breathed in deeply - he had to go to Vanessa's and tell her everything. She'd be insanely mad at first, but he knew he could convince her that something sinister was afoot once she calmed down. She was reasonable, and hopefully could be forgiving if he came clean now. It wasn't his fault - he'd been ensorcelled somehow by Luc!

––––––––

Seamus glanced at the dash; it was almost 8 p.m. Vanessa would definitely be home from work by now. He pulled back out onto the street and sped to Vanessa's apartment.

***

Seamus knocked on Vanessa's door several times, increasing in urgency each time. There was no answer. Maybe she was in the shower? Seamus fit his key to the lock, turned it and opened the door.

––––––––

Inside the apartment was dark. He switched on the light, closed the door and walked in a few steps. The place just felt like home; he could smell the faint leftover aroma of the fragrance that Vanessa liked to wear, mingled with the vanilla candle she burned in the bathroom.

––––––––

"Vanessa?" Seamus called out. There was no answer. "Hon?" he shouted, louder. Still no answer. He listened intently; the apartment was still.

––––––––

He walked through the rooms, stopping in each one, taking them in. They were all immaculately clean, everything in place. Throw pillows were fluffed and arranged on the couch; spotless wine glasses hung from the rack above breakfast bar. Seamus stepped into the bedroom and his heart tightened at the sight of their bed, made perfectly, blankets squarely draped over the mattress. He thought of the nights they'd spent lying side-by-side, reading, or snuggling and watching a movie, or talking about their day, giggling about some inside joke.

––––––––

He smiled wistfully. He missed her. He'd wait for her here, and when she got home he'd beg for her forgiveness and they'd go back to normal, eventually. He walked back into the kitchen, grabbed a bottle of water from the fridge and twisted it open. He took a long sip, and then let out a deep sigh. He felt his phone buzz in his pocket.

––––––––

It was a text from Vanessa. He smiled, and opened it.

––––––––

'Took your advice and went to Mane's to check out his collection. Some really interesting pieces.'

––––––––

Seamus's heart nearly stopped. What had he done? He'd sent his fiance into the lion's den!

––––––––

'Get out of there, Vanessa! He's dangerous and evil!' Seamus wrote back frantically, his fingers trembling as he tried to text as fast as he could.

––––––––

Seamus's phone buzzed again: 'Fuck you, you bastard. How long have you been fucking that whore?'

––––––––

Seamus's phone buzzed several more times in quick succession. Vanessa was sending him pictures. The first was the interior of a small room; Seamus could see several pieces of paper hanging from a wire. He knew instantly where it was though he'd never been there: it was the inside of Luc's darkroom. The papers hanging from the wire were photos.

––––––––

The next text was a close-up snap of a photo. It was from over Seamus's shoulder. He was sitting on Luc's couch, head lolled back in pleasure, while Mirella gazed up at him with eyes aflame, her tongue running up the shaft of his dick.

––––––––

The next Mirella on the same couch, chest heaving and legs spread wide, fingers snaked through Seamus's hair while she pressed his head into her cunt as he ate her hungrily.

––––––––

The next was Seamus kneeling behind Mirella, hands on her hips taking her from behind while she cried out in ecstasy, both of them illuminated by the orange glow of flickering firelight.

––––––––

Seamus's head begin to swim; he had to lean against the breakfast bar, hunching over so he could stay upright and text at the same time.

––––––––

'I can explain! Luc tricked us! You have to get out of there it's not safe!' Seamus wrote back.

––––––––

'You pathetic asshole. We're done. Don't call me, don't text me, don't even come near me or I'll call the cops on you. I'm blocking your number you piece of shit.'

––––––––

'Vanessa don't!' Same wrote back frantically. 'I'm sorry! I am an asshole, and you can leave me if you want to but please just get out of that house!'

––––––––

There was no response.

––––––––

'Vanessa no! Get out!'

––––––––

No response.

––––––––

"Noooo!" Seamus croaked out, sobbing. His mouth was completely dry. He grabbed the water and chugged it. He emptied the bottle and slammed it down on the counter. Panting, he hung his head and closed his eyes. He had to think, but his mind was swirling mess. In three seconds he'd managed to conjure up dozens of awful mental images of Vanessa being tortured to death, or lying in a pool of blood having been brutally stabbed, or Vanessa being beaten by hulking, faceless men while Luc stood by, laughing and taking pictures.

––––––––

Then his mental images started to shift, and now he saw Vanessa sobbing and struggling while being violated by hulking, faceless men, all while Luc stood by and took pictures. Then he saw Vanessa being held down by men while Luc fucked her. Then he saw Vanessa atop of Luc, riding his cock while men stood around her in a circle as sucked their cocks in succession. Then he saw Vanessa jamming her fingers into her pussy while a circle of men shot hot jets of cum on her smiling face.

––––––––

"FUCK!" he shouted in shaking frustration, and shook his head, trying to clear it. He staggered over to the sink, turned on the faucet and splashed several handfuls cold water on his face. He stood up and realized he had a gigantic, throbbing, painful erection. He tilted back his head and bellowed, "WHAT THE FUCK IS THE MATTER WITH ME!"

***

Seamus stood in Vanessa's kitchen, panting, for several minutes. He was tried to gather his thoughts, struggling to put mental barriers in place to safeguard from any more 'Vanessa getting gangbanged and loving it' visions. His dick still stood at full attention; he'd tucked it back into his waistband, but he could feel precum begin to ooze out and smear just below his belly button. He had to get out of here, he had to go DO something, or else he might go completely insane. Or cum in his pants. Or both.

––––––––

He had to rescue Vanessa. She could call the cops on him, he didn't care, but he had to get her out of that house. He needed a weapon. He only had one that he could think of: his old wooden baseball bat.

––––––––

He strode out of Vanessa's apartment, slamming the door and not bothering to lock it behind him. He paced in front of the elevator, cursing, and took it down to the garage in Vanessa's building to retrieve his car.

––––––––

Soon he was ripping down city streets at reckless speed. He was running through mental scenarios of his valiant Vanessa rescue - most including a violent clash between him and hulking, faceless men, baseball bat whooshing through the air and bashing into skulls - when he nearly pasted a jogger in the crosswalk. After that he slowed down a little and concentrated on driving - he couldn't kill his way to Vanessa if he killed some innocent pedestrian first.

––––––––

A minute later, his phone buzzed in his pocket. He frantically dug it out and glanced at the screen. It was Mirella.

––––––––

"Randi!" he answered excitedly.

––––––––

"Heeeeeey tiger," she purred into the phone. "I've been thinking about you all day, and you'll never guess where three of my fingers are ... oooh, now four ..."

––––––––

"Randi, he's got her," Seamus said frantically into the phone.

––––––––

"Who has who?" Mirella murmured back, dreamily. "Doesn't matter, bring them both and all four of us can play ... "

––––––––

"Snap out of it, Randi!" Seamus shouted. "Luc has Vanessa at his house. Hold on I'm putting you on speaker, I'm driving."

––––––––

Seamus switched her over and slid his phone into the holder stuck to his dash.

––––––––

"Can you hear me?" he said, swerving around a double-parked car.

––––––––

"Yeah I can hear you," Mirella said, sounding a little more awake. "What do you mean Luc has Vanessa at his house. How do you know?"

––––––––

"Vanessa texted me," Seamus explained. "She went there to look at his art collection like we fucking suggested, and she found the pictures of us Luc took in his darkroom. She sent me a couple, and it's unmistakably us."

––––––––

"Ooooh, shit," Mirella said. "How do they look?"

––––––––

"They're hot as ... wait, that's not the fucking point, Randi," he said. "Vanessa flipped her shit and broke up with me, blocked my number and said she'll call the cops if I go near her."

––––––––

"Mmmm, pity," Mirella said. "More for me ... Wait ... FUCK! I'm sorry Seamus." Seamus could hear her take a deep breath and re-adjust the phone, like she was sitting up. "I'm having a lot of trouble focusing on anything other than, well, you know."

––––––––

"Yeah, I fucking know, Randi," Seamus said exasperated. "I am too. And I don't want Vanessa to fall under the same spell, whatever the hell it is, and do something she regrets. I've got to rescue her."

––––––––

"What are you going to do?" Mirella asked.

––––––––

"I'm going home to get my bat, and then I'm smashing my way in there and pulling her out," he said.

––––––––

That was met by a few moments of silence. Just before Seamus was going to ask if she was still there, Mirella said, "That's adorably heroic, Seamus, but you haven't thought that through enough. Best case scenario - really, best case - is that you make a fucking fool of yourself, and Luc calls the cops after his security guys rough you up a bit."

––––––––

"Randi, I have to ... "

––––––––

"Shut up and listen to me for a second," Mirella cut him off. "He has professional security working for him, guys trained to protect the priceless art collection he's got scattered around his house. I'm sure you're a fearsome cockroach smasher, but cockroaches don't fight back, not even the ones in your awful neighborhood. They also don't have machine guns, like Luc's guys do. An assault through the main gates isn't going to do anything other than get you hurt, and likely arrested for trespassing and assault."

"Fuck," Seamus said. "I ... fuck."

––––––––

"You sure do," she said, purring, but then caught herself. "Damnit, sorry. Anyway, you're convinced she's in some sort of danger?"

––––––––

"Everybody who spends any time there ends up corrupted," he said. "I can feel it happening to me. I don't want that to happen to her. Maybe she's fine because she's so fucking pissed at me ... but maybe she's more vulnerable because she's not thinking straight. Either way I want her out of there."

––––––––

Mirella gave a deep sigh. "I'll go get her."

––––––––

"What?" Seamus said. "Are you crazy? She'll want to kill you!"

––––––––

"I know," Mirella said with a chuckle. "Maybe the chance to kick my ass will lure her out. Maybe her fury will break her out of whatever spell Luc has on her, if there is one at all. Maybe I'll get there and she'll already be gone, and I can report that you're worried over nothing."

––––––––

Seamus thought for a moment.

––––––––

"Randi ... you should know something first," he said. "Lily is doing this story of crimes of passion ... this city is way off the charts in terms of murders based on love triangles and shit. I think Luc is involved somehow ... and we're talking about going back decades. All this crazy shit is happening and it feels like it's all leading towards something bad ... and I can't stand the thought of something happening to you."

––––––––

"I'm a big girl, Seamus," Mirella said, warmly, "But thank you. I'll reward you thoroughly for being so sweet as soon as I get the chance. If Vanessa looks like she's going to go postal, I'll bail. And I'll be on my guard anyway - we know weird things happen up there. Who knows, maybe Vanessa and I will end up with our tongues in each other's twats while Luc takes some more pictures. I bet that'd be fun."

––––––––

"For fuck sake, Randi, not really the right time for joking," Seamus said.

––––––––

"Who says I'm joking?" Mirella said. "Don't worry, Seamus. I'll take care of everything."

––––––––

Before Seamus could respond, Mirella cut the call. Seamus took a deep breath and tried to calm down. Maybe Mirella was the right person to go rescue Vanessa ... but as Seamus drew closer to his own apartment, he couldn't really get over the sense of foreboding dread that sat in his stomach. More mental images - possible outcomes of Mirella's rescue - started to fill his brain. Then his cock started to fill with blood.

––––––––

Seamus found a spot near his apartment and parked his car. He plucked his phone off the dash and reached into the back seat to grab his backpack. Just as he opened the door, the heavens also opened and a cold heavy rain began to come down in sheets. Seamus quickly shut the car door, locked it and ran to his building.

––––––––

He was dripping wet when he forced open the door to his apartment and stepped inside. He set down his bag near the front door and then headed to the bathroom to take a leak and towel off his wet hair. Then he went to his fridge and cracked a beer in a desperate bid to calm his nerves. He took a long swig, then he nearly dropped the bottle when the phone in his pocket buzzed. Could Mirella have already made it to Luc's mansion? Had Vanessa seen his messages after all and fled to safety? Frantically he fished the phone out of his pocket and opened his messaging app.

––––––––

It was from Lily.

––––––––

'Seamus a man followed me home and is prowling around in my hallway and something feels really off. Can you come to my apartment? It's 32, third floor. Please hurry!'

––––––––

That son of a bitch! Luc was behind this too, Seamus just knew it. He was going after all the women in his life and wouldn't rest until they'd all been taken from him. He would NOT let that happen.

––––––––

'OMW RN' Seamus texted back, and then dropped the phone on his counter and darted towards the door.

––––––––

Seamus ran to the door, and grabbed his bat. "Looks like Vermin Smasher is going to get some work tonight after all," Seamus said to himself, then dashed out the door.

––––––––

Seamus sprinted across the street and up the stoop of Lily's building, barely taking notice of the pouring rain. His blood buzzed with the primordial anticipation of righteous violence, his senses sang with intense focus, a man ready to protect a woman dear to him. He pulled the front door open, its lock still broken, and ran inside and up the stairs taking them two at time.

––––––––

As he approached the third floor he slowed and then stopped, pressing his back to the wall of the stairway. He strained his ears trying to listen to the sounds of the building but couldn't hear anything but the pounding of his own heart and his heavy breathing.

––––––––

'Showtime, Seamus,' he thought to himself. 'Do this one thing right.'

––––––––

He closed his eyes and forced himself to calm down. He began to count down from five to one.

––––––––

Five.

––––––––

Seamus wiped his wet hands on the undershirt beneath his jacket, one after another. He squeezed the hard shaft of that bat, twisting his hands to find the grip, hefting it to feel the familiar weight. 'I hit 11 home runs with this bat,' he thought.

––––––––

Four.

––––––––

He took a deep breath, held it, and let it out. 'Another, just like that.'

––––––––

Three.

––––––––

He saw Vanessa and Mirella, both beautiful in their own way, both the great loves of his life. Luc had them.

––––––––

Two.

––––––––

He saw Lily, slender and delicate, black hair and dark eyes, her beautiful and exotic Asian features twisted into terror as Luc's thug approached her, grinning lasciviously.

––––––––

One.

––––––––

'FUCK that. Not today.'

––––––––

He spun up the last step and into the third-floor hallway. He looked down the hall towards where Lily's door should be: no one. He turned quickly and looked the other way. No one there either. He turned back and carefully stalked down the hall, placing one step after another, staying close to the wall. He crept until he found the door to apartment 32; it was slightly ajar.

––––––––

'No!' Seamus's heart was pounding, but he kept his focus. 'She just texted me; I got here in two minutes. They're still here.'

––––––––

He extended the bat and slowly pushed the door open. He felt his stomach tighten, felt the adrenaline coursing through his body. He listened, but could hear nothing still. He spun into Lily's apartment, bat raised and ready to kill, and froze.

––––––––

In Lily's tiny studio apartment, the only person there was Lily, lying on her bed. She was wearing only Seamus's hooded sweatshirt, unzipped all the way down the middle to barely cover her breasts, and a pair of panties that Seamus immediately recognized as Mirella's, knotted on both sides to fit.

––––––––

Lily looked at the feverish intensity on Seamus's face, and her eyes went wide, her courage faltering. "I ... I wanted to make sure you got these back ..." she stammered.

––––––––

Seamus remained frozen for a moment and took the girl in. She'd posed herself on the bed like a pin-up, arms above her head, one leg crooked, her face flushed in anticipation. His heart pounded in his chest; none of the razor-sharp focus or pumping adrenaline abated. Primordial lust mixed with the primordial violence burning in his blood. Slowly he lowered the bat while his needy cock leapt to life.

––––––––

"There was no intruder," he said, his voice low and intense.

––––––––

Lily shook her head; she brought her arms down and pulled the sweatshirt closed across her chest, and slid her legs together and brought her knees up slightly. "N... no."

––––––––

Seamus turned, closed the door, and locked it.

––––––––

"Seamus, I ..." Lily began. Seamus dropped the bat and it clattered to the floor, and she jumped, cutting herself short.

––––––––

"... may be getting more than you bargained for," he finished her sentence for her.

––––––––

She drew in a quick gasping breath sharply, audibly, and the noise broke Seamus loose from where he stood. In a blink he was beside her bed; the door slamming behind him. Reflexively she began to sit up but Seamus suddenly had both hands on her shoulders and forced her back down onto the bed roughly. He grabbed the lapels of his sweatshirt and pulled them down over her shoulders, exposing her small shapely breasts and tiny brown nipples, and pinned her arms to her side.

––––––––

She struggled and squirmed, and Seamus swiftly brought his mouth down to her left breast and sucked her nipple into his mouth. She gasped and arched her back involuntarily, and Seamus switched his mouth to her right breast and sucked that one in, hard. He took the nipple between his teeth and pulled it so it stretched from her body, and Lily screamed in surprise, her feet kicking. Seamus let go and quickly clasped his large left hand over her mouth, cutting off her scream. He crawled up on top of her, pinning her to the bed, and brought his face to within an inch of hers, looking her directly in the eyes. Her eyes went wide and she froze. Water dripped down off his soaking head onto her face, but she did not move.

––––––––

He tilted his head slightly and brought his lips down to just above her ear.

––––––––

"Lily," he said quietly, not whispering but in intense sotto voce, "you brought me here for this, to play with me, didn't you? But you are fucking with things you don't fully understand, so instead I'm going to play with you, take you and use you like my little fuck toy."

––––––––

Seamus felt her shudder underneath him when he said 'take you and use you,' and a small smile played across his lips.

––––––––

"You are going to do exactly what I tell you to do," he continued. "If you displease me, I will punish you. You can end this at any time by saying 'Stop, Seamus, Stop,' those three words in that exact order, just like that. If you do, we're done, tonight and forever. I will never, ever touch you again. Do you understand?"

––––––––

Seamus brought his head back up to an inch above her face to look at her again, and her eyes searched his for a brief moment, and then she nodded once, slightly.

––––––––

"Good girl," Seamus said, face still hovering just above hers. "First of all, no more screaming, do you understand?" Lily nodded. "Good."

––––––––

Seamus slid his left hand down from covering her mouth and wrapped it around her throat. Lily opened her mouth to breath, and he squeezed gently so her breath caught in her throat. With his right hand, he slid it down her little body and gripped the front waistband Mirella's thong, which even knotted barely fit onto Lily's tiny body.

––––––––

"This," he said, still not moving his head from above hers, "doesn't belong to you. This belongs to me." With that he violently ripped the underwear down off her legs and off her body, hand still on her throat, lightly squeezing and pressing her to the bed. He reached behind himself and tucked the thong into his back pocket.

––––––––

He brought his hand back between her legs and ran it back up her body, from her ankle to knee to thigh, and then cupped her sex.

––––––––

"This pussy used to belong to you," he said, and then forced two fingers all the way into her tight hole. Despite being sopping wet, the tight channel resisted the intrusion. He smiled; she was going to fit his thick cock like a glove. "Who does it belong to now?"

––––––––

She opened her mouth and drew a ragged breath, to speak. Seamus let up just a little bit of pressure on her throat. "You," she whispered.

––––––––

"Me what?" Seamus prodded, and scraped his fingers along her insides, looking for her g-spot. When he found it she shook beneath him.

––––––––

"This pussy belongs to you now, sir," she said more loudly.

––––––––

"And what shall I do with it?" Seamus asked, now working his two fingers in and out of her at a steady pace.

––––––––

"Whatever you want, sir," she said, shivering. "Take it. Use it. It's yours."

––––––––

"And so I shall," Seamus said.

––––––––

He picked up the pace, pumping his fingers in and out of her, still pressing her to the bed by the throat. She began to writhe, gasp and shudder. Seamus pumped her until he thought she might cum, and then abruptly stopped, holding her on the edge of her orgasm. She mewled like a kitten, and Seamus felt his cock throb in his pants. He pulled his fingers from her wetness and stood. Seamus's blood still ran searing hot through his body. Lily lay on the bed, panting, looking up at him with need and desire.

––––––––

"Take off that sweatshirt and kneel beside me," he said, and she leapt up, pulling off Seamus's hoodie and throwing it aside, before scrambling off the bed and kneeling in front of him.

––––––––

'She's a natural submissive', Seamus thought.

––––––––

"Undress me," he commanded. "Carefully; I just bought these clothes this morning."

––––––––

Lily jumped into action. Seamus stood and watched her, this nubile young woman, his employee, take off his clothes. She folded and placed on a desk near her bed. Her deft little hands caressed him as she worked; she was so short she had to climb onto her bed to undo his shirt and pull it down off his shoulders. Her beautiful little breasts hung there in front of him, bouncing slightly as she balanced on the mattress.

––––––––

She moved to back to the floor and began work on his pants. She unclasped and pulled them down, carefully pressing his cock to his body so his slacks and underwear came down easily. She knelt beside him and untied his shoes and pulled them off, and Seamus dutifully picked up each leg so she could strip him bare. In about a minute, he stood completely naked in front of her.

––––––––

She kneeled down in front of him once again, and looked up at him eyes hooded over in lust as she took in his large cock sticking straight out from his naked body.

––––––––

"Beg for it," he said, looking down at her.

––––––––

Her eyes lifted from gazing at his thick member to look him directly in the eyes.

––––––––

"Please, sir, fuck me with your big cock," she said, eyes never wavering.

––––––––

"You can do better than that," Seamus said, looking down at her. "Try harder."

––––––––

He saw her shiver a little at his reprimand.

––––––––

"Please," she said her voice quivering. "Please, use my body to pleasure that cock. I need it inside me. I'll do anything for it, please. I can't stop thinking about it, ever since I saw your erection yesterday, it's always right there in my mind. I felt its power, and now I need it to stretch me open and take me, use me as your fucktoy. Please, sir, I can't take it anymore, please just fuck me!"

––––––––

As she went on, her pleas got more and more strident, more and more desperate. He could feel her need and desire swelling as she begged for his cock. Her cries turned palpable and her studio apartment filled with sexual energy as she babbled on, her body beginning to tremble.

––––––––

Finally, Seamus's cool detachment crumbled. All his coiled anger and violence, all his sexual desire swelled up inside him and broke. With a snarl, he grabbed the back of Lily's head, wrapped his fingers through her long hair and bunched it up, and pulled her head towards his cock. She opened her mouth and happily took his cock head into it, tongue slurping as her lips closed around it. He pressed her head towards him, forcing the long shafted down her throat, and he could feel her gag around it. Her teeth scraped lightly on his shaft and she involuntarily pulled her hands up, reaching for his cock, and he quickly yanked her off of him. She spluttered, drool running down her chin.

––––––––

"Watch those fucking teeth, and keep your hands clasped behind your back," he growled. "If I see you move them again you'll regret it."

––––––––

Lily looked up at him and tried to nod frantically despite the firm grip Seamus still had on her long black hair. She clasped her hands behind her back, opened her mouth wide, and stuck her tongue out expectantly. Seamus guided his cock back to her mouth and again forced it down her throat. She was short enough where he could piston his cock straight down her throat at an easy angle if he held her head a certain way, and that's exactly what he did.

––––––––

Lily gagged and drooled, spluttered and gasped around his thrusting cock as he forced it down her throat again and again. But her hands never moved from behind her back, and even as her straining jaw begun to grow tired she did not let her teeth scrape Seamus's shaft. Her chin, neck and chest became covered in her own spit, but she focused only on breathing and accepting his cock as deeply as possible.

––––––––

'I could get used to this,' Seamus thought to himself, as each time he felt her gagging throat spasm around his shaft a jolt of pleasure ran up his spine.

––––––––

Finally Seamus pulled her off his cock and to her feet, hand still firmly entangled in her hair. He pulled her to her toes and bent down and kissed her deeply and passionately, thrusting his tongue into the territory his cock had just claimed first. She swooned and he used his other arm to steady her, and she kissed him back hungrily, arms still clasped behind her back.

––––––––

He pulled away, but still kept her up on her toes. She stared back up at him with unbridled lust, awaiting his next command.

––––––––

"My my, Lily, you are going to be my perfect little fuckdoll, aren't you?" Seamus asked, looking down at her.

––––––––

He watched her shiver in pleasure at the compliment, and she nodded again.

––––––––

"Do you want this cock in you?" Seamus asked her gruffly. "Do you want me to fill up your tight little pussy?"

––––––––

"It's your tight little pussy, sir," she said back. "Please take it, use it and enjoy it."

––––––––

"Smart girl," Seamus said with a satisfied nod. With that he let go of her hair, allowing her back off her toes, and then lifted her up onto her bed. It was slightly lofted to give her little apartment more storage, but it was the perfect height for Seamus's tall frame.

––––––––

He pushed her down onto her back, then grabbed her thighs at the knee and pulled her towards the edge. He spread her legs open, then reached up to her chin and neck and gathered some spit. He bought it down to her cunt and smeared it all over her lower lips and channel, and then pumped his shaft twice with the natural lube. He lined up his cock to her pussy and pushed in the head, and watched Lily's eyes roll back in pleasure. Then steadily forced himself into her.

––––––––

To Seamus, Lily's cunt felt like a silky furnace that reluctantly fought against accepting his cock. The first five or six thrusts, he could only get little more than halfway into her. Lily squirmed and convulsed on the bed; if he hadn't had ahold of both of her legs, she would have bucked off of him. After the last push, she looked up at him, eyes wild, and moaned, "No more, please, it's too much!"

––––––––

Seamus paused. She didn't say the words. She looked at him with a strange glint in her eye, and begged in a low, breathy voice, "Please don't push that cock all the way into me, it's too much! I'm too tight, please, no more!"

––––––––

Seamus looked at her, beautiful but despoiled, covered in spit and sweat, begging for him to stop while her eyes betrayed another desire altogether. He reached out and grabbed her throat again, squeezing.

––––––––

"Keep begging me to stop," he said.

––––––––

She took a breath to speak, but before she uttered a word he jammed his hips forward and slammed all the way into her. She screamed out in pleasure and pain, and Seamus could feel her cum in a gush, her gripping cunt spasming and milking his cock while she writhed beneath him. He understood. She truly wanted to be taken. He pulled back all the way to the tip of his head, and then slammed back into her. She bucked again in a frenzy.

––––––––

"Nooooo it's too much!" she cried. He moved both of his hands to her upper arms to hold her in place, and then he began jackhammering in and out of her. Suddenly it felt like her tight little furnace pulled on him instead of pushing him away, hungrily accepting his cock.

––––––––

He felt his balls begin to contract; so did she, and she cried "Please, don't cum in me whatever you do!" That put him over the edge and he buried himself in her, his cock swelling and spurting again and again, filling her up. Again he felt cum and gush, and he collapsed on top of her. She wrapped her legs and arms around him, holding him tightly as she shook through her second orgasm in as many minutes.

––––––––

She craned her neck and brought her lips up to his ear, and whispered to him, "Was I a good little fucktoy, sir?"

––––––––

He took a deep breath and closed his eyes. He thought about Vanessa, and then Mirella, both either at Luc's mansion or headed there shortly. He ought to be doing something to help them, but what, he didn't know. Mirella had said she'd take care of everything, and he trusted her.

All he did know was his throbbing cock was stuffed in the tightest snatch he'd ever felt, and his hardness hadn't abated in the slightest.

––––––––

He turned his head to speak into her ear. "You were a good little fucktoy, Lily, but a great fucktoy would be on her knees cleaning off this cock, getting it ready again."

––––––––

Next thing he knew that's exactly where she was, hefting his manhood to lick clean his balls and shaft, tonguing the head and smearing it across her face while a pool of his cum gathered on the floor beneath her.

––––––––

"This cock is too big," she said, looking up at him as she cleaned it. "It's too magnificent. I'm so happy you didn't try to claim my virgin ass with it."

––––––––

Seamus looked down at her, slavishly slurping on his still-hard cock, and smiled.
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––––––––

It was still raining early the next morning when Seamus strolled back across the street, Vermin Crusher slung over his shoulder. It had taken more than two hours of constant effort to stretch Lily's little asshole enough where it would accept his cock; all the while she protested, begged and came as he fucked her grasping pussy from behind. While he took her doggystyle, he worked his fingers, her vibrator and anything else around her apartment Seamus thought would help with the endeavor into her ass.

––––––––

When he'd finally worked it enough for his cock to slide all the way, he'd plundered her ass for another 45 minutes. She'd cum so hard she'd screamed herself hoarse, until Seamus filled her bowels with his cum. She was physically and mentally exhausted. Seamus told her she could work from home today, but to write up her story as soon as she felt up to it. He let her keep his hoodie.

––––––––

Despite getting only a few hours of sleep after an evening of strenuous mastery of Lily's three holes, Seamus felt fresh as a daisy. He actually felt better than if he'd slept the night through. He felt revitalized.

––––––––

Seamus kicked open his door. He'd hadn't even locked it when he ran out last night, though it didn't seem like anyone had intruded. Everything was right where he left it, including a mostly full beer on the counter ... right next to his phone. He set down the baseball bat at the door, where it belonged, and walked right past the phone and into the bathroom. It had sat unattended all night, it could sit another 20 minutes while he showered.

––––––––

He stripped himself down, turned the water up hot, and stepped into one of his favorite places on earth. As the hot water lashed at his skin and sluiced away an amazing cocktail of Lily's fluids, Seamus let out a big sigh and let his mind wander.

––––––––

'You're fucked.' The thought had come from a rapidly shrinking corner of his brain.

––––––––

"I'm pretty sure I've been the doing the fucking," Seamus said with a little grin.

––––––––

'Cute, but while you've been letting your dick tug you around town, you've brought yourself to the brink of losing everything. You've lost Vanessa, for sure. She's definitely calling off the wedding. You're probably going to lose your job, too, as you've just used your youngest employee as a pleasure slave for several hours.'

––––––––

Mental images of Lily writhing in ecstasy filled his brain, and somehow he had enough vim left in him that his manhood twitched and began to stir.

––––––––

And then he heard a new thought, one from a much different corner in his mind.

––––––––

'The four best sexual experiences in my life have happened in the last three days. I've actually just been promoted to the Investigative Team, right? I shouldn't ignore my new self-confidence: it seems like I am finally coming into your own, and cutting loose Vanessa is probably the best thing for me long term. I'm not a doormat. I'm a conqueror.'

––––––––

Seamus weighed that new interjection for a moment in his mind, and then realized he was stroking himself.

––––––––

He liked that second line of thought much better.

***

Seamus dressed and walked out to the kitchen. He dumped out the warm beer, and then took up his phone.

––––––––

He had several texts waiting for them.

––––––––

The most recent was a photo from Lily sent several hours ago; it was his cum leaking from her gaping asshole. She's written "Your Fucktoy" to accompany the picture. He grinned - she must have taken it and sent it while he was in her bathroom.

––––––––

He also had texts from a newly-formed group text. The other two people in the group were Vanessa and Mirella. Seamus's eyebrows shot up. He opened the test string and saw:

––––––––

Vanessa: 'Greetings, Seamus! First of all I'd like to thank you for sending Vanessa to my home; I had no idea you were engaged to an art buyer. She's got amazing talent and a very shrewd eye for business. I will certainly make use of her in the coming months.'

––––––––

Mirella: 'Secondly, I owe you an apology. I told you your pictures with Mirella would remain out of the public eye. I had every intention of keeping that promise, but again, I had no idea that Vanessa was your fiancée. Most high-end buyers turn a blind eye to a client's eccentric tastes, and I would have expected the same. Certainly I would not have acquiesced to showing her my most recent photography in the dark room if I had known the trouble that would create.'

––––––––

Vanessa: 'As I'm sure you can imagine, Vanessa was quite upset once she saw them and threw herself into some rather ... irrational ... behavior as a result. Given it was my fault she was in that state, I felt it was my duty as a friend and a gentleman to help her relax. She's made use of many of the amenities I have at my disposal here at my home and is currently sleeping.'

––––––––

Mirella: 'Mirella's appearance last night was a surprise, and I have to admit didn't really help the situation at first. Vanessa has quite a mean streak and needed to be restrained to prevent outright violence. After that, I was able to make amends with Mirella in person for the slip up while Vanessa observed.'

––––––––

Vanessa: 'Eventually, with my mediation, the ladies were able to come to an accommodation that was deemed fair for all parties. Vanessa's first thought was to kill you and Mirella with her bare hands, but that felt a bit extreme. Eventually the three of us found a more moderate and comfortable position for everyone involved, I think. Certainly a more sanguine one, anyway.'

––––––––

Mirella: 'Anyway, I have the pleasure of having both women as guests of honor at tonight's party, and I insist that you join us. Dress code is relaxed but do come presentable. There will be a lot of important people taking part in tonight's festivities. You really won't want to miss it. It will be great fun.'

––––––––

Vanessa: 'See you tonight, the party starts at Sundown. Cheers!'

––––––––

Seamus's hands were shaking so hard by the end of the texts dropped his phone on the counter trying just to put it down. He staggered back until he collided with the kitchen wall, and then slumped to the floor. His vision turned red, and he thought he would pass out.

––––––––

"What have I done," he thought to himself.

––––––––

'Exactly what you wanted,' Seamus thought. 'And so have they. We've all chosen this path. All you can do is see what happens next.'

––––––––

He took a few deep breaths, and his vision began to clear. He stood back up, walked over to the counter and read the texts again. Then he went to his bed, got in and fell right asleep.

***

Consciousness slowly flooded back into Seamus's mind, and he opened his eyes. He looked at the ceiling for a few moments, and then rolled over to look at the alarm clock. It read 11 a.m. He was already late.

––––––––

After another minute, he sat up in bed, and then went to the bathroom. He splashed some water on his face, brushed his teeth, and ran a comb through his hair. He considered shaving, but he decided he kind of liked the rakish stubble on his face.

––––––––

Back in his bedroom, he put on one of the ensembles he bought at the boutique the day before; black jeans and a slim-fitting blue cotton shirt that somehow made him look like an at least occasional gym user. It was definitely missing something.

––––––––

With a shake of his head and a grin, he looked at himself in the mirror and said, "Outerwear."

––––––––

Seamus fished out the receipt from the store, and sure enough, there was Lauren's number. He called her from the car on his way there.

––––––––

"I'm ready for phase two of my treatment, nurse," he said when she answered. "I'll be there in 10 minutes."

––––––––

"I told you never to come here again, you asshole," she said. "I will call the police; you'll ruin my business if let you back in here. I've thought of nothing else since you left yesterday."

––––––––

"If you bring me a jacket to the curb, I'll hand you my credit card and pull away," Seamus said. "You can hold onto it until we see each other again."

––––––––

After a few beats, she said: "Fine, give me your jacket measurements, and tell me what you're wearing now."

––––––––

He told her, adding, "Please make it something stylish, I have a fancy party to attend tonight."

––––––––

"I only sell things that are stylish, you dumb fuck," she said, and hung up.

––––––––

Ten minutes later she was at the curb holding a black leather jacket. She held out her hand for his card, which pressed into her palm, leaning across the seat. She let him hold their touch for just a moment, and then pulled away, tucking his card into her back pocket. She pushed the jacket through the open window and ducked her head inside. She handed him a pair of black sunglasses.

––––––––

"If you're going to do something, do it all the way," she said with a smile.

––––––––

"Good advice, thank you," he said, smiling back. "On the house?"

––––––––

"Don't be ridiculous," she said, and turned to go.

––––––––

"What time do you close tomorrow?" he called after her, and she stopped, looking over her shoulder.

––––––––

"Six," she said, eyebrow arching slightly.

––––––––

"I'll pick you up here at 6:05," he told her.

––––––––

"You're not going to give a girl time to get ready?" she said.

––––––––

"As far as I can tell, you're always ready," he said, and smiled when saw her eyelashes flutter, betraying the hint of a shiver. She turned and walked away without saying anything. He pulled away from the curb, unfolding the sunglasses with a flick of the wrist and sliding them onto his face.

***

Seamus turned a few heads when he walked across the paper's main floor to his desk. It was almost noon, and he was late, but no so late that it should cause a stir. They were looking because he was different, noticeably changed - he thought - for the better. He wanted to break into a big smile but kept it focused inward.

––––––––

He slid into his desk and got his day started. He sorted through email, answering day-to-day minutiae briskly. As he worked his way through his inbox, he fell into the familiar groove of the job he loved. He picked up some of his old work as Metro Editor and helped pull that section together; he followed up with other reporters working on investigative stories and edited stories as they came in for the weekend's papers.

––––––––

Around 4 p.m. he saw he had a reply from one of the university professors he'd sent the picture of the book Luc's office. He quickly opened the email and read the response.

-

Mr. Stone,

––––––––

Is this some sort of prank? Where did you get this picture? I don't appreciate being on the outside of this kind of practical joke or send up. I thought you said this was important?

––––––––

I will confess it was fun to take this thing apart after my initial shock, I just wish you'd let me in on the joke before I dropped what I was doing - some actual research for my job.

––––––––

Just in case someone is messing with you too and you believe this to be somehow authentic - and someone clearly put in some effort here to make it seem that way- this is the gist of what's on the page. This is a contract, written in impeccable Late Antiquity church Latin. The signatories are Maxwell Gentry, who I'm sure you realize is one of our local state representatives (and a State alumnus!) and someone named Luc Mane.

––––––––

That, I can only assume given the rest of the content of the contract, is someone's attempt to cleverly reference the Devil.

––––––––

Mane is directly from the Latin for 'morning', and Luc is obviously a derivative of lux, or light, together probably trying for "light of the morning." Lucifer, in Roman mythology was "the lightbringer," represented by the planet we now call Venus, which is the third brightest object in the sky behind the sun and the moon, known as "the morning star."

––––––––

I believe the only actual reference to Lucifer in the Bible is in the text of Isaiah 14 in the Old Testament, where the prophet condemns the conquering king of Babylon (Nebuchadnezzar II, if you care) by comparing his lofty aspirations to that of the Morning Star, Lucifer. Isaiah names those aspirations as: "I will ascend above the tops of the clouds; I will make myself like the Most High."

––––––––

That verse, over time, became related to the story of the Devil's rebellion against God and his subsequent Fall from Heaven, and eventually the Devil took on the name Lucifer. It occurs to me there's an interesting thought in there somewhere about the fact that Venus, goddess of beauty, romantic love, sex and lust, somehow became tied to the Devil, but I digress.

––––––––

So as you see, what we have is a contract between State Rep. Gentry and "the Devil." I won't deem to tell you how to your business as a newspaper editor, but I would advise proceeding with caution if you intend to print this.

––––––––

The terms of the deal are, more or less, are that in exchange for "marshalling the appropriate powers at my disposal to assist the signer below (Gentry) in all matters of conquest - athletic, economic, political, sexual and otherwise - the signer agrees to decimate and cede his vitality and free will to me, and use the spoils of his conquest to assist my future endeavors in a manner agreed upon by both parties." The most interesting part, in my estimation, is the use of the phrase "decimate and cede" here - Gentry has agreed to give Mane one tenth of his "vitality and free will." I suppose he's selling his soul here?

––––––––

The letter is signed by both parties and dated October 31, 2001 - Halloween! Hahaha.

––––––––

Finally, and this is obviously far outside my area of expertise, but I noticed while translating that the ink with which this contract is written is somewhat out of the ordinary. Given the content of the contract, I Googled this out of, shall we say morbid, curiosity.

––––––––

It looks like it was written in fountain pen, but the link is a sort of rusty brown color, consistent with what something might look like if it were written in blood. A nice touch, really.

––––––––

If you're in on the joke, you got me. If you're NOT in on it, you've got someone playing one on you.

––––––––

Best of luck (and happy Halloween),

––––––––

Prof. Clara Amsler,

––––––––

Department of Antiquity

––––––––

State University

-

Seamus realized his mouth was agape, and snapped his jaw shut with an audible click. He sat back in his chair and took a deep breath.

––––––––

"What the actual fuck!?" he said aloud, letting out his held breath in a sigh. He looked around to see if anyone had noticed, but everyone around him was pounding on their keyboards, oblivious.

––––––––

Quickly he racked his brain to see if it was actually possible that this was an elaborate practical joke. He supposed it was theoretically possible, but ... he'd met Luc himself. He'd been to his mansion. He'd fucked Mirella on Luc's sofa and on a rug in front of the fire. He'd seen - and enjoyed - the changes in Mirella's personality firsthand after her encounters with him. This could not have been just a joke.

––––––––

In a daze he floated to the men's room and splashed cold water on his face. He looked at himself in the mirror, and barely recognized the person looking back at him.

––––––––

"Randi's changes in personality?" he muttered to himself. "What about MY changes? Look at what I'm wearing! Think about what I've done over the last week? How I've treated Vanessa ... Randi ... Lily ... Lauren from the boutique... she is pretty fun. FUCK! Focus, Seamus."

––––––––

'Which version do I like better?' he thought, unbidden.

––––––––

"It's not that simple," he muttered aloud.

––––––––

'Sure it is,' his thoughts pushed back. 'Which version of myself do I like better, the sniveling middle manager from a week ago, or the newly-confident and successful Seamus?'

––––––––

"I ... I don't know," he stammered.

––––––––

'I have to stop lying to myself,' he thought. 'Did I do Vanessa wrong? Yeah, maybe a little, but she treated me like a serving boy. I'm better as your own man. As soon as I'm able to admit I like this version better, and commit to it, I'll be so much better off.'

––––––––

"But, Randi ..." Seamus began.

––––––––

'Randi is undergoing the same kind of transformation I am, becoming the version of herself she likes best. She said so herself. She's happier too, and I know it.'

––––––––

"We're all caught up with a cult of Devil worshippers, and that can't be good for anybody," he told the mirror.

––––––––

'Let's just keep an open mind on that one, shall we?' came the response.

––––––––

Seamus splashed more water on his face, patted himself down with a towel, and then went back to his desk.

––––––––

There he found his boss, Martin Barnes, his boss's boss, Richard Quinn, and the HR director, Tabitha Weber waiting for him.

––––––––

His heart skipped a beat, but Seamus put on his biggest brightest smile, and said, "Hi guys, what's up?"

***

The sun was setting as Seamus stepped through the front door of the newspaper, a security guard standing at each elbow, carrying a cardboard box with what few personal items he'd had at work. He turned, and looked at each security guard in turn, one elderly and one portly, nodding to them. He'd given both them tickets to local events that Vanessa got from clients whenever he couldn't use them.

––––––––

"Darrell, Russ, take care of yourselves," he said to both. "I think I can take it from here."

––––––––

"Good luck, Seamus," Russ said. "Sorry about having to do this."

––––––––

"Thanks for not making a scene, Seamus," Darrell said. "You don't have to tell us anything, obviously, but ... what the hell happened? Didn't you just get promoted?"

––––––––

Seamus gave them a level look, then smiled, and said, "I fucked Mirella Havens two nights ago and took pictures of the whole thing with a company camera."

––––––––

The two guards' faces blanched, reddened, then they looked at each other and laughed.

––––––––

"Daaaaamn," Darrell said. "Was it worth it?"

––––––––

"Probably yes, actually, it was the best sex I've ever had," Seamus said, and took a step closer to the two men. "Look, guys, I'm sure rumors are going to fly around here about this, but you both know me. I want you to be sure of one thing: I did not take advantage of her. She wanted it, and in fact she begged for it."

––––––––

"Uh, wow, OK you got it Seamus," Russ said, blushing a little. "What are you going to do now?"

––––––––

Seamus shrugged.

––––––––

"Probably the same thing that got me fired, but I'll use my own camera this time."

––––––––

Seamus slipped on his new sunglasses, turned and walked down the stairs. He made his way to the car, popped the trunk, threw the box into it haphazardly and slammed the trunk shut. Then he fished his phone out of his pocket and quickly dialed Lily's cell phone.

––––––––

"Hello sir," she said when she picked up, affecting a little school girl voice. "I'm sorry I didn't make it into work today. I will accept whatever punishment you see fit, so long as you're the one administering it."

––––––––

"Lily, shut up and listen for a second," Seamus said, plugging his free ear to block out the Friday night street noise. "I just got fired and escorted out of work. DO NOT file your story, do you understand me! Do not send that story to the paper."

––––––––

"Fuck, Seamus, I literally just sent it five minutes ago!" she said, getting serious. "What happened?"

––––––––

"Damnit!" Seamus shouted in frustration. He took a deep breath, trying to calm his nerves.

––––––––

"Apparently Randi called Quinn directly and told him I'd gotten her drunk and taken advantage of her, and I that I used a company camera to take pictures. Quinn and her father were friends or something, and he knows all about Randi's struggle with booze. Doesn't matter because IT found the images cached on the camera's SD card, even though I deleted it all; they had printouts to show me."

––––––––

"Oh shit, Seamus, I'm so sorry," Lily said. "Why would she say that?"

––––––––

"I don't know, Lily, but I'm going to find out," Seamus said. "My guess is that Luc got to her somehow and found out about the stories we were writing about him, and now he's trying to suppress them. Look, you're definitely going to get called into HR first thing Monday. Tell them the truth, okay? Everything you know, and if you think it's best, tell them about how I used my position to take advantage of you last night too, even as you begged me not to."

––––––––

"Seamus, that's not how it went and you know it," Lily said. "I wanted you; I still do."

––––––––

"I know that, Lily, but you need to read the room on Monday and do whatever is best for you from here on out," Seamus said. "If 'victim' is the best role for you to play, you have got to play it. Keep your job, put this all behind you, and maybe down the road you'll be able to revisit the Van Hooten stuff. Keep a secret file and keep building the story."

"Okay, if you say so," Lily said reluctantly. "What are you going to do now? Do you want to come over?"

––––––––

"I'd love to, Lily, but I can't tonight," Seamus said. "I'm invited to Luc's party and both Randi and Vanessa are already there. I have to go and get them out of there."

––––––––

"You're going back there?" Lily cried. "Do you think it's safe?"

––––––––

"I know for a fact that it isn't," Seamus said. "But it's what I have to do."

***

Seamus wracked his brain for some sort of plan as he took his car around the sloping curves leading back to Luc's mansion. He sorted through every detail he knew about the grounds, everything Mirella had told him about her visits, everything he'd seen around the house when he was there. He tried to visualize how he'd get himself and two - potentially hostile - women away from there. He knew he had very little to go on, so he put that problem away and picked up a new one.

––––––––

He started to examine everything he thought he knew about Luc. He hadn't had much time to process the email from Professor Amsler; he'd only been able to read it once, and then he had to go through the painful process of getting fired. He let himself pause on that for a minute: an uncomfortable hour of false accusations, quivering jowls and righteous indignation. When they busted out the photos of Mirella, he knew he was fucked.

––––––––

What was Mirella playing at? Quinn had said she called him crying, and spun her yarn about getting her drunk and making her pose nude for him, and then forcing her to have sex with him. She wasn't pressing charges, but apparently she was checking herself back into rehab and taking a leave of absence from work. Quinn directed the IT department to tear apart the media computer, and found the pictures on the SD card still in the camera.

––––––––

Clearly Luc had gotten to her somehow, but why had she made the call? Was she completely under his thrall now?

––––––––

Was Luc the Devil himself? That thought was incredibly difficult for Seamus to process, mostly because he didn't actually believe in the Devil, or God, or magic or the tooth fairy. He'd met Luc; he just seemed European, not evil. But he clearly held some sort of sway over Mirella, and now probably Vanessa, and other prominent people around town. Was he drugging them? Hypnotizing? And what was with the contract written in blood, pledging souls in exchange for victorious conquests?

––––––––

It was all a bit much, Seamus thought. But here he was, approaching Luc's mansion yet no closer to any sort of plan on how to come away with his two loves safely.

––––––––

He took a deep breath, and just accepted the fact that he was going to have to wing it. At the moment, his own guts and guile was all he had and all he would have.

***

Seamus brought his car to a stop outside of Luc's home; he'd been sitting in a line of cars waiting to be parked by the valets, who were systematically and efficiently handling their business. Seamus actually managed to suppress any feeling of inferiority on account of the fact his car was by far the least expensive one in line; he had too much else on his mind. He recognized a few of the people who got out of the vehicles ahead of him; the car just in front of him actually ended up disgorging weather girl Bianca Bukowski and her glorious tits.

––––––––

It was dark out but he could see fine; there were torches lining the driveway, a large harvest moon rose over the mansion. It had been hidden for the last several days during the storms, but now the full moon rose huge and red on the horizon.

––––––––

Seamus opened his car door, got out and flipped the valet his keys, who took his name and noted his license plate. Seamus took in the battalion of thick-necked security guards who stood by watching the crowd with interest. They all carried guns. Brute force or speedy getaway had never really seemed like a reasonable plans anyway, so Seamus just let that go calmly.

––––––––

He followed the crowd, their footsteps crunching on the gravel that lined Luc's walkways, to the wide open front doors. A man at the front door took his name again and checked him off the list; he'd had to give his name at the gate at the road, too. The guard with the list smiled at him and waved him through, so Seamus took a deep breath and entered Luc's mansion one more time.

––––––––

Inside were dozens of people gathered in the front parlor and library of Luc's home, noshing on finger food, drinking and laughing. People absently took in Luc's art collection and prowled around the room, but nobody lingered and gazed at the amazing collection, making it seem as if most of them had been there before.

––––––––

They were all beautiful in one way or another, male or female, and mostly seemed well to do or some sort of local celebrity. Seamus craned his neck, looking for either Vanessa or Mirella, but they were nowhere to be found. A waiter whisked into orbit with a tray full of drinks, offering them to Seamus, who picked what turned out to be a scotch and soda. "Better try to blend in," he mumbled to himself, but he knew his nerves could use some steadying. It seemed like he was in the last wave of arrivals; most people had been here a while.

––––––––

He glanced around, sipping his drink, and saw that the doors beyond the two front rooms were all closed off, and there were security guards standing on the broad staircase leading up. They were so comically stiff and out of place compared to the relaxed air of the party goers, Seamus couldn't help but to wonder if they were actually just people in costume pretending to be guards.

––––––––

That gave him a chuckle - he realized for the first time he was at a party the night before Halloween and absolutely no one was dressed up. It hadn't even occurred to him it might be a costume party. He looked around, and true to Luc's instructions, everyone was dressed casually and comfortably.

––––––––

"Hi, I'm Allie."

––––––––

Seamus jumped a bit and turned to see a tall, athletic brunette smiling at him, hand outstretched. She was wearing a long, sleeveless green cotton dress that folded across her front and was belted at the waist. The color stood out beautifully against her tan skin, and her long arms were toned and muscular. Her hair was pulled back into a ponytail, her face featured high cheekbones and large brown eyes. She was very clearly not wearing a bra, the tips of her pert breasts poking through the thin fabric.

––––––––

"Hi Allie, I'm Seamus," he said, taking her hand. Acting purely on impulse, he made a leg, bowed and brushed his lips across the back of her hand like she was a duchess and he was a duke.

––––––––

"Enchante," Seamus said, straightening and flashed her a smile.

––––––––

Allie giggled, eyes sparkling. She made no attempt to withdraw her hand, and Seamus didn't get go.

––––––––

"You look very familiar, Allie, where do I know you from?"

––––––––

"Oh, I play tennis on the tour," she said with a little shrug. "I win a tournament every once and while."

––––––––

"You're Allie Allegre, aren't you?" Seamus said with a bolt of recognition. She was definitely a top-10 ranked tennis player, he realized, and had recently won French Open in the last two or three years.

––––––––

"Guilty as charged," she laughed. "How about you?"

––––––––

"Seamus Stone, at your service. Very recently editor at the Press Herald, now exploring new opportunities."

––––––––

She cocked her head.

––––––––

"How recently is very recently?"

––––––––

"About an hour ago, actually," he said. After a few beats of Allie smiling at him patiently, he followed that up with, "Had a bit of a misunderstanding about policies around the use of company equipment to photograph beautiful naked women."

––––––––

She barked out a laugh. "Ahh, an artiste in our midsts! You share a hobby with our host, Luc."

––––––––

Seamus took a big sip of his drink.

––––––––

"I suppose I do," he said with a nod.

––––––––

"You up for this?" Allie asked. "You look like you've kind of had a rough day."

––––––––

"For the party?" Seamus asked. "I think so. I kind of don't know what to expect, to be honest. This is my first time coming to one of these. And yeah, it's been pretty wild."

––––––––

"Oooooh really, a first timer?" Allie said excitedly, and she stepped in close to him and snaked her arm through his. She pressed her athletic body into his, and Seamus felt his heartbeat quicken. "I didn't think you looked familiar. Well I'm sure you're going to have a great time, I always do. It's the best way to set aside your troubles for awhile and enjoy yourself. It's great to have a place like this and so generous a host to ..."

––––––––

Before she could finish, a bell rang out clearly through the room, cutting through the noise and instantly quieting the crowd. It rang three times, and after each chime Seamus felt some of the tension leave his body. By the final chime, he felt relaxed and ready for anything.

––––––––

Allie leaned in to Seamus; he could feel her heart beating and her breath warm on his neck. Her flowery scent filled his nostrils and his head began to swim a little. She whispered in his ear, "It's starting, here he comes," and swung them around to look at the staircase.

––––––––

The security men and stepped aside, and the whole crowd was looking up the staircase expectantly. After a few moments Luc descended the staircase halfway - he was completely naked - and was arm-in-arm with two people - also completely naked.

––––––––

On his left arm was a tall, statuesque black woman with shining ebony skin and very short hair, on his right arm was a compact bronze-skinned man that could have posed for Greek sculpture, smoothly hairless skin bulging around his muscles. Luc himself was thin but muscular, with coarse dark hair standing out from his chest, legs arms and pubic area. Between his legs swung an impressive member.

––––––––

Seamus froze in shock; he had not expected their host to appear naked. He could feel Allie tremble on his arm in excitement.

––––––––

"Greetings friends!" Luc's voice filled the room easily. "And welcome to my home. Thank you for coming. Tonight is about enjoying each other's company, exploration and trying new things, but most of all, about celebrating how wonderful it is to be alive. I open my home and myself to you completely - make use of all we have to offer you tonight. At midnight, please make sure to gather in the conservatory, as we have a little something special planned for all of you to see."

––––––––

"So without any further adieu, onward into an evening of life, love, pleasure and happiness!" As Luc finished, the bell chimed a final time, and Seamus felt blood begin to rush in his veins and his cock begin to swell in his pants. All the doors behind the front two rooms were thrown open. On the stairs, he saw Luc bend and deeply kiss the man on his right, then turn and kiss the woman just as passionately, and lead them back upstairs. There was a flurry of activity around him, but he was unable to take much in; he was being pulled by Allie towards the back of the house.

––––––––

"Come on," she said breathlessly. "I know just the place to start."

––––––––

Seamus moved his feet to run with her; she dragged him to the back of the house and down three flights of a rear staircase that led into the basement. His mind was a blur, desperately trying to catch up and process what was happening - all Seamus could do was marvel absently how huge this house really was. He and Allie were dashing down a subterranean stone hallway; the air began to get humid.

––––––––

Then Allie turned a sharp corner and skidded to a stop, slipping free of his grasp. He didn't expect the sudden change of pace and he stumbled forward; his mind had a half second to perceive the rectangular blue pool of water in front of him in a dimly lit room, and then he was in the pool and under the water, clothes and all. The water was warm, and when he thrashed to get his feet underneath him, he realized it was only about four feet deep. He stood up.

––––––––

He spluttered as he breached the surface, and turned, wiping the water from his eyes. When he could see again, the marvelous sight made the breath catch in his throat. Above him, smiling down with bright white perfect teeth and mischievous brown eyes, was a world-class athlete unwrapping her dress and slipping it down her toned tan shoulders and letting it fall to the floor. She wore nothing underneath.

––––––––

Her long legs looked like they went up forever. He pussy was completely bare. Her abs were perfect, her breasts small but shapely, her slender neck led up to her beautiful face and glowing smile. She stood, hands on hips like Wonder Woman, grinning at him. She was an athletic Amazon goddess.

––––––––

Seamus did the only thing he could do. He finally sucked in a breath had a coughing fit.

––––––––

In between gasping breaths, Seamus saw the goddess before him kick off her shoes and stride elegantly down the stone steps that led into the pool and towards him. He half-involuntarily backed away; his brain told him he wanted to be somewhat better composed when she finally reached him.

––––––––

Just before she did reach him at the middle of the pool, she slipped beneath the water and then launched herself up out of the water and into Seamus. He instinctively thrust out his arms and caught her, miraculously keeping his feet. She wrapped her legs around his waist; he wrapped his arms around hers. She brought her mouth down to his and kissed him hotly, heavy with need. He kissed her back, just as intensely. Their tongues danced against each other.

––––––––

She broke the kiss and pulled away, thrusting her hips up and her chest in to bring her breasts to his mouth. Seamus buried his face between them and then sucked on each hungrily, nibbling her little brown nipples. She threw her head back and moaned with delight, and Seamus staggered back and lost his footing, falling back into the pool. Allie squealed and went down with him.

––––––––

She gained her footing first, then she had both hands on his shirt, and she was pulled him up. His upper body came out of the water and he found his feet again; she used the grip on his shirt to pull him to her to renew their frantic kiss. He wrapped his arms around her and held her lithe body against him.

––––––––

Without breaking the connection their lips made, tongues still lashing, she slowly started walking him backwards across the pool until his back pressed against the lip at the edge. She kissed him for another few moments, and then severed the kiss but didn't pull away, pressing her forehead against his, holding her face barely an inch away from his. She looked at him straight in the eye, her brown eyes twinkling. A smile played across her lips.

––––––––

"I'm sorry about your clothes," she said softly, grinning.

––––––––

"I just bought them yesterday, actually," he said, smiling.

––––––––

"You weren't going to need them tonight anyway," she said.

––––––––

"My phone and wallet are soaked too," he said as the thought occurred to him.

––––––––

"You definitely won't need those," she said. "Come on, let's get these useless things off you so we can play."

––––––––

With that, she set her feet, bunched her fists in Seamus's sodden shirt, and used her athlete's body to push him up onto the end of the pool. Seamus put his hands on the lip of the pool and pushed himself up a little, but with a "kee-ya!" Allie sent him up and out of the water. He landed with a wet splat onto the stone floor behind him.

––––––––

Seamus blinked. "You're the strongest, sexiest woman I've ever seen," he said.

––––––––

"You're cute," she said, looking him in the eye. "Now take your clothes off already."

––––––––

Allie pulled off his shoes and socks, while Seamus struggled with his shirt, peeling the wet fabric up and over his head. He said a silent thanks that he'd left his new leather jacket in the car; a ruined phone was probably enough expense now that he was unemployed. He got off his shirt just as he felt Allie grip the legs of his jeans and tug; she almost pulled him back into the water. He quickly unbuttoned and unzipped them, and then lifted his ass up off the stone floor so she could pull them off; the briefs he wore came off with them, and his cock sprang to life.

––––––––

She ripped the jeans all the way off and threw them aside, and her eyes went straight to his crotch.

––––––––

"I knew it," she said with a grin, eyes darting up to his and then back down to his dick. "I could tell just by looking you had something worthwhile in store for me. Know how to use that thing?"

––––––––

"I'm just trying to get better every day, coach," Seamus said.

––––––––

"Mmm, practice does make perfect," she said, and stepped forward to the edge. Seamus spread his legs and she stepped between them, and then bent over to take him in her mouth. The air in the room was cooler than the water; her mouth was hot on his engorged prick as she enveloped the head and swirled her tongue around it. Seamus shivered and leaned back, his hands behind him supporting his weight. Allie wasted no time in attacking his cock hungrily, assaulting him with her tongue. She wrapped her strong hands around his shaft - they were calloused and a little rough, but her grip was was amazing - and began to milk him, squeezing and rotating them hard.

––––––––

Seamus's head lolled back, and sat there, still catching his breath, enjoying the aggressive blowjob he was receiving from Allie Allegre, international tennis star/sex goddess. As she slurped and sucked, he looked around at the room for the first time. The light was entirely from under the water, so interesting patterns flitted across the ceiling, which was rounded and cylindrical. A light mist hung over the water, swirling from their movements.

––––––––

As he looked around, two naked men holding hands turned the corner and walked into the room, both erect in anticipation. They smiled and nodded at Seamus, and Seamus nodded back. Just as he did, he felt Allie's finger slide unexpectedly into his asshole and found his prostate, stroking it. It was an entirely new sensation for him that sent a shock through his system, and he came with a jolt and a loud groan, eyes rolling into the back of his head as he exploded into Allie's mouth. She swallowed down the load thirstily, and the two men laughed.

––––––––

"I want one like that, Richard," one of the men said to the other.

––––––––

"The man, or the blowjob?" Richard retorted impishly.

––––––––

"Both, now that you mention it," the first one said.

––––––––

"Well sit down already and I'll do my part," Richard said. "You're on your own for the other."

––––––––

With that, Allie finally came up for air, looking up at Seamus with a smile. Seamus looked down at her, slack-jawed and breathing heavily. Her eyes twinkled.

––––––––

"My turn," she said, straightening up.

––––––––

Seamus scooted into the pool with a little splash, wrapped his arms around Allie and kissed her. He could taste a little of his own saltiness, but he hardly cared; their tongues danced and he pressed her body into his. She felt strong and sinewy, but soft in the right places.

––––––––

He turned their embrace slowly until her back was against the stone lip of the pool, then pulled back and lifted her up onto the ledge. Allie began to settle herself in but Seamus brusquely bent down and attached his lips to her labia, sucking in her flesh and pulling her clit out from under its hood. Allie, surprised, gave a squeak and squirmed while Seamus let her clit go and lashed his tongue up and down her slit.

––––––––

Just as quickly as he'd gone in, he sharply pulled back, his eyes meeting hers as licked his lips to savor her flavor. Her gaze smoldered and she slowly, deliberately, spread her legs. With the body control and grace of a lifelong athlete, she brought her right knee up to her chest, eyes locked on Seamus, and then rotated her hip and uncoiled her long leg, placing her foot parallel to the pools edge. She repeated the same languid motion with her left leg, knee bent slightly, tendons taut beneath her toned calf and thigh, foot alongside the pools edge. She scooted forward ever-so-slightly, and Seamus broke their gaze, stepping back to look at her.

––––––––

Allie was spread open before him, and alluring sculpture of human desire and lust. Water beaded on her brown flawless skin, her dark wet hair pulled back and sleek, her body fixed in a flexible pose to welcome him into her. Again his gaze traveled up his body, taking in her sex spread wide, her chest rising and falling steadily. When his eyes met hers again, she bit her lip and crooked her finger, clearly instructing him to come hither. He felt his cock stiffen at the sight.

He stepped forward to the edge of the pool and she lay back, her arms bracing herself much as Seamus's did. He leaned over her, hands on the edge of the pool below her knees, stretching out so he was on the balls of his feet on the bottom of the pool. He bent down and found he could just reach her breasts. He slowly brought the flat of his tongue up the underside of her left breast. Her skin was cool to the touch, and he felt her tense and shiver beneath him; he brought his tongue up and circled her areola, rewarded with hearting Allie's breath catching in her throat.

––––––––

He moved to her right breast and did the same, this time sucking her little brown nipple into his mouth for a split second and then releasing it, and Allie let out the breath she was holding in low groan. He lowered himself down slowly, kissing down the center of her chest to her abdomen, bringing himself again to flat-footed. He used his tongue and lips to leave a warm trail down her body, kissing her smooth skin and marvelling at her muscular body. When he reached her belly button he straightened slightly and blew on the trail of warmth he'd left behind, and Allie shivered.

––––––––

He took a half step back and spread his arms, bringing each hand to the insteps of her feet on either side, fingertips softly caressing them. Looking down, he gently massaged one foot and then the other, and heard Allie let out a contented sigh. Eyes following his exploring touch, he ran his fingertips up her long legs, casually taking his time to enjoy the feel of her body. On both sides his fingers played over the outside of her shins, curved under her calves and danced across the back of her knees. She let her head fall back and whimpered when cupped her hands underneath each of her thighs, alternating between a strong massaging grip and a light caress.

––––––––

Slowly, inexorably, he brought his touch closer and closer to her sex; his hands briefly came to rest where the back of her upper thigh met her firm buttocks, his knuckles scraping across the stone. His thumbs slowly brushed along V where her legs ended and her torso began. He carefully avoided her pussy lips as his thumbs glided across her skin, savoring the touch and eliciting a whimper from Allie. Then he looked back up at her face and met her intense gaze.

––––––––

"Are you worshipping my body?" she said in a low, breathy voice.

––––––––

"Yes, goddess," Seamus said. He slowly bent into a crouch, bringing his face closer to her pussy. "Though this is just the invocation."

––––––––

"Continue," she said, and closed her eyes.

––––––––

He brought his face down to just below her belly button, as of yet untouched, let a long, hot breath out to roll across her cool skin. He gave her thighs a light squeeze, and ran his hands up and over her hips while his face drew closer and closer to her sex, tonguing and kissing his way down. His fingers caressed their way up her sides until his strong hands cupped her ribs, arms outstretched, his thumbs brushing along the underside of her breasts, tracing the ground where his tongue had been minutes before. He kissed his way down her mons, until his face hovered over her sex, now starting to glisten from her own moisture, and he held it there, hot breath mingling with the heat of her arousal. He tilted his head slightly so he could look up at her, and he waited. His hands cupped her breasts, the webbing of his thumbs stretched across the bottom, his restless fingers finally coming to a stop.

––––––––

Everything was still for a few moments, the only movement coming from Allie's chest rising and falling steadily. When she opened her eyes again and looked down at him, an insistent question forming on her lips, Seamus held for another moment so their eyes met. Then Seamus brought face to down to her.

––––––––

He flattened his tongue and pressed it over her sex, sliding it down to the bottom of her slit. He curved his tongue slightly so it parted her pussy lips and just barely penetrated her. Then he ran his tongue up her slit slowly, tip plowing a little furrow through her wetness until he reached her clit. He made sure he ran as much of his tongue as possible over the hardened, swollen nub, then flicked it down quickly, and ran its entirety back over her button again a bit faster.

––––––––

At the same time his big hands tensed, squeezing Allie's pert and shapely breasts, kneading them. When his tongue first reached her clit, he brought his hands up over the tops of them, so the tips of her sharp nipples ran down the center of his hands, from the base of his palms to the tip of his middle finger. When he flicked his tongue down for the second pass over her clit, he pursed all five of his fingers around her nipples, rolling them between all four fingers and the thumb.

––––––––

When he flicked his tongue down for a third pass over Alison's clit, she came.

––––––––

Alison arched her back, and her hands shot out to the back of Seamus's head, pressing him into her quivering pussy. She gasped in a breath and then let out a high-pitched orgasmic cry, which echoed around the room, filling it with the sounds of her ecstasy. She ground her hips up and into his face, and Seamus cast aside his measured movements and went wild. He brought his hands down to her ribs to steady her, and then voraciously ate her spasming cunny, sucking in her lips and clit, lashing his tongue into and all round her, lapping up her cum.

––––––––

Alison came hard for a long time with Seamus's unrelenting assault, but eventually let go of his head and lay back, her legs hanging out into the pool, her arms thrown back over her head. Seamus slowed and stopped, letting her catch her breath. Her cries subsided, and Seamus heard another sound, a lusty murmuring that filled the grotto. He stood up slightly and stretched, and looked behind him; there were more than a dozen people now in the pool, and all their attention were on him and Alison. When recognition of the audience passed across his face, a mix of applause, aroused and appreciative moans and encouragement filled the room. He hadn't realized they'd had this much of an audience.

––––––––

He turned back to look at Alison, who was positively glowing in passionate lust and gazing back at him with palpable heat. A mischievous grin crept across Seamus's face. If these people wanted a show, he'd give them a show.

––––––––

He dunked himself in the water, came back up and sprang towards Alison's still prone form. He grasped her legs at the thigh just above the knees and lifted them into the air. Half in startled compliance, she straightened them, and Seamus pushed them back to her body, as if poising her for a jackknife dive. Her flexible body obeyed, and soon her still-gushing sex pointed towards the ceiling, her hips rolled back.

––––––––

"Hold these," he instructed her with a grin, and she did, using both hands to grasp and steady her outstretched legs.

––––––––

Then Seamus dove into her pussy with wild abandon, eating, licking, nibbling, plunging his fingers deep inside her. She let out a gasp and pulled her legs closer to her chest, offering herself to him completely, and he took her up on the offer.

––––––––

He pulled another orgasm out of her by pushing two of his fingers deep inside her pussy and curling them up across her G spot, tongue straining to rake across her clit. He used those two cum-covered fingers to slowly press them into her ass, then pushed his thumb into her pussy and rubbed them against each other through her inner wall, all the while using the tips of the fingers on his other hand to briskly rub her clit. That generated another loud, shaking cry. He kept his fingers and thumb in her but replaced his fingers with his face, not just licking but rubbing it across her sopping wet sex, smearing her juices all over him and her.

––––––––

Eventually Alison could take no more and let go of her legs, letting them fall and then wrapping them around Seamus's back and shoulders and squeezing, pulling him to her and then releasing him. Seamus relented and ended his assault. The room filled with vocal admiration and applause, but Seamus was only looking at Alison, who was panting and smiling. Seamus hopped up and out of the pool, and crawled over top of her; she wrapped her arms around his neck and pulled him down for a kiss filled with heat. They pulled back, and Seamus saw Alison crane her neck, look to the right and snap her fingers. Seamus turned, and saw a servant - fully clothed in black livery - approach them with two towels and two bottles of spring water.

––––––––

'This is some party,' he said.

––––––––

"Thank you, sir," the servant said. "If I may, be sure to pace yourself - there is quite a lot yet to happen and the party goes until dawn."

––––––––

"I ... I will, thank you," Seamus said. He realized that despite his frequent and intense sexual escapades over the last week, he was still a well of vitality.

––––––––

Meanwhile, Alison had sat up, cracked a bottle and took a big gulp to soothe her ragged throat. Seamus did the same, drinking thirstily. Alison put down her bottle and took both towels from the servant, who drifted away and melded into the background.

––––––––

She unfurled the bath sheets and spread them in a double layer on the stone next to the pool. She turned to Seamus, crooked a finger to beckon him and patted the center of the towels, eyes twinkling. He scooted over until he was stretched out over the huge rectangle of plush white cotton. He was already rock hard, his prick standing straight out from his body, wagging in the air. Alison reached out, gave it a squeeze, then straddled his prone form, knees on cloth on either side.

––––––––

She leaned in and gave him passionate kiss, tongue dancing and twisting. She pressed her chest against his, her hard nipples poking through the curled mat of his dark chest hair to graze against his skin as she slowly brought her lips up to his ear. She slowly traced the edge of his ear with her tongue and Seamus shivered, bringing his hands up to her back reflexively, and she slapped them away, then sucked his lobe into her mouth and nibbled.

––––––––

"Ever been fucked by a grateful Latina, Seamus Stone?" Alison asked breathily into Seamus's ear.

––––––––

Seamus shook his head.

––––––––

"Then you're in for a treat papi," she whispered. "I'm going to fuck you better than you've ever been fucked before."

––––––––

He turned and pressed his lips to hers, kissing her deeply.

––––––––

"Before this week that would have been pretty easy," he said to her with a smile, lips just an inch away from hers. "But ... it's been a very good week."

––––––––

She jerked her head back, sat up and peered down at him, eyes ablaze.

––––––––

'Ooops, she didn't like that,' Seamus thought. 'Or maybe...'

––––––––

Keeping her eyes on his, Alison reached down and grasped his hard shaft, positioned herself over it, and then sank onto him. Seamus jolted reflexively; she was soaking wet and steaming hot, and slid down to the hilt and a single stroke. He felt her squeeze him with her vaginal muscles and the tightening pressure was unbelievably pleasurable. She slowly worked up and down his shaft, squeezing and releasing his cock - once, twice, three times - using her powerful thighs to perfectly control her gliding body. After the third time she slid back down to the hilt, leaned over him, and both palms down on the ground on either side.

––––––––

Then she began to roll her hips, and all thoughts and sensations other than Alison disappeared. The boundaries of Seamus's consciousness rushed in towards them until only Alison's undulating form and his own prone body were included. Seamus's eyes widened, then hooded over, then made their way up to hers. She was looking down at him intently, and when their gaze met Alison gave him a wide smile. She leaned back, taking her hands from the ground to intertwine them above her head, and closed her eyes.

––––––––

She slowed but still kept her motion, her hips rolling over and over, his shaft deep inside her, stirring her steaming hot cunny like a straw stirring a drink. The head of his cock, especially the sensitive ridge of his glans, seemed brush every part of her insides while her body slowly ebbed and flowed over him. It was unlike anything he'd ever felt. It was incredibly intense.

––––––––

He instinctively brought his hands up to her breasts, but as soon as he slid his hand around her orb she slapped first one then the other away, her right hand darting down from atop her head. She opened one eye to look down at him mischievously and shook an admonishing finger at him.

––––––––

He got the message. He brought his hands back down and tucked them behind his head in a near mirror image of her form. He lay back and watched her fuck him slowly.

––––––––

Alison took her time with it, slowly rolling her hips, guiding Seamus's cock to touch every part of her. She would pick up the pace and work him in and out of her, then slow down and roll in a more circular motion. She found the angle where he would brush her G spot, and then made sure could grind her clit against Seamus's pubic hair on the down stroke. She worked that motion in more and more, bringing herself towards orgasm steadily.

––––––––

Seamus was getting closer and closer too - he desperately wanted to take hold of her perfect torso and thrust into her hard so he could cum. But he held off, and Alison slowly built both of them up to climax, riding Seamus with devilishly deliberate care.

––––––––

Before long, Seamus's legs started to tense up and twitch; his body wanted to take control, to pump into this gorgeous creature and then explode into her. Alison felt him struggle and she smiled, then opened her eyes. She looked down at Seamus and he trembled; she slid all the way down his shaft and then stopped.

––––––––

Seamus groaned loudly - he was right on the edge, his cock pulsing and balls boiling, ready for release. He remained buried inside her, sheathed in her warmth, but she did not move. He waited. She waited. Seamus thought he might blow a blood vessel somewhere important. Alison smiled. She did not move.

––––––––

"Oh, god, Alison, please," he moaned.

––––––––

"Best in your life?" she said, tilting her head inquisitively, her own face flushed.

––––––––

Seamus took a deep breath, let it out, and said, "Yes, definitely."

––––––––

She squeezed him with her inner walls and Seamus jolted in place, spine coming up off the towel, bringing him right to the edge again.

––––––––

"Say it," she said.

––––––––

"Alison Allegre, you're the best fuck ever," he said looking up at her, body tensed.

––––––––

With that she burst back into motion, grinding her clit into his pelvic bone to bring herself off. The movement brought the cum boiling up and out of Seamus's shaft and he grunted loudly; Alison rode him through the eruption until she came too, her walls spasming around Seamus's super-sensitive shaft, causing him to sit up, wrap his arms around her and pull her down to him, pressing their bodies together as he crashed back down to the floor. He squeezed her to him as they both shuddered and gasped, finally pulling his cock out of her, the sensations too much to continue.

––––––––

They lay there together panting, her face buried in his shoulder, his cum slowly leaking from her. Blood rushed in Seamus's ears, blocking all sound for several seconds. Then as he caught his breath, his world came back into focus, and he realized people were applauding, the sound echoing off the water and the low round ceiling. He started to turn to look, but she caught his chin and held his head. She shifted her body to bring her face above his, then kissed him passionately. He squeezed her tighter to him and they locked lips for a while.

––––––––

When the air became too cold on her wet skin, Allie rolled off of Seamus and into the pool, disappearing beneath the water for a few moments. Seamus followed her in and dunked himself - the warm water revitalized him, washing away any fatigue from the day. When he resurfaced, Allie was waiting - she slid up to his chest and draped her arms around his neck, kissed him, then pressed her forehead against his.

––––––––

"If this weren't your first time at one of these, I might just claim you for the evening," she told him in a low voice, eyes twinkling. "But that would be incredibly selfish of me. You should go experience it for yourself. I do hope to bump back into you later, though, so don't completely wear yourself out."

––––––––

With that she kissed him again, then quickly brought her hands to his chest and gave him a push. He fell back below the water, and when he came back up Allie was walking up the stone steps and out of the pool, a picture of elegance personified. She looked back at him over her shoulder, winked, and then walked out of the room, naked and dripping.

––––––––

Seamus rubbed his hands on this face and looked around for the first time. There were half a dozen couples in varying states of intercourse - the room was filled with moans, the sounds echoing off the curved ceiling in a melodic chorus of pleasure.

––––––––

'Some party, but I gotta focus,' he thought to himself. 'I'd better find Randi and Vanessa.'

––––––––

He walked up and out of the pool. He looked around and spotted a servant - he gestured and the woman brought him another white towel. He dried himself off, and the servant handed him a piece of red cloth - it turned out to be a terry cloth robe. He slipped it on - it was warm and very comfortable. He turned to thank the servant, and before he could speak, she produced a pair of flip flops and another bottle of water, handing them over.

––––––––

"Wow this place has it all," Seamus said, slipping on the sandals.

––––––––

"Yes it does, sir," the woman said. "I will take care of your wet things." With that she was summoned by a snap behind them and scurried off.

––––––––

Seamus took a big swig of the water bottle, and walked out of the pool room. He turned and walked down the hallway, the echoing sounds of moans fading behind him as he left, only to encounter muffled sounds of ecstacy ahead. He approached a door that was just cracked open slightly and listened; he could hear at least three different women moaning. He lightly pushed open the door and looked inside - there was a pile of writhing beauties enjoying each other on a large Persian rug without a man in sight. It sure looked like they preferred it that way. He watched for a few heartbeats and then withdrew.

––––––––

The next room he passed emitted the distinctive sound of a paddle hitting bare flesh, and quickly thereafter a shouted request for more punishment. He leaned against the wall and listened for a few moments; a man and woman arm-in-arm, each wearing the same style robe he was, approached him in the hallway. He gave them both a big grin and they smiled back. After they passed he opened the door a crack, confirming neither Randi nor Vanessa were in among the leather and rope, and then shut the door and moved along.

––––––––

He went up the stairs, stopping on each level and glancing in each room. Some were empty - some were filled with men and women enjoying themselves to a wide variety of carnal delights. He recognized politicians, actresses and athletes in some incredibly compromising positions. He saw the star of the biggest show on TV was being roughly spit-roasted between two NFL linebackers, her face covered in spit and cum; her husband, a country music star, was sucking another man's cock in the room across the hall. There were a lot of familiar faces, but no Vanessa and no Randi.

––––––––

After checking more than a dozen rooms, Seamus made it up to the level just below the ground floor. He swung open the door to the last room he hadn't checked on this level and looked inside. He froze. The room was dark except for one overhead lamp, creating a vertical pool of light underneath it. In that pool of light was Bianca Bukowski herself, stripped completely naked on her knees and elbows, blindfolded, her large and impossibly perfect breasts hanging down below her.

––––––––

Bianca's hands were tied together, with a short length of rope that was affixed to a two-foot wooden post that sat in the middle of plush purple shag carpet. The post was the only furniture - if you could call it that - in the room. Written on the weather girl's perfect pale skin in black marker, in huge letters, were things like "USE ME," "TELL ME I'M A WHORE" and "MAKE ME BEG FOR YOUR CUM." Seamus felt his cock twitch under his robe.

Seamus stepped into the room and closed the door behind him, eyes never leaving the spectacle in front of him. At the sound, Seamus saw Bianca shiver, lick her lips, and stick her round ass a little higher in the air. Her hair was mussed, and she had a sheen of sweat covering her body. It looked like there was a load of sticky cum smeared on her back.

––––––––

"Is someone there?" she said plaintively. "Please untie me!"

––––––––

Seamus made a slow circuit in the room silently, the fluffy carpet muffling the sound of his footsteps. As his eyes adjusted he saw there were actually two low couches against the walls, though the room was empty except for him and Bianca. He made it halfway around the room to one of the couches, and then quietly kicked off his flip flops and shrugged off the robe.

––––––––

"How many times have you been fucked tonight, Bianca?" Seamus said, breaking the silence in the room. She jumped. Her head tilted towards the sound of Seamus's voice - her makeup was smudged and running down her face beneath her blindfold, her lipstick smeared, cum dripping off her chin.

––––––––

"Two perverts came and molested me!" she whimpered. "Is there anyone else here? I can't see anything! I'm sick of this disgusting game!"

––––––––

She wiggled her ass in the air a little with that, still presenting herself and her vulnerability.

––––––––

Seamus stroked his shaft, which was now standing at attention in front of him, and stepped closer to her.

––––––––

"How did you come to be tied up like this?" Seamus said.

––––––––

"A friend blindfolded me and told me he had a surprise for me," she mewled. "I was led down some stairs and into this room. Next thing I knew there was rope around my wrists and clothes were cut off of me. I think someone wrote on me with marker."

––––––––

"Well ... were you surprised?" Seamus said. He walked around behind her and kneeled.

––––––––

"Nooo," she said plaintively, "Don't tell me you're another sick asshole! Aren't you going to untie me?"

––––––––

Seamus reached out and took a fist full of her hair, tugging her head back sharply.

––––––––

"I happen to know that's the last thing you want," he told her in a low, intense growl.

––––––––

"Wha-what do you mean?" she said, shivering.

––––––––

"Everyone knows Bianca Bukowski is nothing but a cheap, useless big-titted whore who sucked just enough cocks to get on TV!" Seamus shouted. "So I'm going to give you your two favorite things: a hard fucking and a load of cum.

––––––––

With that, he thrust his cock all the way into her. Her pussy was completely soaking wet and offered no resistance, and he thought he felt her squeeze his cock once it was in to the hilt. Seamus immediately began pistoning in and out of her, slapping her ass and fucking her hard and fast.

––––––––

"Oh god, why does this keep happening to me?" Bianca cried out.

––––––––

Seamus laughed out loud at that. How often did this really happen to her? She was pushing herself back into his thrusts, arms stretched out in front of her, ass high in the air.

––––––––

"Why do you keep getting used like a cheap piece of fuckmeat?" Seamus said. "Have you considered it's because that's exactly what you are, a filthy slut whose only good for one thing: being a cum bucket?"

––––––––

"Nooo, I'm a good girl ..." she said. Seamus stopped fucking her immediately, but kept his cock in her dripping wet snatch.

––––––––

"What... What are you doing? Why?" she whimpered.

––––––––

"If you want it so much, you know what to do," Seamus said.

––––––––

Slowly, she began rocking back and forth, forcing Seamus's shaft in and out of her. She quickened her pace, and Seamus once again grabbed a fist full of her hair.

––––––––

"Say it, tell me what you are and I'll give you what you want," Seamus said, and gave her a tug.

––––––––

"I'm a fucktoy!" she cried out with surprising conviction. "Please, use me!"

––––––––

Seamus started to fuck her ruthlessly, and quickly she shook and spasmed, coming hard and whimpering in little squeak. Seamus rode her through it, still clutching a handful of hair. She shook and whimpered through her long, drawn out orgasmic waves. Seamus felt himself getting close himself, so he slowed down and eventually stopped his thrusts.

––––––––

"You are a nasty little slut, aren't you?" Seamus said as he pulled out of her. She nodded, and Seamus roughly flipped her over onto her back, and then pulled her so cord that tied her bound wrists to the post was taut, arms pulled up over her head.

––––––––

He now had free access to the most amazing tits he'd ever seen, large and shapely, gravity defying in how they rode high on her chest.

––––––––

"My god, they're unreal," he said.

––––––––

"No, they're quite real," she said in a small voice. "Why does everyone think they're fake?"

––––––––

He couldn't help himself; he immediately buried his face in them and gave Bianca a full motorboat. She purred and arched her back, pushing them up into him.

––––––––

He sucked each nipple hard, pulling them away from her chest with his teeth, and then let them go.

––––––––

Seamus straddled her, his knees astride her hips and slapped each one - not hard, just to make them jiggle and give off a good smack. Bianca bucked under him with each impact, gasping. He reached up and pinned her with a hand around her neck.

––––––––

"When did these babies come in, Bianca?" Seamus asked in a tone that signaled he expected an answer.

––––––––

"Twelve," she whimpered.

––––––––

An image flashed into Seamus's mind, a picture of a much younger Bianca surrounded by cocks, her top pulled down so her magnificent breasts swayed free. It was so clear, so vivid Seamus knew he had seen something from Bianca's memory.

––––––––

"Ahh, I get it now," Seamus sneered. "You've been a magnet for male attention almost your whole life. When was the first time you let someone get into your bra?"

––––––––

"Fourteen," she said. "He ... he was a senior, I was a freshman."

––––––––

"And the popular guys kept you around so long as ..." Seamus led her.

––––––––

"... so long as I would let them play with them sometimes," she said. "At first, anyway."

––––––––

"How long until they were covering them in cum?" Seamus asked.

––––––––

"Not ... not long after that," she said with a shudder.

––––––––

"And that's how you became a cum-loving slut, whoring herself out so the popular boys would pay attention to you. Now it doesn't even matter who the boy is, that's why you're here blindfolded, tied to a post for anyone to use as a fucktoy."

––––––––

"Yesss," she whispered, shivering. "Now I crave the cum ... I need it!"

––––––––

"Well, open wide, slut," he said. "First your going to moisten this cock some more in your mouth, then I'm going to fuck these tits and cover them in cum. Just like you've done for every boy who ever asked."

––––––––

She opened her mouth as wide as she could without hesitation or comment, and Seamus crouched over her face, turned, and pushed his rock hard shaft deep into her throat. She gurgled and gagged, covering him in thick gobs of saliva. He pushed it in hard and deep, thrusting slowly but powerfully. Once her face had become a mess of saliva, Seamus pulled out.

––––––––

He repositioned himself, again straddling her, this time higher up her chest. He grabbed her tits roughty and Bianca heaved. Seamus pulled them apart and spit three big globs of saliva into her cleavage, and Bianca moaned in pleasure at the degradation. Seamus slapped his big cock, dripping with her spit, into the cleft. He pushed her tits back together and began to thrust.

––––––––

Seamus knew he wouldn't last long. The feeling of her soft, warm titflesh enveloping his cock was exquisite, the visual of him plundering these perfect breasts was even better, and Bianca's cooing moans rocketed him towards release. Seamus began pinching her pert nipples, twisting them, and Bianca practically vibrated underneath him.

––––––––

"Tell me what you are, Bianca," Seamus commanded, picking up his pace.

––––––––

"I'm a cum-loving whore," she whimpered.

––––––––

"And what is it that you crave?" he growled.

––––––––

"CUM!" she shouted.

––––––––

"Then here it is!" Seamus yelled. Without pulling his cock from between her tits, he blew hot ropes of cum all over her, splashing it over her face, neck and chest, adding it to the mix of spit that now coated her perfect breasts.

––––––––

"Plenty more where that came from," someone said behind him, and Seamus heard several chuckles that followed.

––––––––

Seamus stood, and turned - and saw there were five or six men standing around the walls behind him, idly stroking their hard cocks, waiting for their turn. Seamus walked to his robe and sandals and put them on. When he turned, a small hairy man was scooping Seamus's cum out of the depression where Bianca's neck met her collarbone and using it to lube her asshole. She panted and protested unconvincingly, still playing the role that made this her fantasy.

––––––––

Seamus walked out of the room and to the stairs that led to the ground level. After two steps up he realized he was hungry. It had to be close to 10 p.m, and he'd not had much of anything to eat today.

––––––––

He walked up to the ground floor and back towards the entrance of the home, assuming there would be food in the parlor or somewhere nearby. Serving people scurried around and there was the chatter of pleasant conversation.

––––––––

Sure enough, an impressive spread was laid out in the parlor, with men and women in the clothes they wore to the party, the robes provided, and totally naked all standing around or sitting, chatting. There were small cocktail tables set out and chairs for people to sit and eat, and a flow of traffic in and out of the Conservatory, where people were bringing plates of food and some kind of entertainment seemed to be happening. Seamus smiled and shook his head as he saw two men deep in conversation sitting at a cocktail table, picking at plates of food, while a woman knelt underneath the table, alternating between sucking each man's cock. A round of raucous applause came from the conservatory.

––––––––

'This place ... I know I'm not dreaming, because I don't have this good of an imagination,' Seamus thought to himself.

––––––––

Seamus got into the buffet line and pointed to the servers what he wanted - roast pork, mashed potatoes and grilled broccoli, with buttered rolls - and waited at the bar for the bartender to mix him up a scotch Old Fashioned. He found a seat at a little cocktail table and started to eat; unsurprisingly, the food was amazing. He felt nourished after three bites, a fortifying warmth spreading through his body as he filled his empty stomach. Every instinct in his body begged him to scarf down the food, but he forced himself to slowly enjoy the meal, watching the scene around him.

––––––––

He was absent-mindedly staring at two older women sitting in a large, comfortable-looking chair, the pair entirely focused on caressing each other and oblivious to the world, when he was pulled from his thoughts by hearing his name said aloud.

––––––––

"Seamus Stone, as I live and breathe," Seamus heard a mirthful voice say from his right. He turned, and saw standing in front of him a short, full-bodied, black-skinned woman in a robe similar to his, a knowing smile on her face. The robe was tied below a pair of very large breasts that peeked out from under the neckline enticingly.

––––––––

Seamus's eyes went wide and he croaked out an unintelligible response, his throat suddenly dry. He took a quick pull from his drink, then managed, "Madame Councilwoman ... what a pleasant surprise." After a heartbeat, he gestured to the empty chair at his table. "Uh ... care to sit down?"

––––––––

"I didn't realize you fought in this weight class, Stone," city councillor Edie Reid said, not moving to sit, her dark eyes sparkling. "The paper must be treating you very well."

––––––––

"Actually I was fired this afternoon," Seamus said with a shrug. "Inappropriate workplace behavior and misuse of company equipment."

––––––––

"Interesting!" she said with a laugh. "You don't seem too shook up; whatever you did must have been worth it."

––––––––

"Totally," he said. "So ... uh ... what brings you here?"

––––––––

"Wow, I must have you flustered," she said. "That's got to be the stupidest question I've ever heard you ask. Am I the first person to recognize you?"

––––––––

"Yeah ... I guess I wasn't expecting anyone to know who I am here ..." Seamus showed his teeth in an attempt at a smile, but for the first time tonight he felt entirely out of place.

––––––––

Edie Reid's rise to head of the city council happened at the same time as Seamus's first stretch on the Metro desk - he'd covered her meetings for years, spent hours on the phone with her and had a meal with her once or twice. She'd been a reliable source, and if he was being honest, he'd always been a little attracted to her - mostly due to her competence and charisma. She had a pretty face and full pouty lips, but she was at least 10 years older than he was and at this point was becoming matronly. She had three kids, all of whom Seamus had met several times, and her husband Charles owned a successful real estate brokerage in town.

––––––––

"Don't sweat it, honey, it's part of the deal that makes this work," she said. She held out her hand. "Come with me, Stone, there's something happening in the other room I think you'll want to see."

––––––––

Seamus finished his drink in two quick gulps and then took the councilwoman's hand. It was soft to the touch, warm, plump and well-manicured. There was also a familiar connection of hours spent together professionally - his awkwardness melted away. He stood and she turned step alongside him; she snaked her arm through his and they strode through the room towards the conservatory.

––––––––

They stepped into the room and Seamus saw three naked bodies writhing on the dais - a woman wedged between two men, moaning in pleasure as both pumped in and out of her. The hair stood up on Seamus's neck - there was a palpable electricity in the room, and the low couches were almost entirely full of people watching the show and fondling, sucking and fucking each other. Just as they walked in, two people got up from a loveseat near the front and left, and Edie steered them towards the empty couch. She sat first and patted the seat next to her, and Seamus took it.

––––––––

He adjusted himself into a comfortable position, and then looked up at the dais - and froze. Mirella was the woman being double-penetrated, whipping this crowd into a sexual frenzy.
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Mirella was up on the dais at the head of the room, being enthusiastically double penetrated by two men. Her head lolled back and her blonde hair hung down over the muscular shoulder of the man underneath her.

––––––––

Seamus could hear her gasping moans. From their angle in the audience, he and Edie were almost perpendicular to the three bodies on top of each other - he could see her entire lithe figure laid out in front of him, her breasts crushed by the man on top of her, jiggling frenetically as each cock bottomed out inside of her at fast, steady rhythm.

––––––––

Seamus felt Edie put her hand on his arm, which was tensely affixed to the armrest on the couch. She leaned her body in towards him, her softness brushing him in a sensual way.

––––––––

"Easy, Stone," she said quietly into his ear, "your former colleague has been taking all comers for the last hour - so to speak. She's ... she's been incredible up there. Apparently she's going another two hours, until midnight. Charles is infatuated with her - he's in line for her next."

––––––––

Seamus's eyes flicked beyond the dais for a second, and sure enough there was a line of men - and a few women - waiting their turn, with Charles Reid at the head.

––––––––

Seamus focused back on Mirella and her lovers, and realized he was hard as an iron bar beneath his robe. Edie put some pressure on his arm and he relaxed slightly, his back finding the cushioned couch. Edie moved her right hand from his arm down to his knee and kept in there; she leaned into him more and he felt her warmth next to him. Edie shivered a bit; looking over, her left hand was inside her own robe, fingertips circling her nipple lazily.

––––––––

Seamus's right arm found the armrest of the couch, and almost instinctively he put his left arm around Edie's shoulders and she leaned into him further still. She took the hand that had been inside her robe and found Seamus's left hand with it, and pulled it down to where hers had been, and smiled. Seamus felt Edie's fat, plump nipple there and he picked up where she had left off. Her hand disappeared lower into her robe.

––––––––

Seamus looked back at Mirella just as the two men picked up their pace. After a half a minute Mirella's head came up, and her gaze floated across the crowd with an unfocused stupor, not really seeing anything. Then her eyes found Seamus. Her pupils focused, and they shared a long look for two heartbeats. Seamus felt Edie's hand squeeze his knee; she could feel the connection between him and Mirella.

––––––––

Then Mirella threw her head back again, her body seized and jerked, and she came explosively with an ecstatic scream. She shook and set off the two men, who each groaned and jerked their hips, filling both her holes with cum, and Seamus heard several people in the audience climax along with them. Both kept pumping, and Mirella came again and again, until the men couldn't go any longer. They slowed and stopped, panting, and disengaged from Mirella one at a time. The crowd collectively took a deep breath, and then cheered and whistled loudly.

––––––––

Edie turned her head and whispered into Seamus's ear, "I knew you two were friends, but that ... that was sexy as fuck." Seamus felt her slide her hand from his bare knee up his thigh and wrap her soft hand around his throbbing cock.

––––––––

"Stone, you've had this monster on you the whole time?" she said, giving his cock a squeeze. "If I had known that I would have invited you to one of these months ago." Her hand slowly, gently caressed his cock. Seamus laid back his head and closed his eyes, breathing deeply. Randi had ignited his blood, and Edie was keeping him at a high state of arousal with her soft touch.

––––––––

After a few moments Seamus opened his eyes. He realized he's stopped circling Edie's nipple; he started that up a again and she moaned in appreciation. He looked up at the dais, and Randi was drinking a bottle of water and trying to catch her breath. She set it down after a long pull, and took the clean, damp towel offered by a servant, wiping her face, neck and chest. Then she turned and looked at Charles Reid over her shoulder suggestively, crooking a finger at him to beckon him forward.

––––––––

Charles - CR to everyone but his wife - was a short, stocky man who had a powerful build that was giving middle age a good fight. He was gregarious and had an intense kind of energy to him that made him a very successful real estate broker. His once-blonde hair was mostly grey and stood up in a flat top; body was tan and weathered, like he spent a lot of time on his boat.

––––––––

He stepped up and curled his hand around the back of Mirella's head, his thumb brushing across her cheek in a tender motion, tilting her head back gently so she looked at his face. Then he pulled her up towards him as he bent over, giving her a long, deep kiss on the mouth. He held her there for a moment then straightened, breaking the kiss, but he didn't let go of her head. Instead he slowly but firmly brought her face towards his thick cock.

––––––––

Mirella was on her knees; she sat back on her heels until CR's meaty balls were at her eye level, and then let him guide face towards them. She grabbed his cock with her left hand and lifted the shaft, then she attacked his balls with her tongue, licking each one with broad strokes. Seamus, who was watching Randi intently, saw her eyes flit in his direction, finding him momentarily. Just as quickly they were back on CR's package, but she took her right hand and patted CR's left hip a few times. She scooted over a few inches, repositioning herself as she sucked his balls into his mouth one after another, and CR got the message, rotating slightly.

––––––––

Randi now only had to turn her gaze a tiny bit to see Seamus, and she gave Seamus and Edie the perfect three quarters angle to see her face while she sucked CR's cock. She pulled her tongue from CR's testicles, and looked up at him, eyes full of lust. He brought his other hand down to the back her head, and with two hands guided his cock into her open mouth. CR threw his head back and moaned; when he did, Randi looked at Seamus, then slowly slid her lips down his shaft, her jaw straining to take the thick cock all the way.

––––––––

Seamus inhaled sharply when he realized Randi had adjusted their positioning to give him this perfect view; he felt Edie's hand stop abruptly a split-second later. Randi looked back up at CR, sensing his gaze was returning to her; when he locked eyes with her she pushed the rest of his cock into her throat. She reached both hands around to rest on CR's ass, and the man began to slowly fuck her face with slow, controlled thrusts.

––––––––

"MMmmm look at her go," Edie said with a sensual growl. "She's going to ruin him, putting on this little show for you. I'll have to up my game. But goddamn if that isn't the sexiest fucking thing I've ever seen."

––––––––

Seamus never took his eyes of Randi. He felt Edie slip down in the couch a bit more, stretching over him. He felt her peel back his robe and take his rock-hard shaft and both hands. He felt her hot breath, and then her tongue circle the ridge along his cock's head. Then he felt her pouty lips encircle him, her tongue flatten along his shaft, and her slide his cock deep into her throat. He realized he was holding his breath and let it out in a sigh.

––––––––

For several minutes he was lost in the surreal scene - he was watching Mirella get throat-fucked by CR, while that man's wife deep-throated his own cock. Mirella stole glances back at Seamus periodically; he only took his eyes off her when they rolled back in his own head.

––––––––

Eventually CR pulled Mirella off his cock, and ropes of saliva spilled down onto her chest. While CR panted - Seamus could tell he had been very close to cumming - she caught her breath. She stood and whispered in his ear; CR nodded, and then lay down on his back on the dias, head propped up by a pillow.

––––––––

Mirella stood over him, and then tapped his right side with her foot. CR rotated around, and then Mirella mounted him - she had positioned him so she could look strait at Seamus and Edie while she rode him. She reached down and pointed CR's fat cock at her slit, and then slowly slid down until he was buried inside her.

––––––––

CR reached up and grabbed Mirella's tits firmly, and she moaned, throwing her head back. Then she began to grind her hips against CR, stirring her insides with his hard shaft and grinding her clit into his pubic bone. Her eyes came back down and met Seamus's.

––––––––

Seamus felt Edie come up for air, and he looked down at her as she pulled herself off his cock. She looked at him and smiled, then stole a glace up at the dias.

––––––––

"Damn," she said. "That's quite a sight. Makes this pussy needy for some cock of its own. You up for that, Stone?"

––––––––

With that she stood and let her robe fall to the ground; Seamus took in her voluptuous body and felt his cock lurch. She looked like the Mother goddess from Luc's collection, all woman.

––––––––

"Fuck yes, Madame Councilwoman," he said. "I think the question is: are you up for it?"

––––––––

"Mmmm, let's find out," she purred. She patted Seamus's leg and he scooted over, then she mounted the couch on her hands and knees and stuck her plump ass high in the air. Seamus got a good look at her sex, just inches from his face, and it was dripping wet.

––––––––

Quickly he stood and positioned himself behind her, one knee on the couch, one foot on the ground, and entered her. Her sopping wet pussy offered very little resistance until he bottomed out inside of her.

––––––––

"Ooooh my," she said. "Let's see if you're any ... OOOhhh!"

––––––––

She cut off her challenge as Seamus pulled back his hips and slammed into her, sending ripples through her well-apportioned ass. She looked back at him and he grinned at her mischievously, and then started pistoning in and out of her with strong, purposeful strokes.

––––––––

With the angle, his cock was reaching deep inside her, his cockhead gliding along her sopping wet tunnel and sending amazing jolts of pleasure each time he was fully sheathed. His strokes had his hips slapping into her with an audible smack; his balls battered her swollen clit and he could feel her start to shake.

––––––––

Seamus looked over his left shoulder, and found that Mirella was watching him fuck intently as she rode CR. She was now grasping her own breasts and tweaking her nipples; when she caught Seamus's eye, she twisted them forcefully and she triggered her own orgasm. CR held her hips and fucked her harder as she came, and eventually she collapsed down onto his chest.

––––––––

Seamus turned back to Edie, who had begun to say, "oh, fuck ... oh fuck" repeatedly with increasing urgency. Seamus took his right hand from Edie's hip, raised it and brought it down hard on her glorious ass with a loud 'smack'. Edie let out a moan and came hard, her already soaked pussy squirting out a cascade of juices that covered Seamus and ran down her thighs.

––––––––

Seamus slowed his thrusts a little and looked back up on the dais. CR was now fucking Mirella from behind - and both were watching him plow into the councilwoman. CR gave him an enthusiastic thumbs up, and then brought the same hand down to slap Mirella's ass, making it jiggle. She let out a little gasp and licked her lips.

––––––––

Seamus pulled out of Edie and pulled her to her feet. She shivered, and then looked up at the dais where CR was plowing the bombshell blonde forcefully.

––––––––

"Climb up on this cock so you can watch your husband fuck that slut up there," Seamus said.

––––––––

"He does look good, doesn't he?" she said. "You're aware that so-called slut hasn't taken her eyes off you since you walked in, right?"

––––––––

"Then let's give them both their own little show," Seamus said.

––––––––

With that he lay down on the couch, and Edie climbed on top of him, wasting no time to get his big cock back inside of her. Seamus turned and saw he could still see Mirella and CR on the raised platform. Edie turned to look up at the dais and Seamus saw a huge grin split her husband's face. Then he picked up the pace of his thrusts into Mirella, slamming into her even harder.

––––––––

Edie placed her palms on Seamus's chest and began to move up and down on his shaft, slowly at first but then picking up speed. Arching her back and using her powerful thighs, she rose up and slammed back down on Seamus, forcing the head of his cock deep into her again and again.

––––––––

He brought his hands up to cup the voluptuous, dark breasts swinging in front of him, thumbs tweaking Edie's even darker nipples. Edie threw her head back and crashed down onto Seamus. She began grinding on him, her clit mashing into Seamus. She began to whimper and her movements started to stutter.

––––––––

Seamus quickly glanced up at the stage - and directly into Mirella's eyes. She was being pounded mercilessly by the older but very solid man behind her, his thick cock filling her well-used pussy and driving her towards her orgasm. When their eyes met, Seamus saw her receive one more thrust from CR, and then fall into an intense, full-body orgasm. Her eyes never left his as she moaned out in pleasure.

––––––––

Seamus suddenly exploded into Edie, his cum jetting up and out of his cock, filling Edie. She cried out and came, milking Seamus's cock and shuddering on top of him. He arched his back with the intensity of his orgasm, but kept his eyes on Mirella, and saw CR force his cock deep into her and empty his balls with a loud growl.

––––––––

Edie collapsed onto his chest and Seamus finally looked away, closing his eyes to catch his breath. Edie nuzzled into his neck and said, "Thank you for letting us be a part of whatever's happening between you and your friend up there. That was incredibly hot."

––––––––

"I could say the same," Seamus said quietly.

––––––––

"What your deal with her?" Edie asked.

––––––––

"I'm here to save her," Seamus said.

––––––––

He turned and looked back up at the dais. The next man in line had stepped up and replaced CR; his hard cock jutting out in front of him. Mirella had turned and was walking on her knees towards him, eyes meeting her next partner.

––––––––

Seamus heard a deep, lightly-accented voice from behind him say, "About that..."

***

The comfortable office looked exactly the same as it had earlier in the week. Luc walked to a small table and poured liquor from a decanter into two glasses, offering one to Seamus, which he took. The two men sipped what turned out to be very expensive scotch in silence for a few moments. Seamus looked around the room and down at his glass, Luc studied Seamus.

––––––––

"So," Luc said, breaking the silence, "I have one big question for you, but I guess you have many questions for me first. We're both required back in the conservatory at midnight, so we should begin."

––––––––

Seamus brought his eyes up to meet Luc's, and after a heartbeat asked, "Are you the Devil?"

––––––––

Luc leaned back in his chair, a warm smile breaking across his face.

––––––––

"Straight to the point, Seamus, I like that," he said.

––––––––

"Are you?" Seamus retorted, his gaze focused intensely on Luc.

––––––––

"Well that depends on what you mean by that, Seamus," he said.

––––––––

"It seems like a pretty fucking unambiguous question to me, Luc," Seamus said, unable to keep the heat from his voice. "So why don't you cut the bullshit."

––––––––

"It's not the question that's ambiguous, Seamus, it's the answer," Luc said calmly. "Am I the serpent who gave an apple to a curious girl who was hungry? Am I he who was cast out of paradise for the sin of pride, for believing in his own abilities and wanting to be the highest among the messengers? Am I the Seraph who led a third of heaven's host in open rebellion against God himself, who torments souls in the fire and brimstone in Hell?"

––––––––

"That is what I am asking, yes," Seamus said, unable to keep the annoyance out of his voice.

––––––––

"That being you've described is as old as time itself, and insofar as he physically exists at all, I am not him," Luc said. Seamus exhaled sharply and leaned back in his seat.

––––––––

"But," Luc continued, "You could say I know him very well, and we do a great deal of business together."

––––––––

"You're the Devil's business associate?" Seamus said incredulously.

––––––––

"I believe the phrase is 'I am in league with the Devil,'" Luc said with a smile. "He gives me a great deal of his knowledge - some might say his power, but I've always believed they're one and the same - and in exchange I use it to free people from the shackles of dogma and needless self-restraint."

––––––––

"You corrupt people," Seamus said matter-of-factly.

––––––––

"I help people get what they want," Luc said. "Everyone I do business with does so willingly, and the vast majority of them are much happier for it. I give people a chance to fulfill their dreams."

––––––––

"Is that what you've done for Mirella?" Seamus said, his mouth twisting with fury, "Freed her by compelling her to throw away her career so she can fuck every man who she meets?"

––––––––

Luc tilted his head and looked at Seamus for a long moment. "Is that what I've done? Or have I shown her that there is nothing wrong with the wanton desires she's tried to suppress her whole life, that there are a group of supportive people who won't judge her for doing what she really wants, that it's not only natural but incredibly rewarding to show the world the side of her that craves the sexual attention of men and likes to show off her beauty and talent?"

––––––––

Seamus stiffened as if he'd been slapped across the face - his mind reeling with the memories of Mirella's transformation over the last week.

––––––––

"Tell me, Seamus," Luc continued, "Because you know her better than any other person in the world: isn't Mirella's the happiest she's ever been?"

––––––––

Seamus knew it was true. All of it. He looked down into his scotch for a moment, processing, and then threw back the last gulp in his glass.

––––––––

"So what is she giving you in return? What deal has she made?"

––––––––

Luc smiled. "Up until yesterday, we didn't have any formal agreement in place. She's beautiful and I like to keep beautiful things around, so I found ways to keep her coming back. Of course she also proved quite useful in advancing a few of my other endeavors - I'm not claiming altruism - but I think helping her awaken was fun for both of us."

––––––––

Luc stood and walked over to the table where the large, ornate book lay. He opened it, and turned a few pages, and then beckoned Seamus over.

––––––––

"That changed yesterday, and we do have a more formal agreement in place now," Luc said, bending to read the page. "Normally I keep my contracts private, but since you're prominently mentioned, I figure it's okay to clue you in."

––––––––

Seamus's head was swimming. He went to stand and found his legs were too unsteady. He lifted himself out of the chair, but quickly sank back into it.

––––––––

"Uh ... why don't you just read it to me," he said. Luc turned and raised an eyebrow, surprised to see Seamus still in his chair, but after a moment he simply turned and closed the book behind him and returned to his seat across from Seamus.

––––––––

"No need," Luc said, pouring Seamus and himself more scotch. "Both Mirella and Vivian's contracts are very fresh in my mind."

––––––––

Seamus sat bolt straight at the mention of Vanessa and cursed himself for forgetting why he was even here in the first place. "Vanessa has signed a contract too?"

––––––––

"She has, and let me tell you, she's a very shrewd negotiator," Luc said with a smile. "That's quite a woman you had agreed to marry."

––––––––

Had. That word brought a ball of ice to Seamus's stomach - he took a large gulp of scotch to try and thaw it.

––––––––

"Actually, it's probably best that we start with Vanessa's contract anyway, since everything makes more sense in that context. Her first condition for any deal was that I kill you."

––––––––

Seamus went very still, and he could feel his heart thundering in his chest. He opened his mouth to say something, but realized he had nothing to say. "She ... gets angry."

––––––––

"Fortunately for you and for me, I was able to bargain her off that position," Luc continued. "That's not the sort of thing I enjoy doing, and often similarly satisfactory results can be achieved in better ways. So in the end she settled on having your career ruined, and that you be driven from the city, never to return."

––––––––

"Mirella ... " Seamus said absently, thinking of her seemingly bizarre betrayal at the newspaper, which now suddenly made a lot more sense. She'd helped save his life.

"Very good, Seamus, Mirella's assistance was invaluable in getting the deal moving in the right direction," Luc continued with a smile. "Vanessa also has locked me into an exclusive contract to be my art buyer so long as I'm in residence in the city, an agreement that will no doubt make her extremely popular in certain circles and grow her clientele list significantly. With my contacts she'll quickly become one of the most successful buyers in the country, I imagine."

––––––––

Seamus shook his head. Of course Vanessa would seize the opportunity and make the best out of it for herself. "And in return? What are you getting for all that?"

––––––––

"For all that, Vivian agrees to take part in the main event during tonight's entertainment. She has agreed to be bound and used as a fucktoy for any person or persons of my choosing, performing whatever acts are required of her in front of the whole party, starting at midnight. Which is coming up very shortly."

––––––––

Seamus blinked. "That's all you wanted? To fuck my fiancée in front of all your friends?"

––––––––

Luc shook his head ruefully. "There is a subtle art to the kind of deals I make, Seamus. It's not just about what I want, it's about what she didn't want to give up: what she didn't want to face inside herself. Forcing her to put something with that kind of gravitas on the bargaining table made her focus on the things she really wants. It would seem what she really desires for herself is to be as successful as possible; what I did was force her to confront what she would be willing to give away for it."

––––––––

"And for that you would have killed me, but have settled on just ruining me instead?" Seamus said, exasperated.

––––––––

"Personally I find her dignity the more valuable prize," Luc said, and shrugged. "Plus my friends - and my patron - do enjoy a bit of true depravity, now and again. Your death - and now supposed ruin - was just a lever, really."

––––––––

Seamus leaned forward and put his head in his hands. After a moment, he looked up at Luc and said, "Supposed ruin?"

––––––––

"Now that we have some more context, let me tell you what Mirella's contract says," Luc said with a smile. "Mirella stipulates that I am to give you the proceeds from the sale of her condo downtown, which I was able to broker for her last night. In the next room there is a bag with $1.2 million dollars - cash - that you will take with you when you leave here tonight."

––––––––

Seamus stared at Luc, who merely stared back. Several heartbeats of silence stretched out between them.

––––––––

"You're serious, aren't you?" Seamus said, finally.

––––––––

"I am," Luc said. "I would have arranged it all neatly in a briefcase like in the movies and handed it to you, but I didn't have time to just get you 12,000 $100 bills, so there are some 50s and 20s mixed in. It's incredibly bulky and I didn't feel like dragging the duffel bag in here. But I assure you, it's yours - it's part of my contract with Mirella and I always uphold my half of the bargain."

––––––––

"So what's her half of the bargain?" Seamus asked, mind whirling.

––––––––

"In addition to ensuring your career at the newspaper ended abruptly today - which, I remind you, was in lieu of you meeting some unfortunate demise - she's moving into my home, and she's agreed to serve me as a pleasure slave for 10 years," Luc said with a wide smile. "She will no doubt be a great asset in my dealings, and a fun distraction when business becomes tiring."

––––––––

"She ... she sold herself into slavery for me?" Seamus whispered quietly. "Why would she do that?"

––––––––

"Love, I suspect," Luc said.

––––––––

"It's ... it's too much," Seamus stammered. "I ... I can't let her do it."

––––––––

"You don't really have much of a say, she's already signed her name to the deal," Luc said. "But let me put your mind at ease a bit. I hope you don't think I would be so stupid as to truly mistreat a creature so rare and beautiful as her. Princesses will have harder lives than she for the next 10 years.

––––––––

"I know this is a tricky concept, but in many ways she's going to be truly free for the first time in her life, without the expectations of her family, name or fortune. She will get to explore the highest heights and deepest depths of her erotic fantasies while fulfilling her contract. It's not as if I'll have her pulling weeds in the garden or dusting the chandeliers - unless she really wants to do those things, of course. She'll be a pleasure slave, and pleasure is what she'll give and receive. She started the contract yesterday ... and you saw her at work just now. She seems to be taking to it nicely."

––––––––

Seamus sat quietly for several long minutes, and Luc allowed him the silence to think. Both sat sipping their scotch.

––––––––

"Whores," Seamus said, eventually. "You've turned both the women I love into whores."

––––––––

Luc shook his head, as if he were disappointed. "Maybe in the strictest sense of the word, but if that's the line we're going to take, then we're all whores, every last one of us. We all make choices and give up little freedoms in order to make some money, or secure something we need. That's just business. If you think because sex is involved that somehow makes it bad or shameful, then you've still got a farther way to come than I had hoped."

––––––––

It was Seamus's turn to raise an eyebrow. "Than you had hoped?"

––––––––

"Surely you must realize this is where I offer you a deal, too?" Luc said with a smile. "Mirella isn't the only one I've had my eye on."

––––––––

Seamus took a deep breath. "Let's hear it."

––––––––

"You have talent in a way very few other people do," Luc said. "In the same way I do. No doubt it made you a very good reporter, getting people to answer your questions where others never would have received so honest an answer. But you've felt it stirring inside you during the last week, I assume, after you began to recognize the assistance I provided Mirella? This week more than ever before you've found an ability to get what you want, especially with the opposite sex?"

––––––––

Seamus found himself nodding and stopped himself. Luc continued.

––––––––

"Nearly 90 percent of that is just self-confidence, Seamus. It's remarkable how effective that is in all sorts of endeavors.

––––––––

"But that other 10 percent, that's a one-in-a-billion type of talent. There aren't ten of us in the world alive. I can show you how to cultivate that talent, how to open other people's' minds and show them the path to getting what they really want, deep down inside," Luc said. "I can show you how to strip their inhibitions and set them free."

––––––––

"How to corrupt people," Seamus said, "and control their minds."

––––––––

"How to liberate people," Luc corrected, "and guide them down the path to happiness and fulfillment."

––––––––

Seamus gave Luc a wry smile. "Just a minute ago you said you weren't claiming altruism."

––––––––

"And I'm not now," Luc said, standing up. He gestured around the room at the rich furnishings. "I've used my knowledge to surround myself with beautiful things and beautiful people and run a very successful business. I wield influence with it to keep my position, but also because it allows me to throw parties with a hundred people who don't judge each other when they want to have an orgy. I guide their thoughts a little, sure, but everyone usually ends up much happier in the end."

––––––––

'Usually,' Seamus thought, 'but not always.' A bolt of clarity struck him.

––––––––

"And the murders?" Seamus asked. "Are those people happier? Are their victims, and their victims' families?"

––––––––

"Ahh yes, them," Luc said with a sigh. "No, clearly not. Using our talent isn't easy, and even after all the centuries of experience I've had doing it, mistakes are still made. Some minds are too fragile to be compelled, and while usually it's obvious who you can and can't work with, sometimes you don't know until you get inside someone's thoughts and see."

––––––––

"Wait ... you have centuries of experience?" Seamus said.

––––––––

"Oh yes, I'm well over 3,000 years old," Luc said with his most charming grin. "I don't look it though, do I? Here's where some of my associate's timeless knowledge comes in handy: our kind can also siphon off just a little bit of lifeforce from our thralls. Surely you've noticed that each of your encounters have left you feeling refreshed instead of drained?"

––––––––

Seamus simply blinked.

––––––––

"And yes, before you ask, that can be harmful if done poorly, but when done well it has no effect at all," Luc continued. "That's one reason why I try to help people indulge in their passions - that's when they are generating a little extra lifeforce to spare. Just one party such as this, where passions are in full bloom, could keep me topped off for another year. The more often these types of events occur, and the more people who attend the less siphoning is required. Plus, everyone generally has an excellent time. As you have been, am I wrong?"

––––––––

Seamus stood himself, and took a few steps, turning so Luc couldn't so easily read his face.

––––––––

'He's not wrong,' Seamus thought, recalling the amazing sex he'd had all night. 'Goddamn him, he's not wrong at all.'

––––––––

"What's your offer?" Seamus said, not turning around.

––––––––

"I will teach you the basics and send you on your way, and I will tell you where to go and what to do in order to continue your education," Luc said. "I will show you the path to power that only a very few people get to experience."

––––––––

"And in return?" Seamus said.

––––––––

"In return, you will bring your young friend Lily to me," Luc said. "I cannot risk her in the wind, possibly stumbling on some truth about who I am that's too big to ignore. Plus, the texts in your phone reveal she's quite ... lively. You also will agree to never step foot in this city again."

––––––––

Seamus didn't budge. 'He won't rest until he takes away everything I care about, he thought bitterly. 'He's forcing me to betray everyone and everything. But ... with the power he's offering ...'

––––––––

"I've chosen to live a life of luxury and pleasure as a result of my talents, Seamus," Luc said, sensing he was close to a deal. "There's nothing stopping you from using yours in the name of justice, or truth, or liberty, or any other ideal you choose."

––––––––

Seamus felt himself waver.

––––––––

"And I only want Lily's silence, she won't be harmed," Luc said. "She'll get a chance to strike her own bargain - to find what it is she really wants for herself. She's got something I want - she'll be bargaining from a position of strength."

––––––––

'What is it I really want?' Seamus thought, turning to Luc. "We have a deal, with one additional condition."

––––––––

Luc arched an eyebrow. "Eldritch power and near immortality isn't enough? This should be interesting." With an expansive hand motion he gestured Seamus to continue.

––––––––

"I get to fuck Vivian first at midnight in front of the crowd, as my last hurrah before leaving town," Seamus blurted out, almost startling himself. 'Where'd that come from?'

––––––––

A wide smile broke across Luc's face and he barked out a single laugh.

––––––––

"Ha! A bargain well struck. Max will be disappointed, but he'll get over it. I'll draw up the paperwork."

––––––––

"God help me," Seamus muttered. Luc froze on his way over to his desk, then turned.

––––––––

"Seamus, I didn't think I needed to say this, but when you sign this contract ... it means you'll be playing for the other team. God will not help you, in fact he and his agents will do everything they can to destroy you. Or worse, convert you."

––––––––

Seamus blinked. "Can they do that?" he asked. "Wait, God really exists?"

––––––––

"He most certainly does, and they most certainly will try," Luc said. "But he's not as omnipotent as he's made out to be, and there are fewer true angels than you might think, and even they have been known to fall into temptation. It's not easy putting yourself second at every turn in exchange for admission to the most boring club in existence, and then only after you're dead."

––––––––

Seamus thought for a moment, his heart fluttering in his chest. Then he took a deep breath.

––––––––

"And so what happens when - uh if - I die?" Seamus asked.

––––––––

"I assure you, membership in our little club has its benefits," Luc said. "Anyway, just like God's omnipotence, reports of the torments of Hell are greatly exaggerated."

––––––––

"Where do I sign?"

––––––––

Luc took a few steps, opened a desk drawer and pulled out a wicked-looking dagger. He turned to Seamus and raised an eyebrow.

––––––––

"First you'll need to supply the ink."

***

Seamus stood at the back of the conservatory, eating another little meal as people filtered in, hoping it would help to settle the nervousness in his stomach. Guests were taking open seats or finding places to lean along the walls, as he was.

––––––––

Miraculously the room managed to hold nearly everyone at the party with some level of comfort. The men and women finding their places to watch were in various levels of undress - some still wore the clothes they walked in with, some wore the same robes Seamus wore, and some were as naked as the day they were born.

––––––––

At the center of the room, on top of the dais, a large apparatus had been erected. Ropes and leather straps hung from the four wooden posts that held up a leather-cushioned bench. It was adorned with various iron rings and cleats - Seamus realized quickly they were additional tie down points. Apparently Vanessa was going to be secured, in case she had second thoughts. Perhaps that wouldn't be a bad thing - she was going to flip when she realized Seamus was to be her first partner - she'd wanted him dead less than 24 hours ago.

––––––––

The thought of Vanessa tied up on that thing made his cock twitch - he marveled at the vim and vigor than ran through his veins despite his incredible evening - but suddenly another thought occurred to Seamus. He arched his neck and looked around the room - and as he expected, Bianca wasn't there. He thought of her tied up in the room in the basement, still blindfolded and wondering when her next caller would come - that made his cock swell even further.

––––––––

Another thought struck him, and he made another sweep of the room; Mirella wasn't there, either. Was she tied up in some basement room, too, taking all comers? He'd come here to rescue both her and Vanessa, and not only had he failed, but he'd fallen into the same depraved trap they had, and he'd doomed Lily to do the same. He closed his eyes and tried to gather his thoughts, and absent-mindedly he scratched at the small bandage on his left forearm where the fine dagger point had gone in.

––––––––

'It's too late,' he thought. 'I already signed my deal in my weakness, the blood is drying on the page upstairs.'

––––––––

He took a deep breath.

––––––––

'It had been too late before I had ever stepped foot in here today,' he realized. 'They'd made their own choices, signed their own deals. My chance to be the hero was over before it began.'

––––––––

'Does that make me the villain?'

––––––––

Seamus heard a change in the tenor of the murmur of the crowd, and opened his eyes. Luc was leading a small figure in a white hooded robe through the room towards the dais and the apparatus. A lock of red hair spilled out from the robe, and Seamus knew it was Vivian.

––––––––

'I am for at least one person,' Seamus thought, 'a person I loved. It's way too late to come back from that, she'll hate me for the rest of her life. I hurt her so badly she asked the most powerful man in the city to have me killed.'

––––––––

"Ladies and gentlemen, friends and colleagues, it's my pleasure to introduce to you our main event for the evening," Luc said in his best carnival barker voice. "Before you comes a young woman who many of you may already know, a scion from one of the oldest and most respected families in town. It's my pleasure to present to you Vivian Hamilton, who has graciously agreed to entertain us this evening up on center stage!"

––––––––

'She was going to kill me,' Seamus thought, 'end my life for making a single mistake, for breaking my promise and sharing something with another woman I love.'

––––––––

With that Vivian drew back her hood, revealing her pale-skinned and freckled face and fiery red hair. Seamus saw her eyes go wide, and she looked like she might panic and flee the room, but Luc put a steadying hand on her back and bent down to whisper something into her ear. Vivian took a deep breath and nodded. She shrugged her shoulders slightly, and the robe slid off her and pooled at her feet, presenting her thin, naked form to the entire crowd.

––––––––

At first, there was a hush, and then the crowd clapped appreciatively. The applause had a noticeable effect on Vivian; Seamus saw her sway on her feet a bit, and she closed her eyes and took another deep breath. Luc whispered something else to her and she nodded again, fixing a look of pure determination on her face. She opened her eyes and stepped up to the apparatus. She vaulted her small body up onto the cushioned bench, laid back and went limp.

––––––––

Luc gestured, and a member of the house staff brought out a tall folding tray with various sex toys and other bondage items on it and placed it just off the dais, easily within reach. Luc took a length of rope from the tray, and quickly and proficiently began to tie up Vanessa, fixing the rope so Vanessa's legs were forced open, and her arms were secured at her side; her big, puffy pink nipples were carefully left exposed, the ropes artfully knotted to run around them. Luc secured her to the frame with the hanging leather straps, tied off a final knot, and then stepped front of the dais.

––––––––

"As part of our agreement," Luc said. "Miss Hamilton has allowed me to decide who gets to join her up here tonight."

––––––––

Luc scanned the room, found Seamus and nodded. Seamus lifted himself up off the wall and started towards the dais, approaching from behind Vanessa where she couldn't see him. With each step he took towards the dais he felt heat rise from within him - a potent mixture of regret, anger, and lust - and that heat seemed to fill him with a powerful sexual force. He was ready to fuck. He straightened his back and walked to the edge of the dais.

––––––––

"Who is the lucky one of us to start our evening's entertainment? I find it only fitting that we invite Seamus Stone, who was until very recently Vivian's fiancé, to the stage."

––––––––

From where he stood behind her he could see Vivian's eyes bolt open and heard a gasp escape from her lips. Seamus jumped up onto the dais, reached down and grabbed a handful of Vanessa's red hair, steadying her head before she started to thrash. He bent down, put his lips to her ear, and whispered, "You should have held out for having me killed."

––––––––

She gave a gargling cry, and said, "You stay away from me, you piece of filth. Don't you fucking touch me."

––––––––

"I'm afraid you missed that part in your agreement with Luc - I'm a little disappointed in you, frankly - and this is part of my agreement with him, signed and delivered in my own blood. So you might as well lay back and enjoy it, my dear."

––––––––

Seamus let go of her hair, and she darted a Luc a questioning look; he just nodded, shrugged and gave her a half-apologetic smile.

––––––––

Vivian's fair skin had turned bright red in fury and embarrassment; she wriggled against her bonds and quickly realized she was held fast. Seamus saw her struggle mentally with what to do and saw her realize quickly she was stuck - he admired how quickly she found her best option.

––––––––

"You can't make me enjoy it, Seamus, you never could," she said through gritted teeth.

––––––––

Seamus laughed. "We'll just see about that, won't we Vanessa."

––––––––

"You little ..." Vanessa began, but Luc cut her off with a forceful hand gesture that somehow demanded obedience.

––––––––

In a quiet but steely voice pitched just for the three of them, he said, "Vivian, I expect you to carry out the contract as we agreed, fair and square. You don't want to face the consequences of breaking it, believe me. And the contract clearly states anyone of my choosing, and that you'll do anything required of you. And what I require is that you not ruin my party right now by making an ugly scene before the fun even gets started. Seamus seems to have out maneuvered you in this one regard, so take it graciously, or take it ruefully, or take it silently, but you will take it, and with decorum."

––––––––

Her eyes flashed with anger, but she swallowed heavily, and then forcefully slammed her head back onto the cushion and screwed her eyes shut. Seamus looked at Luc, who shrugged, and then stepped off the stage with a flourish. Seamus looked out at the crowd; they were all gazing up at him and Vivian with rapt fascination. They'd heard everything but what Luc said - many were leaning forward in their seats.

'Fuck it, let's give this town something to remember me by,' he thought.

––––––––

With a flourish of his own, he shrugged out of his robe and discarded it off the stage. He stood totally naked in front of them and gave an exaggerated bow. The crowd laughed - Seamus saw Vivian's jaw tighten out of the corner of his eye. He straightened and circled over to the tray of toys to see what he had available to him.

––––––––

A six-inch-long smooth-edged stone obelisk. A very big black rubber dildo. A rabbit vibrator. A riding crop. A bottle of high-end lube. Wooden clothes pins. A blindfold. Rubberized alligator clips. Small remote-controlled egg vibes. Black electrician's tape. Blue, red and black sharpies. A leather spanking paddle. Anal beads. A large feather. A rubber ball gag. A wooden ring gag.

––––––––

"This will probably do," Seamus said aloud with a smile, which drew more laughter.

––––––––

He picked up the leather riding crop, hefting it. He swiped it forcefully in front of him; it shrieked as it swished once, twice, three times, cutting through the air. He saw Vanessa open one eye, but close it quickly when she saw him looking at her.

––––––––

He turned to her and brought the tip the riding crop up to just below her right ear, causing her to flinch. Gently, slowly he brought the flat leather pad down her jawline, caressing her with it. He lightly trailed it down her chin to her collarbone, which he traced. He brought the crop down the center of her chest, over the ropes that bound her, and then circled it just outside her large puffy left areola. She arched her back reflexively, but kept her eyes shut. He brought it over to her other nipple and did the same, only connecting with white, freckled breast flesh.

––––––––

Then with a flick of the wrist, he snapped the crop directly onto her right nipple, and she cried out, bucking as much as she could up off the bench. Her eyes opened and met his. Seamus flicked his wrist again and came down hard on her other nipple, his eyes never leaving hers. She bucked again.

––––––––

Seamus looked down and saw her nipples had reddened slightly, but had stiffened significantly, and were standing out now from her chest. They'd always been the most sensitive part of her, and any attention made her squirm.

––––––––

So he unleashed four rapid blows with the crop on them, two each. Not violently, but enough to give a satisfying SMACK when the leather connected with her flesh. She cried out and bucked after each one, and her nipples reddened and stiffened even further. The crowd ooh'd and ahh'd. She looked up at him with furious and narrowed eyes, and he just smiled.

––––––––

"Asshole," she said, spitefully.

––––––––

He again circled her nipples with the crop, and then gently trailed it down her breastplate, down past her belly button. He traced the outside of each her full labia, careful to avoid her clitoris, and then down her left inner thigh and calf. He stepped back and quickly struck the bottom of each of her tiny feet, giving off a satisfying slap, and she twitched before him.

––––––––

He had no idea if that was something that she liked - they'd never gotten that adventurous in bed. That thought brought a flood of memories of their sexual encounters over the course of their years together: he gently pampering her and complying with her every wish, her hesitance to try anything new he suggested, or often refusing to reciprocate basic oral sex, or losing interest after she'd gotten her pleasure.

––––––––

She probably didn't deserve this - to have him taking out years of frustration in front of dozens of the city's social elite, her bound and helpless - but this is where they found themselves. So he set his shoulders and decided not to hold back.

––––––––

'Don't hold back!' The words reverberated inside his skull for the second time this week.

––––––––

He ran the crop up her right calf and inner thigh, slowly but inexorably towards her exposed sex. He again traced her labia, gently avoiding her clit or slit. Then he flicked his wrist and brought the flat pad down directly onto her meaty pussy with a stinging slap. Vivian arched her back and screamed out.

––––––––

"You sick fuck!" she screamed. "I will kill you for this!"

––––––––

In response he gave two more sharp blows to each nipple, harder than the first set. She cried and squirmed.

––––––––

"You're pathetic!" she cried. "You like hitting a defenseless woman, you coward!"

––––––––

Seamus looked down at her, and said loudly in a stage voice, "Hush now, or I'll use that mouth for something more productive."

––––––––

"I'll bite that useless dick of yours off!" she retorted.

––––––––

"There's nothing useless about it, honey, believe me!" someone called from the crowd, and there was a peel of laughter. Seamus looked for the source and saw Allie Allegre two rows back, smiling brightly at him. He smiled at her and winked.

––––––––

"I was afraid you'd say that, my dear," Seamus said. He turned to the tray and picked up the ring gag, showing it to her. It was made of smooth, dark polished wood. She snapped her mouth shut and glared at him.

––––––––

He circled around behind her and switched the crop to his left hand. He took the ring and held it a few inches away from her mouth.

––––––––

"Open," he said. She didn't move.

––––––––

He brought the crop down sharply on a nipple. She bucked and her nostrils flared, but didn't open her mouth. He brought the crop down on the other nipple.

––––––––

"Open," he commanded. She didn't open her mouth.

––––––––

He rained six quick blows down on her nipples, careful to connect solidly each time. After the sixth she opened her mouth to cry out, and Seamus quickly jammed the ring gag into her mouth. She bit down quickly trying to close her mouth before he could, but her teeth found all wood. Seamus dropped the crop and used both hands to buckle the gag into place. She hollered into the gag, and whipped her head around, struggling, but all that came out was an unintelligible "OooooOOOOaaaaOOOOO!"

––––––––

There was a light smattering of applause from the crowd. Seamus circled around her and looked into her eyes.

––––––––

"I'm sorry, darling, but that sharp tongue of yours needed to be blunted," Seamus said. "I know how sensitive your nipples are, so I'm trying not to be too rough. Here, let me kiss them and make them better."

––––––––

He bent down and look her left nipple into his mouth; he could feel the heat coming off it before his tongue even touched it, the skin red and sore from the abuse from the crop. He gently bathed the nipple with his tongue, circling it and covering it with saliva, then sucking it back in. Vanessa tried to slither beneath him, but her ropes held her - her head tossed back and she made a "OOoooooooiiiieeoooooo!" noise. Seamus had spent years bringing pleasure to this body; he could feel her breath quicken while she squirmed. He switched to the other nipple and give it the same treatment.

––––––––

He stood and circled in front of her. Her smoldering eyes followed him, her small breasts standing up from her heaving chest. He looked at her body, eyes taking in the sight of her tied up before him. He could feel his cock swelling. When Seamus's eyes reached her sex he felt a little smile spill across his lips.

––––––––

Seamus slowly and deliberately brought his hand down to Vanessa's pussy and slid two fingers from the bottom of her slit up to her clit. He gave that an extra second's worth of attention, and Vanessa shuddered and groaned through the ring gag. Seamus brought his fingers up and rubbed them against his thumb; even in the dim red light they were noticeably wet. A murmur ran through the crowd. He looked back down at her eyes, and then brought his thumb back down to her clit and casually stroked it, holding her gaze. She stared at him without moving for several moments, but as Seamus kept at it she began to shiver. Finally she threw her head back onto the bench and closed her eyes, panting.

––––––––

"Oh, Vanessa," Seamus said quietly, pitched for just the two of them. "Is this what you needed all along? Is it the submission, or the exhibition ... or the humiliation?"

––––––––

She brought her head up and looked at him again, and he saw the fire and the anger was ever so slightly tempered with something else: pleading.

––––––––

Seamus walked to the tray and picked up two little egg vibes and the black electrician's tape. He cut two strips of tape, then held a vibe on her left nipple, placing the tape in an X over the vibe and her sensitive tit flesh. He did the same on the right. Vanessa laid her head back, breathing heavily. He put down the tape and picked up the wireless remote. He held it up for the crowd to see, then he pressed the button.

––––––––

Vanessa craned her neck, arched her back and gasped through the ring. She writhed with the intense pleasure forced upon her ultra-sensitive nipples, bringing her right to the threshold of real pain. She strained against her bonds, mindlessly pulling to get herself free. She screamed wordlessly through the ring gag.

––––––––

Seamus pressed the button again and turned off the vibes, and Vanessa sank back down to the table in a heap, her chest heaving, her head lolling from side to side. She glistened with sweat. Seamus realized his cock was rock hard.

––––––––

He walked around to where her legs were spread, her knees raised and crooked open. Her pussy was leaking juices - Seamus had never seen her so wet. He took hold of his cock, stepped forward, and thrust it into her. It sank to the hilt effortlessly. Her eyes shot open and she looked at him with such a piteous look of need that a small part of Seamus whimpered in sympathy. The larger part won out: Seamus withdrew his cock and slammed it home again with an audible squish. The crowd cheered.

––––––––

He began fucking her hard and fast, his balls slapping wetly against her meaty pussy stretched wide before him. Her eyes unfocused and she began to grunt and moan through the ring gag, gurgling out her gasps of pleasure while Seamus hammered away. Seamus knew she was getting close, and he began to slow the pace of his thrusting hips. When Vanessa realized he was slowing to edge her towards her orgasm her eyes refocused.

––––––––

"Hhhllleeaashhh, Sham, leh meh cuuuuhmm," she begged. Seamus continued to slow, and she began to frantically try to fuck him back, grinding her hips as best she could despite her bonds. Seamus slowed to a near stop, now just gently rocking against her. She whimpered and drew a breath.

––––––––

"Hhhlllleeeaassshh ... " she began, and then Seamus began to slam back into her. He also pressed the button on the remote, restarting the vibes. She let out a throaty scream and her back arched; She came so hard her pussy forced out Seamus's cock while she squirted all over him. After being startled briefly, Seamus thrust back into her, grabbed her hips and pounded into her while she bucked and came all over him. The feeling on Seamus's cock was glorious, and if he hadn't already cum so many times tonight he would have shot his load into her spasming snatch.

––––––––

But Seamus's stamina was at an all-time high at that very moment. He fucked his ex-fiancé while she came harder than she'd ever done before, in front of a crowd of people there to watch her get fucked. She screamed until she couldn't any more, and bucked until her orgasm subsided what felt like an eternity later. Finally Seamus turned off the vibes and stepped back to catch his own breath. She slumped to the table.

––––––––

For a moment, the crowd sat stunned. Then the noise crashed on them both with palpable force. Seamus felt his energy return instantly; on the table, Vanessa twitched with the aftershocks of previously unknown ecstasy.

––––––––

Seamus circled around the table, and a servant brought him a bottle of water, which he drank half of, gulping quickly. Then he walked around to Vanessa's head. He gently held her face in one hand and bent to kiss her forehead. She looked at him, dazed. He bent down to ear and whispered, "drink." Then he tilted the bottle slowly and poured the cold water through the ring gag a little at a time, so she could gulp it down. She managed to finish the bottle without spluttering, and Seamus tossed it away.

––––––––

He looked down at himself; his body now also glistened with sweat, and his cock and balls dripped with Vanessa's cum. He stepped back and looked up at the crowd, stroking his shaft a few times as he met the eyes of random people watching him fuck Vanessa. A crooked smile formed on his face.

––––––––

"She made me dirty," he said. "Given how hard she came, I think it's only fair she clean me off. Don't you agree?"

––––––––

The crowd shouted its agreement, and Seamus stepped back up to Vanessa's lolling head. He steadied her with one hand, and her eyes snapped up to his. He placed his cock at the opening of the ring gag and slowly slid in. It fit perfectly. He penetrated her mouth, his cockhead sliding across her tongue into its wet warmth. He pulled out, and saw that Vanessa's eyes had gone wide. He slid back in, a little further, then pulled out. He looked down at Vanessa again and she half-heartedly struggled for a moment. He slid back in, his cockhead resting at the back of her throat. He pulled out and looked down at her. He saw her shiver, and her eyes clouded over with shameful lust and resignation.

––––––––

Seamus had broken her.

––––––––

He slid back in and pushed up to, then into, her throat. He could feel her trying to relax her throat to let him in. He pulled all the way out one more time, and then slammed his cock into her throat. She gurgled and gagged, but Seamus just pistoned in and out of her mouth like he had her pussy, fast and hard. Soon, she was rolling her tongue along his cock as he facefucked her, and he knew she was milking him for his cum, probably half in hope it would end her night.

––––––––

He obliged her - with her first thought, anyway - and felt his balls begin to tighten and tingle. He pulled out and jerked his cock twice, keeping the tip at the hole in the ring to spray the first load into her mouth. Then he splashed his cum all over her face, something he'd been fantasizing about for years, coating her as he growled with pleasure. She just gasped and panted, paying no mind to the cum that slid down her face, pooling in her eye sockets and into her hair.

––––––––

Seamus staggered back, and propped himself up by the corner of the table. He realized then the crowd was standing and cheering, and he could hear shouts of "encore!" from multiple onlookers.

––––––––

He beckoned to the servant, who brought him another bottle of water. He gulped all but a single swallow down and gave the last to Vanessa. Then he looked up.

––––––––

"I require a volunteer!" he shouted and accompanied with gleeful laughter more than a dozen hands shot up in the crowd. "One with a cock, I'm afraid." With a grown more than half the hands in the crowd went down.

––––––––

"You ... uh ... Lieutenant Cronin," Seamus said, realizing only after he'd chosen his assistant that he knew the man as a career firefighter. "Come up here please."

––––––––

A middle age man with close-cropped blond hair, still in good shape, leapt up onto the dais. His cock stood out in front of him, bobbing in anticipation.

––––––––

"Seems a shame not to feed her more cock, now that she's developed a taste for it, don't you think? You should fuck her mouth a bit while I recover for a moment."

––––––––

The lieutenant just smiled and nodded and took a step towards Vanessa's prone panting form.

––––––––

"Hey, Hank?" Seamus said, as an afterthought, and the fireman turned. Seamus tossed him the remote to the vibes; the lieutenant caught it deftly, but the jolt pressed its trigger and Vanessa squealed, her back again arching in intense pleasure. The man's smile widened, and he wasted no time catching ahold of Vanessa's head with both hands and forcing his cock into her throat.

––––––––

Seamus stood and surveyed the crowd - everywhere he looked people were engaged in some sort of sexual act. Most had oriented themselves so both could see the dais, but this was a full-blown erotic circus and Vanessa was only the center ring attraction.

––––––––

His eyes took in all the writhing forms in front of him, sweeping across the room, until he saw Luc standing off to one side. He was holding a camera, lining up a shot, focused on Vivian's second facefucking of the evening. After he took his shot, he brought the camera down and felt Seamus's gaze, turning to meet it. He smiled a Cheshire cat smile and nodded. He held up the camera and mouthed "digital", and then gave an exaggerated shrug. Then he nodded at something behind Seamus.

––––––––

Seamus turned to see Allie and a voluptuous blonde picking their way through the crowd, approaching him.

––––––––

"Need any help with that, stud?" Allie purred, and reached out to grasp his cock. Seamus felt a shiver pass through his body and his fatigue began to melt away.

––––––––

"Hi, I'm Sarah," the blonde said. Seamus turned to look at her. She gracefully knelt in front of him, looked up at him, batted her eyelashes and said, "May I suck that magnificent cock of yours?"

––––––––

Seamus looked at Allie, who smiled, and said "She was in the grotto, apparently, and has wanted a taste since then." She gave a him a squeeze, and let go, kneeling behind Sarah.

––––––––

Seamus looked down at Sarah. "Yes, you may, but only because you asked so nicely."

––––––––

Sarah took a kneeling step forward, and took Seamus into her mouth, her full lips slowly enveloping him. Allie moved in behind her and began caressing her, holding up Sarah's full breasts for Seamus to inspect while she sucked his cock.

––––––––

Seamus took in that sight for a moment, then leaned his head back and closed his eyes, letting the feeling of Sarah's hot and eager tongue restore his vitality.

––––––––

In the tiniest voice inside his head, his former self asked, 'Was this worth your immortal soul?'

––––––––

Without opening his eyes, he smiled.

––––––––

'Probably, yeah,' he replied, and then the last remnant of who he once was blinked out of existence.

––––––––

Seamus let Sarah suck his cock for a few minutes until he was back to full strength. With a stroke of her cheek he slowly backed away. She smiled up at him and said, "Thank you." Then she closed her eyes and leaned back into Allie, enjoying her caresses.

––––––––

Seamus turned and saw Hank Cronin shudder and cum down Vivian's throat.

––––––––

As the firefighter staggered back, Seamus leapt up onto the dais and applauded, raising his hands up above his head to encourage the crowd to follow his lead.

––––––––

"Thank you, lieutenant, and well done!" Seamus said. "I'll take her from here, I've got a few bits of unfinished business to conclude."

––––––––

Crowley handed Seamus the remote to the vibes, which he turned off. Vivian lay panting, eyes shut, face smeared with cum. Seamus beckoned for another bottle of water. He walked around and was about to pour it through the ring gag, but then thought better of it. Instead, he reached down and unbuckled the gag and gently pulled it free.

––––––––

Vanessa closed her mouth, jaw aching, and ran her tongue over her dry lips. Seamus offered her the water bottle, she nodded, and he held it for her as she drank greedily.

––––––––

"Thank you, Seamus," she rasped. "Can I ask a favor?"

––––––––

"You can ask," Seamus said, the doubt that he'd comply clear in his voice.

––––––––

"Will you please wipe your cum from my eyes?" she asked, her tone as mild as Seamus had ever heard it. "It stings."

––––––––

Seamus looked down and saw that his cum had pooled in her eye sockets.

––––––––

"Of course, Vanessa, on the condition that you eat whatever I wipe away," he said.

––––––––

Vanessa hesitated for only a moment. "Agreed," she said.

––––––––

A wicked thought, a thought Seamus would have considered unworthy of himself as soon as two hours ago, occurred to him, and he grinned. He had signed the contract, he might as well play the part.

––––––––

Seamus stepped up to her. He turned slightly so the crowd could see him, and he stroked his cock back to full rigidity. Then he took the tip of his cock, gently placed it into Vanessa's closed eye, and used it to wipe the cum off her eyelids. The crowd laughed.

––––––––

When Vanessa recognized what was happening, Seamus saw her shiver, but she did not object. Seamus scooped as much cum as he could with the tip of his cock, and then brought it to Vanessa's mouth. She opened one eye to look up at him, and opened her mouth to accept the cum-covered cockhead.

––––––––

Seamus hesitated for a half-second, recognizing that she could bite him now. But he suspected this was a different Vanessa, one that had just recently experienced the most powerful orgasm of her life, one who knew she was already past at least one point of no return. So he put his cock in her mouth, and smiled when she sucked it clean. He did her other eye in the same fashion, and she dutifully cleaned off his cock a second time.

"Good girl," Seamus said quietly, running a thumb across her cheek.

––––––––

Seamus stepped away and motioned to Luc, who approached the dais. Seamus bent down and whispered in Luc's ear, pointing to the apparatus and gesturing. Luc nodded, smiled, and nodded again. Then he stepped up to the apparatus, untied Vanessa's wrists and ankles from the posts, and rearranged her so she faced out to the crowd. Quickly and expertly she was tied so that she was kneeling on the bench, her arms were fastened behind her, and she was suspended by a web of ropes so that she could lay forward without straining her joints. She did not struggle.

––––––––

Her ass hung over the back, giving Seamus access to her holes in any way he wanted. Seamus stepped up behind her; she was spread open in front of him. He placed his big hands on her hips, and then slowly caressed down her ass and the outside of her legs. He bent and continued down to her feet, then brought them back up the inside of her legs. They met at her pussy, and Seamus ran both of his hands over her meaty lips and swollen clit, rubbing and caressing her folds gently. Soon he dipped two fingers into her, and found her soaking wet, somehow even more so than before. He pushed a third finger in and pushed as deep as he could go, curling them to scrape the sensitive spot inside her that drove her wild. She began to moan and pant. Seamus turned on the vibes and set down the remote. Then withdrew his fingers and replaced them with his thick cock, pushing all the way inside her. Vanessa shuddered.

––––––––

He slowly began working in and out of her, pushing long strokes all the way to her inner depths and then pulling almost all the way out of her. He could feel her pussy milking him; was Vanessa doing it subconsciously, or was she thanking him somehow?

––––––––

Seamus reached out and gathered Vanessa's red hair, twisting it into a cord. He pulled it bringing her head up sharply, forcing her to look out on the crowd so they could see her face in ecstasy.

––––––––

"Vanessa, this is the last time you'll ever have this cock inside you, you know that, right?" Seamus said, still fucking her steadily.

––––––––

She didn't respond. Seamus picked up the pace, now pounding into her, her ass jiggling as Seamus's hips collided with hers. She groaned loudly; Seamus knew she was getting close to another orgasm.

––––––––

"Tell the people how good this is," Seamus said.

––––––––

Again she didn't respond; Seamus stopped his thrusts immediately.

––––––––

"Please Seamus ... don't stop," she whined.

––––––––

"Tell them!" he commanded. He took some of his energy and will, and extended it towards Vanessa, just as Luc had showed him an hour earlier.

––––––––

"It's so fucking good," she said, exhaling sharply as Seamus slammed back into her. "It's always been good!"

––––––––

'It worked!' he thought. 'She must have wanted to tell them?'

––––––––

"Tell the people how much you're going to miss this cock," Seamus instructed.

––––––––

"I'll think about it every day," she said, the words spilling from her. "It fills me so perfectly. It's the perfect cock."

––––––––

"Are you ready to cum all over this cock one last time?"

––––––––

"YES!" she cried.

––––––––

Seamus tugged hard on her hair and pounded her mercilessly. Seamus felt her nearing the edge; he brought his free hand up his mouth and moistened his thumb. Just as he felt her cresting, he took his thumb and pushed it all the way into her asshole.

––––––––

Vanessa had never allowed him to play with her ass; she had been too proper for that, she said. Now, the forbidden pleasure mixed with the pain sent her careening over the edge and into another intense orgasm.

––––––––

"OHH MY GOD I'M CUMMING!" she screamed, as Seamus continued to thrust in and out of her. Her ass tried to push out his thumb, but he held it in, wiggling it so he could feel it across the thin membrane between her ass and pussy.

––––––––

"How is it, Vanessa?!" Seamus shouted.

––––––––

"It's so good! YOUR COCK IS SO GOOD, SAM!" she cried.

––––––––

Seamus looked out into the crowd; it had reached a crescendo along with Vivian. Women were cumming on their partners cocks, and men were spraying their loads deep into whatever holes they were using. Seamus was close, but he knew where he was going to finish, and it wasn't in Vanessa's pussy.

––––––––

Seamus slowly moderated his thrusts, and Vanessa came down from her orgasm. Seamus pulled out his thumb, then his cock, then he let go of Vanessa's hair. Her head lolled down; she gasped for air.

––––––––

Seamus stroked his cock lightly. He walked over to the tray and retrieved the stone obelisk and lube. He stepped back behind Vanessa.

––––––––

"That just leaves one more thing, doesn't it Vanessa?" Seamus said. She didn't respond, her head still hanging limply, twitching. She couldn't see him behind her, but the crowd could see what he held.

––––––––

"Tell them, Vanessa," Seamus ordered. "Tell them what comes next."

––––––––

"You're going to take my virgin ass," she murmured.

––––––––

"What was that, Vanessa? I didn't hear you."

––––––––

"You're going to fuck my ass, like the cruel, evil son of a bitch you've become," she snarled. "Why don't you shut the fuck up and get on with it. At least I'll be tight, unlike that slut Mirella."

––––––––

Seamus smiled, pleased to hear Vanessa's fire returning.

––––––––

"Well I was going to prep you for my cock a bit, but if you're in such a hurry I'll skip that part," he said.

––––––––

"Fuck you, Seamus," Vanessa said, "Spare me your fake mercy. If you're going to take it, take it."

––––––––

With that, Seamus squeezed a long stripe of lube onto his cock and worked it into a lather. Then he stepped up behind the helpless woman that had been his fiancée and pushed his cock head into her anus. She was incredibly tight, but with steady pressure his cock pushed in past her ring. He heard her grunt with pain, but she wouldn't let herself cry out.

––––––––

Slowly but firmly he pushed into her, claiming her ass inch by inch. She groaned and clenched at first, but eventually she began to relax and the going became easier. Finally he was all the way in.

––––––––

He slowly withdrew and pushed back in. She shuddered, gasping with shallow breaths. Soon he worked up to a rhythm where the tight friction was incredible. She was now moaning with each thrust; Seamus suspected the pain has mostly subsided and the pleasure was rising.

––––––––

"Your ass is better than I ever dreamed, Vanessa," Seamus told her. She didn't respond, and he grabbed her hair again. "How is it for you?"

––––––––

"It hurts," she said through grit teeth.

––––––––

"And?" Seamus prompted.

––––––––

"And it feels amazing!" she shouted. "Stop talking and start fucking, you fucking prick."

––––––––

With that Seamus began to pound her ass. He held onto her hair with one hand, her hip with the other, and he slammed his cock into her ass, holding nothing back.

––––––––

"Ohhh godddddd," Vanessa moaned. "Is that all you've got, pussy?"

––––––––

Seamus slapped her ass hard and fucked pushed himself to the limit, fucking her tight ass with everything he had. He was going to cum soon, he knew, the friction was more than he could possibly handle. But he suspected she was going to cum too, and he had to hold out for that.

––––––––

"You're going to cum, aren't you Vanessa!" Seamus grunted. "I can feel it, your tight ass is going to cum in front of all these people, and they'll know what a filthy little tramp you really are, how all along you've been waiting for someone to come and use you like you need to be used. Isn't that right, Vivian Hamilton? Cum and show them!"

––––––––

"Ohhhh SAAMMMMM! I LOVE IT IN MY ASS! YOU'RE MAKING MY ASS CUM!" she screamed, unable to help herself.

––––––––

Her hole clenched around him, and Seamus couldn't keep it back any longer. He came deep inside her ass, filling her insides up with his hot semen. With several shuddering grunts, he emptied inside her.

––––––––

Seamus staggered back, pulling himself from Vanessa's gaping ass with an audible plop. The blood was rushing in his ears - this time that was definitely true - and his chest heaved as he tried to catch his breath. His eyes focused and he looked around the room. The men and women gathered there had spiraled into total debauchery, and nothing but moans, slurps and wet slaps could be heard. People swapped partners with little regard - it had devolved into a sexual feeding frenzy.

––––––––

Suddenly it all seemed so ridiculous to Seamus, this room full of adults reduced to nothing but rutting animals, so ... gauche. He looked over at Vanessa and felt an enormous wave of pity wash over him. She was trussed up like pig ready to be roasted and had just been violated - by him - in front of a room full of people.

––––––––

"Beautiful, isn't it?" Seamus heard from behind him, startling him from his thoughts.

––––––––

He turned to see Luc standing behind him, a grin on his face as he surveyed all that he had wrought.

––––––––

"Is it?" Seamus asked. "Is it beautiful to humiliate a woman, expose her in front of all these people? Is it beautiful to reduce men and women to animals, able only to succumb to their basest desires?"

––––––––

Luc turned and looked at Seamus appraisingly, studying him, the grin slowly melting off his face.

––––––––

"Look again, Seamus," Luc said. "Do you see any sadness among them? Any fear? Anyone stressed about going to work tomorrow? Worried about their mortgage? Tonight they celebrate the joy of being alive, the knowledge that if nothing else, tonight they'll know fulfillment in each other's touch. What you call base desires, I call simple pleasures. We ARE animals, and when you strip away the constructs we must deal with on the day-to-day, what you get is this. All are equal here, all are happy."

––––––––

"And Vanessa? Is she happy?"

––––––––

Luc's dark eyes peered into Seamus's intensely.

––––––––

"How many times have you made love to Vivian over the course of your relationship?"

––––––––

"I don't know ... dozens? Hundreds maybe?"

––––––––

"How many times did she cum like she did just now, twice, as you fucked her, bound, helpless and humiliated?"

––––––––

Seamus instantly knew the answer: none. Even at their most passionate, she'd never cum like that before.

––––––––

"Freedom has many different guises, Seamus," Luc said. "The freedom to be who you are, to explore your deepest desires, to allow yourself to pursue what you really want, can be very hard to create. Sometimes one needs a little help - a little push in the right direction - to find it. "

––––––––

"And that's what you're doing?" Seamus said, skepticism evident in his voice. "Helping people be free?"

––––––––

"That, and living a life of incredible luxury, surrounded by beauty, with people willing to cater to my every whim," Luc said, big grin returning.

––––––––

Seamus looked back out at the crowd, watching as they indulged in every type of sexual fantasy. He saw three men had stepped onto the dais, and two were teasing Vanessa's holes with toys while the third held her head, throat fucking her. She shook with pleasure.


"How did you know this was Vanessa's deepest desire?" Seamus asked, turning back to Luc.

––––––––

Luc turned and looked at Vanessa and the new group of men getting ready to use her.

––––––––

"I've been doing this a long time, Seamus," he said. Then he brought the camera around his neck to his eye and pointed it at the dais.

––––––––

Without turning back to Seamus, he said, "Do you know what is one of my favorite features of this new digital camera of mine? It takes incredible HD video as well as stills. And I splurged a bit and got one with a very powerful microphone."

––––––––

"Oh? Moving into an auteur phase?" Seamus replied.

––––––––

"I just may be," Luc said. "Vanessa's night will make for a very interesting feature, I think, especially to Theodore Hamilton V.

––––––––

"You're going to show her father this?" Seamus said heatedly. "It will devastate him! He's disown her!"

––––––––

"It will be an excellent bargaining chip in the negotiations for him to call off the Historical Preservation Society on the properties along the river downtown, and Robert Richards will finally get to build those luxury condos after all, I think," Luc said. "I promised him I'd get the deal done, and I keep my promises."

––––––––

"You'll ruin her," Seamus said.

––––––––

"I doubt it," Luc said. "The Hamiltons have more skeletons in the closet than you realize, and her father would never let this get public. But even if she is disowned, she'll become very rich with my patronage. My friends and I buy a lot of art. She's in prime position to gain a lot of clients tonight."

––––––––

Seamus turned and watched her being double penetrated up on the dais by a basketball star and a TV actor and shook his head.

––––––––

"I have to get out of here," Seamus said, mostly to himself.

––––––––

"Yes you do," Luc said, bringing down the camera and looking at this watch. "You have fourteen hours and 42 minutes to leave the city, as according to our agreement. You don't want to face the consequences of breaking our agreement, believe me."

––––––––

Seamus took one last look at the scene and nodded.

––––––––

"Any idea where my clothes are?" he asked. "My wallet? My phone?"

––––––––

"None," Luc said, raising the camera back to his eye and training it onto Vanessa and her multiple lovers. "I've taken the liberty of creating you two new identities, you'll find the documents with your money in my study, along with keys to a car registered to one of them. Your phone is there too."

––––––––

Seamus thought fondly of the beater he had been driving for the last several years, the best he could coax out of a reporter's salary. He then immediately cast it aside for whatever Luc had given him.

––––––––

"As per our agreement," Luc continued, "I've included a text you'll want to read to get you started on learning how to use your special gifts. You can read Latin, yes?"

––––––––

"Uh, no," Seamus said. "I took Spanish in high school. Senorita Morales was a babe."

––––––––

"You can't read Latin? What are they teaching children in schools these days?"

––––––––

"Um, HTML?" Seamus answered.

––––––––

"Foolishness," Luc snorted. "Anyway, there's your first task when you get settled wherever you choose your next stop to be: learn the language of the Eternal City. I cannot impress on you enough how important it is that you choose your tutor carefully, especially if you intend to show him - or her - this text. I will contact you in a few months to see how your doing."

––––––––

"How will you know where I ... " Seamus began, but then cut himself short. No doubt Luc had his ways of finding him.

––––––––

"Exactly," Luc said. "As for clothes, we're about the same size; please, take anything from my wardrobe that suits you. Feel free to use my personal bath to clean yourself up first, too. You've got plenty of time for that, at least. Plus, I'm fairly certain there is someone there waiting to say goodbye."

***

Seamus climbed the stairs leading up to Luc's personal suite with a mix of excitement and trepidation. On his shoulder he carried the heavy duffle bag filled with cash, two fake passports, a set of car keys and a very old book. Ahead of him was his oldest friend and the woman who had signed herself into slavery to save his life; he wouldn't see her again for at least 10 years, maybe ever.

––––––––

He was naked as the day he was born, and probably just as confused. He'd spent the evening fucking anyone he wanted, and yet he felt as virile and fresh as ever, like he could run a marathon right now if he wanted to, and fuck someone new at every mile marker. The 20 minutes of instruction from Luc on how to tap into lifeforce had gone incredibly well, and the orgy happening all around him was producing torrents of energy.

––––––––

He reached the top of the stairs, and after a deep breath he swung open the doors to Luc's bedroom. He walked in, plunked down the duffel bag, and closed the door behind him.

––––––––

He walked up to the mahogany four poster that dominated the far half of the room, and found what he was looking for. Mirella was splayed out on the bed naked, sleeping, her blonde hair fanned out beneath her head like a golden halo.

––––––––

She had clearly bathed since her marathon session downstairs - but despite that, she seemed used. She had bruises forming on several parts of her body, and teeth marks on her neck and breasts. Her pussy - completely bare - was red and puffy at a casual glance. Seamus could only imagine how sore her most sensitive parts felt after fucking anyone who wanted her for several hours.

––––––––

Despite all that, Seamus could see she wore a smile in her sleep. He bent down and kissed her forehead. She didn't budge. He straightened, turned, and went to the bathroom. It was just as luxurious as he imagined; there were still bubbles dissipating in the jacuzzi that Randi had clearly favored. Seamus chose the shower that was the size of his bedroom back at his apartment. He turned the faucets, and a glorious flow of steaming hot water fell from the ceiling of the shower. He stepped in, let it envelope him, and lost several minutes in its soothing comfort.

––––––––

His mind was pulled from the shower meditation when he felt a hand give his rear end a gentle squeeze. He had both palms pressed against the show wall, arms straight and elbows locked, head hung in pure relaxation. He slowly turned and found Mirella standing at the doors of the shower, her eyes coy and heavy-lidded with lust. He straightened, and from under the stream of the gloriously all-encompassing shower, he opened his arms for her.

––––––––

She strode forward and met him inside the wall of water, her hair quickly soaking to her head. He wrapped his arms around her and brought her close. She raised up onto the balls of her feet, stretching to meet his lips, and he bent to meet hers. Around them the steaming water fell, and shrouded their embrace in warmth as they kissed a long, passionate kiss.

––––––––

Eventually their mouths separated; as soon as they did their eyes connected. Mirella lowered herself so her feet were on the tile of the shower, and Seamus stepped back so they were out of the direct shower stream, but they never stopped gazing into each other's eyes.

––––––––

"Randi, I ..." Seamus started.

––––––––

"I love you too, Seamus," she cut him off.

––––––––

Seamus closed his jaw with a click - that wasn't what he was going to say, but really, it was.

––––––––

"It's too much, what you've given me," Seamus said eventually.

––––––––

"No, it isn't," she said. "I wanted to, you're the best friend I've ever had. Plus I'm not your slave, you can't tell me what I can and can't do."

––––––––

A smirk splashed across her face, and Seamus could do nothing but try to kiss it right off.

––––––––

He pulled her soft body back into his, held her, and kissed her. She arched her arms around his neck and kissed him back. For a long time they remained intertwined, their lips caressing the other's, broken only by time spent staring into each other's eyes.

––––––––

Seamus replayed in his mind all his time with Mirella, from their wild child youths to professional endeavors, and eventually, to this last week of erotic awakening and the radical way their lives had changed.

––––––––

He saw images of Mirella on his couch masturbating, of her naked in front of the roaring fireplace, begging for Seamus to fuck her, of her up on the dais fucking CR for Seamus to watch. He felt her here and now, very much in the flesh, her body held against his. Inevitably and inexorably, Seamus's cock started to stir.

––––––––

They ignored it at first, focusing on the passion of their kiss. But as it swelled and stiffened, it became too hard to ignore. Eventually, Mirella unfastened her arms from Seamus's neck and disengaged their kiss. Her eyes never leaving his, she placed her palms on his chest and gently pushed him until his back was against the marble wall. Then she knelt in front of him, her beautiful eyes looking up at his.

––––––––

"This slave is very sore from so many men fucking her ass and pussy, but Master instructed her to give Seamus Stone something to remember her by before he left town forever," she said. "This slave is certain this magnificent cock will conquer many other women in the years to come, but she is also certain Seamus Stone will never receive a better blowjob than this one."

––––––––

With that, Mirella took his cock into her mouth, and with deliberate and delicate slowness, forced it all the way down her throat, flattened tongue massaging it all the way down. She held it there for a few moments, swallowing so her throat milked his cock, and then pulled it out as slowly as she pushed it in.

––––––––

Seamus closed his eyes and leaned back, letting Mirella worship his cock with a throaty groan of approval. She ran her plump lips up and down the side of his shaft. She ringed the crown of his cockhead with her tongue. She vigorously pumped his cock with both hands for a second or two, only to back off and plant light kisses all over it, her tongue darting in and out. She brought him close to the edge three or four times, only to back off and prolong his pleasure.

When Seamus looked back down at her, her eyes were still staring back up at him, radiating love for him. A tinge of sadness swept through Seamus; it was entirely possible this would be the last time he ever saw his friend. But, as if she could detect his melancholy, she picked up her pace and started deepthroating him, both hands working his shaft on the way out.

––––––––

Seamus moaned and his legs began to shake. Just before he came, Mirella pulled back and pumped with her hands. With a roar, Seamus splattered her face with his cum, covering her entirely while she smiled a beatific smile up at him.

––––––––

"When this slave's 10 years with Master are up, she might be looking for a new one to serve," she said, licking up the cum she could reach on her face. "Please don't forget about her, she would very much like the chance to serve you."

––––––––

"I will never forget about you," Seamus said. "I hope in 10 years I will be the kind of man you wish to serve."

––––––––

"See to it that you are, Seamus Stone," she said. Then she rose, stepped back into the shower stream, rinsed her face clear of cum, turned and walked away. She wasn't in the bedroom, several minutes later, when Seamus finished his shower, nor was she in Luc's cavernous walk in closet.

––––––––

Seamus picked out some clothes; they fit almost perfectly.

––––––––

He hoisted the heavy bag over his shoulder and descended the stairs; he saw that the sun was just starting to peek over the horizon as he stepped out of the door, the sounds of the party still raging behind him. When he tossed the car keys to a valet, he came back with Mirella's dad's sky blue '61 Bel Air convertible. On the passenger seat was his new black leather jacket.

***

That morning, Lily received an email from Seamus on her work address.

—

Lily,

––––––––

We were completely wrong about Luc Mane - we had a long chat last night and he's an incredible guy. Both Vanessa and Mirella are fine, and he actually gave me some really good connections for a job in Los Angeles. I'm flying there today; they seem to think I'm perfect for the job and are really hot to trot in moving forward.

––––––––

Luc also agreed to give you a full, exclusive interview to straighten everything out ... fully on the record! It will be an amazing story, definitely one to launch your career. The only catch: you've got to go interview him today, because otherwise he goes out of town for business for a few weeks. Do not miss out on this opportunity!

––––––––

I'll call you when I get back into town, and I'm sorry to bail so abruptly.

––––––––

XOXO,

––––––––

Seamus

—

She was in a cab on the way to Mane's home 20 minutes later, already thinking up questions for their interview.

***

True to her word, Lauren was waiting curbside at 6:05 when Seamus pulled up.

––––––––

"Well this is quite an upgrade," she said, giving a long admiring look at the 1961 Chevy Bel Air. She took one glance at Seamus and added, "and where'd you get those clothes?"

––––––––

"It's kind of a long story," Seamus said with a grin. "Get in, I'll tell you what I can along the way."

––––––––

Lauren opened the door and hopped in the car gracefully.

––––––––

"Where are we going, exactly?" she asked, eyebrow raised.

––––––––

"New York City," Seamus said, putting the car in gear and pulling away.

––––––––

"What?!?" Lauren squawked. "I can't just pick up and go to New York with you!"

––––––––

"Of course you can," Seamus said. "Hey, your store is profitable, right?

––––––––

"Yes, but it won't be if I'm not there, you know, working, you idiot," she said with a laugh.

––––––––

"Well, I just came into some money ..."

––––––––

"I noticed," she cut in.

––––––––

"... and if you'd shut up for long enough, I'd like to talk about investing in your business. Like perhaps by opening a location in New York City. Consider the next few days a business trip, we'll look for a storefront somewhere cool, y'know, up and coming. I'll fly you back whether it works out or not, as soon as you're ready."

––––––––

"You must be fucking nuts," she said, shaking her head but unable to hide her smile. "I must be fucking nuts. I can't believe you're talking me into this."

––––––––

"But I am talking you into this, aren't I?" he said, turning for a moment to flash her his best grin.

––––––––

"It's basically my dream to open a store in New York, you lucky son of a bitch," she said. "Otherwise this would pretty much be kidnapping."

––––––––

"Then it's settled," he said. "Hey, you don't happen to read Latin, do you?"

––––––––

"I majored in fashion design," she said. "Dead languages didn't really come into it."

––––––––

"Damn," Seamus said. He pulled onto the highway and was out of the city with minutes to spare.

––––––––

THE END
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