
        
            
                
            
        

    
                 The Fountain of Youth: Book II

                           by Lazlong




Note: From this point on, telepathic communication between the entire group will be noted with the symbols < and >. Telepathic communication within Mike's sub group, which cannot be heard by other members of the group, will be noted with the symbols { and }.



The more you love, the more you can love - and the more intensely you love. Nor is there any limit on how many you can love. If a person had time enough, he could love all of that majority who are decent and just.

Robert A. Heinlein Time Enough for Love



Chapter 1

Well, here we are again. It's been just over three years since I woke up in Mike Green's body. It's been a very eventful three years. Mike's body was sixteen years old when I woke up, so that would make me nineteen years old now. However, my birth certificate, driver's license, and passport all say I'm 25.

A lot has happened over the last three years. The family has basically remained the same size and we're still living in the same house, but now we are a family of adults, instead of being mostly children. Melly is now a full member of the family and active sexually. Very active sexually.

Cindi is now at a biological age of fourteen and a real age of twelve. I'd say though that aside from Bonnie and me, she is the most mature member of the family. Sexually, she is still a virgin, but she is lobbying to lose that distinction. I did promise her that in two and a half years, I'd relieve her of that burden, and she keeps reminding me that the time is up.

I'll have to admit that I'm looking forward to it. Cindi has turned into a real beauty. She is still tiny, probably not even five feet tall. Her hair is platinum blonde, almost white, and she has the deepest blue eyes I've ever seen. Her breasts are a nice B cup and will probably be a C cup when she is finished growing. Her skin is a deep copper and seems to darken every time she goes swimming. And, the great part is, this lovely young lady still wants me to be her first.

The family business has been prospering, and is about to get much bigger. I'm told that our assets now exceed thirty million. About ten million of that is in silver, and silver is about to make us very rich. The price has been skyrocketing. I told our broker to not start selling until the price has reached $40.00 an ounce, but to make sure all of it is sold by the first of next year.

Ken took to the business like a duck takes to water. Sure, we'd have made a lot of money if he hadn't been with us, but I'm reasonably sure he doubled what we would have made without him.

Sharon and I put in about four hours at work, twice a week. Missy is in a little more than that, but not much more. She does do several hours a week at home though.

Bonnie and Thelma put in more time than any of us, except Ken. They work on an average of twenty hours a week. Ken does more like thirty.

Melly is working in the accounting department, part time. She finds it interesting, and John thinks she is a marvel. Beth hasn't really gotten interested in the business and spends less time there than any of us.

She's been taking a lot of courses at Stanford, and is interested in neurology. She doesn't necessarily want to be a neurologist, but she would like to do research in the area.

I think that just about brings you up to date on what's been happening with us. Our love lives have never been better.



Friday, June 1, 1979

Some things never change, thank God. I'm still always the first one up, followed within a minute or two by Missy. Sharon is almost always there within a few minutes. My most favorite morning activity is still snuggling with my naked darlings in full rapport.

This morning Missy was standing there hugging herself when I turned around from pouring my first cup of coffee. I got her one as well, and took them over to the table. She was climbing on my lap as I sat down and she snuggled in, pulling my arms around her.

We were linked, and I could feel the contentment flow through her as I pulled her close. She laid her head on my shoulder and sighed, {Did you sleep well love?} I asked.



{You know my love, it's the snuggling afterwards that makes me sleep as well as I do. I love you and Sharon and Bonnie so much.}

{We all love you too, Mike. Are you all ready for Cindi joining us?}

{Honey, that little snot has been in on more things than any girl her age should have ever seen. We've kept her out physically, but how many times has she sneaked back into our link after we've told her to leave. She's so damned talented, we have no idea when she's there or not. Yeah, I guess I'm ready. She really is a beautiful young lady, isn't she?}

{Yeah, she makes the rest of us look like cows.}

{Missy, you know how much I love you. You also have to know how beautiful I think you are. You have nothing to worry about.}



{There's something I need to ask you Sweetheart. How would you feel if Sharon and I got married?}

{Mike, I've always known you and Sharon would get married when you were old enough. I won't have a problem with it. In fact, it might make something I've been wanting to ask you a little easier.}

{What's that love?}

{You know I love you Mike and I know you love me. I also know we will never be married, so I was wondering what you'd think of me having a baby?}

{You want to have a baby?}



I hugged her and kissed her tenderly. {Missy, there's nothing in this world I'd rather do than have a baby with you.}

{Who's going to have a baby?} Sharon asked as she came into the room.

{Melissa would like to have our baby, } I told her.

Sharon almost dropped her cup of coffee. She was smiling from ear to ear as she came over and hugged us. {Our baby?} she asked.

{Yes, Sharon. Our baby. We'd all be his or her mothers and father. I love you and Bonnie and Cindi as much as I love Mike. Even though I'd be the one to carry it, the baby would belong to all of us.}

 Sharon said. {The only problem is, I've been wanting to have one too.}

 I told her. 





{Sweetheart, I've been thinking about this a lot. Yes, I want to be married to you. Yes, I'd like a ceremony. I just don't think a ceremony to marry just the two of us is right though. I'd like a ceremony that would marry you to me and Missy and Bonnie and Cindi. I'd like a ceremony that would marry me to you and Missy and Bonnie and Cindi. I'd like a ceremony that would marry Missy to... Do you see what I mean?}

{Yes, I see what you mean love, but a ceremony like that wouldn't be legal.}

{Who the hell cares about legal?} Sharon asked. {The law doesn't take our situation into consideration. How can the law know what we feel for each other? The five of us are as close to being married now as any five people ever have been. The five of us are really all parts of the same whole. As far as we know, this kind of situation has never come up before, so of course there's no law to cover it.}

{What would you want us to do then Sweety?}

{Like I said, I've been thinking about this. None of us are religious, so we aren't tied in to a Christian ceremony. I think a sunrise ceremony with each of us exchanging vows with each of the others would be appropriate.}

I looked at Missy, and she had a megawatt smile. {What do you think Missy?}

{That sounds like the most beautiful thing I've ever heard. That way I'd be married to you and to my beautiful sister here, and to Bonnie and Cindi as well. I'd love it Mike.}

{We'll talk to the others when they get up, but it does sound like a wonderful way to do it. We'd have to consider it as binding as a religious or civil ceremony though. Anything else and it'd just be a sham.}

Both of my lovlies agreed and we sealed it with kisses all around.

When Bonnie came in, we asked her what she thought about the idea. When she could get her sobbing under control she said, {Mike, Sharon, Missy, I would like more than anything in the world to be married to you and to Cindi. Of course I'm for it. I just never thought of doing it this way. When can we do this?}

 I said. 

We snuggled and cuddled for a while, and when Cindi came in we asked her what she thought of the idea. She let out a scream that had to scare the neighbors over a five mile radius, then launched herself at us. {Are you really going to marry me too?}



{Oh God, oh God, oh God, YES, oh God YES! I love every one of you.}

We assured her we all loved her too, and let her feel it through the link. I have never felt closer to my four lovely women than I did at that time. We communed for several minutes, then decided we'd better break it up and get to work.



The sign on my door at work still said HMFIC. Bonnie was going to change it when I became of age to sign contracts and the like, but I liked it and requested she leave it just the way it was.

Sharon and I spent some time going over the financial reports that were on my desk when we came in. According to the latest figures, we had assets totaling almost forty-three million. Approximately twelve million was invested in silver. Another nine million was invested in real estate and twelve million was invested in the stock market. The rest was in CDs or bonds.

We had some major gains when Intel came out with their 8086 and 8088 processors. So far, we hadn't had to pay taxes on these gains, as the money was still invested in these stocks. Ken had been trying to split our investments between long term growth stocks and ones I knew were going to rise sharply.

"Do you know how many ounces of silver we have at this point?" I asked Sharon. We tried to keep our business communications verbal while in the office.

"Yes, I have it right here," she said as she shuffled through some papers. "Just over six million ounces."

"Great. The price is rising pretty rapidly right now. It won't be long until we start selling. Do we have anything more on our last hassle with the IRS?"

"Not really. They're claiming we owe them nearly a million. According to John, we have actually over paid them, so he's filed a claim for a refund. You know this IRS and SEC harassment is bull shit. We've been audited three times in the last three years by the IRS, and I know we've had the SEC in at least five times investigating us for insider trading."

"I have some suspicions on what's going on, but I don't know anything for sure. I think someone keeps reporting to the two agencies that we're cheating."

"Okay, so who would be doing something like that?" Sharon asked.

"Well my love, as sweet and wholesome and honest as we are, we have made a few enemies. People who come to mind right off are your dad, the Christofersons, Josh, Andrews, Daniels, and Sheila Sparks. Any of them are capable of doing something like that, although I think the Christofersons and Daniels and Andrews are still in jail."

"I believe Andrews should be getting out before too long though, if he isn't out already. They didn't get him on nearly as much as they did Daniels."

"Yeah, but this shit started within six months of us getting the business going, so it had to be someone who was out then, or who had a contact on the outside who was doing the dirty work for them."

"Okay, if we say it was someone who was out then, it would have to be Mayhew, Josh, or Sheila."

"Sherry, my love, the first choice among them would have to be Sheila. I don't think Mayhew has the balls to go against us, and I figure Josh has forgotten us by now."

"Why don't we play it safe Mike and have Phil get his investigator to find out where all of these people are? We could go by and do a quick scan of all of them then. It could save us a lot of annoyance in the future."

"I knew I loved you for a reason. That sounds like a fantastic idea."



Later that day, the we were all sitting around on the patio while Bonnie and Thelma fixed us an early dinner on the grill. Missy was sitting on my lap, snuggling, and Sharon was helping Bonnie.

 Missy asked.

 I asked.



 Ken asked.

 Missy giggled. 

 I said as I hugged her. 

 Cindi asked in a very lady like manner as she came out of the house.

 I said.

Cindi launched herself at Missy and me. When she hit, the lounge we were on collapsed, leaving all three of us sitting on the patio. She was hugging and kissing us so fast we could hardly speak, even mentally.



 Ken said. 

Everyone else agreed it was a fine idea, so we decided to head out early in the morning and make a day of it.



Sharon and I went to bed first. We were cuddling and kissing and things were starting to progress toward mutual arousal, when the rest of our family came in.

I started to ask Cindi to leave, but decided that since she would be marrying us within a few days, she might as well stay.

I started stroking Sharon's breasts as we kissed and she started to respond. As her body started to move, I increased the range of my stroking to include her belly, and eventually her pubic hair. I moved my lips to her right ear and then traced the outline of her ear with my tongue.

Sharon moaned as I started kissing my way down her neck. Each time my hand was near her breast, she tried to push it into contact. I kissed across her upper chest, and finally my lips found one of her nipples.

As I nibbled and sucked on one of her nipples, my right hand went down to cup her pussy. I let my fingers play with her lips and the crevasses between her legs and her pussy. I gently tugged on her pussy hair and finally let my middle finger part her lips so I could get to her core.

I had totally lost track of what my other wives were doing, but I heard Bonnie moaning behind me, so I knew Missy must be doing a job on her. I moved down Sharon's body until my tongue could follow my finger into the inner reaches of her pussy. As I lapped up her copious flow, I wondered again at the taste that could give me such oral pleasure.

Going slowly, I licked Sharon to one orgasm with out ever touching her clit. I then started licking in circles around her clit as I inserted one finger into her vagina. As I slowly worked my finger in and out, I decreased the radius of my circles until I was in contact with her clit at all times. Finally, I was so close, her clit was being forced in the direction opposite my tongue at all times.

Sharon exploded into another orgasm. I'm glad we didn't live within ten miles of a cemetery, because her scream would have awakened all of the poor souls buried there. I let her come down for a while before I continued.

When I started to move my tongue again, Sharon said, "No!", then grabbed me by the hair and pulled me up to her. "I want you in me," she growled.

I was happy to oblige, and was soon buried to the hilt in her wonderful passage. I started slow, and was intending to give her several more orgasms before I spent myself, but Sharon's pussy had different ideas. Her pussy was clenching and releasing even before I hit bottom, and her enthusiastic movement took me along with her. We both reached a loud, earth shattering orgasm within a couple of minutes.



Chapter 2

Saturday, June 2, 1979

If you have seen 'Nudist Quarterly' or 'The Natural Life' magazines you have a pretty good idea of what visiting a nudist resort is NOT like. Crow Valley does have a nice pool and a small lake that are both excellent for swimming. There are barbecue pits and picnic tables. There are also miles of trails.

You will very seldom if ever see beautiful women playing volleyball on a sandy beach. For one thing, if sand is accidently kicked into a pussy, it isn't a very pleasant experience for the pussy. For another thing, most people who come to nudist facilities are families. Since most families are made up of ordinary people, most of the people are ordinary looking.

Many of the men have pot bellies. Many of the women have breasts and butts that sag. So, if you're coming to a nudist facility thinking you'll find some prime babes, don't bother. That is, if my family isn't there.

The seven women of our family were definitely the best looking women there on that Saturday morning. People at these facilities are always polite about staring, but I saw many surreptitious looks cast at the members of our group. The girls either didn't notice, or didn't mind being looked at.

We got undressed in the parking lot after I'd paid our fees and went in search of a place to claim for our own for the day. I carried our picnic basket, and Ken carried the cooler. Bonnie soon found a table to her liking. It was close to everything, but was shaded by trees from the direct rays of the sun.

I hadn't raised up from sitting my basket down, when Missy grabbed my hand and said, "Let's go for a walk."

I smiled at her and said, "Sure Sweety."

By then Sharon had grabbed my other hand, and we started walking toward Missy's favorite trail. Bonnie and Thelma were rubbing sun screen on each other as we left, and I could see Cindi streaking across a field heading for the pool.

{Have you guys been giving any thought as to when you'd like to have our wedding ceremony?} I asked.

{Yes we have, } Bonnie said (Talking on our link was great. Even though we were now over a hundred yards from Bonnie, she could be in our conversation as easily as if we were right beside her.). {We were thinking of sunrise tomorrow if that's okay with you.}

{It's definitely okay with me, } I said, giving Sharon and Missy a big hug.

{Are you going to make me a woman tomorrow night then?} Cindi asked.

{I think that would be appropriate, Cindi, } I said. {At least we'll have one virginal bride.}

We could hear Cindi's squeal as Missy and Sharon hit me from either side and Bonnie said, {Oh, you are going to get it for that Mikey!}

{Seriously guys, I can hardly wait. I love you all so much, } I told them. Missy. Sharon and I continued down the path we were walking, I was in the middle and had an arm around each of them. Every few minutes we'd stop and kiss. This isn't standard behavior in a nudist resort, in fact, it is frowned upon. I had just kissed Missy for the twentieth or so time when we heard Cindi.

{Guys, I think I may have a problem.}

{What's up Sweety?}

{There are two guys here who have been staring at me since I got to the pool. They've had their heads together talking, so I got curious and scanned them. They're talking about how they're going to get me alone and rape me.}

{Stay in the pool Cindi. We'll be right there. Bonnie, Tell the others we have to leave, and start getting the stuff taken to the car.}

We started at a rapid, but inconspicuous pace toward the pool. {Do you need us to help?} Bonnie asked.

{No Love. We can handle it. We might have to leave quickly though.}

{Okay Mike. We're taking the cooler and basket to the car. Be careful.}

{Will do Bonnie. Cindi, are you okay?}

{Yes Mike. I could easily turn them off, but it might cause other problems. They're a weird pair. They're not members here, they're here on a visitor's pass. Oh SHIT! They're both wanted by the law for rape and murder.}

{We'll be there in two minutes Cindi. They're not going to try anything while you're in the pool.}

{I know Mike. It's just scary. If I hadn't been able to scan them, I could have been dead before the day was over.}

We were just coming out of a grove of trees and could see the pool. I stopped and signaled Sharon and Missy to stop too. 

{Sharon, I need for you and Missy to find us a couple of rocks about the size of a baseball. Let me know when you have them.} They were back in seconds showing me what they'd found. {Perfect. Cindi, do you know where we are?}

{Yeah Mike.}

{Okay, I want you to casually get out of the pool. Take a couple of minutes to dry off, then start walking toward us. If they follow you, which I think they will, walk into the trees where we are. When they come into the trees, we'll put them to sleep.}

{Okay Mike. I'm getting out now.}

A couple of minutes later we heard, {They're following me. They're talking about how I'm playing right into their hands. They're also talking about how great my pussy and ass are going to feel wrapped around their cocks. These guys are really sick Mike. They want me awake. They want me to be scared. They want me to feel pain. Maybe we should just turn them off.}

{Maybe we should Sweety, but I hate to go killing off anyone who goes against us. I think we should let the police take care of these two.}

{Okay Mike. If you say so. Can you see me? I'm almost in the trees.}

{We're watching Honey. You have nothing to worry about.}

We watched as Cindi, then the two guys came into the little glade we were in. The guys never even saw us before Missy and Sharon put them to sleep. I took one of the rocks the girls had picked up and gave each of them a fairly hard smack on the back of the head.

Bonnie came up right after I'd clouted them, and we used the duct tape to tie their arms behind them. We strapped their ankles together, then put a strip of tape over their mouths.

I used the marker to write their names on their chests and to add a note that they were wanted by the law for rape and murder. We left them laying there in the trees and made our way back to the car.

 Bonnie asked.



Cindi is by far the strongest telepath I've ever encountered. I felt a shiver go down my back as I asked, 



Even though Ken had been with us for over two years, I don't think he fully grasped how dangerous Cindi could be. He cringed as she was telling what she had done. Cindi must have picked up on his reaction as well, because she kissed him on the cheek and said, 



Cindi giggled. 

We rode in silence until I saw a pay phone. I stopped the car and called the police. I told them there were two fugitives at Crow Valley, and even gave them directions as to how to find them. I felt much better when I was back in the car and on the road.



We decided to spend the rest of the day in our own back yard, and pretend it was a nudist resort. We probably had as much fun as we would have if our day hadn't been cut short.

We watched the evening news, and there was a report of the two men being captured by police at a nudist resort. Details were sketchy, but the reporter did say the men were wanted on multiple counts of rape and two counts of murder.



Sunday, June 3, 1979

Bonnie, Cindi, Sharon, Missy and I were up before dawn. We had time for one cup of coffee before sunrise. The girls wouldn't tell me much about the ceremony, but they said they wanted all of us to be in the back yard, in the nude, when the sun started coming up.

When the first rays of sunshine hit our yard, Sharon stepped forward and faced the rest of us. "As the rising of the sun symbolizes the beginning of a new day, this ceremony symbolizes the beginning of our marriage to each other."

She looked at each of us in turn then looked at me and said, "I, Sharon Mayhew, take you, Michael Green, as my husband. I will love you, cherish you, and protect you for as long as we both live."

Next she looked at Bonnie and said, "I, Sharon Mayhew, take you, Bonnie Green, as my spouse. I will love you, cherish you, and protect you for as long as we both live."

She then looked at Missy and said, "I, Sharon Mayhew, take you, Melissa Silvers, as my spouse. I will love you, cherish you, and protect you for as long as we both live."

She looked at Cindi and said, "I, Sharon Mayhew, take you, Cindi Salyers, as my spouse. I will love you, cherish you, and protect you for as long as we both live."

Sharon then stepped back in line with the rest of us and Missy took her place. Missy repeated the vows to each of us. She was followed by Bonnie, then Cindi, then me.

When I had finished my vows to each of them, Sharon again stepped forward. "It was agreed to by all of the females of this family that we will all use the surname, Green, from this day forward. Being a family isn't always easy. We will have hard times, but we will all stand together and we, as a family, will survive. There will be no sunset for us."

All of us were leaking tears as we hugged and kissed. I felt married. I felt more married than I had after any of the ceremonies performed in my previous life. My heart felt as big as a battleship as I beamed on my wives and they beamed back at me.

God! I love every one of them!



We spent most of the day just goofing around. I was as happy as I'd ever been in either life. My wives were giggling and laughing about everything. We were making such fools of ourselves that Thelma finally asked what was going on.

 Sharon told her.

 Thelma asked.

Sharon explained the ceremony we used and why we thought it was important.

 Ken said. 

 Thelma said.

 Beth agreed.

 Melly added.

Missy explained to them the significance of the rising sun, and agreed to write out for them exactly what we had done.



Missy and I were the first ones in bed that night. Bonnie and Sharon were with Cindi, getting her ready for her big night. We were laying there caressing and cuddling when Missy said, {Tonight is Cindi's night. Tomorrow night, will you let it be mine?}

{Sure. Is tomorrow night special?}

{I hope it is. Mike, I should be ovulating tomorrow. I haven't taken my birth control pills for three days. Will you give me a baby tomorrow night?}

I kissed her and squeezed her and stroked her back. {Sweetheart, have you talked this over with the rest of our wives?}

{Yes Love. We are all in agreement that I should be the first, since I want it so badly.}

{Then, it would be my greatest pleasure to have a baby with you Missy. You know I love you more than life itself, don't you?}

{Yes I do Mike, and I love you just as much.}

The bedroom door opened and Bonnie stepped in. She was followed by Cindi, who was dressed in a white gown, that enhanced but didn't hide her beautiful body. Sharon was right behind her, a large grin making my first love look like the angel she is.

The two older women led Cindi over to the bed, and I got on my feet to face her. When she stopped in front of me, I gave her a tender kiss then asked, {Are you sure you want to go through with this tonight

Cindi? You know we can wait, don't you?}

{You might be able to wait, Mike, but I can't. I've been waiting for this night for a long time.}

Cindi raised her arms above her head, and Bonnie and Sharon gently lifted the gown over her head. I took her into my arms and looked into her eyes. We had shared many naked hugs over the years and nothing was different, but it was totally new.

I think I've mentioned that Cindi is absolutely gorgeous. She never looked lovelier than she did right then. I started to kiss her again, but she shoved me backwards on the bed. She fell on top of me, and attacked my mouth with hers. Her tongue was snaking around mine before I even knew what was happening.

I caressed her back and rubbed her ass as we kissed. She moaned into my mouth to show her appreciation. I slid a hand between our bodies and started stroking her beautiful breasts. She is probably a medium B cup, but her nipples must have been nearly an inch long.

As we kissed and caressed, Cindi started rubbing her sparsely furred pussy against my erection. I rolled her over on her back and attacked her breasts with my lips and tongue. Her pelvis was bouncing off the bed, trying to make contact with something... anything.

I moved down her body, kissing and licking as I went. I was going to tease her by avoiding her pussy for a while, but her moans told me she was desperately in need of attention. I licked her and kissed her and nibbled her to three orgasms before she locked her hands in my hair and pulled me up to where I could enter her.

{Mike, would it bother you if I didn't have a hymen?} Cindi asked.

{Not at all, little love. You are a virgin, whether you have a hymen or not.}

{Good. It's gone. Now fuck me please.}

I had to laugh. I wondered how many girls over the years would have liked to have been able to say, "Now it's gone."

Cindi's vagina was so warm and so wet and so tight. If I hadn't have learned how to control my reactions I'd have climaxed before I even hit bottom.

Cindi and I were sharing our feelings as I entered her, and that only added to the excitement. I started a gentle in and out motion, trying to bump her clit on each stroke. She quickly caught the idea and added her own thrust and slide in perfect counterpoint to mine.

I could feel her building toward a climax, and I let her feel me feeling her. She could also feel the reactions of my own body as I reached for my own relief. Maybe we went a little too far with the feedback.

She started to cum, and her whole body was shaking. I totally lost it, control be damned, and I started shooting into her wonderful little pussy.

By my third spurt, Cindi had passed out.

Bonnie went and got a damp wash cloth and a towel and gently cleaned us as I cuddled my little love. Bonnie was drying Cindi's pussy when she opened her eyes and smiled at me.

The smile only lasted a couple of seconds before she said, {Oh my God! Oh shit!}

{What's the matter Love?} I asked.

{Hold on. Let me try to do something about this. Oh shit! Oh! Oh. Okay, that did it.}

{What happened Honey?}

{Mike, making love with you was the most wonderful thing I've ever felt. I've given myself a ton of orgasms, but none of them were ever like that. I've even stayed linked with you guys when you were making love, but even that didn't compare to this.}

{So, now you admit you stayed linked with us when we told you not to?}

{Well a few times Mike.}

{Try about half the time, } Sharon said.

Cindi giggled, {Maybe more.}

{You little shit, } I said and started tickling her.

{Stop Mike. That's not what happened though.}

I quit the tickling and she went on. {The orgasm was so great I passed out. Then when I woke up, it was like I could hear what everyone in the city was thinking. It scared the crap out of me, but I managed to shut it off.}

{Could you turn it back on if you wanted to?} Missy asked.

{Oh yeah. I've already tried that. Now I have to learn how to tune out everything but one person.}

{You've always been able to hear people who are far away though Cindi, } I said.

{Yeah, but they had to be directing their thoughts toward me, or they

had to be someone I knew. This is everybody Mike.}

{Wow! I wonder what brought this on?}

{I think it was probably the orgasm Mike. It was so intense I think it changed something in my brain. Hold on a minute and let me see if I can find anything different.}

We waited a few minutes then Cindi said, {I think I see where the difference is that's causing the increase in reception. It appears to be just a strengthening of some of the neural pathways. There appear to be some other changes too. I have no idea what they would be for.}

{So you might have some more abilities, but you just don't know what they are yet?}

{I just don't know Mike. Does that bother you?}

{Not at all, Cindi my love. You are a phenomenal lady as it is. Not to mention a fantastic lover. I love you however you are.}

Cindi smiled and snuggled in close. We went to sleep, cuddled close, with the rest of our family snuggled around us.



Chapter 3

Monday, June 4, 1979

Missy and I were sitting in deep rapport, drinking our morning coffee, when she asked, {Are you really going to try to get me pregnant tonight?}

{If that's what you want, then I definitely am Sweetheart. I just want you to be sure. It's your body that will be carrying our little monster for nine months. I wouldn't push you to do that, but if it's what you want, then I'm all for it.}

{Oh, it's what I want. It seems like I've loved you forever Mike. Having a baby together is the best possible way we can show that love. Not only to each other and our family, but to the world. I want to see our baby grow. I want to watch their first steps and hear their first words. I want to teach them to be as good a person as you are.}

I couldn't even begin to have an answer for that, so I just held her close and let her feel my love for her.

When Sharon came in she said, {So you two are going to do it. Have you thought of how much trouble a baby is going to be Missy?}

{Yeah, I know carrying it is going to be a pain. and I know the middle of the night feedings aren't going to be fun, but I figure with three co-wives it isn't going to be so bad.}

Sharon laughed. {So, you're figuring on help from the rest of us, huh? Well, I guess that's okay, as long as you help me when it's my turn.}

{Of course, sister, love. I hadn't thought about it, but it would probably be easier on all of us if we spaced them out so that only one of us was pregnant at a time.}

{Yeah it probably would. You know, I was thinking yesterday, with the control we have over our bodies, why are we taking birth control pills? Why can't we just tell our bodies not to ovulate until we want it to? We wouldn't have to have periods or anything. That way we'd be able to make love 24/7.}

{That's a fantastic idea Sharon. Why didn't we think of that before?}

{It's probably because women become so resigned to their monthly visitor, as George's mother used to call it, that they would never even think of it not showing up right on schedule, } I said. {I just don't know if I'll be able to keep up with this 24/7 stuff though.}

{There's something else I was thinking of too, } Sharon said. {We've told our bodies to maintain themselves at the same age and in the same physical condition. Are you going to have to tell your body to allow you to age during the pregnancy? Otherwise I don't see how you could even get pregnant.}

{You are absolutely right, } Missy said. {I'm not worried about it though. I can always tell it to go back the way it was before the pregnancy.}

{What you should do, Missy, is tell your body that the way it is right now is your nominal age and condition. That way all you have to do is tell it to return to nominal conditions.}

{Good idea Mike. We should all do that anyway. It would help if we were in an accident or something too.}

When Bonnie came in, she was ecstatic about Sharon's idea. {When I told my body to return to the way it was when I was eighteen, I thought I was committing myself to a thousand years or so of periods. This is fantastic. I should be ovulating in the next couple of days. I'll just tell my body not to do it until I want it to.}

Bonnie wanted to go into work for a while, but the rest of our family didn't feel the need. We were all a little restless though, so we decided to go over to Fisherman's Wharf for lunch.

We were all in a playful mood, so Sharon and Missy decided we'd be tourists. My two lovlies put on the most ridiculous hillbilly accents you could imagine. They had Cindi and I in stitches most of the day. I tried to explain to them that the people where I (George) came from didn't talk that way, but they wouldn't listen to me.

We had lunch on the wharf. It was fantastic as usual. Then we went to China town and North Beach. We drove up Lombard Street with all of its curves, and came back down California Street. We even took a ride on the cable cars, where Sharon embarrassed me by insisting on calling me Daddy in a loud whiny voice.

All in all, it was a wonderful day.



That night Missy and I tried to make a baby. It's hard work, but someone has to do it. Missy managed to get two loads out of me, with enthusiastic cooperation on my part. Afterwards, as we were cuddling and coming down from our orgasms, Missy was laying there with a smile on her pretty face.

{I'm pregnant, } she said. She was.



Tuesday, June 5, 1979

Cindi surprised me this morning by coming into the kitchen right after Missy and I started our snuggle. I settled her in beside Missy on my lap, and we went into rapport for a while.

{I found Sheila this morning guys, } she told us. {It's not her that's been causing trouble for us.}

{How the hell did you find her?} I asked.

{I was trying to sort out this being able to hear everyone. I wanted to see if I could zero in on one person. All of a sudden I could hear her among all the rest. I was even able to scan her, although she's down in San Jose now.}

{You probably picked her out because you'd scanned her before. Now, if Phil's guy can just find the rest of the suspects... }

{Sheila's changed a lot since we heard from her last. She's a much nicer person now.}

{Yeah, I can believe that. I think she just got a little carried away with the power she had. She was wanting to breed a race of telepaths.}

{She had the idea that if everyone were telepathic, there wouldn't be any crime. But, she was willing to commit a crime herself by kidnaping you to father that race. When you say it like that, it doesn't make a lot of sense at all. She sees that now.}

{You seem to be defending her Cindi, my love. Is there a reason for that?}

{Are you going to get mad at me Mike?}

{I doubt it Hon. When have I ever been mad at you?}

{Uhh... When I pretended I was drowning in the pool that time?}

{Okay, so maybe I'll get mad at you, } I said, laughing at her expression. {You know I'll still love you don't you?}

{Yeah... Mike, I talked to Sheila for a while.}

{That probably wasn't a great idea Hon, but I'm not mad at you. Why did you talk to her?}

{She's not in that telepath group any more, Mike. She has changed so much you wouldn't believe it if you hadn't scanned her. She just seemed so lonely.}

{I guess it would be kind of lonely if we couldn't talk like this or be in rapport like this, although she never did have the rapport.}

{I think I'd kill myself if I lost this, } Missy said.

{So, what did you talk about?}

{Well Mike, like I said she's lonely. She just wanted to know how we all were. Uhh... I asked her to come up and visit.}

{Cindi, you are going to be the death of me yet. So when is she coming to visit?}

{This afternoon.}

{And, what do you expect me to do when she comes here?}

{Well... I just thought that if you scanned her and saw how much she's changed, we might like... Maybe give her back what she had before?}

{Cindi, I love you with all of my heart. You are a kind, loving, caring person. But, Sweetheart, did you ever think that what has made Sheila a nicer person is the fact that she doesn't have what she had before?}

{No I didn't think of that. I'm sorry Mike.}

{Don't be sorry Love. There's no harm done. We'll just play it be ear when she gets here.}



Sheila showed up just before 1:00 PM. I could tell immediately that she was an entirely different person than we'd known before.

"So, Shiela, what have you been doing with yourself?" I asked.

"I'm a school girl again, Mike," she laughed. "After I lost my abilities, I decided on a career change. I'm studying psychology down in San Jose."

"What made you want to get into psychology?" Missy asked.

"Well... at first I thought that maybe it was a way for me to get my abilities back. Then I started realizing just how screwed up I had been, so I continued so I could try to figure out how to make myself a better person."

"Do you think you've been able to help yourself?" Sharon asked.

"I really don't know Sharon. I know I have a long way to go. Like I said, I wanted my abilities back. Now, I've accepted the fact that isn't going to happen. I think my motives were good before, but my methods were bad. I wanted to create a world where everyone could trust everyone else. A world where there was no crime. A world where help was available for anyone who needed it."

"Those are good motives Sheila," Bonnie said. "The only problem is, they're not practical. Not everyone is a saint. Some people out of any group would misuse those abilities. Think of how easy it would be to rob someone if you knew for certain they weren't going to be home. Think of how easy it would be to get someone's security code if they had a security system, or the combination of their safe. Think of how easy it would be for a mugger to pick a victim he knew wouldn't fight back."

"Yeah, I know. Adam Hunt showed me what it would be like if the wrong kind of people had those abilities. He basically raped my mind, and tried to make it hurt. He enjoyed hurting people. I saw in the newspaper that he had died. I hate to say it, but I was happy he had."

"Are you intending to specialize in your new field Sheila?" I asked.

"Yes and no. I'm still interested in telepathy. I can see now that many of the people in my old group were pretty screwed up. Many of them had feelings of superiority because of their abilities. Others were frightened of it. I'd like to try to help those people, but I'd also like to help anyone else who needed it."

We all chatted with Sheila the rest of the afternoon. Bonnie loaned her a swimsuit, and she enjoyed the pool for a while. It's hard not to enjoy the pool with Cindi and Melly clowning around. I took the opportunity to do a deep scan on Sheila. I was impressed with what I found. She had an inner peace that surprised me.

Bonnie asked Sheila to stay for dinner, and she readily agreed. She came over to the lounge next to mine while Bonnie and Thelma started dinner.

"Sheila, if you had your abilities back, what would you do?" I asked.

"I've thought of that a million times Mike," she said. "I'd still want to be a psychologist. I still have three years to go before I can be a psychologist, but I'd want to continue. Think of how a psychologist could help people if they could read the person's thoughts."

"Yeah, we've all talked about that too. Beth is thinking about going into neurological research. We're all interested in the brain and its functions."

 Cindi asked.



 Cindi told me.



"Are you going to school full time Sheila?"

"Yeah, I'm fortunate that I can afford to do so. My family had money, and I'm the only one left of the family. Mike, I have a question for you. I remember reading in the papers a couple of years ago that Ken Halbertson died, yet here he is. What's up with that?"

"I'll answer that if you don't mind Mike," Ken said.  "Sheila, if you look at the newspaper reports, it said I was missing. I had gone fishing and the boat washed ashore without me. I was on vacation, and had taken the boat up the shore to a place I was going to camp for a couple of weeks. I didn't tie the boat off well, and after I had unloaded it and had moved my gear back into the hills to my camp site, it got away and drifted down the coast. I didn't even know it was gone until I was leaving."

 Cindi said.





"Sheila, when you lost your abilities, you blamed us. I have a confession to make. We did take them away. You were out of control and were planning to kidnap me. Whether it was intentional or not, you led Adam Hunt to us. He damned near killed one of us."

"Deep down, I always knew you had. I was very angry at first. Then, I realized you had done me a favor. I was out of control, and what you did made me step back and evaluate myself."

"Well, Sheila, I think you are ready to have those abilities back. Would you be interested if we could do that for you?"

"Yes Mike. I think I can promise you that I won't go out of control again. When I was talking mentally with Cindi, it made me realize just how much I had lost."

"Okay, you are going to get your abilities back which ever way you answer this next question, so don't let that influence your answer. Would you like to join our family?"

"Oh God yes! I think that's what I really wanted before," Sheila blushed then went on. "I was fascinated by you, and was a little ashamed of myself. I mean, you were a seventeen year old boy and I had the hots for you. I have to admit I had the hots for a couple of others in your family as well."

I quickly increased the size of the blood vessel in her brain then said,





 Ken told her. 

I don't know if Bonnie and Thelma have some kind of intuitive connection with cooking or what, but the meal was excellent as usual. I don't think Sheila even noticed though, she was so wrapped up in the mental conversation that was going on.

 I told her. 

Sheila gasped at each of the things I was telling her. 







She had a million questions about George, and I answered them all as best I could.  she asked.













 Ken said.



 Bonnie said.

 Sheila said as she stood up and started removing her clothes.

Cindi was the first to join her, but soon everyone was laughing and throwing clothes into the corners of the dining room.

After we finished eating, we all went into the living room and we brought Sheila into her first family wide rapport. We stayed linked for over an hour, and when we came out of it, Sheila was blown away.



Wednesday, June 6, 1979

Did you ever wake up and know, deep down in your soul, that everything was right with the world? I was up early, as usual, and was just pouring my first cup of coffee when Missy came in. We had sipped coffee for a few minutes, in rapport, when Sharon came in and joined us. Within half an hour all of my wives were up, so we went into the living room so we could snuggle on the couch.

{Do you think we did the right thing, bringing Sheila into the family?} I asked of no one in particular.

{Absolutely, } Bonnie answered. {I've never seen anyone change as much as she has. I think having a psychologist in the family is going to be a boon as well.}

{So, you think we're all screwed up?} Missy giggled.

{No, but I know there are times we all need help. Remember how I became a part of this family instead of Ken's family? I almost screwed things up royally, and you guys did too.}

{Yeah, I don't think any of us would have been happy if it hadn't turned out the way it did, } Sharon said.

{Okay, changing the subject guys. I think we need to be looking for a bigger house, } Bonnie told us. {With Sheila coming to live with us, that's going to make ten people living here. We have barely been making it with nine.}

{You're probably right Bonnie. I know that even with the lack of modesty we have around here, it is hard sometimes to get to a bathroom, } I agreed.

{Why don't we just get another house and live in two houses?} Cindi asked.

{I don't like that idea, Cindi, } I told her. {I don't want to become isolated from the rest of the family. I know we don't have sex with them as much any more, but I like the feeling of us all being one family. I'd miss that if we were in separate homes.}

{Yeah, I guess so, } Cindi said. {Isn't it going to be hard finding a place that's big enough for all of us though?}

{Maybe we should build our own place, } Missy said. {I bought a piece of land a while back that would be perfect. There's 140 acres that is mostly wooded. There's even a stream running through it. If we put a chain link fence around it, it would be totally private.}

{Private like in you could keep that pretty booty naked all of the time?} I asked.

{Oh goody, } said Cindi. {I hate to wear clothes.}

{So I've noticed, Sweet Nips, } I laughed as I placed a kiss on her closest nipple.

{Where is this land?} Bonnie asked.

{It's out near Castro Valley, not far from Crow Valley, } Missy told her.

{Okay guys, let's start thinking about what we'd like in a house. We can ask Ken's group to start thinking too.}

{I can think of a few things off the top of my head, } Missy said. {Cindi, would you get us a pencil and paper so we can write this down?}

Cindi came back with the required items and Missy continued. {The house needs to be divided between a public part and a private part, that no one but family ever goes in. The public part should have a large living room, a formal dining room, and a huge kitchen, with an eating area in the kitchen as well.}

{I know how I'd like our private apartment laid out, } Bonnie said. {The bedroom should be big enough to hold two king sized beds. There should be a sitting room with a TV, a couple of couches and a couple of chairs. The bathroom should be huge. I'd like sinks for at least five people so we could all get ready to go somewhere at the same time.}

{Yeah, and a shower big enough for ten people, with at least five or six shower heads, } Missy went on. {There should be at least four or five toilet stalls, and a couple of bidets. Maybe even a urinal for the pointer here.}

{Anything else you can think of?} I asked.

{Yeah, a walk in closet that is about as big as our bedroom now, } Sharon said. {It should have built in shelves for shoes, and built in drawers for stuff that doesn't hang. These should go all the way around the room, with a hanging rail above them. There should be hanging racks throughout the center of the room as well, but far enough apart so they don't feel crowded. There should also be a couple of large full length mirrors in the closet.}

{Wow! You ladies sound like you really know what you want, } I said.

{Yeah, we'd also like a pool and a hot tub big enough for all of us, } Cindi said.

{I guess we'll have to find an architect after we've talked with the rest of the family, } I said.

{I've been working with one for the last couple of years, } Missy informed us. {I think she'd be willing to take on the job. Would you like for me to call her today?}

We all agreed we would. As the rest of the family got up, we told them what we were thinking about a new house.

Sharon, Bonnie, Missy and I thought we should go in to work for a while. We ended up taking two cars, since Bonnie was probably going to be staying longer than the rest of us. Bonnie bought her second Jaguar in January. I don't think she likes to ride in anything else anyway.



Sharon and I were going over some companies Ken had recommended for investment when we heard, {Mike, Bonnie, Sharon, please come to my office quickly.}

This was on our close family link, so we knew it had to be Missy. We were all in her office within a minute, where we found her comforting Ann Andrews.

Ann was Principle Andrews' wife before he went to prison, and she came to work for us. She had filed for divorce from him even before his criminal trial. She had been working for Missy the entire time she has been with us, and had grown very close to her.

"What's wrong Missy?" I asked.

"Ann was beaten and raped by her ex-husband last night," Missy told us. "He wore a mask, and talked in a funny voice to try to throw her off, but she knows it was him."

"Do you feel like telling us about it Ann?" I asked.

"Yeah, I can talk Mike," she said, giving me a brave smile through her bruises. "He wore a ski mask and used a condom, which he took with him. He had on surgical gloves too. Someone knocked on the door and when I answered it, he didn't even give me a chance. He hit me in the face as I opened the door. I fell down, and he pushed on inside. The kids were asleep. He hit me a few more times, then pulled out a knife."

"Ann, if this is too much, you don't have to go on now."

"No, I'd rather tell it now. He grabbed me by the hair and pulled me up. He held the knife at my throat and told me to go to my bedroom, or he'd slit my throat. At that point I wasn't sure it was him. I was afraid he'd hurt the kids, so I did what he said. He threw me down on my bed, and used the knife to cut my clothes off. I was terrified. He nicked me a couple of times and I was bleeding a little."

I tool her hand and held it as she went on. She squeezed my hand and gave me a little smile. "I didn't know for sure it was him until he was raping me. This is embarrassing, but I have to tell it. I haven't been with very many men, but Art had the smallest cock of any of them. It's barely four inches long when it's erect. Then the sounds he made were identical to the sounds Art always made. When he was finished he told me that if I thought I knew who he was it wouldn't do me any good. He said he had a buddy who would swear they were drinking together at his house the whole time. He also said he'd kill me and the kids if I reported him."

I put my arm around her and let her cry on my shoulder for a while. Then, I asked, "When did your ex get out of prison?"

"My attorney called me last week and said Art was getting out on Monday. He got a restraining order and had it served on Art before he was released."

"Ann, I hope you consider me a friend. I've liked you since we hired you. We were up front with you and told you we were responsible for getting the evidence that your ex was guilty. You not only accepted that with grace, you have proved to be the best person we could have possibly hired for your job."

"I consider all of you my friends Mike. I was disgusted by what Art had done and I knew you had to report it. If it hadn't been for you guys and the job you offered, I don't know if I would have made it."

"Your ex probably does have himself covered, Ann. You can't just let this go though. There are two ways I think you can go. Either you can report it to the police, or you can let us handle it."

"What would you do if you handled it Mike?"

"I don't want you to know exactly Ann. That way if the police questioned you, you could truthfully say you don't know anything about it. We wouldn't kill him, but we might break him a little, along with a stern warning to never come near you again."

"Oh God Mike. Right now I wouldn't mind if someone did kill him. I wouldn't want it to be you guys though. I don't want to see any of you get in trouble."

"I can guarantee we won't get in trouble, Ann. I think what we do to him will be effective, and he'll have no idea who did it to him."

"Then go for it Mike. I have no idea where he's living or anything, but I'm sure my attorney can find out. Just please be careful Mike."

"We will Ann. If we don't find him by this evening, some of us will be staying at your house tonight. We'll get Phil to have his investigator get your ex's address. If anything is said, we're afraid he might retaliate against us and are thinking of getting a restraining order."

"Okay Mike. What did you mean when you said you might break him a little?"

"Maybe a couple of broken legs. Maybe a couple of broken arms. I want to give him something besides you to think about. Missy, when we leave your office, could you please call Phil and tell him to tell his investigator Andrews got out of prison on Monday. They can get his address from his parol officer."

"Sure Mike," Missy said.

"Like I said Mike, I don't care what you do to him, just be sure none of you get in trouble," Ann said.



We got a call from Phil that afternoon, and he gave us the address of Andrews. I drove Cindi passed his place right after dinner, and she picked him up immediately. {Do you want to stay here for a while and scan him?} I asked.

{No, I've got him now Mike. I'll be able to scan him from anywhere, and I'll follow his movements and surface thoughts as well.}

{Won't that tie you up?}

{Not really. You know I can do more than one thing at a time. I don't even know how I do it, but after I start tracking his thoughts, it's like they're in a separate channel that doesn't interfere with anything else I'm doing. It's just like right now, the conscious part of my brain isn't thinking about Andrews at all, but if I think about it, I can tell you everything he has thought or done since I picked him up.}

{But, if you're not thinking about it, couldn't he do something terrible to Ann, and you wouldn't know about it until you went back and reviewed it?}

{No. I've set up certain triggers that will alert me to check if he thinks of one of them. The ones I've set up for him are: wife, Ann, rape, kill, bitch, and hit. If you can think of any others let me know and I'll add them.}

{Cindi, you are amazing. How many channels can you handle at one time?}

{I don't know Mike. I was playing around one day and I set up so I could monitor all nine people who were in the family at that time. I had no problem with that.}

{Cindi, I am so glad that I love you and you love me. If not, I might even be afraid of you.}

{Please! Please don't ever be afraid of me. I love you and all of the family with all of my heart. Mike, I would die for you or Missy or Sharon or Bonnie without even thinking about it.}

{I know you would Cindi, and we feel the same about you.}

{I know that too. This rapport thing is so much more than just sharing thoughts and emotions. I know that if I did die, I would go on living in your love. That's true immortality.}



We talked a little more that evening about what we'd want in a house, and Missy told us she'd called her friend about drawing up the plans for us.  Missy said. 

 Ken told her. 

 I said. 



We all agreed that would be a great idea, then Bonnie said, 

 Missy said. 

 Ken asked.



 Ken said. 

 Thelma said. 

 Sharon said. 

Sheila came in about that time. She had gone back to San Jose last night, but was planning to stay with us tonight.  she told us.

We told her all about the house we were talking of building and she was enthusiastic about going with us to look over the site.

Sheila chose to stay in a room by herself that night.



Chapter 4

Thursday, June 7, 1979

As we were having our morning cuddle, I asked Cindi if she was still keeping tabs on Andrews.

{Yes Mike. He's been thinking of Ann a lot. He is the one who raped her, by the way. I scanned him last night. He plans to do it again, probably tonight.}

 I asked.







 Beth asked. 



 Missy said.



 Ken asked.







 Cindi told us.







 Beth said. 

 I asked with a laugh.







When everyone was up and ready, we went to look at the place Missy was suggesting for a house site. When we turned on the road that led to the property, I was surprised that water and sewer were available this far out.  Missy told me. 









We parked the car and got out. 

 I said. 

We walked on up, over a little rise. The rise wasn't more than forty feet above the road level, but it would effectively conceal anything behind it. When we reached the top, I was amazed at the little valley we found. There were small hills all around it, none much taller than the one we were on. The size of the valley wasn't much more than twenty acres, and a beautiful twenty acres it was.

A stream, maybe twenty feet wide, entered the valley between the hills on the north and exited at the south-east corner. There was plenty of room for a huge house, a pool, and anything else I could think of.  I said as everyone was making noises of agreement. 

Missy was smiling from ear to ear as she showed us around.  Missy said. 

We walked around the valley for a while, then Bonnie said, 

Everyone thought this would be a good idea. It was getting close to noon, so we headed home. We dropped off all of the family except Ken, Beth, Missy, Cindi and me. We went on to Andrews' apartment.

Andrews lived in a shabby apartment house in one of the seedier parts of town. His current residence was a far cry from the neat house he and Ann and their kids had lived in before he screwed up their lives. We didn't see anyone moving around, and Cindi said he was inside, asleep, so we went on in.





I looked at Beth and Missy, and they both nodded. I hadn't noticed it before, but Beth was carrying a baseball bat. I raised my eyebrows at her and she asked, 



Andrews' door was unlocked, and we walked inside without being seen. I gave him a command to stay asleep, then we went into his bedroom. I started looking around for something to tie him up with. Beth smiled at me and said, 

She handed me a couple of the biggest plastic wire ties I had ever seen. Andrews' bed wasn't much bigger than a cot. It had an iron headboard and footboard, which made it perfect for our purposes. I strapped his legs down, while Beth did his arms. We had each brought ski masks, and we put them on before waking him up. Missy stuffed one of his dirty socks in his mouth so he couldn't scream, and tied it around his head with another wire tie.

You didn't have to be able to read his mind to know he was panicked when he woke up. We gave him a few minutes to wonder what was going on, and the I said, "Night before last, you raped your ex-wife, Ann. Today you are going to pay for that."

He was shaking his head and making unintelligible sounds. "There's no reason to try to lie your way out of it. She knew who you were."

Andrews had been sleeping in a pair of boxer shorts. Missy pulled out a long knife, looked at me and said, 

"Can I cut his cock off now Bobby?" Missy asked.

"Why don't you cut his underwear off first Stacy. Ann says he has a really small cock."

Missy stuck the knife blade under the leg opening of the shorts and slid it upwards. The knife must have been razor sharp because the material parted like cotton candy. Andrews tried to scream, and was thrashing around on the bed. "You'd better hold still Andrews. It's hard to tell what I might cut if you keep moving."

There was a look of utter panic on Andrews face, but he became rigidly still. Missy sliced up the other leg of the shorts, then pulled them off of him. She stood there looking at his shrunken cock, shaking her head for several seconds. "It hardly seems worthwhile to cut it off Selma Lou. It's too small to keep."

Beth leaned over and looked at it then said, "Yeah, but we don't want him to be able to use it on Ann again. We can always just throw it in the trash, or feed it to the dog."

"Hold it girls," Ken said. "First we want to teach him it isn't nice to hit women. Give me that ball bat Selma Lou. I think I'm going to start with his left leg."

Beth handed him the bat and said, "Break it good Billy Joe. I don't want him to be able to walk for a while."

I was monitoring Andrews the whole time. He was scared, but he was also thinking we weren't going to do anything bad to him. That all changed when Ken raised the bat and brought it down between Andrews' knee and ankle. We could hear the thud of the bat and the snap as the bone broke.

If I had been linked with Andrews, I would have probably passed out from the pain he was radiating. He did go out briefly, so Missy went into the bathroom and returned with a wet washcloth. She proceeded to slap Andrews across the face with it until he came back.

Andrews' thoughts before Ken broke his leg were something along the lines of, 

After the leg was broken his thoughts were, 

"He hasn't seen the error of his ways guys. Give me the bat Billy Joe. It's my turn," I said as Ken handed me the bat.

I took a wind-up and broke his other leg. Missy did her thing with the wet wash cloth again. It took her a lot longer to get him to wake up this time. When he did come to his thoughts weren't coherent for a few minutes. We just stood there and watched him until his thoughts started to clear. 

"Did you want a shot at him Stacy Lou?" I asked as I handed the bat to Beth.

Andrews eyes were wide with terror as Beth swung the bat around a few times. Finally, she swung, and broke his right arm. He went out again.

 I said. 

The wet washcloth didn't work this time, so Cindi went into the kitchen and brought back a pan of water. She dumped this on his head, and he woke up fairly soon. We waited until his thoughts were coherent then I said, "Andrews, I'm not going to let Selma Lou cut your cock off this time. That is, if you promise you'll never go within a hundred feet of Ann again. We'll be keeping watch and if we find that you or any of your friends have come near her, we'll feed your cock to the dogs. Do you understand that?"

He nodded his head.

"We're leaving now. Remember, we're watching you."

We left the bedroom and closed the door. We took our masks off, and I picked up the phone and called the police. I told them there was a man who had been severely beaten and gave them the address and apartment number. They tried to hold me on the line, but I hung up and we quietly left the building.



When we got back to the house, Missy said she had some things to do and took off. The rest of us felt we had done enough for the day, so we spent some quality, family time out by the pool.

I was sitting, cuddled up to Sharon, when Beth came over and parked herself on my lap.  she told me. 





 I said, throwing my chest out. 

Beth giggled and kissed me with passion. 

 I said as I held her close. 







When Missy came back, she was very excited. She had seen her architect friend again, and the woman was working on our plans.

 Missy said. 

We all assured her it was fine.  she asked.

 I said.



 I said. 

 Ken said. 

 Thelma said. 

 Sheila said. 

 I said. 



 Bonnie said. 

 I said.









Chapter 5

Friday, June 8, 1979

After our morning cuddle and rapport, Bonnie, Missy, Sharon and I headed in to work for a while. We hadn't much more than got into my office before Ann came in.

"The police came by to see me last night," she told Sharon and me. "They wanted to know if I knew anything about my ex-husband getting beaten pretty badly yesterday afternoon. I assured them I didn't, and gave them the names of several people who knew I was at work when it happened."

"Did they say how badly he had been beaten?" I asked.

"Yeah, they said he had a broken arm and two broken legs. They said they were clean breaks and would heal fairly quickly."

"What did he tell them that made them come to you?"

"Evidently, he said the people who beat him up kept saying something about keeping away from me. I told them about being raped by him, but that I couldn't prove it was him. I told them I had told several friends about it and that one of them may have taken the law into his own hands."

"I'll bet they loved that."

"Actually they weren't too bad. They asked me to give them a list of the friends I had told, and I refused. They let it go at that. I was surprised, but I think they really felt sorry for what had happened to me."

We talked for a few minutes then Ann went back to work. Sharon and I had gotten into searching for stocks to invest in, when we heard a mental scream.  I asked frantically.







{Sharon, my love, this is going to be so nice. I can't wait to get moved in. We may just have to take a stay at home vacation when we get moved in,} I said.

 Sharon ended with a giggle.

"Mr. Green, there's a Mr. Howser from the SEC out here to see you," we heard coming over the intercom.

I pressed down the button on the device and said, "Thank you, Jenny. Send him in please."

{I wonder what the bastards want now,} I said.

Howser came in before Sharon could even answer. He introduced himself and sat down.

"What can I do for you, Mr. Howser?" I asked.

"Mr. Green, I must admit my office is perplexed by you. We have been following your investments for some time now, and as far as we can find out, your company has never lost money on a stock. With the amount of trading you are doing, that is impossible."

"Well, obviously it is possible Mr. Howser."

"Not without cheating it isn't Mr. Green. We don't know how you are doing it, but we know you are."

"Mr. Howser. You've investigated us several times over the last couple of years. You've never found even the slightest hint we are doing anything illegal. Why do you keep hassling us?"

"Because we suspect you have some kind of insider trading racket going on. If you do, we'll find it."

"We have invested in over fifty companies in the last couple of years. Do you honestly believe we have insider information on all of those companies?"

"It's the only thing that would explain it. In all the years I've been working for the SEC, I've only seen something like this one other time. They guy who was doing the picking of the stocks was some kind of idiot savant. He claimed he had come back from the future or something. If I remember right, he ended up in a mental institution."

"Well, I'm no idiot savant or anything, and I didn't come back from the future. I'm just an ordinary guy who has a knack for picking stocks. Basically we are investing in technology. We've also invested a little in the medical area, but it is mostly technology. What was the other guy's name, who could pick all winners?"

"Johnson... no, Johnston. Harold Johnston. Like I said, he's in the funny farm."

"Was that here in San Francisco?"

"No, he was down in L.A."

"I thought I would have heard about him if he had been in this area. What else can I do for you Mr. Howser?"

"I just wanted to put you on notice that I am personally watching you people, Mr. Green. When I figure out how you are doing this, I am going to come down on you like white on rice."

Howser got up and started toward the door. "Good day Mr. Green," he said as he walked out.

{Can he get away with threatening us that way?} Sharon asked.

{I don't know, Sweetheart. I think I'll call Phil and see what he says. Maybe some of our attorneys can get this guy to back off.}

We sat, deep in thought, for a few minutes. {Sweety, I'm going to call Phil. Would you do some calling and see if you can find out where Harold Johnston is being held down in L.A. He just may be another time tripper like I was.}

{Yeah, I was thinking about that too, Mike. I almost dropped my teeth when Howser said the guy says he's from the future. But, if it drove him crazy, why would you want to find him?}

{My guess is that it didn't drive him crazy. My guess is that he said one too many times that he was from the future, and someone decided he is insane. If we find him, at least we'll be able to find out for ourselves.}

I called Phil and talked to him a few minutes about Mr. Howser and his threats. He said he didn't really think there was much we could do, but that he'd call our other attorneys and see if they could think of anything. He also told me he'd called our house earlier and talked to Beth. He had given her Josh's and Mayhew's addresses.

I hadn't much more than hung up the phone when Cindi said, {Mike, Beth and I are outside Josh's house. I just wanted to let you know he isn't the one who has been causing us problems.}



{Mike, this guy is a mess. He's on heroin. I've never been inside a mind that was drugged before, and it's scary as hell. Why would anyone do this to themselves?}

{I don't know, Lover. I've never been inside a mind that was messed up on drugs either. What's it like?}

{None of his thoughts are coherent. It's like he knows there's a world out there, but he's not part of it. What thoughts he has are mushy, and don't relate to anything around him. I was able to do a deep scan on him though, and his memories are there. From what I can pick up, he hasn't thought of you or Sharon in a long time, probably more than a year.}

{Cindi, my love, Josh has always been trying to escape from the real world. I think that's what all of the flatliner crap was about for him. I often wondered if he was thinking of doing himself in if he found there was something after death.}

{He still thinks about killing himself. He's a danger to himself, but not to us.}

{Well, at least we know now, Cindi. Thank you for checking up on him.}



I was just about to suggest to Sharon and Missy that we leave the office, when Sharon said, {I've got him Mike. There's a Harold Johnston in the State Mental Health facility in L.A. They wouldn't give out any information about him.}







{Mike, I'm going to be tied up the rest of today and tomorrow with the architect,} Missy said. {Otherwise, I'd love to go.}

{I should probably stay here too, Mike,} Bonnie answered. {I've been having some thoughts about the house I'd like to talk over with Missy and maybe the architect.}

{Hey, what about me?} Cindi asked.

{I was going to get around to you, little one. Have you been listening in on us again?}

{I listen in on you all the time, Mike. You said you didn't mind.}

{I don't mind, Love. Would you like to go with us?}

{Yes! When are we leaving?}

{Sharon and I are heading home now. We'll load up some things in the RV and take off. We won't leave without you though.}

{When will you be back, Mike?} Missy asked.

{Either late tomorrow, or around noon on Sunday. We'll keep in touch and let you know.}



It actually took a little over an hour for us to get everything packed and get the RV fired up. We hadn't driven it in a while, but quality tells, and it ran beautifully.

It was too late when we pulled into the L.A. area to go to the Mental Health facility, so we just found a place to park the RV and settled in for the night.



Saturday, June 9, 1979

I got up an made coffee, and shortly after I'd poured my first cup, Sharon was snuggling on my lap. I kissed her and said, {You know, as sweet as this is, I miss Missy.}

{Missy, are you awake, Love?} Sharon asked.

{Yes, I'm up Sharon. I'm having a solitary cup of coffee and missing you guys.}

{We were missing you too, Love. Let's see if we can do a rapport at this distance.}

We could. We stayed linked for almost an hour. Cindi joined us after a while, and then Bonnie. It seems like since we started our deep rapport, our powers, at least among ourselves have been increasing.

When we were first getting used to the telepathy thing, we'd have needed Cindi to help us contact each other at this distance. Now, it had been easy to contact Missy without help.

We finally decided it was time to break apart and start our days. I told Sharon I thought we should use a rental car to go to the facility. I felt the RV would capture too much attention, and Sharon agreed, so we drove out to the airport and rented a small car. We just left the RV locked up in the Hertz lot.

We drove out to the facility, and arrived right after the start of visiting hours. When we told the lady at the desk that we were here to see Harold Johnston, she acted surprised. When I asked her why, she said, "Mr. Johnston has been here for over a year, and you are his first visitors."

I don't know why I did it, but afterwards I was glad I did. When she asked for our names, I told her I was Cornelius Brown, and this was my wife Georgia and my sister Evelyn. I told her the reason we hadn't been in to see Harold before was that we were from Arkansas and had just gotten in last night.

She showed us to a private room, and said that Harold would be brought in shortly. As we waited, Sharon asked, {What's with the names, Corny?}

{Best I could do on short notice, George.}

{I'll George you!}

The door opened and the teasing stopped. Harold Johnston was a big man. He stood about 6'2" and weighed at least 225 lbs. Not an ounce of it was fat. Later he confirmed my suspicion that the facility had a good weight room and that he worked out daily.

When we were all seated around the table in the room and the guard had stepped outside the door, Johnston said, "I don't know you people, so why are you here?"

"Can you tell me what happened on September 11, 2001?" I asked. He looked like someone had hit him in the head with a ball bat. "The World Trade Center. You too?"

"Yep to both."

"How have you managed to stay out of a place like this?"

"I learned quickly to keep my mouth shut. Also, I had a family and my new body was only sixteen years old at the time."

 Johnston thought at us.

















Cindi and I both scanned him. When we finished, she nodded, so I asked, 













"Guard," I almost shouted. When he stuck his head inside I said, "We're ready to go now."

"Yes sir, Mr. Brown. If you'll just follow me..."

All four of us got up at once and followed him to the front door. He held it open for us and told us to come back soon.

We walked out to the rental car and headed for the airport. 











I know I had to let out an audible gasp, because everyone whirled to look at me. 













 I said.





















We pulled into the Hertz parking lot, and Sharon fired up the RV while I returned the rental car. When I got back to the RV, it was ready to go.

It wasn't even noon yet, so I called to Missy to alert her we were on our way and that we were bringing Tim with us. {I think you're going to like this guy Missy my love. Would you like for me to introduce you?}

{Sure Mike. You're not trying to trade me off are you?}

{You know better then that, Love. You know how much I love you.}

{Yes I do Mike. Okay, bring him on.}



























 Tim laughed.

Sharon and Cindi did quite a bit of talking with Tim on the drive back to Hayward. While he was busy with them, Missy said, {Mike, I think we have everything thrashed out with the architect. Bonnie and I have spent most of the day with her today. She arranged for a surveyor to survey the property on Monday, and on Tuesday, a crew will come in and start clearing the fence line. We're going to have them clear a twelve foot path from the edge of the property inwards. We'll put the fence in the middle of the cleared area. It will be eight feet high with coiled razor wire on the top. How does that sound?}

{Wow! It sounds like you're moving fast. How did she get someone to bid on the fencing job that quickly?}

{She didn't. We're going to pay for the materials. We'll be paying the members of the crew personally, cash, under the table. We'll also be paying an additional twenty percent of what each man earns to the company they work for, also in cash and under the table. We've told them that a family member will be watching them at all times to insure the job is completed without being padded. The architect tells me we'll get the job done just as inexpensively as if we put it out for bid, and that it will be done faster this way.}

{Why the razor wire?}

{Bonnie insisted. She says, and I agree, that we have had too many strange things happen to us, and she wants to feel safe.}

{I agree completely. If Bonnie hadn't suggested it, I would have. Tomorrow is Sunday. Let's see how many of the family would like to go out and walk the fence line with us. Are you up for it?}

{Hell yes! I've walked around the 140 acres, but not the 200 acres. I'd love to walk it all.}

{Me too,} Cindi put in.

Bonnie and Sharon agreed.



Chapter 6

When we pulled in at the house, the whole family was waiting to meet Tim. Cindi performed the introductions. Bonnie told us dinner would be ready shortly, so the rest of us settled in the living room to talk until it was served.













Sharon, Missy, and Cindi looked at each other and started peeling off their clothes. I just smiled and joined them. Tim was standing there with his mouth hanging open while we undressed. When I was seated in the middle of a couch with Sharon cuddled up to one side and Cindi to the other and with Missy snuggled in my lap, I asked, 







I laughed and the girls giggled. 

I looked over at Sheila and she was blushing up a storm. She saw me looking and winked and started removing her own clothes. I watched her every move, and Missy bit me on the ear. {So, the sexy slut turns you on, huh?} Missy asked.

{Not as much as you do, you lusty wench,} I said as I cupped one of her ass cheeks. I let my hand slide between her cheeks and ran my finger along her pussy lips. The way we were sitting, no one but Sharon could see what I was doing, but Missy let out a gasp that made Tim turn away from the show Sheila was putting on and stare at my pregnant wife.

Missy just smiled at him. Sheila had finished undressing, and she walked sexily over in front of us. 

 I said as she did a slow turn in front of us.

 Sharon told her. 

Sheila giggled and sat on Sharon's lap. She leaned back against me, so Missy leaned over and kissed her. She returned the kiss with feeling, and when they finally broke apart, Missy said, 

While I was watching Missy and Sheila kiss, Ken and his wives decided to strip. I looked over at him and winked. He had a smile from ear to ear as his wives snuggled in to him.

Tim was standing in the middle of the living room, fully clothed. Every one else in the room was as naked as a peeled grape. He was trying to decide if he was going to get naked too, when Bonnie came in from the kitchen wearing a French Maid's apron and nothing else. She just smiled at Tim and said, 

Tim just grinned and started removing his clothes as well.

Dinner went well, and Tim seemed to become more relaxed about being without clothes.  I asked.







 Tim asked.







 Bonnie said.



Everyone but Sheila agreed immediately. Sheila asked, 













 I told him. 













Tim sat, chewing silently, for a long time. 





We took Tim through his first family rapport that evening, and Sheila through her second. When we all finally broke apart, Tim said, 

 I said.



As we were getting ready for bed, Sharon asked me, {Mike, would

you mind if Sheila slept with us tonight?}

{Are you sure that's a good idea love? I sort of figured she'd be joining Ken's group, or maybe even get involved with Tim. I'm not even sure she'd want to sleep with us.}

Sharon laughed. {Oh, but she does. This is her idea. Mike, my poor dumb male, Sheila has been in lust with you since before we ever knew she was following us. One of the main reasons she was thinking of kidnaping you was because she'd have you herself. She thought you were too young to notice her.}

{Okay, but how do the rest of you feel about it?}

{Her and Bonnie and Missy spent almost the entire day today in a link. It wasn't a close rapport link because Missy was working with the architect, but they've become very close. She asked me to deep scan her a while ago, and opened herself up completely. It was a very courageous thing to do. If I had been jealous at all, I'd have kicked her out of the house, but since I'm the sweet, loving, caring, understanding, intelligent, beautiful, sexy person that I am, I was impressed. She's really a very nice person, Mike.}

{I know she's a nice person, Sherry, but what brought this on now?}

{I think it was what you said about her turning you on when you see her nude. I think that's what gave her the courage to ask if she could sleep with us. I also think she wants to establish that she isn't available.}

{Okay,} I said with a sigh, {if this is what you all want, bring her in.}

When the rest of my family came in, Sheila was with them. She snuggled in beside me, and my wives snuggled up to both of us. We didn't make love, but we did go into a deep, close, family rapport. We stayed as closely linked as anyone can possibly get for over an hour. Sheila fit in like she'd been with us forever. The love that flowed between all of us can't be measured, or even described.

When we finally broke the rapport, we exchanged kisses all around, then drifted off into the most restful sleep imaginable.



Sunday, June 10, 1979

{You guys never cease to amaze me,} Sheila said as she cuddled up to Missy and me. {I fully expected to make love to you physically last night. I was looking forward to it; anticipating it. We made love alright, but it was mental instead of physical. When we finally disengaged last night, I was as satisfied sexually as if I'd had a dozen orgasms.}

We each had a cup of coffee, and were sipping as we cuddled and talked. {Just wait until you have an orgasm while you're linked,} Missy told her. {It's so awesome I can't even describe it. The first few times it happened to me, I passed out from the intensity of the feeling. I still pass out at times.}

{Wow!}

{Yes, wow!} I said. {You know, men were cheated in the orgasm department. Yes, it feels great, but only for a few seconds. Being able to feel my wives' orgasms as they have them has opened up a whole new world for me. Ken tells me he feels the same way. It's too bad we can't share this with everyone. I think the human race would be enriched if everyone could experience what we experience.}

{Amen,} Sharon said as she came in with her own cup of coffee. {It's too bad there are people like Hunt and Andrews, who spoil it for everyone.}

{Sheila, I know that before you couldn't deep scan anyone. Now that you can, you should pick half a dozen people at random, outside the family, and scan them,} I said. {It's a shame, but the majority of them would misuse the abilities we have. You know, if we, as a group, wanted to, we could rule the world. I'm serious. Think about it. It's only the integrity of each member of the group that prevent us from becoming monsters. Too many people in this world don't have that much integrity.}

I waited until we had finished our second cup of coffee then asked, {Cindi, my love, are you awake?}

{Yeah, I'm awake Mike. Just not capable of standing up yet.}

{Can you get yourself capable and roust everyone out? We'd like to walk around the boundaries of the property this morning.}

{Yeah. I'll force myself,} she said with a giggle. {Can we go naked on our walk?}

{You can if you want, Hon, but I'm afraid the briars and things will cut up those pretty tits of yours.}

{Oh God! It's not going to be any fun if we can't go nude out there.}

{After we're living there, maybe even before, we can clear trails so that your pretty skin will remain unscarred. The you can go nude any time you want.}

{Mike, we need to be back by 2:00 PM,} Sheila told me. 

{Okay, Cindi. You heard the lady. Get your pretty butt moving.}



This property is fantastic. It is mostly wooded. The trees are primarily live oak and pine, but there is a smattering of other types as well. There are also clearings that would be perfect for picnics or just sun bathing.

Both properties had been surveyed recently, so we were able to find most of the stakes. Going around 340 acres is really quite a hike. We managed to make it around with time to spare though.

Marj and Fred Colbert showed up at the house right on time. I've always had a thing about being on time, so I must admit, I was impressed. They brought their daughter, Jude, with them since they said she would probably be helping them with the work.

Marj was a large woman. Around 5'9" tall, and 180 lbs. She had broad shoulders and muscular arms and looked like she could bench press 300 lbs. She had an outgoing personality and a quick wit. Her face was rather plain, but her smile would light up a room.

Fred was about the same height as his wife, and weighed about twenty pounds less than she did. His left arm had been damaged at birth, and was somewhat smaller than his right one. His left elbow was bent at a forty-five degree an off of vertical, and didn't move at all. His hand seemed to function nearly normally though.

Where Jude got her looks, I'll never know. She was of medium height, with dark brown hair and hazel eyes. She had a figure that would stop traffic, but seemed totally unaware of it. Where Marj was outgoing, almost bubbly, Jude was quiet and even shy. She didn't say much, but when she did talk, what she said was well thought out.

Bonnie and Thelma were carrying the interview from our side, and I was just listening. I decided to scan each of them to see if there were any problems. Marj appeared to be mentally just what she seemed.

Fred had some problems linked to his handicap, but compensated for them well.

When I started to scan Jude, her head popped up and she looked me directly in the eye. I immediately stopped what I was doing and she smiled and thought, directly at me, 

























Cindi came bouncing in and plopped on my lap. Marj and Fred both looked at her appreciatively, then went back to talking with Bonnie and Thelma.



 Cindi giggled. 

Jude giggled too then said, 







 I told her. 











 Cindi told her. 







 Cindi giggled.



 Jude asked Cindi.

 Cindi giggled. 

Jude blushed and giggled in return. 





 Bonnie said. 



 both of them said.

"Marj and Fred. I have a question for you. Bonnie, Sharon, Missy, Cindi and I are married to each other. Ken, Thelma, Beth, and Melly are married to each other. Will our plural marriages bother you?"

"Whew!" Marj said. "That's an entirely new concept to me. I don't think it bothers me though. I've always felt you can love more than one person at a time, so why shouldn't you be able to marry more than one person at a time. What about you, Fred."

Fred laughed. "Hey, I'm a guy. If I were around all of these beautiful women all the time, I'd want to be married to all of them as well. As it is, it's probably better they are all married. That way I won't get myself into trouble. I'll know they're already taken."

 Bonnie said. 



"Marj and Fred, we like you guys. We're prepared to offer you the job if you're interested," Bonnie said.

Marj looked at Fred then said, "Oh, we're interested. There are a few questions we'll want to ask first though. First, what does it pay? Second, how big is your new place going to be? Third, are we expected to wear clothing, or are we expected to be nude? Are there any medical benefits? I guess that's all."

"This is a big house. There are going to be sixteen bedrooms, including yours if you'd like to live in. We were thinking of paying you twice what you're making now, but that's negotiable. There is first rate medical coverage, since we'll be using the same package as we use for our employees at work. As for how you dress, that's up to you. We don't care if you're clothed all of the time or nude all of the time, or some combination of the two."

"This sounds almost too good to be true. When would you want us to start?"

"Any time you want. The house won't be ready for three or four months, but you can start here if you'd like. It might be a little crowded at first. There are a couple of rooms over the garage you could use. They are heated, but there's no plumbing. You'd have to use the downstairs bathroom here in the house."

"You wouldn't mind that?"

"Not at all. In fact, we'd like for you to start as soon as you'd like. We might even be able to make use of you guys in getting the other place ready to move into."

"We'll have to give a week's notice at work, so we could start working here a week from Monday. We'll have to pay rent through the end of July."

"Marj, we'll pay your last month's rent if you'd like to move in before that. We'll also pay for a storage unit to store your things. We want to make this as easy as we can on you."

"You guys are too much. Thank you so much for hiring us. I guess we should get going. We have a lot of things to plan for. Are you ready, Jude?"

"Mom, I'd like to stay here if you don't mind. Cindi and I have a lot in common, and I'd like to get to know her better. She's younger than I am and has already finished high school. I'd like to find out how to do that too."

"I don't know Jude. I don't want you bothering them."

"It wouldn't be a bother Marj," Bonnie told her. "There's an open bedroom for her, so that wouldn't be a problem. She can help with the cooking, so it'll be even easier than if she wasn't here."

"Okay. Jude, you behave yourself," Marj said as she and Fred got ready to leave.



We were sitting around after dinner, talking to the new members of the group when Sheila came over and sat on my lap.  she told me.

To say I was shocked was an understatement.  I asked.





Chapter 7

Monday, June 11, 1979

Missy was snuggled on my lap as we were having our first cup of coffee. I had my arm around her and was gently caressing her right nipple. There was nothing sexual about it on either of our parts, just gentle loving. {You know the reason I'm pushing so hard on the new house, don't you?} she asked me.

{I figure it has something to do with what you have in here, } I said as I gently rubbed her lower abdomen.

{Got it in one, } she giggled. {I've made myself the real estate expert around here, and I want the house finished before I start blimping up.}

{You're going to be such a beautiful blimp, } I said with a grin

{Are you still going to think I'm beautiful when I weigh a thousand pounds?} she asked.

{Maybe not if you weigh a thousand pounds, but if you're big from carrying our baby, I'm going to think you're the most beautiful woman in the world.}

Missy sighed and snuggled in. {I'm so happy about this Mike. Have you looked at our fetus yet? I've been watching it every day. It's still microscopic, but I can tell it's growing.}

{No, I haven't, Darling. I think I'll wait another week or two. Maybe by then, he'll have a little definition. I'm so happy you're keeping a close watch though.}

{It's so amazing to watch it grow. The good part is, I'm going to be able to tell at all stages of growth if he or she is healthy. I should also be able to figure out what he needs if there is something lacking in my diet.}

{When will you go to a doctor the first time?}



{Is that a good idea, Sweetheart? What if something goes wrong during the delivery? I know you can completely control your body, but what if something knocks you out?}



{Who's going to poop?} Sharon asked as she came into the room.

{No one, Sharon. I was just telling Mike that having a baby was going to be as easy as taking a poop.}

{You really think so, Sis?}



You could see the gears turning in Sharon's head as she poured herself a cup of coffee. {You know, you're probably right. We'll all help of course.}

{I knew you would.}

{Girls, did I miss something with Sheila? I was under the impression she was wanting to become part of our marriage.}

{I'm sorry, Mike. I knew she was going to spend a night with each of us. I guess I should have said something, } Sharon said. {Will it bother you if she hooks up with Ken or Tim?}

{No... I don't think that will bother me at all. I was never in love with Sheila, and from what you told me the other day, she was more in lust with me. That she can find with either Ken or Tim.}

{So, what do you think of Jude?} Missy asked.

{I did a deep scan on her, with her cooperation. The first time I tried to do the deep scan, she caught me. She told me mentally that it wasn't polite to scan someone without their permission. I was as embarrassed as I could get. Cindi scanned her without her knowing it though. Then she invited me in to scan her, so I did.}

{Sometimes I think our little Cindi can do anything, } Missy said. {I'd sure hate to have her for an enemy.}

{I suspect that Jude may be nearly as strong as Cindi, } I told them.

{She's a complete natural like Cindi is. Could you imagine what it'd be like if they paired up?}

{Awesome!}

{So, what's on the agenda for today?} I asked Missy.

Before she could answer, Jude walked in, as naked as the rest of us.

 she asked.

 Sharon told her. 

 I told her.

 she told us. 

 Missy told her. 



 Sharon said.



 I told her. 



 Sharon told her.



 Missy told her.



Sharon and Missy smiled at each other then set up a family type link.

They showed Jude how to join in, and we sat, linked, for half an hour or so. When we broke it up, Jude said, 

 Sharon told her.  Sharon giggled. 

Jude blushed and said, 

 Missy said. 



 Sharon told her.

 Jude asked.











Everyone agreed that it would be extremely difficult to live with a full time telepath with Jude's abilities without her being a family member. No one had any objections.

"Jude, you can come back in now."











 I asked. 





I leaned back and relaxed. I could feel her enter my mind, and I opened up completely. She was good. Her touch was as light as a feather, and I have no doubt she was letting her presence be known. If she had wanted to do this surreptitiously, I'm sure I wouldn't have known she was there at all. She took a long time with it, but I wasn't concerned.



 Missy told her.







Jude blushed and Missy laughed.  Missy told her. 

 Sharon told her. 





 Jude said.

 I asked.

All three of them broke into giggles. I warned of the tickle monster, but none of them paid me any attention. Finally, I asked, 



I did and I did. It didn't have to be increased much in size, but I brought it up to the size of Cindi's instead of just increasing it slightly.

 I said. I went on to explain the additional benefits she would be receiving from this change.

The rest of the family was up and around now, so the four of us started fixing breakfast for everyone. When Tim came in, I was gobsmacked. He looked nothing like he had the day before. His hair was a lighter shade. His face, which had been rather plain before was now ruggedly handsome.

I was standing there looking at him with my mouth hanging open when Sheila started to giggle.  she said. 

 I said.

 he told me. 







I asked Sheila if she'd take Tim to the DMV to get a driver's license in his new name, and she agreed. Cindi said she'd go with them to make sure everything went okay.



Most of the family went into work for a while. We hadn't been there long when Howser from the SEC came barging into the office, unannounced, with two burly US Marshals in tow.

"You're under arrest, Mr. Green," He nearly shouted before I could even protest his forcing his way in.

"Under arrest for what?" I asked.



"For breaking Harold Johnston out of the mental institution in L.A.," he told me. He looked over at Sharon and said, "This one too."

"Just a damned minute," I said. "What makes you think I broke someone out of a mental institution?"

"This here," he said, holding up a video cassette. "This clearly shows you holding the door open for Johnston to leave the building."

 I asked.

I didn't get an answer, but I didn't really expect one. The marshals were putting handcuffs on me when I saw Howser throw the cassette on the floor.

"What are you doing?" one of the officers asked.

"The damned thing got hot," Howser said. He reached out a hand and gingerly touched it. Not feeling any heat, he picked it up again, then his mouth fell open. "The damned tape's melted," he screamed. "What the fuck is going on here?"

"Mr. Howser. This is my wife. Please watch your language in front of her," I said.

The marshal that was putting the cuffs on me took them off. "Mr. Howser, you have no evidence these are the people who took Johnston out of the facility. There were two people who saw them and their descriptions were poles apart. I will not arrest them on your say so alone, because of a possible false arrest suit."

"You fucking sons of bitches! How the fuck did you cause that tape to melt? I'm going to get your sorry asses for this."

"Officer, is there any way we can calm this man down? My wife isn't used to hearing the 'F' word thrown around like that, and I find it offensive myself."

"Mr. Howser, I think it's time you calmed down. We were holding on to Mr. Green and his wife when the tape melted. The other young lady was clear across the room from it. I think it's time we apologize to Mr. and Mrs. Green and leave."

"Bullshit! I'll leave when I'm good and ready!"

"Mr. Howser, if you don't come with us, quietly, right now, I'm going to arrest you for disturbing the peace."

Howser stared at the officer for a few seconds, then went stomping out.

"I'm sorry Mr. Green. No one but Howser saw the tape that I know of. It's apparent he has something against you, so it makes me wonder what the tape actually showed. We'll let ourselves out."



 I asked after everyone was out of my office.

 Jude said. 





 I said.

She came over to me, and I pulled her down into my lap. I put my arms around her and she snuggled in. I just held her for several minutes without saying anything. When her shaking stopped, I kissed her on the forehead and said, 

She turned her face up to me and kissed me soundly. 





Later, at home, we were all talking about what had happened.  Bonnie said. 





 I said. 

Jude was snuggled on my lap again, This time she was as naked as a newborn. 

 I asked.





 she giggled.

What could I do? I gently started caressing her left breast, cupping and squeezing. Jude sighed and snuggled in closer.



Later that night, as Missy and I were making love to Sharon, and Cindi was munching on Bonnie's pussy, Missy asked, {So what are we going to do about Jude?}

{What do you mean?} I asked.

{Duh... Michael, she's already said she loves you. She obviously wants to make love to you. I'm pretty sure she wants to marry you. I just don't know if she wants to marry all of us.}

{After what happened today, I'll have to admit that I love her too. How do you guys feel about her?}

{I'd probably feel better about her if you were paying more attention to what you're supposed to be doing to me, } Sharon panted. {Just imagine it's Jude's pussy you're plowing right now.}

{Mike, she is a wonderful young lady, } Bonnie said. {I have to agree that her helping out today has increased my feelings for her dramatically.}

{I was in love with her even before today, Mike, } Missy told me. {She's so much like Cindi it's scary, and I love Cindi with all of my heart.}

 Cindi said, her mouth still busy with Bonnie's pussy, and her tongue going ninety miles an hour. {She is a lot like me. We've done some deep scans of each other and it's amazing. I think she's going to be a horny slut as well, so I say let's marry her.}



Chapter 8

Tuesday, June 12, 1979

Missy and I were doing our normal morning snuggle, sipping on our first cup of coffee, when Jude came into the kitchen. She poured herself a cup and came over by where Missy and I were cuddling. Missy moved over onto one of my legs, opening the other one up for Jude.

Instead of sitting across my leg like Missy was doing, she straddled it, facing me. Her bare pussy was tight against my leg as she leaned into us. She put one arm around me and the other around Missy and said, 

 Missy said.

{Missy, close rapport?}

{Yes!}

We didn't warn her, just brought her gently into the close rapport we share in our marriage. We felt wonder, love, hope, lust, and trust all at once. We shared our feelings and emotions with her as fully as we shared them with each other. I didn't want to overwhelm her completely, so I cut it off after a few minutes.

{Jude, this is the channel we use for our marriage. The rapport we were just in is the rapport we share every day.}

{I never knew it could be like that. Mike and Missy, I love you so much I can't stand it.}

{We could feel that in the rapport, Jude, just like you could feel our love for you. When the rest of us are awake, we'll all go into rapport together, and you'll be able to feel what all of us feel for you. It is an awesome thing.}

{Oh God, yes! It is awesome. Mike, I'm not married to you guys. Why did you share that with me?}

{Because, my love, we are asking you if you would like to be married to us.}

{Yes! Yes! Yes! Yes! Yes! One yes for each of you! I just don't know how I've made it this far without you all.}

{Honey, we all felt that way after we experienced what you just did, } I said.

{What did she just experience?} Sharon asked as she came in and poured herself a cup.

{Only the most wonderful thing in the world, } Jude said.

{We just shared our close rapport with her, } I said.

{The one that is just for our marriage partners?} Sharon asked.

{Yep.}

{Does that mean?... }

{I said yes to all five of you, } Jude said.

Sharon pulled Jude into a hug, then kissed her passionately. {Welcome to our marriage, } she said. {We'll have the ceremony tomorrow if that's okay with you, Jude}

{Can't we do it today?}

Sharon laughed. {No, my love. We have the ceremony at sunrise, to symbolize the beginning. We'll need to wait until tomorrow. That's just the ceremony though. As soon as you said yes, you are married to us.}

{Who's married to us?} Bonnie asked as she came in. {Is it the beautiful little girl we were talking about last night?}

{Yes, Bonnie, } Jude bubbled.

Bonnie gave Jude a hug and a kiss of welcome then asked, {How are your mother and father going to feel about this?}

Jude's face fell, and she looked sober. {I hadn't even thought about them, } she said. {I don't think they'll object though. Mom and Dad married early. He was eighteen and she was sixteen. Once they see how happy I am, I don't think they'll have a problem with it.}

{Do you think you should ask them first?} Bonnie asked.

{No, but I think I should tell them first. I'm not going to let them control me on this, but they do deserve to know before I actually do it.}

{I'll take you to talk with them later, } Missy said. {I don't really have anything to do in at work today.}

{Jude, I don't know if financial security for you is something they worry about or not, but you might tell them that you will be very secure, } I told her.

Jude laughed. {I think they should know that if we are going to be living in a sixteen bedroom house.}

{That's nothing love, } Bonnie told her. {By the end of the year, we should be worth somewhere around two hundred forty million dollars.}

Jude just sat there with her mouth open. Finally she said, {And, you want to marry me?}

{Yes, we do, Jude. Five years ago my father died. We wondered how we were going to make it. Bonnie had to go to work to help support us. When I woke up in Mike's body, all the money the family had was a hundred thousand dad had saved toward our college fund. We have earned every bit of the rest of it since then. Money doesn't matter to us any more. We have enough to last us for many, many years. Love is the important thing. Love and people. You are one of the easiest to love people we have ever met.}

{You all feel that way about me?} Jude asked.

{We talked it over last night, Sweetheart. Everyone agreed. I will say Sharon was a little pissed off we were talking about it when we did though.}

{Why were you pissed off, Sharon?} Jude asked, a look of concern on her face.

{Jude, Mike and I were making love. He was inside me, balls deep, and then he started talking about marrying you. He totally forgot what he was supposed to be doing to me. I had to prod him to get him going again. I told him to pretend it was you he was making love to.}

Jude was blushing a lovely shade of red when I said, {Sharon, my first love, you know I never have to think of anyone but you when I'm making love to you.}

{Yes, I do, Mike. I was just teasing him, Jude.}




Since none of us got much done at work yesterday, Bonnie, Sharon, Cindi and I went in this morning. Cindi went in mainly to talk with Ann.

Sharon, Tim, Ken, and I were talking about investments when the receptionist announced that Mr. Howser from the SEC was here. I told her to send him in and said to the family, 

As the receptionist was showing him into the office, Cindi said, 



"Good morning, Mr. Howser," I said. "What can we do for you today?"

Howser snarled his lip and said, "Green, I want you to know I saw you and your slut here on that tape. I don't know what you've done with Johnston, but I'm going to find out."

Tim shifted uncomfortably, so I told him mentally to relax and that there was no way Howser could recognize him. "Mr. Howser, I've always been polite with you, even though I think you are harassing us. You are not going to come into my office and insult my wife though. You are welcome to look around, but I will be reporting your words and actions to your supervisor."

"Like hell you will!" Howser said as he pulled the gun out of his jacket.

 Cindi told me.







 Bonnie asked.



"Mr. Howser, if you shoot me, you'll go to jail for the rest of your life. Do you really want that?"

"It might be worth it just to be rid of you. You've driven me crazy over the last three years trying to figure out how you're working this trading scam. Now, you waltz into a mental institution and waltz back out with one of the inmates. You're not going to get away with this shit!"

"So, what are you going to do Mr. Howser?"

Howser's laugh was almost maniacal, "First I'm going to shoot you in the left knee. Then I'm going to ask you how you're working this trading scam. Then, if I don't believe your answer, I'm going to shoot you in the right knee. If I do believe you, I'm going to shoot you in the right knee and ask you where Johnston is. If you tell me, and I believe you, then you're off the hook. If you won't tell me or I don't believe you, I'm going to shoot you in the nuts."







"Get up, Green and walk around in front of your desk," Howser commanded.

I did just as he asked. I leaned back against the front of my desk as two policemen burst through the door of my office. You could see Howser pulling the trigger and hear the hammer hitting the useless firing pin as he pointed the gun at me.

The first policeman yelled, "Freeze! Drop the gun!", as they pointed their weapons at Howser.

Howser whirled, facing the officers, still pulling the trigger. Three shots quickly rang out from the officer's weapons, and Howser was laying on the floor. The officers approached him cautiously, took his gun, and rolled him over. He was quite obviously dead.

The older of the two officers approached me then said, "I'm officer Gannon. I'm sorry this had to happen, Mr. Green."

"So am I, officer. I think the man went off the deep end. I have no idea why he seemed to hate us so much."

"He said something about a trading scam. What did he mean by that?"

"We've had some very good luck in the stock market over the last few years. Howser had it in his head that we were doing something wrong. He has investigated us six times in the last three years. We aren't doing anything wrong, so he didn't find anything. Evidently he was obsessed with trying to prove that we are. I understand, from what he told me, that he had the same fixation on another person a few years ago, and actually drove the poor man insane. Evidently the man recently escaped from the asylum they had him in, and so he brought two federal marshals in here yesterday claiming I had helped the man escape."

"Why haven't you reported him to his supervisors before this?"

"Our lawyers have filed several complaints with the SEC, which is the organization he worked for. Nothing has come of the complaints."

"It sounds like he was abusing his powers, Mr. Green. Bringing a gun in here and making the statements he did clearly show that he was unbalanced. I shouldn't say this, but if I were you, I'd be on the phone to my attorney as soon as we leave here."

The officers told us that it was going to take quite some time for them to get the medical examiner in and get all of the photos and everything else taken care of. I asked if we could leave the building, and after taking our home information they told us to go ahead.

We went to Bonnie's office first, and she glued herself to me.  she sobbed into my shoulder.

 I said.









 she told me.



Cindi giggled, and everyone smiled at her. The entire family left the office and went home.



When we got there, I was wiped out. I don't know that it was fear so much, because after Cindi told me she had disabled Howser's gun, I really wasn't afraid, or at least not much. I think it was more of a reaction to the hatred I felt coming off of him in waves. Whatever the reason, I went straight to the bedroom and collapsed across the bed, still fully clothed.

I must have fallen asleep because I awoke some time later, but now I was undressed. Sharon was snuggled to one side of me and Bonnie was snuggled to the other. I jumped when I awoke, and Sharon ran her hand up and down my chest making cooing sounds, while Bonnie kept assuring me everything was okay.

{Cindi, Missy, Jude, could you come in here please?} Bonnie called out. Within seconds all three of them were on the bed as well. Cindi pulled us into a close rapport, and I just let go. It had been years since I cried, but I cried now.

My tears weren't for Howser, or even for me. They weren't for what had happened, but for what could have happened. I cried because it would have been so easy for Bonnie or Sharon or Missy or Cindi or Jude to have been hurt or killed.

I cried because some people don't put a high enough value on human life. I cried because there is so much hatred in the world. I cried.

My wonderful spouses stayed with me through the whole thing. They shared my sorrow and my fear. They shared the joy I felt that we had all come through it safely. They absorbed my pain and returned love.

When my crying stopped, we stayed in rapport. I basked in the love of my family. When we had arrived home, I had felt empty. Now I felt whole again.



We ate a good dinner, which Thelma had prepared, and sat around afterwards and talked. The whole family had been upset about what had happened and everyone needed to get it out of their systems.

I was sitting between Sharon and Missy, talking with Tim about Howser, when Jude came over and sat on my lap. {If I hadn't loved you before, I would certainly love you now, } she told me. {I have never met a more compassionate, loving person in my life.}

{Thank you, Jude. Did you get to talk to your parents?}

{Yes, we were talking to them when Howser came in to your office.}

{So, are you going to keep me on pins and needles? What did they say?}

{Well... They were against it at first. They mentioned how young I am and how unconventional a group marriage is and how I've only known you guys a few days. Missy and I talked to them for quite a while, and they finally started to come around. I don't think they're thrilled about it, but they've given their approval.}

{Fantastic!} I said.

Missy and Sharon both gave me a dig in the ribs with their elbows.

{They seem to think I can just walk away from it if I don't like it. I let them think that. To me, Mike, just like the rest of you, this is a lifetime commitment.}

{Yes, it is a lifetime commitment, but your mother is right, too. If anyone decided they wanted out, they could go. The only thing is, as close as we all are, I don't think any of us would ever want out.}

{Exactly. After experiencing the rapport we had this morning, I could never leave. I love you all dearly.}



Wednesday, June 13, 1979

Our wedding ceremony to Jude was every bit as moving an experience as when the rest of us wed. There were tears in all of our eyes when we hugged after exchanging our vows. We went back into the house and went into rapport until the other family members started coming in.

 Missy told us. 

 Thelma asked.



 Thelma said.



Bonnie and Missy needed to go into work, but the rest of us were free, so Sharon, Cindi, Jude and I decided to go to the beach for the day. The girls busied themselves making a picnic lunch while I loaded the car with a beach umbrella, chairs, towels, and everything else I could think of we might need. By the time the car was packed, there was barely room for the passengers.

We went up highway 1 to a clothing optional beach we found last year. Of course my exhibitionist wives chose to not wear any. There had to be two or three times as many men on the beach as there were women when we got there, so we soon became the center of attention.

I can't say I blame the guys who were there hitting on my wives, but it did put me out a little. The first one who came up had a Johnson that hung half way to his knees even when it was flaccid. He introduced himself to Sharon and asked if she'd like to go for a swim.

Sharon politely refused, but he hung around, trying to make conversation, anyway. She let this go on for a few minutes then explained to him that she was a married lady and just not interested. I have to admit, he took it well. He excused himself and left.

A few minutes later we saw him talking to another guy. This was one of those surfer types. Blonde hair, blue eyes, and a tan he had to work on 24/7. {Want to bet he's next?} I asked my lovlies.

{He won't get anywhere either, } Sharon said.

{Sweetheart, he's going to go after either Cindi or Jude. Probably Jude, because she looks older.}

It wasn't but a few minutes later that the surfer dude approached us. He introduced himself to Jude and asked her for a swim. Jude also politely refused him and explained that she was married.

Surfer Dude looked Cindi up and down. As he did so, Cindi moved into a position where her pussy was fully exposed, and opened. His eyes were focused on her pussy when he asked her if she'd like to swim.

"I'd love to!" she enthused. Cindi turned toward me and asked in her best little girl voice, "Daddy, is it okay if I go swimming with this nice man?"

"Well..." I said. "I suppose it's okay. I think you should tell him how old you are first though."

The guy's eyes hadn't left Cindi's pussy until I mentioned age. "Shit Dad, you spoil all my fun. So what if I'm only twelve years old."

The guy was gone before she could even finish her sentence. I broke out laughing, and the girls had a giggle fit. When I had control of myself again, I could see the two guys staring at us. I'm sure they wondered if we were telling them the truth, or had just made something up to get rid of them.

No one else came over that afternoon, although every man under the age of a hundred made trips by us to enjoy the view. I can't say that I blame them.

Missy called us mentally around three o'clock. {Guys, I have the drawing and I'm heading home with it. Are you guys about through on the beach?}

The girls were packing things up before I could even answer. {On our way, Honey. It seems we're all anxious to see it.}



God, what they had pictured was beautiful. The house was shaped in a "T", but you couldn't see the leg of the "T" from the front. You could tell by looking at it that it was huge. There was stone along the bottom of the entire front and columns of stone spaced along the entire front as well. The living room and dining room were side by side, with the living room being on the left.

The front of the living room and dining room was entirely glass above the stone base. The rest of the front was covered in cedar, with large windows in each of the rooms.

Just to the left of the living room was the main entrance. This led into an entry hall that was at least twelve feet wide. Straight back from the entry hall was a hallway leading to the garage. Off this hallway was the guest bath. To the left of the entry was another hallway leading to the four guest bedrooms.

The leg of the "T" was a six car garage, with the doors opening on the side of the guest bedrooms. There was room to park an additional six to eight cars in the paved area in front of the garage, without blocking the doors.

On the other side of the leg of the "T" was the pool, hot tub, sauna and cold plunge. There was also a patio with lots of room for picnic tables and lounges.

The married apartments were just as we asked for them to be.

 Missy told us.

 Ken said. 

 Missy said. 

 I asked.









Everyone congratulated Missy on what she had done. Several asked questions, but no one had any complaints. Missy called the architect and told her to start the project.



Well, tonight was the night to consummate our marriage to Jude. I must say, she looked beautiful, as she came into the bedroom with Cindi and Missy. Bonnie and Sharon had opted to spend the night in the bedroom Jude had been using to give us more room.

When they were close to the bed, Cindi and Missy undressed her and gently laid her back on the bed. We shared a tender kiss, which rapidly turned into a passionate one.

When I started carressing Jude and fondling her breasts, she gasped and tried to push her left breast harder into my hand. I gave her the pressure she was searching for and she sighed.

Missy took over kissing her as I moved down to suckle on her breasts. I treated them like the precious jewels they were, worshiping them with my hands and tongue. I moved from one to the other, then back again. When Missy moved down and went for the breast opposite the one I was working on, Jude had her first climax induced by someone other than herself.

After we'd worked over her breasts until she had her second, even stronger, orgasm, I started moving downward. My God, the taste and smell of that sweet young pussy was as good as any I have ever had. I feasted on her for several minutes, during which she had at least two orgasms, then I felt Missy joining me. I moved to one side, licking up and down her lips then Missy started mimicing my movements on the other side. We continued this for a few minutes then I started working my way back up.

After a brief pause at her suculent nipples, I moved back to her neck and then to her lips. I was kissing her as she had her biggest orgasm yet. It was so intense that she passed out for a few minutes.

We immediately moved back to either side of Jude, cuddling her and reassuring her with caresses and kisses. As she opened her eyes, she had a smile as big as Texas.

{I had read about great sex, but I never really believed in it. This was like finding out Santa Clause is real after all.}

Missy laughed then said, {Sweety, this was just foreplay. The great sex is yet to come.}

{I don't know if I could take anything that felt any better than this.}

I leaned over and kissed her. She returned the kiss with a fire and passion I had only felt with Missy and Sharon. After kissing for several minutes, I could have kept on for hours, she pulled me on top of her. {I want you inside of me. I need you so badly. Please come in me now.}

I entered her slowly, pausing frequently. She was a virgin and I could tell that from the feel and the tightness of her sweet body. When our pubic hair had finally meshed, I stopped to allow her to get used to the feel of me. She was smiling as she looked into my eyes. {Hnnnn, it's nice to be able to feel what you feel as well as what I feel. I can feel your excitment, and the pleasure you feel from the sensations as you slid into me. I can feel how pleased you are with my body. I know that a woman always wonders if she's pretty enough or exciting enough for her partner. She always wonders if she is making him feel good or if he's just going through the motions and wondering how he's going to get out of this one. I know without a doubt I don't have to worry about any of those things.}

I had to agree with her, but I knew the next time would be even better.



Chapter 9

Monday, September 10, 1979

I was gently rubbing Missy's tummy as we were having our morning snuggle. She was just starting to show a slight rounding that would become our first child. She was content and we were in rapport.

{How's the house coming?} I asked her.

{It's coming along better than I thought it would, Mike. The contractor is telling me two to three more weeks before we can move in, but what they have already is impressive.}

{I haven't been out there in almost a month, but it was impressive then. You know, when we first looked at the drawings, I didn't have a feel of how big the place really is.}

{Oh, Honey, you should see it now. The outside is basically finished. I didn't get a feel for it either until recently. The architect is good. The three sections of the house are very distinct, but blend together nicely. The guest area is single story. The living room and dining room area are a story and a half high, and the apartments are two stories. The three roof lines separate, but cedar, stone, and glass across the front make it blend. It is absolutely beautiful.}

{Is it going to bother you, being away from the construction for a couple of weeks?}

{No. Beth and Thelma know what we want, and they can always contact us if they have a question. I don't want to postpone our vacation, because I will soon be past the point where I want to do a lot of traveling.}

{You've got a fat belly now, Sis, } Jude said as she poured herself a cup of coffee and joined us. She pushed Missy over and claimed part of my lap.

{At least I don't have the grand canyon between my butt cheeks, } Missy retorted with a smile.

My beautiful young ladies kissed, then each of them kissed me.

{Now, ladies, do I have to spank some butts so that you'll play nice?} I asked.

{You can't spank me, } Missy said, sticking her tongue out at me. {I'm pregnant. Besides, my beautiful sister/wife has a lot more butt to spank than I do.}

{Jude, do you think tickling the mother would hurt a baby?} I asked.

{Actually, I've heard that tickling a mother is very good for a baby. Do you think we should hold her down and see if we can tickle her until she pees on herself?}

{The only problem is, she might pee on us too. Kinky.}

{Yeah, I'm not into water sports. Maybe we could put a diaper on her before we started.}

{Yeah, and some of those little rubber training panties.}

{Cool!}

{You guys are enjoying this far too much, } Missy told us. {Why don't you just love me instead?}

{That's easy enough to do, } Jude agreed.

{Absolutely, } I added.

{Missy, do you know if it's a boy or a girl yet?} Jude asked.

{No, Jude. he/she hasn't made up his/her mind yet. I'll let everyone know as soon as he/she decides. I've read that the sex of a fetus can be determined as early as ten weeks. I'm sure the clues are there, I just don't know how to read them.}

{Are you ladies all packed and ready to go?} I asked.

{Packed and loaded, } Missy told me. {We loaded everything into the RV last night while you were having fun with Cindi. We even packed and loaded your stuff.}

{I appreciate it, Missy, but you know I am capable of packing for myself. When I was George, I traveled for years for work and I always packed for myself.}

{Yes, but now you're Mike, and you have five wives to take care of you. Relax and enjoy it, } Jude told me.



Everyone was up and moving by eight AM, and we were on the road by nine. It was a beautiful day for traveling. The sun was shining and the temperature was mild. I started out driving, and Bonnie took over after we passed Sacramento.

The plan was to go over through most of Nevada, then turn north into Idaho, and on into Montana. I had heard that Montana was one of the most beautiful states in the country, and I wanted to see it for myself.

We stopped for a late lunch in Reno and enjoyed ourselves thoroughly. Bonnie and Sharon blew about a hundred dollars each in the slot machines while Missy, Jude, Cindi and I offered words of encouragement and rude comments. After lunch, we drove on to Battle Mountain, where we decided to spend the night.



Tuesday, September 18, 1979

We took off this morning and Missy drove to Wells, where we were going to turn north on highway 93. We pulled into Wells around noon, and since we didn't see anywhere we'd like to have lunch, we pulled into a grocery store parking lot and fixed our own.

Bonnie said she wouldn't mind picking up a few things at the store, so it ended up with all of us going in. A few things turned into enough to feed an army and I wondered where we were going to store it all.

We finally got back on the road and made our turn onto 93. We hadn't gone five miles when I saw a young woman hitch hiking on our side of the road. I was driving and Cindi was riding shotgun. I don't normally pick up hitch hikers, but Cindi looked at me and asked, {Can we pick her up, Mike. She's in trouble.}

I started slowing the RV and ended up a couple of hundred feet past her. {If you guys are naked, could you get dressed please? I'm picking up a hitch hiker.}

{We're still dressed, Mike, } Bonnie informed me.

The young woman came running up to Cindi's side of the RV and Cindi put her window down. "How far are you going?" the woman asked.

"All the way into Montana," Cindi told her. "Come to the door on the side and I'll let you in."

Cindi let her in and I took off again. I had only been driving about fifteen minutes when Bonnie said, {Mike can you find a place to pull over and come back here please? This woman has problems, and I think you should hear them.}

I found a place to park the RV and went back into the living room.

"This is Angie Mullet, Mike. Angie, this is Mike."

"Hi Angie. It's nice to meet you."

"Hi Mike."

"Mike, Angie was telling us about what has been going on with her family, and I'd like for her to repeat it for you. Would you do that, Angie? Maybe we can help."

"Sure, Bonnie, but I don't know what anyone can do to help. I'm a junior at Stanford, majoring in law. My parents live in a little town called Rogerson, just inside the Idaho border. Dad was the police chief, which is no big thing since he only had two officers under him."

Angie took a sip of her soda and went on. "I always talk to my parents on the phone once a week. It was three weeks ago when I noticed Dad sounded a little tense. I asked him about it and he said it was because they had two young girls turn up missing in the last month. He said they didn't have any leads, and that it was really bothering him. One of the girls, who had just disappeared a couple of days before was a daughter of a friend of his."

She paused, so I said, "Angie, that would shake anyone up. Did he find out anything?"

"I don't know, Mike. Two weeks ago he was still sounding bad. He said he still didn't have any leads. When I talked with him last week he sounded more angry than anything else. He told me he was tracking down a lead that looked promising, but he wouldn't know anything for a few days. I would have called them again today, but night before last I got a call from Mom. She said that Dad had been shot as he was leaving a lodge meeting. He died before they could get him to the hospital." She broke down and sobbed for a few minutes. Bonnie put her arm around Angie's shoulder and held her until she stopped.

When she had calmed down a little I asked, "So you really don't know if he was killed because of something he found out, or if it was something completely different, right?"

"That's right, Mike. I have no idea why anyone would want to kill him though. There's almost no crime in Rogerson. Dad liked to brag the he was responsible for that. About the only person he ever arrested was old Joe Hobson. Joe likes to get drunk when his Social Security check comes in, and then he tries to pick a fight with all the young bucks in Kelly's bar. Dad would arrest him, then let him go the next morning after he had sobered up."

"Could it have been someone from one of the bigger towns around?"

"I guess it could, but it's unlikely. The only bigger town that's close is Twin Falls, and it's not all that big."

{What do you think guys? Should we stop over and see if we can find out anything?}

Everyone answered in the affirmative. "Angie, I think we'll stop over for a couple of days and see if we can find anything out. Would you mind if we did?"

"Not at all, Mike. I'd be surprised if you do though. Unless you're native born, people look on you with suspicion."

"When is the funeral, Angie? Would you mind if we attend?"

"I'd love for you all to be there. We have a lot of friends in Rogerson, but now I don't feel like I can trust anyone. The funeral is tomorrow."

"We'll be there. Now I think we should get you home so you can help your mother."

I went back to the front of the RV and took off toward Rogerson. We arrived in Rogerson in the middle of the afternoon, and Angie directed me to her house. We parked right in front. We let Angie go in first, so she could have some time with her mother.

She came back out about a half hour later and invited us in. She introduced us to her mother, Doris, and offered us something to drink.

"I am so sorry for your loss, Doris," Bonnie told her. You could tell that she and Angie had been crying before we came in.

"Thank you, Bonnie. Angie says you guys would like to help, but I don't know of anything you could do. I'm pretty sure he was killed because of the missing girls, but he worked on that for weeks before he got his first clue."

"Did he tell you what he'd found out?" I asked.

"No. He just said it involved people we know. That's so hard to believe, but Sam never said anything unless he was sure of it."

"Tell them about Floyd Adkins, Mom."

"We have our mortgage at the bank here in town. Our checking and savings accounts are there too. I pay all of the bills, so I write all of the checks. The bank president came by here this morning and said he hated to add to our troubles, but that he was foreclosing on our house. He said we hadn't made a payment in three months. I showed him my check book, where I listed the checks I had written and it showed all three payments. He said he was sorry but that it wasn't what the bank records show. He said the payments had never been made. When I called the bank to check on my balance, it is just what it should have been if the payments had been deducted."

"It sounds like this guy is just trying to take advantage of your misfortune and is trying to steal your house," I said.

"That's what I thought, so I called our lawyer. He said I'd need the cancelled checks to prove I made the payments. I called the bank again and asked for copies of the checks. The woman went away from the phone and when she came back, she said they didn't have two of the checks, and that the last one I'd written was made out to 'Cash'. I know that's a lie. I made it out to 'Casio Savings Bank'."

"I'm sorry Doris, but the word 'Casio' would be easy to change to the word 'Cash'. They could use an ink remover to remove the 'Savings Bank'. It may be very difficult to prove you made the payments. We'll fight it, but in the mean time, I think you should get all of your money out of that bank."

"I already did that, Mike, but it only amounted to a couple of hundred dollars. Our savings account balance all of a sudden shrank from almost twenty thousand dollars to just under a hundred. They claim Sam withdrew the money a couple of weeks ago."

"Well, don't worry about the money right now, Doris. I would like to ask you a favor though. Could Bonnie and I borrow your car so we can visit the bank before it closes? The RV isn't the best thing for getting around in town."

"Certainly, Mike." She got up and handed me a set of keys. The car was a four year old Pontiac, but it was in good condition.

On the way down to the bank, I said, {Love, I'm going to tell these creeps we want to deposit a couple of million in their bank and that we want to talk to the president before we do so. I'll say we're buying land in the area. While I talk to the bastard, I want you to scan him. Find out everything you can about Sam, the missing girls, and the foreclosure.}

{Will do, Mike. This guy sounds like a real slime ball. I'll probably have to wash my mind out with soap after I've scanned him.}

{Probably, Honey. Would you rather talk with him and let me do the scanning?}

{No, if he's as bad as I think he might be, you'd probably want to turn him off. I think I can control myself.}

When we got to the bank, I kissed her before we went in. It was only a half hour until closing when we got there but it wasn't busy at all.

We went up to the first empty teller window and asked to see the manager. When the teller inquired why we wanted to see him, I told her we were thinking of making a sizeable deposit and we'd like to know who we were doing business with.

She left and when she came back a couple of minutes later, she escorted us to his office. We exchanged introductions, then he asked, "What can I do for you, Mr. Green?"

"Well, Mr. Adkins, it's more like what I can do for you. My wife and I and a couple of other partners own a company called MBBS Incorporated. We invest primarily in real estate. We are looking at buying several properties here in Idaho, and we need a local bank to handle our transactions. The account we would open here would be for a minimum of two million dollars. We would want assistance from your bank with the purchasing of the properties. We would pay for these services of course."

{This guy is a slime ball, Mike.}

"I'm sure we could be of assistance to you, Mr. Green. Although we are a Savings Bank, we have a large mortgage department. We have appraisers and attorneys on retainer and would be willing to provide their services as well."

{He's on the take, Mike. He's looking for a way to make money personally out of this.}

{Thanks, Sweety. Keep digging.}

"All of the purchases will be cash purchases, Mr. Adkins. We might take advantage of you and use your appraisers and attorneys though. I don't know how you'd feel about making some extra money on your own, but we might be able to work something out on that too."

"Oh... Ahum... One can never make enough money, right Mr. Green?"

"That's the way I feel about it. If someone were to say... give us information about pending foreclosures, I think that person would be entitled to ten percent of what we make on the deal. That would be reasonable, wouldn't it?"

{Oh shit, Mike. This sick bastard has seen the missing girls. They're going to be auctioned off to the highest bidder as sex toys. He's planning on making a bid.}

{Does he know where they are?}

{No, but I got the first name of the guy who showed them to him.}

"Yes, Mr. Green. I think that would be very reasonable. As a matter of fact, I served a foreclosure notice on a woman today, if you're interested."

"I probably would be. Can you tell me anything about it?"

"The house is worth around eighty-five thousand. The people owe less than ten thousand on it. It's a sad situation," he said, smiling. "The husband was just killed, and there have been no payments made for three months."

"What would the bank accept if I were buying the mortgage?"

"Let me look it up. Let's see... The minimum we could accept would be $9,320.00."

"If we could sell the place for even eighty thousand, that would give you a little over seven thousand for yourself. Bonnie, could you write Mr. Adkins a check for $9,320.00 please. Make it payable to the Casio Savings Bank."

"Sure, Mike. I'm sure the accounting department at our bank is still open, Mr. Adkins. You can call them and verify the check," Bonnie told him.

Adkins was all smiles as he went to get the mortgage for us. {Mike, this sleeze ball is thinking he can probably buy both of the girls with the extra cash he is getting for this. We really have to do something about him.}

{Definitely, Sweetheart. First things first though. Let's get that mortgage assigned over to us. Then we'll worry about getting even. We need to keep Cindi away from him though. She'll probably make his dick fall off.}

{I heard that, Mike. You'd better watch out, or I might make something fall off of you, } Cindi said.

{You wouldn't do that, Lover. You like using that little something too much.}

{You're probably right, but I could always think of something to do to you.}

{Okay, Sweety, I give up. The slime ball is coming back now.}

"Okay, Mr. Green. I verified your check and everything seems to be in order. I'll assign the mortgage to you, and Mrs. Miller here will notarize it."

He proceeded to sign the papers, and the woman, wearing a ferocious scowl notarized it. "The mortgage is all yours now, Mr. Green."

"Very good, Mr. Adkins. Would it be okay if we dropped back in tomorrow? I'd like to talk with you about other investment opportunities in the area."

"That would be fine, Mr. Green. Mrs. Miller, would you show Mr. and Mrs. Green out please?"

Mrs. Miller didn't say a word, but she nodded to her boss and started out the door. Bonnie and I followed her and when we were away from Adkins, Bonnie asked, "Is something bothering you Mrs. Miller?"

"It most certainly is. Doris Mullet is a good friend of mine and I don't want to see her treated this way. Mr. Adkins says you are going to be foreclosing on her mortgage. That should be a crime."

"I agree. We let Adkins think we were going to foreclose, because that's what he was going to do. He served the foreclosure papers this morning. We bought the mortgage so he couldn't foreclose."

Mrs. Miller's smile could have lighted up the whole northwest. "You're really going to do that?"

"Yes," I said. "We are friends of Angie. We have money and were able to do this, so we did."

"Mr. Green, you restore my faith in humanity. Thank you so much."

"Mrs. Miller, there is something you could do for Doris, if you would. The Mullet's had nearly twenty thousand in savings until now. Suddenly it is all gone. Mr. Adkins told Doris that Sam had withdrawn it a couple of weeks ago. Is there any way you can check on that?"

"I'm not sure if I can, but I'll see what I can find out. Tell Doris I'll give her a call in a couple of days."

"We'll do that, and thanks in advance."

We left the bank feeling much better. {You know, I'd just give this mortgage to Doris, but I doubt she'd take it, } I told Bonnie.

{I know what you me mean. I'll talk to Angie and see if she can think of any way Doris would accept this.}

{So, what else did you pick up from this guy?}

{You mean besides him being a dick head?}

{Yeah, you said you got a name?}

{Just a first name, Mike. It is Clyde. Adkins didn't know who he was, just that he was a provider, whatever that means.}

{Do you know when this auction is supposed to take place?}

{Yeah, next Monday at 10:00 PM. I even know where. It's in the back room of the 'Dew Drop Inn', which is a local bar. A pretty sleazy one from what Adkins was thinking.}

{Well, if worse comes to worst, we can always break up the party. I just hope the girls are okay.}

{Adkins was thinking about taking two virgins. Evidently Clyde is guaranteeing they are both virgins.}

{Yeah, but I wonder what else he might be putting them through. Well, I can't think of anything else we can do today. Tomorrow morning I'll visit the police department and see if I can stir up anything with the name, Clyde.}



When we told Doris what we had done with the mortgage, she was so excited she almost burst into tears. As we predicted, she absolutely refused to take the mortgage as a gift. I cautioned both of the Mullet women to keep quiet about us buying the mortgage until we learned a little more about what was going on.

Doris and Angie were going to the funeral home, so we retired to our RV. We had a nice dinner and went to bed early.



Chapter 10

Wednesday, September 19, 1979

I was awakened at 6:03 AM by someone pounding on the door of the RV. As I quickly put on some clothes, I awakened Missy who had been sleeping beside me, and told her to wake everyone and get them dressed.

When I opened the door, there was a big burly policeman standing there. I stepped outside and asked what I could do for him.

"I'm officer West. Is this your rig?"

"Yes sir. My family's anyway."

{Cindi, open the passenger side front door please. He's going to ask for the registration.}

"Could I see your title and registration please?"

"Certainly, officer." I opened the front door and then the glove box. I handed him the title and registration. He took them and started looking them over.

"Can I ask why you are questioning me, officer?"

"No... Why are you in town, young man?"

"We're here for Sam Mullet's funeral."

"What are you to Sam Mullet?"

"Nothing to Sam. We're friends of his daughter, Angie. We're trying to help her get through this. We didn't meet Mrs. Mullet until yesterday."

"Mr. Green, I have been instructed to ask you to leave town. I'd suggest you do so immediately."

"We'll be glad to leave right after the funeral, officer West."

"That's not good enough. My instructions are that you are to leave immediately."

{Are you guys following this?} I asked.

{Every word, } Bonnie told me.

"We just can't let Angie down like that, officer. Who is it that wants us out of town so badly?"

"That's not your concern, Mr. Green. If you don't leave town, I've been instructed to arrest you."

{I'm going to let him arrest me guys. I picked up the name, Clyde, when I asked who wanted us gone. I'll probably learn more in jail than I will anywhere else.}

{I don't like it, } Sharon said. {Let's just turn the bastard off and dispose of the body.}

{Easy, Kitten. You guys can come in, put everyone to sleep, and take me out at any time. I'll be perfectly safe.}

{Yeah, } Cindi said. {This guy was just ordered to arrest Mike. He's to make sure nothing happens to him.}

"Well, officer, I guess you'll just have to arrest me," I said, holding out my hands for him to put on the cuffs.



The Rogerson jail is pathetic. There is a waiting room, two offices, and two cells. When we got there, Officer West escorted me into the Chief's office. He left the handcuffs on me while he questioned me. Finally, I asked, "What am I under arrest for, Officer West?"

"Failure to obey the lawful order of a police officer," he said.

"Okay, so that has to be a misdemeanor. What is the fine?"

"We'll have to ask Judge Ryerson that, tomorrow morning."

"So, you're determined to keep me in your jail overnight?"

"That's they way it has to be, Mr. Green."

"Okay, then lock me up. I don't see any reason to drag this out."

When he put me in the cell, I almost wished I hadn't said that. It was primitive to say the least. {Are you guys with me?} I asked my wives.

{We are Mike. We're talking to Doris and Angie right now. I asked Doris if she knew a Clyde. She said as far as she knows there is no one in town by that name, } Bonnie told me.

{I'm not sure what's going on. Be careful. From what I can read from Officer West, Clyde doesn't want me at the funeral this afternoon. When you guys go, stay linked at all times.}

{Mike, I have a bad feeling, } Cindi told me. {Jude and I were talking about this Clyde. We scanned Adkins again, and learned a little more. When he met Clyde and looked at the girls, he felt this compulsion to bid on them. He has always been a slime ball and a money grubber, but he has never been into kinky sex or little girls before. We think Clyde is a telepath and we think he planted this extreme desire into Adkins and a lot of others.}

{You may be right Cindi, but why just some of the people? Why wouldn't he place the same compulsion in everyone?}

{Maybe he thinks Adkins has a corrupt mind to begin with and he's easier to work with. Maybe that's why he wants to be rid of you. He can't corrupt your mind. That could also be the reason he had Sam killed.}

{Why would he want to be rid of me, but not worry about you guys? You and Jude are far stronger than the rest of us.}

{Mike, } Jude said, {our theory isn't complete, and it is just a theory. We don't think Clyde can actually read minds.}

{Yeah, do you remember Sheila's group? They could read thoughts, but couldn't project. We believe he is the opposite. We think he can compel people to do things, but he can't read their actual thoughts. We do think he gets a feeling about whether the person is corruptible though, } Cindi told me.

{Okay, that kind of makes sense, but it still doesn't answer why he wants rid of me, but not you.}

{We just don't think he believes women can be of any danger to him.}

{Awh, give me a break. What makes you think that?}

{It fits a pattern, Mike, } Jude told me. {He has probably abused women all of his life. He would plant a compulsion to have sex with him, and they would line up to do it. It could be that his father was a strong figure he couldn't control and his mother was a weak sister who he could manipulate at will.}

{That's all conjecture though. We'll probably have to scan him to find out.}

{We hope to do that today, Mike. We're sure he's going to be at the funeral. We know what he looks like from scanning Adkins.}

{You should probably scan everyone there, } I told them.

{We are. Bonnie, Sharon and Missy are going to scan everyone but Clyde. Jude and I are going to do him.}

{Just be careful. We have no idea what this guy is capable of.}

{Will do, Daddy Boss. What are you going to do?}

{I'm going to sit right here, unless you need me. I don't think Clyde will show up at the funeral if I'm there. I can get Officer West to let me out anytime I want, by just reversing the compulsion Clyde laid on him, so I'm not too concerned. I don't want to tip my hand unless I have to though.}

{Stay linked with us, Mike. That way we can tell you everything we learn as we learn it.}

{Will do. I love you Cindi. I love every one of you.}



I think everyone in town was at the funeral, plus quite a few from out of town. Cindi and Jude stayed outside until almost time for the service to start, hoping to see Clyde, but he didn't show. They had just taken their seats when he came through the door.

I was watching through Cindi's eyes when she spotted him. All of the seats in the back of the church were full, so he had to come down near the front. {That's him Mike, } Cindi said.

{Got him, Sweety. Let him get settled in his seat, then scan him.}

When Clyde was seated and had picked up a hymn book, Cindi gently slipped into his mind. Jude and I were closely linked with her when she went in. We had only been in his mind a few seconds when he attacked.

Cindi almost panicked. {Help guys!} she almost screamed mentally.

Jude and I were already closely linked with her, so the cry for help was toward the rest of the family. Missy, Sharon and Bonnie came into the link and helped me support Cindi's efforts to protect her mind from this maniac.

We would push him back, then he'd renew his attack, each time seemed stronger than the time before. At first he was trying to get Cindi to kill her sister/wives, and then kill herself. Then he started concentrating all of his efforts into trying to get her to kill herself.

I hadn't noticed that Jude had slipped away from the rest of us until I heard her ask, {Mike, I know where the girls are, and I know who killed Sam. Can I turn this monster off now?}

{If you can, do it, Love, } I answered.

All of a sudden, the pressure stopped. Cindi's body slumped, so Missy put her arm around her to support her. Clyde slumped forward and fell out of his seat. The people around him gasped and the service was stopped. Someone called the paramedics, but we knew they were far too late.

{Are you okay, Cindi?} I asked.

{I'll live. Mike, that was bad. I'm not sure I could have stood up to him if it wasn't for you guys.}

{That's what we're here for, Honey. We'll always be here for you. We all love you very much.}

{I know, Mike. I almost panicked when he struck the first time. I never in my life felt anything that strong. If I hadn't loved you all so much, I might have started trying to kill all of you.}

{But you didn't, Little Love. That means you were stronger than he was.}

{He was only strong in the one way, } Jude said. {He was concentrating on Cindi, so I was able to read him like a book. He could force his will on others and he had an ability that let him know who he could force. That was it though.}

{Jude, where are the girls?}

{They're in a farm house outside of town. Clyde, who's last name was Drexler, compelled the farmer and his wife to keep them captive. He left them with instructions to kill anyone who came close to the house, or to kill the girls if they couldn't kill the person who was trying to get in.}

{We'll have to be careful when we go get them, } I said. {Who killed Sam?}

{Mike, that was Officer West. Clyde compelled him to kill Sam, then compelled him to forget he had done it. I don't think he has any idea he was used as a weapon.}

{He doesn't Jude. I did a deep scan on him and he is just as baffled as everyone else is about who killed Sam.}

{Mike, what do we do about him? Technically, he is a killer, } Bonnie asked.

{No, Bonnie, he isn't a killer. Jude had it exactly right. He was a weapon. He had no volition when he pulled the trigger. Clyde was the killer.}

{I agree completely, } Jude said. {If he doesn't remember it, then we should just let it go. There is no reason to punish him because he is weaker than other people.}

{What about the farmer and his wife?} Bonnie asked.

{That's going to be touchy, } I said. {When we go out there, we can put them to sleep and we can make them forget the girls were ever there. The girls will remember though, unless we wipe their memory too, and I don't like to do that.}

{I know what you mean, } Bonnie said, {but, we may have to help them with what they remember anyway. I don't want to leave them traumatized by what happened.}

{I hadn't thought of that, } I admitted. {I'm going to get out of here before the funeral is over. There's a diner next door to the jail, pick me up there when the funeral is over.}



I had already paid when the RV pulled up in front of the diner. I went out to find Bonnie driving. She pulled out as soon as I was inside the vehicle. {Are we going to the farm?} I asked.

{Yes. I think those girls have been through enough. It's time to get them out of there and back to their families.}

{Amen to that, } I said.

It took us nearly half an hour to get to the farm where the girls were being held. As we pulled into the drive I said, {Put everyone here to sleep, including the girls.}

We got out of the RV and went over to the house. The front door was unlocked, so we just walked in. A man was slumped over on the couch in the living room. We didn't pay much attention to him, but went ahead checking the house.

There was a woman laying on the floor in the kitchen. I could see blood on her forehead. {Cindi, check her out and fix her please, } I said. Bonnie went over and turned out the burners on the stove.

{I just scanned the woman, } Cindi said. {The girls are locked in a room in the basement.}

Sharon, Bonnie and I headed for the basement while Jude went back to the living room to scan the man. We easily found the room where the girls were being held. The room had been locked by a board across the door.

God, what a mess. The girls weren't as traumatized as I had feared they would be. Although the couple who was holding them had been compelled by Clyde to do so, they had treated the girls kindly. The worst trauma had been from the trip with Clyde to show them off to potential buyers. They hadn't known what they were being shown for, but were afraid none the less. They also had a very clear memory of Clyde forcing them into a car and taking them to the farm.

We decided to let them remember everything, but since holding them was something the farm couple had been forced to do, we didn't want them to be held responsible. The only changes we made in the girl's memories were what the couple looked like, and any knowledge of where their farm was located.

We had to do a little more with the couple. We knew that if we left any knowledge of what had happened, the couple would turn themselves in. We didn't want to just erase the memories, because that would leave a hole in their memories that could cause problems later. Finally, Cindi came up with the idea of copying a block of their memories from the year before, and replacing the memories for the current year with them. It wasn't a perfect solution, and there might be problems associated with doing it this way in the future, but life on the farm, from year to year, wasn't that much different.



When we got back to town, we drove directly to the police station. I went in and talked to Officer West, who seemed to have forgotten completely that he had arrested me this morning. I explained that we had found two young girls in a rest area. I told him that both of them had been asleep and that they didn't wake up when we loaded them into our RV.

"They have been stirring for a while, and I expect they'll be awake soon," I said.

"Thank you, Mr. Green. Could I see the girls now?"

"Certainly, officer. They're right out front."

I took him out to the RV and led him inside. I had Cindi wake the girls just as he got to the bed they were laying on. He recognized them immediately and called them by name.



Thursday, September 20, 1979

We left Rogerson the next morning, headed toward Montana. Doris and Angie made us a tremendous breakfast before we left. I told Doris that we had talked with the banker and that he'd said her house was worth around ninety-five thousand (he really said eighty-five) and that if she'd like to sell out and move closer to Angie, we'd be happy to buy it from her.

She said she'd think about it and let us know when we got back from vacation.

Before we left, I had Cindi give the bank president, Adkins, a compulsion to make things right with Doris. She made him that the only way to accomplish that would be if he wrote her a check from his own personal account for the amount that was removed from her savings account.

We were all smiling as we hit the road. We spent the night in Montana. I have to agree, the state is as beautiful as everyone told me it was. We went to a very nice restaurant for dinner, and I had a buffalo steak. It was excellent. I know the buffalo were killed off for their hides, which seems like such a waste considering what a great food source they would be.



Friday, September 28, 1979

There are more wilderness areas and parks in Montana than you could visit in a lifetime. We spent a day at the Little Bighorn battlefield, and another day around Billings. The rest of the time we spent in National Forests, parks, and reservations.

Today, we decided to head for home. We were in no hurry and made many stops and side trips as we went. We stopped in Seattle for the night, and spent a couple of hours exploring the area before we found a RV park.

This was our first big town since leaving Reno, so we decided to put on the dog and go out to eat. The seafood in the Seattle area is all it's cracked up to be.



Saturday, September 29, 1979

Missy and I were snuggled up with our first cup of coffee when Jude joined us. She fixed herself a cup and claimed one of my legs. This was beginning to become almost as much of a habit for Jude as it was for Missy and I.

{Good morning my sweet Jude, with the beautiful eyes and the fabulous butt, } I said.

{Good morning husband and sister/wife, } she said, giving us each a kiss.

Missy was just starting to function, so she didn't respond. {Have you talked to Beth or Thelma about the house, Missy?} Jude asked.

{Yeah, I was talking to them last night while you were raping our husband, } Missy giggled. {Thelma was being sexually abused as we were talking, so she didn't have much to say. Apparently, the house is ready to be moved into though. Beth, Thelma, and Melly are going to be buying some of the new furniture we're going to be needing today. The movers are scheduled for first thing Monday morning.}

{Fantastic, } I said. {We timed this just right then. We'll be back on Sunday and can spend one last night in our old home.}

{I'm kinda going to miss the old place, } Missy said. {I've lived there for three years now, and it has been the happiest three years of my life.}

{If you've been able to talk like this and go into rapport, I can see why they were the happiest, } Jude told her.

{It was about six months before we started going into rapport, } Missy told her. {Some of us were afraid to open up as much as you have to to be in rapport. The first few times were more or less like the family wide rapport, which as you know is no where near as close as the rapport we share.}

{Speaking of the family rapport, } Jude said. {You know, the first night I was at our home, we all went into a family rapport. Did anyone else notice that Tim seemed to be holding something back?}

{I didn't notice anything, } I said. {Of course I was concentrating on you more than anyone else.}

{I didn't notice anything either, } Missy said.

{I guess it could have been my imagination, Cindi didn't notice anything either. Still it worries me a little. Everyone else in the family has invited me to do a deep scan on them. Everyone except Tim.}

{Tim is new to this, Jude. It may just be he isn't used to it yet.}

{I guess it could be. I don't want to cause problems, so I'll just back off. I love every one here, and I certainly don't want to cause any problems.}

{No, Jude. You're right to bring up your concerns. When we get home, why don't you and Cindi work together and deep scan him. I know you don't like to do that without asking, but this would seem like an exception. Look especially for anything he might be blocking.}

{Okay, Mike. I don't like to do it, but I agree that we should.}

Missy got up and got Jude and I another cup of coffee. {I'm going to roust everyone else out, } she said. {I'd like to spend tonight in California.}



When we got on I-5 headed out of Seattle, I felt like I was home. We spent a pleasant day, not trying to push it, just traveling. We ended up stopping for the night in Yreka, California, which I figured was about a four hour drive from home.

No one felt like going out to eat, so we just had some sandwiches and snuggled up for the evening. We spent some time in deep rapport, and the time went by so quickly, we ended up going to bed later than we usually did.

I didn't sleep at all well. I couldn't put my finger on why I didn't, but I had this uncomfortable feeling all night. I must have awakened twenty times, and when I did sleep, it was troubled.



Chapter 11

Sunday, September 30, 1979

Missy and I were cuddled up with our morning coffee, when Cindi and Jude came in together. As Jude was getting their morning brew, Cindi said, {Guys, I think we have a problem.}

{What's that, Sweety?} I asked.

{Jude and I had some really bad nightmares last night. These weren't your normal falling or trying to run away from something nightmares. These were full blown Steven King or Dean Koontz nightmares. When we woke up this morning we were talking about them, and the nightmares were the same. Identical. Down to the most minute detail. People don't share dreams, Mike.}

{Okay, I gotcha. I didn't sleep at all well myself. I didn't have any nightmares, but I kept waking up. I had this uncomfortable feeling, but I couldn't place what it was.}

{I was pretty much the same way, } Missy said. {I don't know how many times I woke up in the night, but it was a lot.}

{So, what do you think it might be?} I asked.

{I think there's something or someone very evil out there, } Jude said. {I don't know who or what, but it's scary.}

{I agree, } Cindi said. {Whatever this is, Mike, it is something we should be extremely careful with. It must be telepathic, because that's the way we're receiving it.}

{Okay, what do we do to be careful?}

{We need to be fully shielded at all times, } Jude said. {I think Cindi and I should be working on a better shield too. The one we use is good for preventing someone else from knowing we're here. It doesn't do anything to prevent someone else from broadcasting to us though.}

{Is there any way we can do that?} I asked.

{We have some ideas we'd like to try. We've been thinking about it ever since Clyde tried to zap us.}

{By all means, work on it. If you need any help from any of the rest of us, just let us know. It just hit me that Adam Hunt was afraid of someone in Redding. Do you think this could be who he was afraid of?}

{It's possible, } Cindi said. {Whoever it is would have to be awfully strong to project this strongly at this distance though.}

We went into rapport for a few minutes, then rousted everyone else out. Jude and Cindi went off together to work on their ideas while the rest of us fixed breakfast. Sharon and Bonnie had nights like Missy and I had. No nightmares, but definitely uncomfortable.

When Cindi and Jude came in to eat, they were both smiling. I asked why the smiles and Cindi said they thought they had something.

{I don't have the words for what we're doing, } Cindi said. {Maybe one of you can help me out. If someone attacks, we can change what they are sending to something exactly the opposite and send it back at them. This completely eliminates what they are sending at us.}

{It's called negative feedback, Love. The thing you changed would be 180 degrees out of phase with what they're sending. Have you tried this out?}

{We tried it, Mike, } Jude said. {First, I attacked Cindi with everything I had, and it didn't phase her a bit. Then, she tried it with me. She's stronger than I am, so I could still feel it, but I could still withstand it.}

{If you two were in rapport, would you be able to combine your strength?}

{I think so, } Cindi said. {After we get on the road, we'll get Bonnie and Missy and Sharon to attack us and see.}



We had only been on the road a few minutes when Jude came into the cab of the RV. {It works, Mike. We've already trained everyone else in how to help out. If you'd like to pull over somewhere we'll train you as well. You don't have to be in the loop if you don't want to though. The rest of us can protect you as well.}

{I think I'd like to know how though, } I told her. {There may come a time when I need to defend myself.}

I found a place to stop, and they only took a few minutes to show me what to do. It really wasn't hard, and I certainly felt better, knowing we had some active protection from attack.

As we neared Redding, you could feel a kind of malignancy in the air. Nothing was directed specifically at us, so we didn't have to try very hard to counteract it, but we could certainly feel it. Cindi asked me if I would want her to try to probe whoever was sending, but I told her to just leave it alone. I didn't want to stir anything up if we didn't have to.

When we had passed Redding, we could feel the malignancy start to diminish. We were over half way home before it was completely gone.



Unloading the RV didn't take but a few minutes when we got home, so we decided to make a run out to the new house. We took my new Suburban, and everyone fit, just barely.

We were thrilled with what we found. Nothing had been moved in as yet, but the electricity was on and the water had been turned on. The place was immaculately clean, and absolutely beautiful.

Although huge, the outside of the house looked like it had come out of "House Beautiful". Actually, the inside did as well. The entrance hall was huge. It looked like it stretched back forever, although I knew it was less than fifty feet. The floor was made of different colors of slate, fitted together perfectly. I could spend an hour describing in detail, but I'll leave that for another time.

We took a quick look into the guest bathroom. It looked like it had been designed for a head of state. {Guys, } I said. {I'm not sure I could take a poop in something this beautiful.}

Missy giggled. {Don't worry, Mike. There are heavy duty deodorizers in every bathroom.}

The living room was spacious to say the least. I figured you could get fifty people in here and not be crowded. The formal dining room looked like it belonged in a castle.

I was amazed at the kitchen. In addition to the institutional sized oven and dishwasher, there were family sized units as well.

Our suite was where I was really impressed though. The bedroom was huge, easily large enough for two king beds. The sitting room had a sink and counter with a coffee maker already set up. There was a refrigerator that was easily as large as the family was using now.

The walls around each suite were six inches thick, with the best soundproofing available.

I was a little surprised at the size of the two bedrooms we had added for children. When I asked Missy about it, she said, {Think about it for a minute, Mike. There are five of us women in this family. If each of us had one child, that would be five children to find a bed for. If each of us wanted two, that would be ten to find beds for.}

{Wow!} was all I could say.



Monday, October 1, 1979

In a way I wasn't looking forward to the move. It seemed like we were pulling further away from the rest of the family. Missy and I were cuddled with our morning coffee, talking about this, when Jude came in. She got herself a cup and then joined us for a snuggle.

{Mike, Cindi and I tried scanning Tim last night as you asked. He is hiding something, but we couldn't break through his block without letting him know we were scanning him. The weird thing is, Mike, I'm not sure he is even aware it's there.}

{What's that about?} Missy asked.

{Jude and Cindi noticed that Tim was holding something back when we were all in rapport. They were a little concerned about it, so I told them to scan him without his knowing it and find out what it is.}

{That's strange, } Missy said. {Why would anyone want to hold anything back when they're in rapport?}

{That's what bothered us, } Jude told her. {Now, we're even more worried. There are times when anyone might want to block off a stray thought. If you suddenly had the hots for Ken and were afraid of how Mike would react to that, you might want to block that off until you had settled it in your own mind. This is different though. There is a large area that is blocked off. Part of it is memory and part of it is a cognitive thought area. Also, the blockage is far stronger than you'd expect.}

{So, what do you and Cindi think we should do about it?} I asked.

{We think you should confront him with it. Tell him Cindi or I discovered he had something blocked when we were in rapport and ask him what it is. We'll be waiting to help out if he reacts badly.}

{Yeah, I guess that makes sense. It would be best if it appeared to be just him and me. We should wait until we get over to the new house, then set something up. I do want you guys as backup so I won't do anything without you.}

We cuddled for a few minutes, then our whole morning was disrupted. People started showing up who would normally be in bed for another hour or two. When Bonnie came in, she said, 

I gave Missy and Jude a hug and said, 

As we started up the stairs, we met Beth coming down. I just picked her up and carried her back up.  I told her.





She went off to her room grumbling, but I could tell she wasn't really upset. I got dressed quickly and went back down stairs. I picked up some coffee filters, a measuring scoop, and a can of coffee. I put these in the Suburban and went back in to find the ladies. Each of them were filling travel mugs in the kitchen.

We ended picking up enough rolls and doughnuts for the entire family. Not our typical breakfast, but it was easy. When we got to the house I asked which suite was ours, and Missy led us to it.

It was on the ground floor, and as empty as the rest of the house. I put the breakfast foods on the counter in the sitting room and started a pot of coffee. It's a good thing we had our travel mugs as we had forgotten to pick up any other cups.

The coffee had just finished brewing when the first furniture van pulled in. Beth started grumbling again as she went to the front door to meet the delivery people.

{I really don't know why they needed us to be here, } I told my wives.

{Beth is going to tell them where everything goes.}

{She'll tell them what room to put the furniture in, and where to place the furniture in her apartment. We'll have to tell them where to position the furniture in our apartment, } Missy informed us.

It was almost thirty minutes before the first items were brought into our suite. Then, it was a steady procession for quite some time. The first things brought in were two massive, king sized beds. The frames and box springs were brought in, and the delivery people set them up, including installing the head and foot boards.

These things were followed quickly by two dressers and four chests of drawers. Four night stands were set up by the beds, and the bedroom was finished.

Before the bedroom people had finished, another van had pulled in and began unloading. They brought the furniture for the sitting rooms and the living room and dining room.

By the time the movers had pulled up, the furniture store vans were departing, and the movers began unloading our original possessions. It was a tiring day, but by late afternoon, everything was in position.



The furniture for our suites and for the living room, dining room, and kitchen was all new. Our furniture from the old house went into the rooms Marj and Fred would be using and into the children's rooms. The movers were very efficient and took each box of clothing into the appropriate closet.

We spent some time arranging clothing into drawers, and hanging what needed to be hung. After everything was put away, we collapsed on the loveseats in our sitting room. I ended up snuggled between Missy and Jude, while Bonnie was sandwiched between Sharon and Cindi.

We had been snuggling for a few minutes when Cindi asked, {Missy, all of the moving and delivery people are gone, right?}

{Yes, Cindi}

{The gate is closed and locked, right?}

{Yes, again.}

Cindi jumped to her feet and said, {Let's get naked and explore!}

We all looked at each other and started laughing. {Someday we have to civilize her, } I told the rest of our group. I got up and started removing my clothes as well.

{Just not right away, } Bonnie said. {I kind of like her the way she is.}

Cindi wanted to explore outside first, so we checked out the pool and the hot tub. Both had been filled, but the water in both of them was extremely cold. I had no idea what had been done to the water in either of them, so we just left things as they were until Fred could take a look at them.

There was room to seat probably twenty in the sauna. I thought it unlikely there would ever be that many people in it at once, but I could see that Missy had been planning ahead. The cold plunge could easily hold four or five, which would be plenty, as no one would be staying in it for long periods.

Ken and his wives came out as we were checking things out. We all agreed that things couldn't have been done any better.

 I told her. 



















I don't know about Ken's group or Tim and Sheila, but we christened our new apartment that night. We played musical beds until nearly 3:00 AM. It's a fun game when you have wives like mine.



Tuesday, October 2, 1979

Waking up in a new place was different, but not terribly so. For once, I wasn't the first one awake. When I went out into the sitting room, Missy already had a pot of coffee ready. I poured myself a cup and joined her on one of the loveseats. She immediately got up and claimed a spot on my lap.

We didn't say anything for several minutes. We just enjoyed the touch and the closeness we felt toward each other. Finally Missy looked at me and smiled, {Our baby has decided he's going to be a boy.}

{Fantastic! Have you been thinking of a name for him?}

{Sweetheart, there's no doubt in my mind that he will be George Albert Green.}

What could I say? My heart was so full, tears were leaking from my eyes. I held her close.

Missy kissed away the tears and said, {Sharon and I talked it out. Her first boy will be Michael Allen Green Jr.}

{I love you so much, Missy. I hope you realize just how special you are to me.}

{I do, Mike. Believe me. We all know how much you love us. We all also know there is something special between you and me and between you and Jude. No one is jealous, and no one feels slighted. We all know that the love you feel for us is more than we'd ever receive from anyone else.}

{Sometimes I feel guilty about the special feelings I have for you and for Jude. I feel like I'm letting everyone else down.}

{You're not, Mike. When you think about it, you have special feelings for Bonnie too, because she is Mike's mother and because she was the one to take Mike's virginity. You have special feelings for Sharon because she was your first love as Mike and because she was George's daughter. You have special feelings for Cindi because we practically raised her. There's nothing to feel guilty about.}

{Thank you, Missy. You always were the wisest one of us all.}

{Cindi is a lot smarter than I am, Love.}

{Smarter, yes. Wiser, no. You and Jude have a wisdom that is decades beyond your ages. In many ways the two of you are more mature than either Bonnie or Thelma.}

{Thank you, Mike. Sometimes I don't feel very wise at all. There are times when I feel like a mature person. Other times I feel like a little kid who just wants to have fun. Right now, I feel like a wanton slut. If you touched me just right, I'd melt into a puddle of lustful flesh, wanting nothing more than for you to pound into me.}

{We all have different moods, Sweety. One thing I've learned is that we are happiest if we accept those moods and enjoy them. I repressed my moods my entire life as George. If I'd let myself go, I might not have been married so many times. I wouldn't have ended up working myself to death either.}

{I'm awfully glad you did though.}

{I'm awfully glad you worked yourself to death as George too, } Jude said as she came into the room and poured herself a cup of coffee.

She came over and claimed a spot on my lap and snuggled in. The three of us went into rapport. We were joined sometime later by Sharon, then Bonnie, and finally Cindi.

We had been in rapport for some time when we heard, 

 Bonnie said.

 Missy said.

{Cindi and Jude, could you guys stay with me for a while?} I asked.

{Sure, what's up?} Jude asked.

{I'm going to talk to Tim this morning. I'd like for the two of you to be here, but maybe be hanging out on the patio. I'd like for you to monitor his reactions as we talk.}

{Will do, } Cindi said. {We'll disappear as everyone else heads out to work.}

{Sharon, why don't you ride in with the rest. I'll be in a little while and I'll fill everyone in on what's happening.}

{Okay, Mike. I have some tax papers to review anyway.}

 I asked.







When everything had quieted down, Tim came in and I poured him a cup of coffee. We talked for a few minutes about different things, then I brought up the thing that was bothering us.



I paused a few moments waiting for him to react, but other than a little apprehension there was nothing.



Tim sat for a moment, stunned. 

{Mike, he's telling the truth, } Cindi and Jude sent simultaneously.













As we were getting out of the car at our office I said, {Cindi and Jude, I don't want anyone to know that Jude could detect the blockage in Tim's mind. I don't know why, it just seems like a good idea.}

They agreed, and we went on in and went to work.

There wasn't a whole lot for Sharon and I to take care of at work, so after a couple of hours we decided to knock off and head home. Jude and Cindi decided to go with us, but Missy and Bonnie still had things to do so they stayed.

When we got home, Fred and Marj were cleaning our suite, so we stripped off and headed to the hot tub. Jude asked her parents if they needed any help and they assured her they didn't, so she joined the rest of us.

Once we were cuddled in the tub, I asked, {Sharon, my love, what do you think we should do about Tim's problem?}

{I've been thinking about it, Mike, and I just don't know. I think we should sit down with the whole family tonight and discuss it. I also think we should get Cindi to do a deep scan on all of us to make sure none of us have the same problem.}

{No one in our immediate family does, Sharon, } Cindi said. {I don't think it would be possible to hide when we go into deep rapport, but I scanned each of us anyway.}

{Would you please scan Sheila and Ken's group this evening?} I asked.

{Sure, Mike. I don't think they go into the deep rapport that we do. Also, they don't have anyone as strong as Jude and me. Could I offer a suggestion that you could put forth tonight if you agree with it?}

{Of course, Love.}

{I think we should all go into rapport, then Jude and I should probe the blocked area to see if we can break through without hurting Tim.}

{I was thinking along the same lines, } I said.

{Another thing, } Jude said. {If someone has taken over part of Tim's mind, they may fight back when we probe. This could be either mental or physical. We need to be prepared for both.}

{Oh, shit. I never thought of a physical attack. If Tim were an outsider, we wouldn't be so concerned about hurting him. But, Tim is family. Does anyone have any suggestions?}

{If it happens, we'll have to restrain him in some way, } Sharon said. {We can put Tim to sleep, but I'm not sure what effect that would have on someone who had taken over part of his brain.}

{You're right, Sweetheart. We have to assume whoever this is that has taken over part of Tim's brain can also control his body. A straight jacket would be best, because it would prevent whoever it is from damaging Tim's body. We don't have one of those though, so what would anyone suggest?}

{Mike, if someone will take me over to that medical supply place on El Camino Real, I could get us a straight jacket, } Cindi said.

{That sounds like an excellent idea, Cindi. Get some restraints for his legs and arms as well. I don't think that whoever this is would try to harm Tim's body, because they would be hurting themselves as well, but we need to be sure he can't use Tim's body to hurt one of us.}

{I'll take you over, Cindi, } Sharon said. {I'd like to pick up some groceries while we're out as well.}

Cindi and Sharon got out of the tub and went to get dressed. Jude and I cuddled in the tub for a while longer, but got out and stretched out on a lounge chair when we started looking like prunes.

We lay there a while just enjoying the feel of each other's bodies when Jude said, {Mike, I wanted to let you know that I heard what you and Missy were talking about this morning. It is so nice to know the special feelings I have for you are returned. I had no idea I could love anyone as much as I love you.}

{The feeling is completely mutual, Jude. If I had to kill to protect you, I would do it without giving it a second thought. I would gladly give up my life to protect you.}

{I know that, Mike, and Missy does as well. We would both do the same for you.}

I don't know how long we laid there, just holding each other and enjoying the closeness. Other family members started to show up, so we finally got up and went into the house. We talked briefly with Bonnie and Missy about what we needed to do when the rest of the family showed up.

{We should do this after dinner, } Bonnie said. {That will give us all time to relax.}

{I agree, } I said. {We want to do this with as little threat as possible. Tim knows we will be doing something, but not what. If there is someone else in his brain, we don't want to alert them to any possible threat.}



Chapter 12

After dinner, the whole family gathered in the living room. I filled everyone in on what Cindi had found. I told them of the proposal for everyone to go into rapport, and that Cindi would then probe the blocked area to see if we could find any more about it.

No one had any other suggestions, so we decided to try out the rapport and probe. After everyone was comfortably in rapport, then Cindi and Jude started probing Tim's blocked area.

Nothing happened at first.  Cindi said. 

Almost immediately, a burst of mental energy hit us with such force I'd have fallen if I hadn't been sitting down. This only lasted a second before it was gone.

 Jude told us. 

 I told her. 



Suddenly, Tim began to speak, "You God Damned, Mother fucking, son-of-a-bitch, bastard, cock suckers are going to die for this. I'm going to kill every ass licking one of you!"

"Who are you?" I asked calmly.

"None of your mother fucking business, cock sucker. Get out of my mind!"

"We might consider getting out, but we'll want to talk to you. What is your name?"

"I have no reason to want to talk to you, shit head."

"Oh, yes you do. As you can see, we're stronger than you are. If we want, I can kill Tim's body while my wives keep you busy. I think I could also kill just the portion of Tim's brain where you are residing and then grow it back. You need to convince me not to try that."

"I don't think you'd kill your friend, asshole. You might try to kill my part of his brain though. Call me Jason."

"Okay, Jason. Why are you in Tim's brain and what do you want?"

"That's none of your business."

"Cindi, can you hold this asshole while Jude starts killing the brain cells he's occupying?"

"I can hold him, Mike. Do you want us to start?"

"Wait a minute," Jason said. "I want a body that works."

"What's wrong with the body you have?"

Tim erupted out of the chair he was sitting in and lunged toward me. His movements were uncoordinated, as if he and Tim were fighting for control of his body. 

Tim came to a standstill. I ran into the kitchen and got the straight jacket Cindi had left there. When I got back, I said, 

Missy and I put the straight jacket on him and fastened it up the back. 

When Tim's arms fell to his sides, we fastened the sleeves around his body so his upper body was completely immobile. Ken and I laid him down and Missy tied his legs together with one of the leg restraints Cindi had gotten.

 Cindi told me.





 Cindi told everyone.

 I told everyone.

Tim's apartment is on the second floor, so Ken and I carried him there. Damn, that son-of-a-bitch is heavy. I hate to think of what the outcome would have been if I'd have had to fight him. We got him strapped into his bed and Sheila fussed over him, trying to make sure he was comfortable. I guess they had really fallen in love over the last couple of weeks.







{Mike, I think I really need to go to bed, } Cindi told me.

{Okay, Little Love. You go ahead. Sharon, will you go and cuddle Cindi for a few minutes? The rest of us will be there shortly.}

Sharon and Cindi took off for the bedroom, while the rest of us went into the living room. {Jude, my love, are you worn out as well?} I asked.

{I'm tired, Mike, but I'm not exhausted. Cindi took the brunt of the shielding, plus she's a lot younger than any of us.}

{Yeah, I forget how young she is at times.}

We all talked things over and I let everyone know that Cindi and Jude would be doing a deep probe on the blocked section in the morning. Sheila was concerned about Tim getting enough to eat and drink while he was sleeping, so I told her we'd work something out.



Wednesday, October 3, 1979

I awoke between Bonnie and Cindi. I had gone to sleep trying to lend some of my strength to Cindi after her ordeal. I cautiously made my out from between them, and after my morning bathroom break, I started a pot of coffee.

Missy joined me before the pot had finished brewing, so I held her, standing with her back to my front until it had finished. We each fixed ourselves a cup and went over to one of the loveseats, where Missy snuggled onto my lap.

We went into rapport and just enjoyed each other's feelings until Jude joined us. Jude fixed herself some coffee, then sat with us and joined the rapport.

After a few minutes Jude asked, {Missy, would you mind if I borrowed our husband's cock for a few minutes? You and Sharon got me all fired up last night, and while I had several orgasms, it left me wanting Mike even more.}

Missy kissed her and slid off my lap. Jude put her legs on either side of mine, facing me and asked, {Do you feel like loving your newest wife this morning?}

I could see the flower of her pussy opening before me and my cock responded immediately. There were beads of moisture along her swollen inner lips, and her smell was intoxicating. {Jude, my love, I would feel like making love to you if I were dying. You know how much I love you.}

{Unnnh, yes I do, Mike, } she said as she rubbed the head of my cock through her lovely petals. {I don't need any foreplay, I want you inside me.}

She grabbed my shaft and aligned it up with her opening, then with an angelic smile she started lowering herself on to me. Jude, Missy and I all groaned as I penetrated her warm depths. We were all still in rapport so I was feeling what she was feeling as well as what I was feeling. It wasn't just the feel of warm flesh sliding into warm wet flesh, I was also feeling her love for me and her excitement. There is nothing better in any world than the feeling of making love while in rapport.

Jude started working up and down on me and I could tell it was going to be a quickie for all of us. Missy's eyes were glazed and she was panting in rhythm with Jude. In less than a minute I could feel Jude reaching for her climax and I wasn't far behind. Her pussy started to spasm and I felt myself pumping what seemed like a gallon of semen into her.

As my first shot splashed off her cervix, Jude started a wailing sound that turned into a scream. My exclamation joined her's, and Missy was almost as loud as she reached her own orgasm without being touched or touching herself.

We all collapsed for a few minutes, enjoying the afterglow. Finally, Jude kissed me then said, {That's what I needed, my wonderful, loving husband.}

I had to agree.



It wasn't long before the rest of our family joined us. Cindi demanded a spot on my lap, so Missy accommodated her. {Are you feeling better this morning my little love?} I asked.

{I'm feeling great, thank you. Not as great as Jude is though.}

{What do you mean?}

{She has cum running down her leg. I'm glad Bonnie insisted these loveseats be Scotch Guarded.}

Jude and Missy started giggling, and I was smiling from ear to ear. When one of the girls would start to calm down, they'd look at the other one and they'd break out again.

When they had finally calmed down, Cindi said she'd like to probe Tim as soon as possible. All six of us went to his room to help if needed.

Tim was just as we'd left him. Sheila was sleeping in the other bed in the room and we decided not to wake her.

{Are you ready, Jude?} Cindi asked. Jude nodded and Cindi said, {Okay, here goes.}

Things were really tense for a couple of minutes, then Cindi shook her head and looked at me. {No go, Mike. The block is still there. It's still strong enough we can't get through it without possibly damaging Tim.}

{Okay, I was afraid of that.}

{I wasn't, Mike. I thought sure we'd be able to go right in. We can keep our shield up while we sleep because it's a process we start while we're awake and it just keeps going while we sleep. I thought this block was the same way. If that were the case, if we hit it from different directions or at different intensities, we should have been able to go right through.}

{He's definitely asleep though, so how can the block be holding?}

{The only thing I can figure is that the block is being controlled from someone else. In particular, by Jason's real body.}

{Okay, that makes sense. Did you get any clue as to where Jason's real body might be?}

{Not a thing.}

{Okay, let's wait until the rest of the family gets up and see what we can come up with to try next.}

We trooped down to the kitchen and started some breakfast. We had finished eating and were relaxing with coffee when Ken and his wives came in. They were followed shortly by Sheila.

We explained everything we'd found to them and then I said, 

 Thelma said.

 I said, 

 Sheila said. 



 Sheila said. 





 Jude said. 



Jude and Sheila did go to see the nurse, Carrie Fox. She had just gotten up and was having her morning coffee when they arrived, so she invited them to join her. She seemed to Jude to be genuinely glad to see Sheila, but there was also something hesitant about her greeting.

Jude scanned Carrie as Carrie and Sheila exchanged "how have you beens?" and "what are you doing nows?". When she had done a thorough scan she nodded to Sheila.

"Carrie, I know you must feel a little uncomfortable about me, but let me bring you up to date a little bit. I gave up all of my plans for breeding a race of telepaths when I lost my abilities a few years ago. I've been studying psychology since then and I've learned a lot about myself. I also joined Mike Green's family a while back and I'll soon be married to a really great guy."

"I'm glad to hear that Sheila. I've always liked you a lot, but I will admit I didn't like your ideas. I'm afraid, not everyone is cut out to be a telepath. Telepathy gives you power. There is an old saying that says, 'Power corrupts and absolute power corrupts absolutely'. I believe that's true."

"I agree, now. I've learned a lot from Mike and his family."

"So, you're planning to get married? Tell me about the guy."

"That's why I'm here really, Carrie. Tim is a great guy, but right now, we have a serious problem. It's something you might be able to help us with."

"What's the problem, Sheila. I don't know what I could do to help, but seeing how you are now, I'll certainly try."

Sheila told her about Jason's attack on Tim and how Jason now held part of Tim's brain. She told her of Tim's present condition and how we didn't know how long Tim would be asleep before something could be done. "Carrie, I just don't know who else to turn to. Tim needs to have IVs and a catheter. We can't take him to a hospital because we don't want the wrong people to have access to him."

Carrie thought for quite some time before she answered. Jude was following her thought processes while she was silent, and let Sheila know not to say anything else until Carrie decided.

Jude smiled as Carrie's thoughts went from should she do it to how could she do it. Finally Carrie said, "Sheila, I'd like to help, but I just don't see how I can get the supplies I need to do the job. There is quite a list of things I'll need, and most of them require a prescription."

"Don't worry about that, Carrie," Jude said. "We have someone who has access to any medical supplies you'll need. All we'll need for you to do is write out a list. We'll take care of everything else."

"You're Marj's daughter, aren't you?" Carrie asked.

"Marj's daughter and Mike Green's wife," Jude told her. "Ken Halbertson is also a member of Mike's family. I don't know if you knew him or not, but he was a member of the telepathic group as well."

"No, I really didn't know Ken. I saw him a few times at parties, but I never talked to him. Okay, guys, if you can get me the supplies, I'll do it. I'll need to call in to work and take some vacation time. Do you have somewhere I can sleep? I'll need to stay close until he wakes up."

"Don't worry about where to sleep. We just moved into our new home and it has sixteen bedrooms. I don't think that will be a problem," Sheila told her.



Carrie packed what clothes she'd need for a two week stay and they were soon on their way. She worked on her list of things she'd need for taking care of Tim in the car.

{Mike, we're on our way home with Carrie. You guys need to get some clothes on, } Jude said.

{Okay, Jude. Not a problem.}

{Cindi, we're going to need for you to visit that medical supply house again. See if you can get someone to drive us over in the Suburban. Carrie's making up quite a list.}

{I'll drive you, } Missy told her. {Cindi, lets' get ready to go so we can get on the road as soon as possible.}

{Yes, sister/wife, dear. I'm ready to go right now, } Cindi said sarcastically, then giggled.



When they got to the medical supply house, Cindi walked in and handed the list to the guy at the counter, while telling him mentally that it was on the proper prescription forms and was signed by a doctor he was familiar with.

The guy took the list and started assembling the order. It took him nearly twenty minutes to get everything together and ring it up. Cindi paid him, then asked if he'd help her get it to her car. He gladly carried everything out and loaded it into the Suburban. Cindi made him think he was loading it into a green, Oldsmobile station wagon.



While the girls were at the supply house, I talked with Carrie for a while. "Carrie, I hope this doesn't bother you, but we are a little different than your average family. We are all basically nudists, including Marj and Fred, whom I think you know. We'll try to keep covered while you're here, but when we're home we seldom wear clothes. I hope you won't be offended if you see a naked girl or a naked guy walking down the hall or soaking in the hot tub."

"No, Mike, that won't bother me. I'm a nurse and I see naked people all of the time. Besides, I've been to the nude beaches a time or two, and I found it really quite enjoyable after I got over the embarrassment of having people look at me."

"Good. If we do embarrass you, just tell us and we'll do something about it. Did Sheila take you in and show you where Tim is staying?"

"Yes, she did. I'd feel better if he were in a hospital bed, but where he is okay for a while."

"I'll call and order a hospital bed to be delivered by tomorrow. That probably would be best. The spare bedrooms in his apartment aren't furnished as yet, so that would be the perfect place to put him."

"That would be great, Mike. I have to say, this is the most amazing house I've ever seen. Did you guys design it yourselves?"

"Yes, We just moved in, so we're kind of getting used to it ourselves. Would you like the grand tour?"

"Lead on. There's not much I can do for Tim before they get back with the supplies."

I showed her the living room and kitchen and dining room and told her to help herself to anything she wanted at any time. I then took her through the guest wing and showed her where Marj and Fred lived. "They are working for us to keep this monster clean," I told her.

"I really like Marj," Carrie said. "We always enjoyed talking when we would go to parties."

I took her over and showed her my suite. She raised her eyebrows when she saw the two king sized beds in the bedroom, but didn't say anything. She couldn't contain her curiosity when I showed her the bathroom though.

"Okay, Mike. I may be dense, but Jude told me she is married to you. Why do you need two king beds, and why do you need six sinks in the bathroom?"

"Carrie, will you promise me that anything I tell you will remain a secret when you leave here?"

"Sure, Mike. That's not a problem."

"Okay. We have a plural marriage. I'm married to Sharon, Bonnie, Missy, Jude, and Cindi. Ken is married to Thelma, Beth and Melly. Tim and Sheila will be married soon, and it wouldn't surprise me if there weren't more people added to their marriage as time goes on."

"Wow! I can see why you wouldn't want that to get out. I won't bug you right now, but I'll probably have a thousand questions while I'm here. Do you mind talking about it?"

"No, as long as I can trust you to keep a secret, I have no problem with telling you about our lives."



When the girls got back with the supplies, Carrie bustled off to get Tim taken care of. I called a different medical supply house and arranged for a hospital bed to be delivered the following morning.

We had an early dinner and then sat around and talked for a while. We kept the conversations verbal out of respect for Carrie, and for Fred and Marj, who had joined us.

We explained everything that was going on to Marj and Fred. They assured us that the little bit of additional work for taking care of Tim was not going to be a problem.

Jude was snuggled up on my lap as we talked. We were fully clothed, but I did have some concern as to how Marj and Fred would take our snuggling. I needn't have worried. Whatever their initial concerns, they now accepted that Jude is my wife.

As we were talking verbally to others, Jude and I were carrying on a private conversation of our own. {Mike, there's something I need to talk with you about, } Jude said.

{What's that, Love?}

{Ever since you did the change to my blood vessel, I've been getting stronger telepathically. I've also been able to handle more open channels. Six used to be my limit. Now I can keep at least ten open without a problem.}

{Okay... These are good things, Jude, my love. You're not upset by them are you?}

{No, I just want you to be aware of what's going on. Also, I don't want Cindi to be jealous. Do you think that could be a problem, if I got to be as strong as she is?}

{I don't think so, Jude. Let's ask her and see what she says. Cindi, private conversation, you, me and Jude.}

{Hi Mikey, my husband. Hi sister/wife.}

{Cindi, Jude has been feeling an increase in the power lately. Have you noticed anything?}

{Not with me. I have noticed Jude though. I think she's probably as strong as I am now.}

{Would it bother you if Jude were as strong as you are?}

{Only if she thought I might be jealous or something, } Cindi giggled.

{Cindi, you are a little shit, } Jude said. {You knew I was getting stronger and you knew I was worried about how you'd feel about it. Why didn't you say something?}

{Oh... I just wanted you to sweat a little bit. Dear sister/wife, I'd think you would trust me to be happy for you, not jealous of you. I love you as much as I love Mike. Now, come over here and give me a hug.}

Jude got off my lap and met Cindi in the middle of the living room. I was the only one in the room who knew why they were suddenly hugging, grinning from ear to ear.



Chapter 13

Saturday, October 6, 1979

We spent Thursday and Friday taking care of Tim and trying to find out anything that might give us a clue to where we might find Jason. Missy, Jude and I were cuddled up Saturday morning, drinking our coffee, when Jude said, {Cindi and I were exploring a little last night and we may have a lead on Jason.}

{Tell me about it, } I said as I gently stroked her butt.

{If you keep that up, I won't be able to tell you anything, } she said, then kissed me on the end of my nose.

{I'll take my chances, } I said as I continued to stroke her lovely posterior.

{Anyway, we found a guy who lives fairly close to here who might be him. We're not sure because the guy is a borderline lunatic. He did mention Jason a few times while we were listening to him, but that's not his name.}

{Any idea what his real name is?}

{No, he didn't think of it at all. For some reason we couldn't scan him, we could just read his surface thoughts. He lives close though. Probably not more than a mile away. There aren't that many houses in the area, so we should be able to find him.}

{Okay people, this is a number one priority. When everyone is up, our family will load into the Suburban and go looking for the bastard. Ken's family and Sheila will stay here to protect Tim. I don't care if it takes a mental or a physical attack, or a combination of both. Let's end this today.}

Missy and Jude agreed, and so did the rest of my family as they got up one at a time and joined us. Ken gave us a little argument about wanting to go with us, but the logic of wanting someone to stay and protect Tim made too much sense and he finally agreed.



{Turn left at the next road, } Cindi said.

I turned left and proceeded down the road. Nothing. {Cindi, we've made a complete circle. I'd assume he's somewhere in the circle, but where?}

{I'm not sure, Mike. Remember, all we're getting from this guy are surface thoughts. That makes it hard to zero in on him. Let's keep going and see if we can find any turnoff that goes toward the center of the circle.}

{Okay, Sweety. I haven't seen anything on this leg of the circle. We'll go ahead and turn where we did before.}

We made the turn and just seconds later Jude said, {Mike, there's a dirt track leading off to our left just ahead. That could be it.}

I slowed and made the turn onto the track. The road was narrow, with grass growing between the wheel tracks, but it showed fairly frequent usage. About a half mile from the main road we saw a large white house on the right. The road ended at the house. {Full shields everyone, } I said as I stopped in front of the house.

A man, who appeared to be in his mid to late twenties was sitting in a wheelchair on the porch. His head was lolled to the side, and although his eyes were open, they were vacant. Cindi and I did a quick scan of him. {He's the one who's surface thoughts we were reading, } she told me.

{Guys, I don't think he's capable of breaking into Tim's brain, } I said. {I'm not picking up any telepathic ability at all.}

{Jude and I aren't either, } Cindi said.

{People, I'm not reading anyone else here, but search the house. There may be someone here with an incredibly good shield.}

{Mike, I just did a really deep scan on this guy. The mental and physical problems are fairly recent. He has an inoperable brain tumor that is causing all of his problems. This is his mother's house and he came here after he found out he was going to die.}

{Oh, shit! Guys. his mother may be hiding somewhere. I suspect she's the one who is trying to take over Tim's brain.}

We did a thorough search of the house and surrounding area, but found no one else. We decided she must have gone for groceries or something, so we decided to wait.

{Mike, I just can't stand to see this guy this way. I'd like to get rid of his tumor and see if his mind clears up. What do you think?} Jude asked.

{Well, Honey, It's a little dangerous, but I agree. We need to be on guard though in case he suddenly has telepathic abilities and attacks. I don't like seeing anyone this way either.}

{Okay, I'm going to do it. I'll make it start shrinking and see what develops.}

{It's shrinking at a rate so that it'll be gone in about half an hour, } Jude told us. {Cindi and I will keep deep scanning him. The rest of you, keep monitoring his surface thoughts.}

It wasn't but a couple of minutes before we could see his surface thoughts start to clear. His name was James (Jim or Jimmy) Allgood. When he became aware of us, I said, "Mr. Allgood, My name is Mike Green. We're here trying to help you."

"I have a brain tumor the doctors say can't be operated on. I don't see how you can help me, Mr. Green."

"I'm a telepath, like your mother. I have a way to shrink the tumor without surgery. When we came up here, you were not thinking rational thoughts at all. I started the tumor to shrinking and now you're talking rationally. If everything works out, you should have full use of your body within half an hour."

"I believe you, Mr. Green. I can feel the changes as we're talking. How did you know my mother is a telepath?"

"Please call me Mike. Because, she's been trying to take over the brain of one of our friends. I think she's trying to transfer your mind over into his brain."

"Oh, shit! I told her not to try that. She mentioned something like that to me about a month ago. I didn't think it was ethical to take someone else's body and brain, so I forbid her to do it. By the way, please call me Jim."

"Jim, a mother's love can cause her to do things she'd never think of doing under different circumstances. Don't think too badly of her."

"Have you known she was a telepath all your life?"

"No, it wasn't until a few years ago that she slipped up. I was thinking about asking her something and she answered me before I had a chance to ask. I confronted her about it and she admitted she had always been able to read other people's thoughts. It scared me at first, but then I realized she was the same person who had given birth to me and had loved me all of my life."

"How old is your Mom, Jim?"

"Let's see... I'm twenty-eight. That would make her sixty-eight. She had me very late in life. Dad was twelve years older then her. He died about three years ago."

"I'm sorry to hear that, Jim. My Dad was killed in a car accident five years ago. I miss him a lot."

"Where is Mom now?"

"We think she must have gone for groceries or something. You were by yourself when we came here."

Jim raised his hand and brushed the hair away from his face. "That's the first time I've been able to do that in over a month," he told me. "I think you're probably right. She doesn't normally like to leave me alone, but sometimes she has to."

We talked for a few minutes longer and I could see Jim gaining more control of his body as we spoke. Finally, I asked, "Is your mother going to attack us when she gets here?"

"If I'm standing up, I think she'll be so happy she won't even think about it," he said. "I feel I could stand now, but I'll wait until we hear her coming before I get on my feet."



Sarah Allgood didn't attack. Jude picked up her thoughts as she turned off the main road and contacted her. To say Sarah was surprised would have been the understatement of the year. Jude explained what we had done for Jim and she was all smiles as she got out of her car.

We all introduced ourselves then she said, "I can't thank you all enough for what you've done for my son."

 I told her mentally.

Sarah looked dumbfounded. 

{Cindi, Jude, deep scan her please to see if she's telling the truth.}

{Already did, Mike, } Cindi said. {She didn't have anything to do with Tim.}























Sarah started asking Jimmy how he felt and they were soon in a conversation about his tumor, which was no more. I had just about decided to leave when Bonnie said, {Mike, Sarah seems like such a nice lady, we really should adjust her blood vessel so that she can regain her youth. She has a good mind and a good heart. It would be a shame to just let her go ahead and die of old age in a few years. Besides that, she has arthritis and is in a lot of pain.}

{I don't know, Bonnie. I understand how you feel, but I'm just not sure it's our place to go changing people's lives, even though we think it's a change for the better.}

{Come on, Mike. You know it's something we should do for her, } Missy said. {We never even thought twice about doing it for Tim and Ken and Sheila and Jude and Melly. Maybe we'll never ask her to join the family, but at least we should give her the chance to live for as long as she can.}

I don't know if any of my wives realize it or not, but I can never say no to Missy. {Okay, Missy. I'll ask her if she wants us to do it for her.}





































<You're welcome, Sarah. We have some energy drink over at the house you'll probably need when you start rejuvenating. You can pick it up when you bring Cindi home.



 Ken asked as we sat around the living room drinking coffee after dinner.







No one jumped forward with any suggestions, so we just sat around feeling foolish until it was time for bed. We were all giving it a lot of thought though, so I figured we'd eventually come up with something.

Sarah had brought Cindi home just before dinner, and since she and Jude both looked a little distracted, I figured they were continuing the scanning.




Sunday, October 7, 1979

Missy, Jude and I were having our morning coffee while snuggling on one of the loveseats in deep rapport. Cindi came in and fixed herself a cup of coffee and claimed a spot on my lap. She slipped into rapport with us and gave a big sigh.

She had been sitting there for a few minutes when she said, {You guys went to bed so early last night that I didn't get to tell you I might have found something about the guy who is attacking Tim.}

{I hope it's better than the last one you found, } Jude giggled.

{Hey, give me a break, } Cindi said. {He was thinking about Jason. I have no idea what this guy is thinking about.}

{What do you mean? How do you know he might be connected if you don't know what he's thinking?}

{It was really strange, Mike. I heard this woman talking and I could pick up her thoughts quite easily. When I tried to pick up the guy she was talking to, he wasn't there, just like with our shield.}

{Okay, could she have just been talking to herself?}

{I wondered that, too. I could hear what she was hearing audibly too though, so knew she was talking with someone. She wasn't on the phone or a radio either, she was right in the room with him.}

{So, she was talking to a shielded telepath. What makes you think it is the one who is attacking Tim?}

{He was really talking mean to her. I got the impression she is his daughter. Finally, the thought flashed through her mind, "I wish I'd had the courage Jason had and had just killed myself when he did."}

{Oh shit! It sounds like this guy might be Jimmy's friend's father. It would make sense. The name isn't that common.}

{Yeah and I think the woman may be his sister. She's not in good shape mentally, Mike. She needs some help. I was thinking Sheila might want to try to help her.}

{That may be. Sheila would probably be able to address her concerns better than anyone else. Do you know where they live?}

{No, but Sarah should know. Let's see if we can contact her.}

 Cindi asked.







Cindi told her that we believe he is the one attacking Tim and got his street address. Then Sarah asked, 

























 she laughed.



Cindi elbowed me in the ribs, then giggled.

 Missy said. 





You could hear Sarah's mental laugh before she answered. 

 I told her. 



 Jude told her. 





{Cindi, have you noticed anything about Sheila and Melly and how strong they are?} I asked.

{Yeah, they're both about as strong as everyone else.}

{When we increased the size of their blood vessels, we made them the size of the rest of us. Yours and Jude's are much larger. The reason I asked is that they were both full time telepaths before we messed with them. I wonder what would happen if we increased the size of the vessels to where yours and Jude's are.}

{I don't know, Mike. Have you tried it on yourself?}

{Yeah, and it didn't do a thing. But going along with my new thoughts on it, I didn't exercise that portion of my brain except intermittently. You and Jude and Melly and Sheila exercised yours all the time. Let's talk to them and see if they'd like to try it as an experiment.}



After everyone was up, we decided to pay Jason's father a visit. Sheila demanded she be allowed to go with us, so we finally let her.

Frank Caldwell and his daughter, Patricia, lived in a three bedroom ranch house on a quiet street. When we got to the house, we could detect Patricia, easily, but we couldn't feel or hear Frank at all.

We decided that Sheila and I would knock on the door and see if we could get Patricia to invite us in. I figured that if I could see him we would have somewhere to focus an attack if we needed. Patricia answered the door immediately and invited us in. "Dad said you'd be coming and he asked for me to bring you into his room," she told us.

Sheila and I followed her into the master bedroom, which was now set up as a hospital room. Frank was reclined on a hospital bed, the top half of which had been raised to a forty-five degree angle. He was very thin and unhealthy looking, but was also very alert. To a scan, he appeared not to be there.

"Leave us, Patricia," he said and then waited until she was out of the room before he continued. "Mr. Green, so nice of you to come and visit."

I don't know if he was trying to shake me up by showing that he knew who I was, but if he was he fell far short. "I don't think you gave us much choice in the matter, Mr. Caldwell. I just have one question for you. Why are you trying to take over our friend, Tim?"

 Jude told us. 



"I'd think that was obvious, Mr. Green. My body is eaten up with cancer. The doctors tell me I have less than a month to live. I'd like to continue even after my body is dead."

"I can understand that, but why not pick a body that is brain dead, but the body itself is healthy?"

"I thought about that, but I want to continue to have telepathic abilities in my new life and a brain dead telepath would be hard to find. Besides, as the old saying goes, might is right. If I have the power to take something, then I have the right to take it. Unfortunately for you, it was your friend that I decided to take over."

"Unfortunately for you, Mr. Caldwell, we are in a position to kill you right now, if we wish. I know you haven't taken Tim over to the point that you can survive if we do that."

"No, I couldn't, but I don't think you could kill me either. I am a very powerful telepath. I can kill you mentally before you even get close to me physically."

"You're not nearly as powerful as you think you are," I told him. "I'm aware that you have been trying to probe us and you're not having any luck at it."

"No, but right now I'm just probing. I don't have to be able to probe you to attack you. I'm also aware there are others waiting in a car outside. They don't have to come in for me to attack them too."

"Mr. Caldwell, if you'll release your hold on Tim immediately and leave us alone, we'll leave you alone. Otherwise, you're not going to leave us any choice."

Caldwell attacked without warning. If it hadn't been for my lovely wives, he'd have probably caught us. As it was, I felt a minor twinge before Cindi and Jude had the feedback adjusted.

My wives and Caldwell held in a tableau neither gaining any ground for several minutes. Caldwell was covered in sweat from the mental effort he was expending.

"I can keep this up all day. I don't think your women can," Caldwell said.

The man was phenomenal. If he had been in top physical condition, I don't think our combined strengths could have withstood him.

"Fortunately they don't have to," we heard a voice say from behind us. We watched as Patricia walked over to her father. "This is for Jason, Daddy," she said as she hit him, with all of her strength, in the pit of his stomach.

Caldwell's concentration slipped for just an instant and everything was all over. When Caldwell lost his concentration, the energy we were feeding back to counter his attack had no energy coming from him to counteract it. We later found out that the cause of death was listed as a massive brain hemorrhage by the coroner.

Patricia turned and walked away from her father. We found her sitting in the living room. When we came into the room she said, "He killed Jason, as sure as if he'd held a gun to his head and pulled the trigger. He's ruined my life as well. I'm glad he's dead."

Sheila put her arms around the young woman and held her while she cried. My wives came in from the car and each of them took a turn consoling Patricia.



When we got back to the house, the first thing we did was have Jude and Cindi scan Tim. The blockage was gone. Just to be on the safe side, we restrained him, then brought him awake.

 he asked.

We explained everything that had gone on to him and asked if he was okay. He was thoughtful for several minutes then said, 

We loosed the restraints and let him sit up in bed.  I told him. 

Carrie Fox came in and started fussing over Tim. Her and Sheila soon had his IV out and Sheila watched as Carrie removed his catheter. Carrie informed Tim he's be on a liquid diet for a day, and could then start on some solid foods.

Tim was in a surprisingly good mood and started immediately teasing Sheila and Carrie.



Chapter 14

Monday, October 8, 1979

Missy, Jude and I were in deep rapport the next morning when Beth surprised us by coming in and joining us. She sat on the loveseat across from us and waited for us to realize she was there.

 I said.





















Beth smiled from ear to ear. 

When Beth had gone, Jude asked, {So, what are you thinking about, Love?}

{I'm not sure, really. I read a story a few years ago about some people who scared some drug dealers so bad they turned themselves in to the police. I'm not sure that scaring someone would work, but what about grabbing a dealer and tying him to a parking meter or something with his drug supply on him? Do you think that would be enough probable cause to search him when the police turned him loose?}

{I don't know, Mike. What if we tied him to a parking meter, nude, with the drugs in a fanny pack or something?} Missy asked.

{Yeah, we could use a magic marker and write "Drug Dealer" on his chest, } Jude said.

I cracked up. {I think that might constitute probable cause, } I said.

We talked about it for a while, then decided to bring it up to everyone after dinner.



Bonnie and Missy went in to work for a while, but Sharon, Jude, Cindi and I just lounged around the pool all afternoon. We were really relaxed, just soaking up some sun when we heard, 







 she laughed. 

Sharon went out to buzz Sarah in at the gate and in a few minutes they came out to the deck where we were relaxing. Sarah looked at least ten years younger and I told her so.



 I asked.































We offered her the use of the pool, hot tub and the spa, but she declined for the present saying she was ashamed of her body. 



After dinner we had a family meeting. We explained to everyone about Beth's drug dealer and the pimp. I also told everyone what I had been thinking of doing to the dealer.  I said. 

 Ken said. 

 Sharon asked.



 Ken said. 

 Bonnie said. 





 I said and everyone else agreed. 

 Tim asked from his bedroom. 

 Cindi said. 

Everyone cracked up at the thought of a pimp hurling when he saw a prostitute.  I said. 





 Sheila asked.

<Certainly, Sheila. What's on your mind?"



 I asked.





No one disagreed with bringing Carrie into the family, so I asked Cindi to see if she could bring Carrie into our family conference.























Tuesday, October 23, 1979

It was two weeks before we heard from Sarah again. Missy, Jude and I were snuggled on one of the love seats early that morning when we heard, 



















Over the last couple of weeks, we had done some serious research concerning the drug dealer at Stanford. Cindi and Jude had scanned the guy and learned a lot about him. Bonnie and Sharon had followed him to his apartment and found where he stashed his drugs and the money he got for selling them.

Missy had obtained costumes for us from three different costume stores in the bay area, Getting Batman and Robin costumes from one place, a Wonder Woman costume, and a Super Girl costume from the third.

It was decided that I would go, dressed as Batman, Sharon would be Wonder Woman, Beth would be Super Girl, and Cindi would be Robin. As soon as Cindi, Beth and Sharon were up, we took off for the dealer's (Simon "the snake" Washington) apartment. We knew he always left the apartment at approximately 11:15 AM to catch the lunch trade at the university, so we were waiting outside his door when he opened it to leave.

We put him to sleep as soon as the door opened, then dragged him back into his apartment. We wanted him to report to the police and to other dealers that he had been captured by four super heroes, so after tying him, spread eagled, on his bed, we awakened him.

We had wrapped a scarf around his mouth so he couldn't scream, and I think he would have if his eyes were any indication when we woke him up.

"Mr. Washington, you've been a very bad boy," I said. "Robin and I and our two friends have decided to do something about it."

He wiggled around on the bed and tried to say something, but I just smiled and told him I didn't want to hear anything he had to say right then. "Selling drugs to college kids is a bad thing. Getting young girls hooked on drugs, using them, then selling them into prostitution is even worse."

He was scared anyway and we reinforced those fears. When we had him to the point we felt we weren't doing any more good, we put him to sleep again.

We emptied his stash of money, almost six thousand dollars, and put his drug supply in a cheap fanny pack we had bought for the purpose. We left the him and the pack in his apartment to pick up later.



We went home and relaxed for most of the afternoon. Tim was home that afternoon, and although he had recovered nicely, Carrie was still fussing over him like a mother hen with a new brood of chicks.

It was a lot of fun to watch Tim pretending he didn't enjoy the attention, and Carrie continuing anyway. It was quite obvious to all of us which branch of the family Carrie was going to marry into.

We described everything we had done with Washington at dinner. We all agreed it would be safer to wait until after midnight to complete our plan for him.



Wednesday, October 24, 1979

We arrived back at Washington's apartment a little after midnight. We waited around for a while, making sure everything was quiet, then went into his apartment again. We had removed his bonds before we left and now we stripped him naked.

Beth took a magic marker and wrote "I'm a drug dealer" on his chest and back. We brought him up to a state where his body would function, but his mind was still asleep. It was a relatively easy thing to get him to walk to the Suburban with us.

We drove downtown and pulled up across the street from where police cars exited their parking lot. We quickly removed him from our vehicle and used plastic wire ties to secure him to a parking meter. Sharon fastened the fanny pack with the drugs around his waist and we piled back in the Suburban.

We gave him a mental command to come fully awake in two minutes then left the area. A policeman leaving on patrol found him within five minutes.



We all slept a little late the next morning, and it was almost 9:00 AM before Missy, Jude and I were snuggled on a loveseat. Missy turned on the television to see if anything was said about "The Snake".

The local news was full of it. Somehow, they had even gotten pictures of Washington's chest where it said he was a drug dealer. Evidently he had told everyone who would listen that the four super heroes had kidnapped him; stolen his money; planted drugs on him; and left him for the police.

The fact that he had four previous drug convictions seemed to make everyone a little suspicious about the drugs being planted on him.

By evening, it was even on the national news networks. Just a small mention, but definitely enough to stir up public opinion.

{Wow, } Jude said. {I didn't realize this would create quite this much of a stir.}

{I didn't either, } I said, {But, it isn't all bad. Maybe it will make someone else think a little bit about what they are doing.}

Jude decided she wanted to be the one to take care of the pimp, so I agreed to drive her to his apartment. We had gotten his address from Washington.

We pulled up outside his building and Jude scanned the building to find him. {Okay, I found him. He's asleep, } she told me. {I don't think we'll have to go in. Okay, here's the way it's going to be. If he goes within five feet of a prostitute he'll throw up. If he thinks about recruiting someone to be a prostitute he'll throw up. If he thinks about hurting a woman or girl he'll throw up. Every time he throws up, he'll know why. Okay, Mike. That should do it. Let's get out of here.}

{Girl, you are a wonder. I don't think Cindi could have done that any faster.}

{Oh, Cindi and had it all worked out beforehand. It really isn't that difficult, especially on a non-telepath.}



Chapter 15

Friday, October 26, 1979

I guess we were all feeling a little guilty so we all went into work on Friday. Sharon and I got a lot done, and we did get a chance to talk with Ann for a while. So far at least her ex hadn't been bothering her at all.

Our collective guilt didn't extend to the point where it kept us at work all day. I don't think any of us were there past 1:00 PM. It was a perfect, late fall, day and we were all anxiously awaiting what would probably be our last cook out of the year.

We had a nice solar cover for the pool, and we also had a solar heating system for it. The water temperature was perfect, and the air temperature was in the low seventies. We had told Sarah to come over by around three and by the time she arrived, most of us had taken at least one dip in the pool.

I was amazed at how Sarah looked. Jude and I were in the hot tub when she arrived and when she came over to say hello, I was blown away.  I said. 

Sarah laughed. 

 Jude told her. 



We assured her we didn't mind, and much to my surprise, she started stripping right there. She folded each article of clothing and laid it on a chair as she continued to talk to us.

 Sarah told us. 

I gave Sarah a wolf whistle as she started to climb into the tub. She smiled and winked at me.  she said. 











 Sarah laughed. 

 Missy asked as she walked over to join us. Missy was almost five months pregnant now, and beginning to have a nice little belly on her. To me she was the sexiest creature that ever lived.



 I said. 



 Missy said.  she said, rubbing her bulging belly.

 Sarah asked.



 Sarah asked.

Missy told Sarah her story, then Jude told her how she had come to be in the family. This led to a discussion of how each and every one of us had come to be in the family. Sarah was looking very interested as we told her most of the details.

Sarah was looking wistfully at us as she said, 

{Missy, Jude, should we bring her into a family strength rapport?> I asked.

{Let's do it, Mike, } Jude said.





Missy, Jude and I were linked, and we slowly brought Sarah in. A look of peace and contentment slowly began to spread across her face. Her body relaxed, and I'll swear she looked twenty years younger than she had before we linked with her. We stayed linked with her for about twenty minutes, then gently broke the link.

 Sarah said reverently. 



We all knew we'd be using the hot tub and sauna the rest of the year, but this was probably our last chance to use the pool this year, so we all took advantage of it. Sarah seemed to enjoy it as much or more than any of us. She seemed really sad when she finally decided it was time for her to go home. We invited her to come back any time, and she assured us she would.



Saturday, October 27, 1979

When I got up the next morning, Jude was already up and had a pot of coffee made. I poured myself a cup and went over and sat on her lap. She let out a "oof" so I got up took a seat and let her sit on me.

{That wasn't very nice, } she said. {You have to weigh twice what I weigh.}

{Yes, but your sweet little lap looked so inviting I couldn't resist.}

Jude giggled, {At least my lap is smooth. Yours has this thing protruding that I have to find some way to avoid. If I wasn't careful, I could impale myself on it and we certainly wouldn't want that, would we?}

{Oh, I don't know. Do you think impaling yourself would hurt?}

{I doubt that, } she grinned. {It's just that if I told myself to ovulate, I could end up looking like Missy.}

{Do you want to end up looking like Missy?}

{Very much. Not until it's my turn though. I know Sharon wants a baby and so does Bonnie. I love them too much to cheat them out of their turn.}

{Jude, you know I love you more than anything, don't you?}

{Yes, I do, Mike. I don't know why it happened, but I've loved you since you first touched my mind. Then when you deep scanned me, I knew I had to be with you the rest of our lives.}



Monday, October 29, 1979

Bonnie was on her way in to work when she noticed a car following her a little too closely. {Mike, I'm on Columbus Avenue and there's a guy that seems to be following me, } she said.

{What's he doing, Sweetheart?}

{Nothing so far, he's just following way too close. I just tried to scan him, and he's shielded.}

{Okay, don't panic. Stay on streets with as much traffic as possible. If you can find a place to do a U-turn, do so and start heading back this way. We're on our way.}

{Okay, Mike. I'm a little scared. If he's shielded, he's a telepath.}

{I know, Sweety. Just hang in there. He may have just noticed you are shielded and is wanting to make contact. Jude, Cindi, Missy, Sharon and I are in the car heading toward you.}

{Thank you, Mike. I can feel you all, so I'm not as afraid. If he attacks mentally, I know we are stronger than he is.}

I was breaking every traffic law as I sped toward where Bonnie and her tail were located. {Mike, this may be a false alarm. He just pulled out to pass me.}

{Okay, Bonnie. Be careful though. What is he driving?}

{It's some kind of full sized van. It's white and doesn't seem to have any windows on the sides. I don't see any kind of markings or I'd think it was a delivery van or something.}

Since we were moving so fast, and Bonnie had slowed down, I figured we were within twenty blocks or so when we heard a mental scream. I tried to contact Bonnie, but she was gone.

I must have been going eighty when I saw the Jag smashed into a beer truck who's cab was extended part way into the street. I hit the brakes and slid to a stop.

The driver of the truck was standing there looking at the Jag and his truck when we piled out and ran over. Bonnie was not in the Jag.

"Did you see what happened?" I asked the man.

"Yeah, I was watching the Jag coming down the street, thinking what a beautiful machine it was. A guy in a white panel truck was passing the van when all of a sudden he seemed to lose control and swerved into the Jag. The Jag was forced into my truck."

"What happened to the woman who was in the Jag?"

"The guy jumped out of the panel truck and went over to her. She was unconscious. He opened the side of the panel truck and yelled over at me that she was unconscious and that he was taking her to the hospital. I started over to help him move her, but he already had her in his vehicle before I got down off the dock. He jumped in and took off."

"What did he look like?"

"He was about your height and out weighed you by maybe thirty pounds. He had brown hair, starting to Grey. I'd say he was around forty."

"Thanks. Would you call the police for us? We're going to see if we can find out what hospital he took her to." The guy said he would, so I gave him a business card and told him Bonnie was my wife. I told him to tell the police what was going on and that they could contact me at the numbers on the card.

When we were back in the car, Missy said, {Mike, you know he didn't take her to a hospital don't you?}

{Yeah, I know, Missy. I just didn't want to be tied up with the police right now. Hold on a minute. I want to talk to the rest of the family.}

 I asked.

 both of the answered.

I explained to them what had happened and asked for them and their wives to start scanning for Bonnie. 

The truck driver had said the kidnapper had turned south at the first street, so we went in that direction. We drove around for over two hours but never heard so much as a peep from Bonnie. Finally, feeling very dejected, we went home.



We were all sitting around, trying to figure out what had happened when Melly came up with an idea.  she said. 

We all agreed this was the most likely scenario. None of us wanted to think that she might be dead.

 Sharon said. 



 I said. 

 Sheila answered for all of them.

The rest of them agreed. We decided that Sheila would take the 6:00 AM until noon shift and Melly would watch from noon until 6:00 PM. Cindi would take the 6:00 PM until midnight shift and Jude would be on duty from midnight until 6:00 AM.

We had an early dinner then Sharon, Jude and I decided we should try to take a nap. I wanted to be with Jude on the late shift because I figured that was the most likely time the kidnapper would wake Bonnie up. Sharon said she wanted to keep us company.

Missy said she'd stay up with Cindi, but most of the rest of the family would be awake most of the time with them. I finally fell asleep between eight and nine, and was wide awake by 11:30 PM. I went out into the sitting room to check on Cindi and found her deep in conversation with Missy.

{So, you didn't hear anything?} I asked.

{Not a thing, } Cindi said. {Mike, I've been with you guys for a long time. I think I probably know each of you better than anyone else ever has. If Bonnie were anywhere close, I think I'd be able to pick her up even if she was asleep.}

{I know, Cindi. That scares me a little bit. We just have to hope she is okay.}

{Mike, Cindi and I have been talking about this all evening. I'm going to drive her around some tomorrow just to see if we can come into range. Do you have any suggestions as to which way to go?}

{Yeah, I've been thinking about it too. According to the truck driver, the guy took off to the south. I doubt seriously he continued in that direction for very long. He had to know we'd be looking for him, and he had to know the driver would tell us which way he headed.}

{Okay, so that leaves three directions, } Missy said. {If he is expecting us to be looking for them, I don't think he'd have gone over one of the bridges to the peninsula. That would leave either north or east.}

{Yeah, if he went north, he could go all the way to Alaska. He could also hit I-80 to the north of us and then go all the way to the east coast. Same goes if he headed east from the point of the accident. For some reason I feel like he is local though. I doubt they're more than twenty miles from here.}

{Okay, } Cindi said. {We'll start our search to the north in the morning. Now, I think I'll go and wake the lovely Jude up and then go to bed.}

Missy stayed around a few more minutes and we kissed and cuddled while Sharon and Jude made some coffee and got us a snack. When Missy left to go to bed, Sharon and Jude claimed a spot on my lap and we enjoyed each other for a while.



Tuesday, October 30, 1979

Sharon, Jude and I spent a long night, mostly just cuddling and talking. I was worried about Bonnie. The girls were too, but were trying to keep up a good front. We didn't go into rapport, which was probably a mistake because it would have let us deal more easily with our concern.

Sheila and Carrie came in just before 6:00 AM and relieved us. Jude and I went back to bed for a couple of more hours of sleep, but Sharon said she wanted to get ready and go into work early.  she told everyone.

It was just before 8:00 AM when I was awakened from a sound sleep by a mental scream. Then I heard,  It was Sharon.









That's the last we heard.

 I asked.

 Cindi said.

 said Jude.



When we got out to the car, I couldn't drive. I was numb. Two of the people I love most in the world were gone and I didn't have a clue as to where to start looking for them.

Missy made me go around to the passenger seat and she took over the driving. No one said anything as we drove to the site of the accident. Jude and Cindi went into deep rapport with me though. They absorbed my feelings of despair and sent back feelings of confidence and hope.

By the time we got to where Sharon's car was smashed along the side of the street, the police were already there. The driver's side window of the car had been smashed with something and the driver's door was open. Sharon was not there.

One of the officers on the scene was a real prick. It was all I could do to keep from picking him up and smashing him a few times into Sharon's smashed car. First, he ordered us from the scene without even asking who we were. I told him anyway, that the driver of the car is my wife and that Jude and Cindi were my sisters. He grudgingly let us stay then asked us how we had gotten here so quickly and how we knew about the accident.

"We were on our way to work, Officer Smitson," I told him. "My wife left a few minutes before we did. We didn't know about the wreck, but we take the same way to work every day."

"You all work at the same place?" he asked sarcastically.

"That's right, Officer," I said, trying to hold my temper in check. "We all work at MBBS."

"And, if I call MBBS and ask if Mike, Sharon, Cindi and Jude Green work there, they'll say you do?" he asked with a sneer.

"Actually, they'll probably tell you we own the company," I said, allowing a little bit of venom to creep into my voice.

Jude hugged my arm and said, {Don't let him get to you, Mike. He has a small mind.}

"So, just where did your little wifey run off to, Green," the officer asked. "You know that leaving the scene of an accident is a criminal offense, don't you?"

"I certainly do, Officer, but if you'd get your head out of your ass long enough to look around you, you'd see that the driver's window was broken in with what might have been a tire iron. The seat belt was cut off with a knife. It looks to me like someone, maybe the driver of the car that left the scene, kidnapped her."

"You can't talk to me that way, Green. One more derogatory comment and I'll have you in jail so fast it'll make your head swim. Besides there are no witnesses and no indication there was another car involved."

"Again, wipe the shit from your eyes and look around. There is white paint on the front fender of my wife's dark green car. It wasn't there this morning."

"Okay asshole. You've gone too far. You're under arrest."

The other officer had been inspecting the scene while this conversation had been going on. Now, he turned to his partner and said, "I'm afraid not, Officer Smitson. Mr. Green is right. There are several indications that there was another vehicle here, and that Mrs. Green was abducted. You had no right to be talking to the husband of a victim in such an insulting manner. Do I make myself clear?"

"Yes, Officer Franz. Quite clear. We'll discuss this with the watch commander when we get back to the shop."

"If that's the way you want it, Officer Smitson, fine. I should tell you I have the entire conversation on tape. Now, please politely take a statement from each member of the victim's family while I call this in as a kidnapping."

Smitson was much more polite as he took our statements. {Mike, you know you screwed up, don't you?} Jude asked.

{How's that, Jude?}

{When you gave your statement about Bonnie's accident and disappearance yesterday, you listed her as your wife. Today, you listed Sharon as your wife. These guys are going to check you out, and when they see you are listing two wives, the shit is going to hit the fan.}

{Oh, shit! You are absolutely right. Now what are we going to do?}

{First off, just get through this. Try to stay calm and we'll talk it over after we get out of here.}

We did make it through the interviews and then alerted the rest of the family that we wanted an immediate family meeting. It took a little over an hour for all of us to gather at the house.



By now, everyone knew what had happened to Sharon, so we filled them on the details. When they knew all I knew about the kidnappings, I said, 

 Ken said.



 Missy said. 

 Thelma said. 

 I said. 

 Cindi said. 



 Thelma said.

 Sheila said. 

 I said. 

 Sheila said. 



 Thelma asked.

 I said. 

 Missy said. 

 I asked.

 Missy said. 

 Beth said. 



It was just after lunch when the FBI showed up. Missy and Jude were out, cruising around, to see if they could come up with any trace of Sharon or Bonnie. They were working to the east of where our wives had been taken. Cindi and Ken were doing the same to the north. I had suspected we'd be getting a visit from some type of law enforcement agency, so I stayed at home.

When Cindi had called Sarah earlier, Sarah had insisted on coming over immediately. She was talking with me when the FBI arrived.

Fred buzzed them in, and I was waiting for them when they came to the door. They introduced themselves as Agents Baldwin and Clark. Both were large men and both were impeccably dressed. Clark seemed to be the one in charge and he was definitely the one to ask most of the questions.

"This is a very impressive house you have here, Mr. Green. Have you lived here long?" Clark asked as we walked toward the living room.

"Thank you. We like it," I said. "No, we only moved in a couple of weeks ago."

"A place like this must have set you back a pretty penny."

"It was expensive, but we feel it's worth it. As I'm sure you've found out in your investigations, we own MBBS Inc. We, that is the officers of the company, all seemed to have the same complaint, finding a good place to live, close to where our job is. Finally, we decided that maybe MBBS should provide housing for the company executives. So, we decided to build this place."

"How many people are living here?"

"There are fifteen people currently living in the house. Before you ask, the house has sixteen bedrooms."

"Well, that is one thing we were meaning to ask you about, Mr. Green. When Bonnie Green disappeared, your name was on the police report and you were listed as her husband. Then, Sharon Green disappeared and again, you were listed as her husband. Which one is your wife?"

"Both and neither, Mr. Clark. I am not legally married to either of them. However, the three of us live together as husband and wife. We knew we couldn't marry, so we pledged our love and our lives to each other. To me that is a marriage, whether the courts would agree with me or not. Luckily, we are financially secure enough that we don't have to worry about health insurance or anything like that."

"I'm not at all sure that what you're doing is entirely legal, Mr. Green. Since most marital laws are state laws, this doesn't fall under our jurisdiction, but we will be informing the States Attorney General of what you are doing."



Sarah walked through the door of the living room before I could even answer Clark. She came over and sat beside me on the sofa.

"Excuse me, Madam," Clark said. "We're conducting an interview here, so could you please leave the room?"

"Mr. Clark," I said in a controlled voice. "This is Sarah Allgood. She lives down the road a piece and she's a good family friend. So far, the only thing you've questioned me about is something that by your own admission is none of your business. I'd like Mrs. Allgood to stay because I think I need a witness to this interview."

"We could always take you in for questioning, Mr. Green."

"To take me in, you'll have to arrest me. If you arrest me for no good reason, I will be forced to sue you and the FBI for false arrest. If you, two, are legitimately trying to help me find the two people who are most important to me, you shouldn't mind having a witness. If you are here in behalf of another agency like the States Attorney General, then I can see why you are hesitant about having a witness."

"Okay, Mr. Green, she can stay. Can you tell me of anyone who might have a grudge against either of the missing women?"

"No, everyone that knows them has been wracking our brains trying to think of someone since Bonnie disappeared. We haven't come up with a single idea,"

"How about you, Mr. Green. Is there anyone who could be trying to get back at you through the women?"

"Not that I can think of."

"You or your company must be pretty well off to be able to afford a house like this. Could the kidnappers be after money?"

"That's a possibility. There are currently thirteen stockholders in MBBS. MBBS is currently worth over $200 million."

Agent Baldwin whistled. "What kind of business is MBBS?" Clark asked.

"It is an investment company. We invest mostly in stocks, bonds, and real estate."

"Has anyone contacted you with a ransom demand?"

"No, we've had someone at the phone here and at the office since Bonnie disappeared. No calls have come in about either of my wives."

"Okay, Mr. Green. We're going to be leaving someone in the house here at all times. We're going to be monitoring all incoming phone calls and any coming from the kidnappers will be recorded."

"I'm afraid that's not going to work, Mr. Clark. You have my permission to put a tap on our phone until this is resolved. You also have my permission to have someone stay in the gatehouse. It is a single room, but it has toilet facilities, a couch and a chair, a refrigerator, a coffee maker, and a microwave oven. But, no one will be staying in the house, and no one will come to the house without calling first."

"That is not acceptable, Mr. Green. We handle many of these situations every year and we have proven methods for handling them. Why don't you want anyone in the house? Are you trying to hide something?"









"Mr. Clark, most of the people here are nudists. We seldom wear clothes while we're at home. It wouldn't bother some of us if someone outside our group saw them naked, but some of us, it would."

Just then, Thelma walked through the room, going toward the guest wing. She stopped and threw her hand over her mouth. "I didn't know we had company," she faked surprise very well.

"Sorry about that, Thelma. This is Mr. Baldwin and Mr. Clark from the FBI. Gentlemen, this is Thelma Richards. She is the Chief Operating Officer at MBBS."

"Nice to meet you, gentlemen. Mike, I'd better warn everyone else that we have company. Carrie would freak if she came in here and an outsider was here." She turned and went back the way she had come in.

"Now, do you see why we don't want anyone staying in the house?" I asked.

"I can understand, Mr. Green. How about if we made it a female agent?"

"Do you think your agent would like it if me or one of the other guys came into the room where she was with our Johnson hanging down, then saw her and had our Johnson pointing straight at her?"

"It might make her uncomfortable, but our agents are trained to handle any situation."

"Well, it would make me, or the other two guys that live here uncomfortable. I'll tell you what. If there are any incoming calls from the kidnapper, we'll let a female agent move in at that time."

"Okay, I guess we'll have to live with that. Will you sign a paper giving us permission to tap your phone?"

"Certainly, as long as it clearly states that the tap will be removed as soon as the kidnapping is resolved or at my say so."



Chapter 16

After the agents had gone, we checked with Jude and Cindi. Neither had been able to come up with anything, so I asked them to come home.

Ken and Thelma agreed to stay up with Cindi, so Missy, Jude and I grabbed a sandwich and settled in for a nap before it was our turn to take over at midnight. We snuggled in and did a little mutual groping, but we knew our night was going to be short, so we didn't take it any farther than that. We did all fall asleep while in rapport though, which was a new experience for all of us.

It was around 10:30 when I was awakened by Jude, shaking my shoulder. {Mike. Wake up, Mike.}

{What?} I was still half asleep, but we were still in rapport, so I awakened quickly.

{Do you feel her? It's Bonnie, dreaming.}

{No, Jude. I don't feel anything but our normal rapport. I feel Missy sleeping though.}

{Here, right here. Do you feel her now?}

{Oh, God! Yes! Can you tell where it's coming from?}

{Just a general direction to the northeast. I'd guess maybe ten miles.}

{That would put her around San Ramon or Danville.}

{If you say so. What do we do now? I'm sure the FBI is watching.}

{You're right. They probably are. All I can think of is that we try a diversion. Let's get everyone woke up while I think about it for a couple of minutes.}

I woke Missy while Jude talked to Cindi. After Jude helped Cindi find Bonnie's dream, Cindi could hear her easily. {Mike, I think she's somewhere in Danville, or somewhere just outside of it. She's a little too far north for San Ramon, } Cindi told me.

{Okay, Sweety. Let's get everyone dressed and ready to go out. I think I may have a way of getting us passed the Fibbies.}



I'll have to say this for our family, they're loyal. Quick too. Within ten minutes, everyone was gathered in the living room.

 I asked.

 Ken said.



 Beth asked.

 I told her. 

 Tim said. 



 Ken said as he took Thelma's arm and headed toward the garage.



We were on I-680 between San Ramon and Danville when Jude said, {She's fading guys. I'm afraid I'm going to lose her.}

{Oh shit! How about you, Cindi?} I asked.

{Yeah, Mike. She's going away. I mean, it's like you're having a mental conversation with someone and they go to sleep in the middle of it. I don't think she's moving physically though.}

{You know, } Jude said. {If he's keeping them drugged, we may have been able to hear her when the drug was wearing off. He may have just given her a new dose.}

{That makes sense, } I said. {If they aren't awake enough to tell their bodies to fight off the drug, they could be kept under by it.}

{So, what do we do now?} Jude asked. {I can't feel her at all now.}

{Well... Okay. We're already gone from the house. Let's see if we can find a motel in Danville. We'll get rooms for everyone who is not being followed and we'll wait for something to come through again.}

{Okay, sounds good. I'll let everyone else know, } Jude said.



It turned out that Ken and Tim were the only ones being followed. They each made their way back to the house and the rest of us got rooms in a cheap (quality not price) motel in Danville.

 I told everyone. 

 Beth asked.

 I said.

Everyone agreed ours was probably the best plan, so things quieted quickly. Everyone wanted to try to grab as much sleep as the could before whatever was going to happen happened.

{Are you guys sure you'll be able to pick them up if you're asleep?} I asked Cindi and Jude.

{Yes, Mike. We've both set up channels to listen for Sharon or Bonnie. If we hear the slightest contact, we'll awaken immediately. Since we're linked with each other and with you and Missy, we'll pick up even the slightest connection.}

We all drifted off to sleep.



Wednesday, October 31, 1979

It was almost 6:00 AM when Jude nudged me and said, {Mike, Missy, wake up. Bonnie is dreaming again.}

While she was waking us, Cindi was mentally yelling at the rest of the group. 

After all of us were linked, we started trying to pull Bonnie into the link as well. It wasn't working, so I started telling Bonnie's body to fight off the drug that was making her sleep. At first we couldn't tell any difference, but then her dreams started to become clearer, stronger.

{Bonnie, can you hear me?} I asked.

{Yes, Mike, } she said, but I could tell she was still mostly asleep. {Bonnie, pretend you're still asleep, but tell your body to neutralize the drug that is keeping you asleep.}

Within seconds her mind was wide awake. 























She started to fade out, but then faded in again.  I asked.







We were all in our cars and moving within a couple of minutes. With Bonnie awake and us strongly linked to her, we drove almost directly to the house where she was being held. We parked a block up the street from the house and approached on foot.

There were no cars in the driveway of the house, and we couldn't detect anyone in the house except Bonnie. We knew the guy would be shielded, because he was when he forced Bonnie into hitting the beer truck, so we went in cautiously.

Cindi showed us another little trick she'd learned and unlocked the door for us. We slid inside and went through the house, room by room. No one other than Bonnie and Sharon were there.

We went into the room where the girls were being held. Missy went to release the restraints that were holding Bonnie to her bed while I checked out Sharon. Sharon was breathing normally, but she didn't respond to anything I said, whether it was mental or oral.

Both Bonnie and Sharon were naked. We looked around and found their clothes and Bonnie dressed quickly. We decided to leave Sharon the way she was, so I wrapped her in a blanket and carried her out to the car.



 Beth said. 





Bonnie, Missy, Jude, Cindi and I spent most of the day talking. Bonnie had no idea who the guy was who abducted her and Sharon. In fact, she had only a vague recollection of him at all. The shots he had been giving them seemed to be coming roughly twelve hours apart, so we knew it would be quite some time before Sharon roused to the point we could help her fight off the remainder of the drug.

Missy went out and got us some hamburgers for lunch, then again for dinner.

We kept checking on Sharon, but she was sleeping peacefully. She didn't start showing the first signs of awakening until nearly midnight. When she did, we immediately started telling her body to fight off the drug. It took a little longer for her to regain full consciousness, but eventually she did.

Sharon had a little clearer recollection of the man who abducted her, but no more than Cindi had seen when she was looking through Sharon's eyes at the time of the impact. Neither Bonnie or Sharon had any idea of who the guy was or what he wanted.



Thursday, November 1, 1979

We were all up early the next morning. Not having coffee in the room was a real pain, but Missy volunteered to go out and get some. When she got back, we sipped it while we all got dressed.

When we were ready to go, we checked out, then dropped Bonnie and Sharon off about half a block from the motel. We parked around a corner and stayed linked with them while they went into the office and asked the clerk to call the police for them.

Bonnie and Sharon's story to the police and later the FBI was pretty close to the truth. They told them that they had been abducted and held by a man. They gave as good of a description of him as they could, and gave them the address of the house they were held in.

Bonnie claimed to have awakened this morning, feeling groggy. It took her a while to awaken Sharon, but when both were functioning, they left the house and started walking. When they got to the motel, they called the police.

When they were asked why anyone would want to abduct them, Bonnie said, "The company we own is worth more than two hundred million dollars. I assume they were going to ask for a sizeable chunk of that to let us loose."

The police weren't so bad, but the FBI must have suspected something wasn't right, because they kept digging. Bonnie let it go on for quite some time, then demanded they be taken home, or be allowed to call for someone to pick them up. Since the FBI didn't have anything concrete, they finally gave in and gave them a ride home.

Bonnie warned the rest of the family to act surprised when they showed up. She and Sharon acted very disappointed when they were told that the rest of the family was in Idaho.

The FBI brought in a sketch artist and Sharon worked with them to come up with a drawing of the man who kidnapped them. Bonnie wasn't much help as she had been knocked out by the crash and told them so. When the FBI finally left, they relaxed for the first time since they awakened.



Friday, November 2, 1979

Jude, Cindi, Missy and I spent the night in a motel in Foster City. For the first time in a week, we were relaxed enough that we were all interested in sex. By the time we were all sated, we fell into the deepest sleep we had experienced in a long time.

Jude, Missy and I were all a little grumpy when we got up the next morning. There was no coffee in the motel room. We tried going into rapport, but I guess our bodies were craving the caffeine so it just wasn't the same. My three lovely wives all drifted back to sleep, but I was awake enough it wasn't an option for me. Finally, I couldn't take it any more, so I got dressed and went out looking for coffee.

I got two cups for each of us and took them back to the motel. I was met at the door by an almost frantic Jude. {You bastard, } she said. {You should have awakened one of us to go with you. I woke up and you were gone. I found you quickly, but the son-of-a-bitch who grabbed Bonnie and Sharon could have done the same to you.}

{You're right, Sweety. I should have awakened one of you. I think that until we find out who did this, we should have at least two people together at all times.}

{You really are a bastard, you know} Jude said as she ran her hands up and down my chest. {You gave up too quickly and I didn't even get the chance to work off my mad.}

I laughed as I pulled her into a hug. {I can think of another way you can work off your mad.}

{No way, } she said as she hit my chest with the heel of her hand. {You're not getting off that easily.}

I kissed her soundly, which she returned with enthusiasm, then started removing my clothes. I sat down on the chair by the desk and pulled her down on my lap. We opened some coffee and started sipping it. It wasn't but a few minutes before Jude was completely relaxed on my lap and we went into deep rapport.

{You know, I did a little digging last night. The guy Cindi saw through Sharon's eyes looked a little familiar to me. I couldn't remember where I might have seen him, but I knew I had either seen him or someone who looked a little like him before. I went over everywhere I'd been recently and couldn't come up with anything, so I started thinking about the things I'd seen when I deep scanned you. To me he looks a lot like the guy you turned off a few years ago, Adam Hunt.}

I pulled up the memory of what Adam Hunt had looked like, and the image Cindi had projected of the guy who had grabbed Bonnie and Sharon. They weren't identical, but there was a resemblance. {You know, I think you're right, Love. The guy does look like Adam Hunt.}

{I don't know how much that helps us though, Mike. We have no idea where he's staying or anything. We know for sure he wasn't staying where he was holding Bonnie and Sharon.}

{You're right, Love, but at least we have an idea of what we're up against. When we ran into Hunt, he was the strongest telepath we had encountered at the time. He was not nearly as strong as you or Cindi either one though.}

{That doesn't mean his brother isn't stronger though.}

{I know, but we've learned a lot since then as well.}

After all of my wives were up, we talked to Bonnie and Sharon and told them what we thought about the Hunts. I also asked them not to leave the house unless there were at least two people at once.

{We'd been thinking along those lines, Sweety. Tim and Ken are aware of it too.}

{I have no idea if this guy knows anything about Sarah, but you might let her know as well. Tell her she can stay over with you guys if you'd like.}

{That sounds like a good idea, Mike. When are you guys coming home?}

{Probably not until Sunday, my sweet loves. The FBI thinks we went to Idaho, so we have to give it enough time to appear we actually did.}

We spent a lot of time that day just lying around the hotel. This can be a lot of fun with three beautiful naked women. We did go out for dinner and the girls decided they'd like to take in a movie. I'd already seen it of course, but they enjoyed it, so I did.



Saturday, November 3, 1979

Jude and I got dressed and went out to get coffee. We brought it back to the room and were a little surprised that Missy and Cindi were still asleep. We quickly shed our clothes and settled in to sip and snuggle. We were enjoying the closeness when we were interrupted.











 I gave her directions to the hotel and our room number. She said she'd be there in about an hour.

By the time Sarah arrived, I had all of my lovelies up, showered, and dsressed. We talked for a couple of minutes then headed out to an IHOP for breakfast.

 I asked as my wives kept up an innocuous conversation.

 she said. 



Sarah laughed. <I guess you could say that. Mike, he's hitting on me. At least I think he is. He's been telling me what a lovely butt I have and how nice my boobs look. He's started hugging me and kissing me when he comes home from work. I just don't know how to handle this.

I couldn't help but laugh and my wives joined me. 















The waitress brought our food and we all pitched in. 





 Jude said. 

 Sarah asked. 

 I said. 









Chapter 17

Monday, November 5, 1979

The FBI wasn't even there to greet us when we had arrived home. In fact, we heard very little from them afterwards. Sarah had a long talk with Jimmy and informed him that if he didn't knock off the sexual advances, she was going to move out. It must have done some good because he did lay off, at least temporarily.

We called a family meeting Monday morning and decided we needed to try to find out who had done the kidnapping before any of us went to work. We all agreed that the most likely candidate was Adam Hunt's brother.

Ken said that someone would have to go to the Coroner's office to get a look at Adam Hunt's death certificate. I just didn't want any of us to go out, so we asked Sarah if she'd do some scouting for us.

Sarah went to the Coroner's office and waited until the records room was empty. She found the death certificate for Adam Hunt and found that his body had been released to the Dunbarton Funeral Home.

Sarah's next stop was the funeral home. There, she looked up Hunt's records and found his body had been shipped to a funeral home in a small town in New York and that the next of kin was listed as Zeb Hunt.

Tim called the funeral home in New York and told them he was working with the FBI. He told them they were doing a background check on Zeb Hunt for a security clearance. He said Hunt had listed them as a credit reference and asked if they could pull his brother's records and verify some information for him.

He found out that Zeb was indeed the younger brother of Adam and that he worked for an accounting firm in the same town.

Bonnie called the accounting firm and asked to speak to Zeb Hunt.

"I'm sorry, ma'am," the receptionist said. "Mr. Hunt is on vacation. Is there anyone else who can help you?"

"No, I guess I really shouldn't be calling him at work. I'm an old friend and was just passing through town. I tried his home number, but I didn't get an answer, so I thought he might be at work."

The receptionist brightened up, probably assuming Bonnie was an old girlfriend. "Mr. Hunt is in California for the rest of the week, I'm afraid. If you'll leave your name, I'll tell him you called."

"Well... I'm coming back through this way in a couple of weeks. I think I'd really rather surprise him."

"Oh my," the receptionist giggled. "I'm sure it will be a pleasant surprise."

Bonnie assured her it would and hung up.

 I asked. 

 Bonnie said.

 Ken said.

 I said.

 Bonnie said.



 Bonnie laughed. 



Tuesday, November 13, 1979

None of us went into work that week. We did do some work over the phone, but I didn't want any of us to expose ourselves to danger. We did enjoy the closeness of being together 24-7.

When we got up on Tuesday morning, Bonnie was adamant that she had to go into the office. I tried to talk her out of it, but she insisted. Then, Sharon started in that there were things she needed to do as well. I told them they weren't going alone, so I went with them.

I was driving when we left home and Sharon was in the passenger seat with Bonnie in the back. {From what I hear from the reports I've been getting, we're almost out of the silver business,} Sharon said.

I had just pulled up to the stop sign where Crow Canyon Road goes onto the highway when Bonnie said, {I'll be just as glad when all of this silver business is over. It's made... }

The passenger side window of the car exploded. I whirled to look and Sharon was slumped forward, being held up by her seat belt alone. The whole side of her head facing me was gone, replaced by a bloody crater. I tried to touch her mentally, but she was gone.

Bonnie was screaming in the back seat and I felt something thump against my leg. I looked down and I was bleeding from a wound in the thigh. I tried to move my right leg, but it wasn't cooperating, so I stomped on the accelerator with my left foot and we shot out into traffic. The rear window exploded as I made the turn.

I knew the Laurel Grove Hospital was on Lake Chabot Road, which was just a few minutes away, so I headed there. {Bonnie, calm down,} I shouted mentally.

{She's dead, Mike!} Bonnie screamed back hysterically.

{I know she is, Bonnie. There's not a thing we can do for her. I'm wounded in the leg. Tell Missy to call the police and tell them where it happened and that we're on our way to Laurel Grove Hospital.}

{You're wounded? How bad are you hurt?}

{Don't worry about it, Bonnie. I've shut off the pain. I could heal it right now, but that would be very suspicious. Just get Missy to call the police.}

I pulled into the emergency entrance of the hospital and told Bonnie to get inside and get someone to help us. She was out of the car and running inside before I could finish saying it.

Four people came running out almost immediately, pushing a gurney. They ran to the passenger side first and threw the door open. A doctor took one look at Sharon and shook his head. They came around to my side of the car and after taking a quick look at my leg, loaded me onto the gurney and wheeled me inside.

The next hour or so was pure chaos. The doctors and nurses were asking me questions. Everyone in the family was asking me questions. The police were asking me questions. I was also feeling the loss of my wonderful wife/daughter.

I think the doctor finally took pity on me and ran everyone out. He told me they were going to prep me for surgery. It seems that although the bullet had passed through my leg, they would have to clean out the wound and sew me up. To be honest with you, I was ready to be out of it for a while.

As the anesthetic was starting to take hold and I was just drifting between being awake and going to sleep, I could hear Sharon calling to me. She was telling me she was okay and that I was going to be fine.



A couple of hours later, I was in the recovery room. I was out of it, so I didn't know what was going on. Bonnie was sitting with me, holding my hand when the doctor came in and explained to her that the surgery went just fine.

"When will he be waking up?" Bonnie asked him.

"We're going to keep him sedated until tomorrow," the doctor told her. "We feel we should let the trauma to his body heal a little before he has to face the trauma of losing his wife."

"There are some things I really need to tell him, doctor," Bonnie told him.

"I'm sorry ma'am, but they'll just have to wait until tomorrow."

Bonnie tried to argue him out of keeping me sedated, but the doctor was adamant.



Wednesday, November 14, 1979

I awoke the next morning, feeling very groggy and disoriented. I was alone. Bonnie had gone home for the night and no one had come in as yet.

I spent a couple of minutes clearing my mind and then took stock of my body. There were still traces of the sedative left in my body, so I cleared them out so my mind was sharp.

I called to my wives and found that Bonnie and Jude were on their way into the hospital. The told me to just relax and they would be there shortly.

I must have dozed off, because the next thing I knew they were in my room and I heard Jude calming me, {Mike, my love, listen to me for a minute. Shut out everything else. This is very important.}

{Okay, Jude.}

{I was in rapport with Sharon when the bullet hit her. I don't know how to tell you this, but when Sharon's brain quit working, her mind came into my brain. Sharon's mind is still alive, Mike.}

{How is that possible, Jude?}

{I don't know, Mike. Sharon, say something to Mike.}

{Hi, my lover, husband, father. I am still alive. Jude or I neither one know how this is happening, but I'm here.}

I fainted.



I don't know how long I was out, but I came to with Bonnie and Jude holding my hands. When I started to stir, I heard, {It's okay, Mike. You're okay. Everything is going to be all right.}

{It's okay, Bonnie. Is Sharon still with Jude?}

{Yes, she is, Mike. I don't understand it and neither does anyone else, but she's still there. Cindi seems to think it was because Sharon and Jude were in rapport.}

{Sharon, are you still there, love?}

{I'm here, Mike, and so is Jude. We're trying to figure out what is going on. Is my body really dead, Mike?}

{Yes, it is, love. I think it was instantaneous.}

{It must have been. I didn't feel anything. I was sitting there in the car talking with you and Bonnie and then I was in the sitting room with a cup of coffee in my hand.}

{Can you see, hear, feel, taste, and smell with Jude's senses?}

{Yes, it's strange really. Coffee tastes a little different now than it did before. I'm sure other things will too.}

{Jude, are you having any problems with Sharon sharing your brain and body?}

{Not too much so far. We did nearly kill ourself a while ago when she tried to turn left while I was trying to turn right.}

{Yeah, we are going to have to learn to coordinate some things. I'd hate for us to try to drive a car right now. We'll figure something out though.}

{You know guys, this isn't so much different than what happened to me. You just didn't get thrown into the past, Sharon, and the brain and body you ended up in already had a functioning mind. The body I ended up in was brain dead so I didn't have the problem of two personalities occupying the same brain.}

{You know you're right. We'll have to give this some thought.}

{You guys should talk to Sheila about this. This could explain multiple personalities. If you two didn't know each other and trust each other, you would probably be fighting for control of the body. That in itself could lead to madness.}

{Wow!}



I HATE HOSPITALS! I especially hated it this time because I knew I could heal my leg and be totally well in seconds. I couldn't do it though because too many people had seen my wound. The most I could do was to eliminate the pain and refuse any pain medication they tried to give me.

Bonnie and Jude/Sharon stayed with me for a while then Missy and Cindi came in. Okay, it's not so bad staying in a hospital when you have four lovely women pampering you.

A doctor came in late in the afternoon and introduced himself as Dr. Smitson. He said that the bullet that had hit my leg had passed all the way through the back of my thigh. It had missed the bone or any major arteries.

"How long do I have to stay in here, doctor?" I asked.

"Normally I'd say two or three days, but from your vital signs I'd say you are doing very well. If everything looks good in the morning, I think I can let you go tomorrow. You'll probably want to have a home health care nurse make a couple of visits just to make sure everything is the way it should be."

"Okay, Mr. Green. I'll see you, oh, probably around 10:00 AM tomorrow. If everything still looks good, we'll let you be on your way."

The doctor left quickly, already looking at the charts for his next patient.

When they brought my dinner tray around, Missy, Jude, and Cindi decided they were going to go home and get some dinner themselves. Bonnie said she wanted to stay with me.

{Bonnie, I'd like to talk with you, but I'd like to keep it private between you and me. Is that okay?}

{Sure, Mike. I guess I need a private conversation with you as well.}

{Bonnie, I'm scared. I knew Sharon's body was dead as soon as I saw what the bullet had done to her. I thought she was gone. The damned bullet hole in my leg was nothing compared to the hurt I felt, knowing I'd lost her. Then I find out her mind, her essence, her soul is inside Jude. I can live with this because she's still with us. What I'm worried about is if it is permanent. Is she always going to be a part of Jude, or is she going to fade away, or just wink out completely?}

{Mike, we're all scared about that. I've talked a little with Sharon and Jude about it. So far, we just don't know. I think what you said about it being similar to what happened to you makes sense though. As time goes by, we'll know. Until we do know, we'll just have to have faith that it is like what happened to you.}

{Do you think Sharon and Jude are going to be able to share a body without going crazy in the process?}

{I think any of your wives could share a body with any of your other wives. We're already a lot closer than women usually are to each other. We all love and respect each other. I know Jude and Sharon are working out some ground rules and I'm reasonably sure they're going to work out. We've all been in very close rapport before, so we're used to sharing out innermost thoughts.}

{What are we going to do about the asshole who shot Sharon? None of us have any combat experience and I think that's what it's going to take to beat him.}

{I don't know, Mike. We need to have a family meeting and see what everyone thinks. Maybe we need to hire some bodyguards or something.}

I had been unconsciously eating the stuff they had brought around that they claimed was dinner while we talked. I was just getting ready to ask Bonnie another question when a woman came into the room.

"Hello, Mr. Green. I'm Detective McClasky," she said. "Are you feeling up to answering a few questions?"

I looked at Bonnie and sighed. "I guess so, Detective. I know you have a job to do. It's not easy answering questions when someone you love has been killed though."

"I understand, Mr. Green. I'll try to keep this as brief as possible. Do you have any idea who could have been shooting at you?"

"It's probably the same person or persons who kidnapped Sharon and Bonnie here a couple of weeks ago. I have no idea who those people might though."

"I talked with Bonnie earlier and she said almost the same thing. I've gotten all of the records the FBI would release to us about the kidnapping. I'm afraid they're not much help. Why don't you describe to me in your own words what happened this morning."

I went through the events of the morning with her and she made notes. When I got to the point of where we were brought into the hospital, she said, "We had our crime scene investigators go over your car and the hillside above where the shooting occurred. We know the killer fired at least three shots. They were able to find the spot where the person was shooting from, but the person had removed any cartridge cases. The ground on the hillside is hard, dry, and rocky, so they were not able to find any footprints."

"So, in other words, they came up with nothing?"

"I'm afraid that's right, Mr. Green."

"Shit!"

"My sentiments exactly," she smiled. "When the FBI investigated the kidnappings, I think they just assumed the kidnappers were after money. Since this wasn't an attempt at another kidnapping, I'm inclined to think it was more a matter of revenge. Is there anyone you or anyone in your family has made an enemy of?"

"Not that I can think of," I said. "We had one guy go nuts in our office a while back, but he was killed by police officers when he started trying to shoot them. The only other person I can think of is a banker in Idaho. He was getting ready to foreclose on a mortgage a friend of ours had with his bank. We bought the mortgage to prevent that from happening."

"How about personally? Has anyone in your family made any personal enemies?"

"Not that we can think of. We've been giving this a lot of thought since the kidnappings. I have a question for you, Detective McClasky. What can we do to protect ourselves against attacks like what happened this morning?"

"That's a good question, Mr. Green. There isn't a good answer for it though. Sniping is one of the hardest things to protect against. There are some defensive driving things you can learn. You can basically armor plate your vehicles, but even then a determined sniper can get through your defenses. Please call me Annie, by the way. I think we're all going to be working together for a while."

"Okay, Annie. Please call me Mike. Is there anyone in the police department who could give us a lecture on protection techniques?"

"Yes, there is. I can arrange for someone to come to your home and talk to you about things if you'd like. They can make suggestions about what you can do to make your home and your vehicles safer."

"We'd really appreciate that, Annie."

"I understand you're going to be getting out of here tomorrow. I'll see if I can set something up for the day after that, Mike."

"That would be great."

The three of us talked for a few more minutes. We gave Annie our home and work phone numbers and she gave us hers. Then she excused herself and left Bonnie and I alone.



Thursday, November 15, 1979

Missy and Jude were at the hospital very early the next morning. They smuggled in a couple of cups of real coffee for me in travel mugs. After getting me started on some coffee, Missy said, {We brought along a couple of cans of that energy drink we've been using in case you want to fix your leg before we get home.}

{Good thinking, love. I'll do it as soon as I get in the car. Jude, is Sharon still with you?}

{We're both,} Jude said.

{Still here,} Sharon said.

{And we're both}

{Doing just}

{Fine.}

{Oh, God! Don't start that shit,} I said.

I could hear both Jude and Sharon giggling mentally. Then Missy and I joined in as well.

{It's really working out a lot better than we thought it would,} Jude said.

{It's like I know exactly what she wants to say and she knows exactly what I want to say. Either one of us can tell our brain to say it,} Sharon said.

{We share our five senses and I think we both respond to them equally. That is, unless one of us is asleep.}

{Yeah, Jude was ready for sleep long before I was last night. She went to sleep and I continued to watch a movie.}

{Then, this morning, I woke up, took a shower, and was half way through my first cup of coffee before Sharon awoke.}

{It was a little disconcerting for a minute. The last thing I remember before I woke up was lying in bed getting ready to go to sleep. I awoke in the kitchen with a cup of coffee in my hand.}

{We damned near spilled our coffee before we got ourself under control.}

A nurse came in and took my vital signs. I made sure they were just where they should be. Missy and Jude pretended the travel mugs were theirs.

When the nurse had gone, I said, {I just can't wait to make love to the two of you. I want you both awake for that.}

Sharon and Jude giggled. {We've been thinking about that,} they said in unison.

{I'll just bet you have,} Missy teased.

{Yeah, we think you should make love to us twice as much as you do anyone else, since there are two of us in here now.}

{Hey, wait a minute,} Missy said. {I'm pregnant and my sex drive is in high gear. You should be making love to me more than anyone else.}

{God! I love you guys,} I said.



The doctor's visit was cursory to say the least. He didn't even take the bandages off to look at the wounds. He took a look at the chart, said I could go, and wished me luck. He was gone within five minutes.

My lovely wives drove me home. As soon as I was in the car I drank the two cans of energy drink, then told my body to heal itself. I was worried about snipers all the way home, but I began to relax when the gate closed behind us and we were nearing the house.

My leg felt the same as it always did when I walked into the house. From the way the women of the family made over me, you'd have thought I was still seriously injured. We hadn't been home for thirty minutes when Sarah Allgood, who was now transformed into Tiffany Allgood came in and did her part.

Cindi had helped Tiffany come up with all new identification, and had allowed Sarah to die, at least on paper. Tiffany had allowed Jim Allgood to inherit all of Sarah's property, while Tiffany inherited Sarah's liquid assets.

 Tiffany asked.





I laughed.  I said. 



 I said. She just smiled.





I assured her we didn't mind at all.

We didn't get a lot done the rest of the day. Phil's investigators had not come up with any help as to finding out if Zeb Hunt was in the area and we spent a lot of time trying to think of ways we could find out where he was.

Annie McClasky called that evening and said she'd be bringing someone around at 10:00 AM tomorrow to talk with us about protecting ourselves.



Chapter 18

Saturday, November 17, 1979

Saturday morning seemed almost like a normal morning for us. Missy, Jude, and I were up first. We were on one of the love seats in the sitting room in deep rapport and sipping our first cup of coffee.

{Is Sharon still asleep?} I asked Jude.

{Yeah, she'll probably sleep for another hour unless something disturbs her.}

{It doesn't wake her if you move around or talk?}

{No, I pretty much have to direct a thought directly at her if I want to awaken her before she wakes up normally. I would imagine you could direct a thought at her and awaken her as well.}

{I don't want to do that, Love. This has to be pretty traumatic to her. I'm amazed you guys seem to be adjusting as well as you are.}

{Yeah, we're kind of amazed too. Sharon and I have always been close and we've spent a lot of time in rapport with each other. I've never felt like my mind or my brain was being invaded or anything like that.}

{How did it feel when Sharon was killed and she ended up in your brain?} Missy asked.

{We were in close rapport when it happened. Sharon was a little worried about the kidnapper striking again, but she didn't want Mike to know. I was mentally holding her hand so Mike didn't realize she was worried.}

Jude took a sip of coffee then went on. {Our minds were completely meshed, then there was this subtle change. I can't really describe it except to say it was like the difference between when we're in rapport with our whole group compared to being in our family rapport. Suddenly, Sharon and I were in a much closer rapport than we'd ever been in before.}

{She didn't feel any pain or anything?} I asked.

{No, in fact it was a couple of minutes before we realized her body was dead. Bonnie was screaming orally and mentally. She was totally incoherent, so we tapped into you. That's when we saw the memory of Sharon, slumped against her seatbelt, with the whole side of her head blown away. Sharon went nuts for a couple of minutes and it was all I could do to help to bring her back.}

{Shit! I wonder what would have happened if you hadn't been able to bring her back. It would have been hell to have had to share your brain with someone who was insane.}

{Oh, I thought of that. I had a lot of incentive to bring her back to reality. Even then, I'm not sure if I'd have succeeded if Missy and Cindi hadn't helped.}

{Well, I'm glad you did. Can you imagine what it would have been like to have something like this happen and end up sharing the brain of a stranger?}

{I'd think they'd both be fighting for control and fighting to get rid of the other personality. I could see where someone like that could easily go insane.}

We were sipping our coffee and I was gently rubbing Jude's butt while I played with Missy's nipple when Sharon woke up. {Good morning, } she said.

We all told her good morning then she asked, {Mike, are you rubbing my butt?}

{I've been rubbing your lovely butt for the last hour, Sweetheart.}

{I thought you were rubbing MY butt, } Jude giggled.

{One and the same, my dear. I'll admit I was thinking of Jude until Sharon woke up, now I'm thinking of both of you as I rub. Kinky!}

{No, tonight is what's going to be kinky. We gave you a break last night, since you had just gotten out of the hospital. Tonight you make love to us.}

{Kinky!}

Annie McClasky arrived just before 10:00 AM with a guy she introduced as Danny Thompson. Danny was an expert on converting automobiles so that they were almost impervious to firearms.

Bonnie and Thelma got coffee for everyone and Danny started his lecture. He had been talking for several minutes about bulletproof glass and steel plates in the side and top of the car when Tim asked, "Wouldn't all of that steel plating be so heavy it'd almost pop the tires?"

"Yes, and it also slows down the vehicle and reduces your payload."

"Has anyone ever thought of using Kevlar instead of steel plates?" I asked.

"There has been some talk and even some experimentation. I know it works, but the cost is pretty high. It would seem like the perfect solution if the cost wasn't so prohibitive."

"Could you give us any information about who to contact to find out about the experimentation?" I asked.

Danny assured us he could and he would. Then he started talking about defensive driving techniques. I'd had a course in defensive driving when I was George, so I wasn't too interested.

I turned and saw Annie watching me. I smiled and she asked, "So, Mike, is your whole family telepathic or is it just you?"

"Huh? What do you mean?"

"I think you know exactly what I mean. I can read people myself. When I try to read you or anyone in your family, it's like you're not even there. The only way I can explain it is that one or all of you are telepathic."

{Cindi, help me out here. Deep scan Annie while I talk with her.}

{I already did, Mike. She's a telepath, and a good person.}

I switched to mental communication to see if Annie could communicate that way. 























 I told her.

 came from everyone in the family.

"Oh shit!" Annie exclaimed. Danny's head whipped around then Annie told him, "I'm sorry Danny. I just had a weird thought. I'll try to keep my mouth shut."

Danny smiled at her then went back to his lecture.  Annie told the family.

 I told her.

























Annie sighed. 





















































 Jude said.

 Annie said.

Before any of us could answer, Danny came over and said he was finished and asked if Annie was ready to leave. I could sense her reluctance, so I asked, "Annie, would you like to stay with us this afternoon? I could take you home later."

"That would be great, Mike. I have some more questions for you guys anyway. Would that be okay with you, Danny?"

Danny assured her it was okay with him, then left with our thanks.















No one expressed any hesitation about inviting Annie to join us so I said, 















I gave her Zeb Hunt's name, address, and place of employment. She pressed me for a reason for our suspicions so I told her we had known his brother before his brother had a heart attack and died. 

Annie seemed to buy that and we went on to have a very pleasant afternoon with her.

Danny called back, later in the afternoon, and gave us the information about who had been experimenting with Kevlar. He also told us who to contact for bullet proof glass for automobiles.



Monday, November 19, 1979

Missy, Jude and I were having our morning coffee when the phone rang. Missy jumped up and answered it, then handed it to me. It was Annie.

"Mike, I just called back east to try to talk to Zeb Hunt. I called the company he worked for and they told me he had come in a week ago last Friday and had told them he quit."

"Well shit!" I said.

"I contacted the local sheriff and he said he'd have a deputy go out to Hunt's home and see what he can dig up. If Hunt isn't there, he'll talk to the neighbors and see if anyone knows where he might be."

"In other words, we've got nothing. We don't know where he is or what he's doing, or even if he is the one terrorizing us. Where do we go from here, Annie? What do we do? How do we find out some of these things?"

"At this point there isn't much you can do, Mike. I'll keep working on this, but I can't give you any immediate answers."

When Annie and I hung up, Jude said, {You know, there has to be a way to get around a mind shield like this guy is using. I think that Sharon, Cindi and I should work on that. If we could break the shield or even find a mind that's being shielded, we could nail the bastard.}

{I think that's an excellent idea, Love. I'm assuming he's using the same kind of shield we use. You should examine ours. That might give you a clue as to how to detect another one.}

{That's what I was thinking. As soon as my sister/wives are up and around, we'll start thinking about it.}



Chapter 19

Cindi came in and joined us before long and not long after that Tiffany asked us if she could join us. We all started kicking around ideas about how we could get around a mind shield and either detect a shield or detect a person's thoughts behind the shield.

 Tiffany said. 

 Jude said.







 Cindi said.



 Jude said.

 I said. 

 Tiffany said. 

 I said.

 Cindi said, 

We all thought our own thoughts for a few minutes then Tiffany asked, 

 Jude said. 

They took off like two little girls. Missy shook her head and said, 

Tiffany laughed and told her to wait until the last month of pregnancy and she'd really have something to complain about.



When it was time for lunch, my immediate family and Tiffany made soup and sandwiches. Cindi and Jude did not join us, so none of us tried to contact them.

At dinner time, the entire family got together. Cindi and Jude still hadn't showed up, so I tried to contact Jude mentally, {Jude, my love, it's time for dinner.}

{Mike, } Sharon said, {We're fine, but we're tied up right now. Just leave us some leftovers and we'll grab something when we need it. We're getting very close.}

We all went to bed that evening, most of us a little worried about our spouses. I knew there was nothing we could do or say that would get them to postpone their investigations until tomorrow, so we didn't interrupt them.




Tuesday, November 20, 1979

Sometime during the night my two lovely young women must have finished what they were doing. When I awoke, they were snuggled up to either side of me. I slid out from between them without waking them. They obviously noticed I was gone, even in their sleep, because they moved closer to each other and their arms went around each other.

I drained my bladder then went into the sitting room to get some coffee going. Missy joined me right after I poured my first cup. I poured one for her too and we cuddled together on the love seat.

{Do you know what time Cindi and Jude came in?} I asked.

Missy just shook her head.

{It must have been late.}

A nod from Missy.

We cuddled for a while and I stroked her back and butt. At first it was like she was too out of it to respond, then she started arching her back to increase the pressure of my strokes. Eventually, after emptying her cup of coffee, Missy asked, {Do you think Cindi and Jude figured anything out?}

{Knowing those two, I don't think they'd have quit until they did, } I told her.

Eventually, Jude joined us. After she had poured herself some coffee, I asked her if they'd made any progress.

{Yes, we made progress. In fact, we made a lot of progress. Cindi is the only one who can do it by herself right now, but I think I can learn.}

{What can she do, Love?}

{She can look around the entire area with her subconscious receptors and tell you where every person who is using a shield is located. It's not perfect because she still can't tell what they're thinking or anything, but she can tell they're using a shield and their approximate location.}

{If she said there was someone using a shield in a certain area, could she she tell us which person was using the shield if we got her close enough?}

{We think so, but we're not sure. None of our family are shielded from her, so we can't test it. Even if one of us tried to shield her, she'd know which one it was by which family member suddenly disappeared.}

I thought for a minute then asked, {What if we got Annie to go to a public place and had her put up a shield? We could let Cindi see if she could find her.}

{That would definitely be a good test.}

We snuggled a while longer, then I got up to call Annie. When she answered the phone, I said, "Annie, Jude and Cindi worked a lot yesterday on being able to find someone who was using a shield. They think they have something, but they need to be able to test it on someone who is not a member of the family."

I could hear the smile in her voice as she asked, "And you're looking for volunteers?"

"Yes. You're the only telepath we know well enough to ask."

"I'd be happy to Mike. What can I do?"

"If you could go to some public place around noon and put up your shield, we'll see if Cindi can find you. If you could keep it within twenty miles of here, it'd be more fair to Cindi."

"Sure, not a problem. I know just the place to go."



It turned out that Jude and Cindi had to work together to detect a mind shield. Jude was in a close rapport with Cindi and Cindi was, I guess you would say, in a trance. While she was doing this, Cindi couldn't communicate either verbally or mentally with anyone but Jude.

I loaded the two of them into the back of Missy's car and Cindi went into her trance. Missy and I got into the front seat and I asked Jude if Cindi could detect anyone with a shield.

{She says there are two of them, but neither are close, } Jude told me.

{Can she tell us anything about either of them?}

{She can't read their thoughts or anything, but she thinks one is a man and the other is a woman.}

{We're going after the woman this time, } I told her. {Can she tell us which way to go?}

{Cindi said to head toward Castro Valley.}

There was a little fumbling when we got into Castro Valley. Jude was telling us which way to turn based on what Cindi was telling her about the direction of the shield. We turned onto one dead end street and had to back track, but eventually we turned into the parking lot of the hospital I had been in after I was shot.

I started to drive toward the entrance to the hospital when Jude yelled, {Stop!}

I immediately stopped and Jude said, {The shield is directly to the right of us.}

{Interesting, } I said. {There is a row of the parking lot directly to the right of us. I'm going to turn down that row.}

I made the turn and started, very slowly, down the row. About half way down the row, Jude yelled, {Stop!}

I stopped again and Jude said, {It's directly to our right again.}

The row in the parking lot was actually two rows deep. I figured Annie could be in either of four cars. Missy and I got out and walked between the cars, looking into each one. We found her in the third car we looked in. She was lying in the back seat with a big grin on her face.



Annie agreed to meet with us at a diner in Castro Valley. Once we were all seated and had ordered coffee, Annie said, "So you are able to detect a shield. Can you tell anything about the person who has the shield?"

"I can pick up a few things, but not a lot. I could tell that you were a woman. I could also get some feelings about your character. It's hard to explain. Since it's the subconscious we're working with, these are things that are buried deep down."

"For instance?"

"For instance, I could detect a feeling of honesty, a feeling of duty, and a feeling of loneliness or longing."

"Okay."

"I could also detect another shield off to the east of us, toward Dublin. It was a man, but we weren't close enough for me to pick up anything else."

"Do you think that might be Hunt?"

"It could be, but there have to be dozens of people in the San Francisco area who use shields."

"How do you think we should go from here?" I asked Annie.

"I'm not sure, Mike. Being able to detect a shield is going to be a big help. We can't just get a gang of police officers together and go looking for him though. Number one, we don't have probable cause to arrest him."

"Yeah, and number two is that he could put to sleep or even kill any number of police officers who came after him," I said.

Annie let out a big sigh. "I've been thinking a lot about what you were asking me the other day."

"Annie, this might not be the best place to talk about this. Would it be possible for you to come out to the house for a while?"

"Yeah, I can do that. Let's get out of here."

I paid for our coffee and we headed home.



When we were in our sitting room with a pot of coffee brewing, I asked Bonnie to join us.

 Annie said.

 I said.





 Annie asked.

 Bonnie said. 



 Bonnie asked.





 I said. 













 Annie said.

 Bonnie said. 

 Annie asked.



 I added.













Tiffany came in after Annie had left with a tray full of sandwiches and drinks. She set it on the coffee table and went back out. She returned almost immediately with another tray of drinks.

When we were all munching on our sandwiches, Tiffany said, 









 Cindi said.













Tiffany let out a big sigh. 

 Cindi said.





 I said.





Annie called later that afternoon and said she was taking tomorrow off. "Would it be okay if I came out and we started looking for this guy?" she asked.

We all agreed it would, so she said she'd be out at 9:00 AM.

I was laying back in a recliner in our sitting room later that afternoon, half way dozing when Jude/Sharon came in and snuggled up on my lap.

{Could we talk to you about something, Mike?} Jude asked.

{Sure. What's up?}

{Well, } Sharon said. {We've been noticing something and we're a little worried about it. I seem to be sleeping a lot. We're afraid that since Jude is the dominant personality in this body that she is subconsciously taking over.}

{We're afraid Sharon may be withdrawing and that she may eventually withdraw completely.}

{Oh, shit!} I said.

{Oh, shit is right, } Sharon said. {We've been talking to Cindi about this and she thinks she has a solution.}

{Okay, what would that be?}

{She thinks Sharon needs a body of her own.}

{Duh. That's pretty obvious isn't it?}

{Yeah, but she thinks we can find one. Mike's body was brain dead when you moved in. She thinks we can find a body in the same condition Mike's was in and that if we do, I can move in and take over.}

{Okay, I've had some thoughts along those lines myself. How would we go about finding a body like that?}

{Cindi thinks she can do it by scanning the hospitals and nursing homes in the area. Once we find a body, we'd need to examine the blood vessel that gives us our telepathic abilities. If it wasn't large enough, we'd have to keep looking until we found one that was appropriate.}

{Would you consider a male body if that was all we could find?} I asked.

{No! I'm your wife. If I can't be your wife in a new body, then I'd rather just fade away.}

{I love you, Sharon. I want you to continue to be my wife too.}

{Okay, as soon as we take care of Hunt, we're going to start looking for a new body for me.}



The rest of the day went fairly quietly. We spent some time in the hot tub and the sauna with Tiffany. She has really become a beautiful lady since her age regression.

All of us were tired from everything that was going on, so we turned in early.



Wednesday, November 21, 1979

Missy and I were up at our usual time, but Jude and Cindi slept late. Missy and I had a nice conversation about the baby before the rest of the family started wandering in.

Bonnie was the first to join us and the three of us immediately went into rapport. {Do you think that Sharon will be able to transfer into a new body?} Bonnie asked after we had all snuggled in.

{It worked for me and it worked for Tim, } I said. {I don't see why it wouldn't. There is some danger, but I'm worried about her withdrawing too, so I think we have to take the chance.}

Bonnie sighed. {I suppose so. I've just grown to love Sharon so much over the years that it would be very hard to lose her.}

We just communed for a few minutes, then Missy asked, {Are we going to ask Tiffany to marry us?}

{I don't know. I hadn't really thought about it, Missy, } I said.

{Well, you'd better be thinking about it, Mike. She's madly in love with you. We either need to marry her or you need to figure out a way to let her down easy.}

{She IS in love with you, Mike. In fact, I think she's in love with all of us. Cindi adores her, by the way, } Bonnie said.

{Wow! As if we didn't have enough going on right now. How do you guys feel about her?}

{Well... I love her mind, } Bonnie said, {and if I'll admit it, I guess I lust after her body too.}

{I feel pretty much the same, } Missy said.

{Let's talk to the rest of the family when they're up and around. I do like her mind. She has a wisdom I'm almost in awe of. She's also a sexy little wench. Ouch!} Missy pinched me as I was talking.

{You're in for it now, little girl.}

Missy giggled and said, {Be careful with me. I'm pregnant.}

{Bonnie, when this girl has her baby, I'm going to need some help holding her down so I can tickle her to death.}



Cindi and Jude/Sharon got up not long before Annie arrived. Missy immediately asked them what they thought about marrying Tiffany. The three of them were all for asking her.

When Annie arrived, we talked over how we were going to do things.

 I said.

 Cindi said. 

 I asked.





 Cindi asked with a big grin.

 I said.



Cindi and Jude kept at it for nine hours and never detected the man near Dublin. Nor did they detect anyone else using a shield outside Annie and our family within that radius. Cindi was so tired at the end of that time that I made them knock off for the day.



Chapter 20

Thursday, November 22, 1979

Thanksgiving Day! With everything that had been going on, I had totally forgotten about Thanksgiving. Missy and I were snuggled on one of the love seats. We were in rapport, but we weren't saying anything. Jude came in and got herself some coffee then joined us.

{Happy Thanksgiving, } Jude said as she sat down.

{Well, I'll be damned. Happy Thanksgiving. I had totally forgotten.}

{Happy Thanksgiving, } Missy said. {I had forgotten too.}

{At least the rest of your family is aware of the world around us. Bonnie and Thelma are planning a big dinner. The turkey is already roasting.}

{Thank God for Bonnie, } I said.

{Amen, } Missy agreed.

{Are we going to be scanning for Hunt again today?} Jude asked.

{I had planned to, but with it being Thanksgiving, I don't know, } I said.

{Think about it, } Jude said. {This might be the time he tries something. He'll know we're all going to be here together today.}

{How long would it take Cindi to just do a quick scan of the area?} I asked.

{Not over a minute, now that she's used to it.}

{Could you guys just do a quick scan of the area like once an hour then?}

{We could do that. Cindi wouldn't get nearly as tired that way either.}

{When she gets up, let's get her to do that. I don't want to ruin your holiday, but you have a good point about all of us being together.}



After the family was up, Cindi and Jude scanned the area. When they finished, Jude said, {The guy from Dublin is back again. Cindi didn't find anyone else.}

{That's great. Let me know if anything changes.}

{Yes, Sir, husband of mine, } Cindi said with a salute.

 I asked.



I looked over at Bonnie and she was smiling.

Tiff came in a couple of minutes later so I said, 

Cindi had caught on to what was going on and she was smiling as she got up. Tiff walked over and looked down at my very obvious erection. 

 I said.

Tiff smiled and sat down. I put my arms around her, then I said, 

 Tiff asked as she looked at each of us in turn. We all nodded when she looked at us. 

I pulled her to me and we kissed. Cindi started pulling everyone into our married link. We were in rapport for a half hour or so when I broke out of the loop. Everyone followed me almost immediately. {Wow, } Tiffie said. {That was amazing.}

{You haven't seen anything yet, } Cindi told her. {Just wait until you are making love while you're in a link like that. It is totally awesome.}

We all agreed.



It was around 11:00 AM when Jude told me the guy over in Dublin had moved. {He's no longer in Dublin, } Jude said. {Cindi says he's almost in Castro Valley.}

{Can you ask her to stay in trance until we find out where he's going?} I asked.

{She had already planned to, } Jude told me. A few minutes later, she said, {Cindi says he's coming this way.}

 I asked.









{Cindi says he had been moving fast like he was in a car, but now he's stopped. He's close, Mike. Cindi says he's not more than half a mile away.}

 I practically shouted mentally. 

We established an entire family link and we all listened in to Jude as she kept updating us on where the guy was.  she said. 

A few minutes later, Jude said, 



The waiting is the worst in a situation like we were in. All of us were tense as we listened for the next report from Jude. 

 I asked.



 Cindi said.

For just a brief instant, I felt a mental attack, then it was gone.  Cindi said. 

















 Cindi said.

The amount of mental energy a group like ours can generate is awesome. I have no doubt that he would have eventually burned himself out supplying the feedback to counteract us. Fortunately, we didn't need to wait that long.

All of a sudden, the feed back was gone.  Jude said.

 Cindi added.

 Annie said. 









When Annie got to the house, Bonnie, Ken and I went back over the hill with her.  Bonnie said as we were walking. 



Danny had finished searching the guy when we got there and was inspecting something that looked like a mortar. "Is that some kind of mortar?" I asked.

"Yeah, this is a conventional M2 mortar with a tripod mount. It weighs around 45 pounds. It's a very effective weapon and a good operator can fire up to thirty rounds a minute," Danny said. "The ammo he has are the M49A2s. They're high explosive for taking out buildings and the like and they also fragment for killing people. This is a very nasty setup."

"Something like this can't be cheap either," I said.

"I have no idea what this would run on the black market, I know the M2 costs the military several thousand dollars. It could run anywhere up to four or five times that on the black market. Each mortar round, configured the way they are could cost as much as a grand."

"Damn! The guy sure didn't mind throwing money around."

"Yeah, you guys are lucky you spotted his car. If he had a spotter with him he could have fired at you from almost two thousand yards. That's over a mile. They're not very accurate at that range, but are very accurate at a thousand yards. He had to get closer though so he could fire a round, then check to see where it hit."

"How do you know so much about mortars?"

"I trained on them in the army. Thank God I'm away from that now."

"So, what do we do now?" I asked.

"Well, do any of you recognize the guy with the mortar?"

"I think I do," Bonnie said. "He looks like the guy who was driving the van that ran me off the road when I was kidnapped."

"Okay, we'll need to get a statement from you and from whoever spotted his car today."

"I'll take care of getting their statements," Annie said. "Why don't I go up to their house and call this in?"

"Sure, that sounds good. I'll stay here and preserve the scene."



When we got back to the house, everyone had to hear what had gone on and they wanted to know about the mortar. I repeated what Danny had told us.

Annie called in while I was talking then joined us.  she told us. 

We all assured her we had no desire to do so. Annie interviewed Bonnie and then Cindi, who we said had spotted the car.

The interviews didn't take long and Annie said she had to get back to work.  I asked.

 Annie said. 

After she had gone, Tiffie came in and asked if she could talk with me for a while. We snuggled up and just communed for a while.

{Cindi was telling me about the ceremony you guys have when you marry someone. Are you going to do that with me?} Tiffany asked.

{We certainly are, } I said. {It is a very beautiful thing, Sweetheart. None of us would want to deprive you of that.}

{When are you planning to do this?}

{I think tomorrow morning would be nice, if that isn't rushing you too much.}

{I think tomorrow morning would be nice.}

Missy came in and snuggled in beside us. {Mike, I was just thinking about something and I wanted to get your opinion on it.}

{What's that, Sweety?}

{Sharon needs a body and I'm growing a baby inside me. The baby doesn't have a personality as yet. How would you feel about Sharon moving into my baby before it starts to develop a personality of its own?}

{Well, if it was our last choice for her to either move into the baby or we'd lose her, then that's what we'd do. Otherwise, I wouldn't like it at all. There are two main reasons. First is that this is our baby. I want him to grow up and have a life that is all his own. He's a little part of me and a little part of you. Secondly, our baby is a boy. Sharon was and is delightfully a girl. I want her to stay that way.}

Missy giggled. {You dirty old man, you. You want her in a female body so you can make love to your daughter.}

{Damned straight.}



Thanksgiving dinner was wonderful again. Bonnie and Thelma do such a great job of cooking all of traditional favorites. Annie joined us for the meal, then afterwards she asked to talk to all of us.



 I said. 

 Annie asked.

 Ken said.



 Ken said. 



 Ken said.







 Ken said.







My wives and I were grinning as we watched each of them fade out. {She's a goner, } Bonnie said.

We all agreed. We snuggled and cuddled while Ken's group was in rapport. {So, are we going to go looking for a new body for me tomorrow?} Sharon asked.

I kissed Jude and said, {I think that is an excellent idea, Sweetheart. Does anyone have any idea how we should go about this?}

{We've been giving it some thought, } Jude said. {Even if a mind is blank, we're going to be able to detect it. The most likely place we're going to find a suitable candidate is in a hospital, a long term care facility, or a nursing home. We thought we'd start at the hospital in Castro Valley. Cindi and I will walk through each floor and check out anyone with a blank mind.}

{And if you don't find a suitable body there?}

{Then we start visiting care facilities and nursing homes in the area.}

{You know this may take a while, don't you?}

{Yes, but probably not as long as you think, Mike, } Cindi said. {We don't care if the body is eight years or eighty years old. We don't even care much about the condition of the body. The body can be fixed. It just has to have the personality be destroyed like in a coma and the one blood vessel has to be large enough that the person had some intermittent telepathic abilities.}

We discussed that and other things until we saw Ken's group start to come out of their rapport.

Annie was amazed.  she said. 

 I said. 







We all laughed, then Ken said, 

Annie thought for a minute, then said, 

 Ken said. 

Annie looked at each of us in turn, then she looked at me and nodded. 



 Jude said, 



 Jude asked.



 Jude asked.



 Ken said.

 Jude asked.

 Ken said. 

We all agreed with that.



Chapter 21

Friday, November 23, 1979

We did have our wedding ceremony with Tiffany this morning. It was beautiful as always. As we were going back into the house afterwards, Missy said, {Now, aren't you glad we gave her the ability to rejuvenate her body?}

{And a fine body it is,} I said as I pinched Tiffy lightly on the butt.

{God, it's hard to imagine how I looked just a few months ago and how I look now," Tiffany said.

{Speaking of bodies,} Sharon/Jude piped up, {Could we start looking for a body for me today?}

{I think that's a fine idea,} I said. {How about it, Cindi, would you go with us to look for a body for Sharon?}

{Can we eat some breakfast first? I used up a lot of energy the last few days. I'm starved.}

We all assured her we'd eat before we left.



The first place we went was Laurel Grove Hospital in Castro Valley. We parked near the Emergency Room entrance and went in that way. The ER wasn't very busy on the morning after Thanksgiving. There couldn't have been more than half a dozen people in the waiting room. We walked right on by them and by the nurses desk like we knew where we were going.

{I think we need to walk every corridor on every floor,} Cindi said. {We'll be able to pick up a brain that isn't functioning at short range, but I doubt we could do it from very far away.}

Do you have any idea how many corridors there are in even a moderately sized hospital? It took us quite a while to hike through. We found five people who were basically brain dead. Three of them were men and neither of the two women had a blood vessel of a size we thought would work.

{Where next?} I asked as we were walking back to the car.

{I don't think we're going to find what we're looking for in a hospital,} Jude said. {Hospitals move out patients that are brain dead to nursing homes or convalescent centers.}

{There's a nursing home here in town,} Cindi said.

{Let's head for that, then,} I said.



The nursing home turned out to be a bust as well. It was a large one, but almost all of the patients were elderly. Some of them were suffering from Alzheimer's, but no one was completely brain dead.

We stopped for lunch and while we were eating, I borrowed a phone directory and we looked for where to go next.

We went through three more nursing homes that afternoon and came up with nothing. We were a tired group when we got home, but we resolved to start looking again tomorrow.



We had a nice dinner that Bonnie and Tiffany had fixed for us, then retired to our suite. Tiffany attacked me as soon as we were in the bedroom. If Tiffy had had inhibitions before she was rejuvenated, they were gone now. We made passionate love with the whole family watching and helping.

Saturday, November 24, 1979

We visited two more nursing homes during the morning, then broke for lunch. The first place we visited in the afternoon was a convalescent center in Hayward.

The place was huge. We were walking down the second of six hallways when Cindi stopped abruptly. {Let's go in here,} she said. {I think this girl may be just what we need.}

We went into the room she indicated. There were two women in the room. One had to be nearly a hundred years old. She was senile, but her brain was still functioning. The other was a young black girl in her late teens or early twenties.

{Sharon, would you object to being a black woman?} I asked.

{Not unless I thought it would bother you,} she said.

{Honey, it's you I love. I don't care what color of body you're in. You know from being in rapport with me that I'm not prejudiced.}

{Guys, she is brain dead, but she has some other problems as well. We need to scan through and see if they could be fixed,} Cindi said.

Cindi was right. The girl had some spinal cord damage that would have made her a quadriplegic even if she had cognitive thought. The cognitive portion of her brain was in good shape and so were all of the memory areas. We scanned her brain thoroughly and couldn't find anything wrong. The blood vessel that controlled telepathy was as large as Cindi's.

{Sharon, I'm sure that if we can get you transferred into her brain, you could just ask the body to heal itself and it will. What do you think?} Cindi asked.

{Let's do it,} Sharon said. {Is that okay, Mike?}

{Absolutely. How do we go about this? We can't just have her get well here. There'd be too many questions asked.}

{Stay with her while I go to the nurses station,} Jude said. {I have an idea, but I need to scan one of the nurses to see if it'll work.}



Cindi and I stayed in the room while Jude went to the nurses' station. {Guys, it looks like what I was thinking about will work. The nurse here is filling out a form for me to release Shaniqua Rollins to private care. She thinks I'm Shaniqua's doctor.}

Cindi and I grinned at each other. {Okay, I just signed the doctor's name to the form. I'm going to have her call for an ambulance to take Shaniqua to our place.}

{What should we be doing, love?} I asked.

{Why don't you two go home and get the hospital bed moved down from Tim's spare room to ours. I'd suspect it may take a day or two to get everything done and we'll need the bed until then.}

{What about you?}

{I had the nurse put a phony address on the form she filled out. I'll ride in the ambulance with Shaniqua and make sure they deliver her to our place.}

{Okay, love. We're on our way.}



It took all of us to get that damned bed moved down to one of our spare rooms. We hadn't much more than got it set up when we saw the ambulance pull up outside. The two attendants got Shaniqua moved inside and onto the bed. They hung the IVs and we thanked them for their trouble. As they were leaving, Cindi implanted in their brains that they had delivered Shaniqua to the address shown on the form.

We had Carrie look things over and she said we had enough supplies left over from when Tim was on IVs to keep Shaniqua going for a few days.

Sunday, November 25, 1979

{How are we going to make this happen?} I asked as Missy, Jude and I were cuddled up, drinking coffee. {Shaniqua doesn't have a conscious mind there that you can go into rapport with.}

{Cindi and I have been talking about that,} Jude said. {Even though the mind that was Shaniqua is no longer there, there is still a conscious and a subconscious mind. It may take all of us working together, but I think we can still go into rapport with the mind that is there, even though it is blank.}

{When are you going to try it?}

{Cindi and I will try it after Cindi and Sharon are awake.}



After breakfast, Cindi and Jude/Sharon moved chairs into Shaniqua's room. {We'll see you guys later,} they told us, which I took to mean, "Leave us alone."

The weather was a little nippy, but Missy, Bonnie, Tiffy and I decided to relax in the hot tub for a while. The water in the hot tub was just fine. Some tubs I've been in have been so hot that I thought my skin would peel off after a few minutes. Fred had ours adjusted so it felt very hot as you were getting in, but you didn't have to get back out after only a few minutes.

We did a lot of cuddling and touching and playing while we soaked up the heat from the water. When we finally got out, we looked like a bunch of raisins.

After we were back in our sitting room, Beth came by and asked, 

 I said.

She asked for us to let her know as soon as we knew anything, so we assured her we would. After she had gone, Bonnie said, {I talked with John yesterday while you guys were out hunting for a body for Sharon. He said he has sold the last of our silver.}

{How much did we end up making?} I asked.

{We had 6,182,326 ounces when we started selling. John sad we averaged $41.00 an ounce. I haven't checked his figures, but he said it came to $278,075,366.00.}

{We made $278 million and the Hunt brothers lost their shirts. It seems appropriate, doesn't it?}

{Yeah, but old Uncle Sam is just waiting to gobble up a good portion of it. John says our tax guys have several ideas of how to lessen the tax burden. I told him to go ahead, as long as what they did was strictly above board. I don't want the IRS to even suspect there might be something fishy.}

{Amen to that.}

We sat there for a while, then Cindi came in and pushed Missy off of my lap so she could claim it. {What's going on?} I asked.

{Well, several things, actually. We managed to establish a rapport with Shaniqua's brain. Her personality, id and ego are gone. Some if not all of her memories are still there. There was some damage to the cognitive portion of her brain after all, but Sharon and Jude are fixing that right now.}

{How long is all of this going to take?} I asked.

Cindi giggled and said, {Don't try to rush it, Mike. This may take a few days before Sharon is on her feet in Shaniqua's body. The brain has to be fixed first. We can't speed it up because the body is getting it's nutrition through the IVs. After the brain is fixed, Sharon can move in. At that point, she can drink some of that energy drink and start repairing the body.}

{Okay. Keep us informed as to the progress. Beth wants to know too.}

{I'll go tell Beth now,} Cindi said as she bounced up and headed for the door.

{I wish I had that girl's energy,} I said.



The rest of that day was spent getting Shaniqua's brain fixed. Cindi and Jude came in at bedtime and crawled into bed with me.

We kissed and cuddled for a while, then Jude said, {Sharon is in her new body. The body is too weak to even bring it to consciousness right now. By morning, the IVs should have given her enough nutrition that she can wake up.}

{Was it a good idea for Sharon to move in this quickly?}

{Probably not. Cindi and I tried to talk Sharon into waiting until morning to move over, but she wouldn't listen. We did have a very good rapport established when she made the change, but I still worry a little.}

{How do you feel?} I asked.

{It's like you feel when we first come out of a very deep rapport. Part of you feels very good, but part of you wished you were back in the rapport. I'm going to miss Sharon being inside my mind at all times.}

I held Jude close and stroked her. Cindi snuggled up to the other side of her and did the same. I think all of us drifted off to sleep at the same time.

Monday, November 25, 1979

I slid out of bed early, even for me. I made a quick trip to the bathroom, then went in to the sitting room and got coffee started. Before the pot was finished brewing, my pregnant angel came in. I put my arms around her and held her until the coffee finished.

I got Missy and me a cup and we sat on one of the loveseats with Missy on my lap. {Good morning, love,} I said.

{Good morning. Have you heard from Sharon this morning?}

{No, I suspect she's asleep. When she is awake, we'll feed her some of that nutritional, energy drink, then she and Jude and Cindi will start working on her body.}

{I was so worried about her, Mike. Beth and Sharon were my two best friends before we all got together. I didn't want to lose her.}

{Yeah, I know the feeling. Maybe she'll be at a point she can talk with us this morning. I hope so.}

{What do you hope?} Jude asked as she came in and poured herself a cup of coffee.

{That we'll be able to talk to Sharon this morning,} I said.

{I don't think they'll be any problem with that. When Cindi and I left her last night, she seemed like she was well established.}

{You don't think there's any vestige of Shaniqua's personality left?} I asked.

{I'll answer that,} we all heard. It was Sharon. {After Jude and Cindi left last night, I spent a lot of time exploring. I couldn't do anything physical, but I could access her memories. I spent a lot of time sorting and storing them so I can go back later and get a better feeling of who she was. Shaniqua is no longer here.}

{What happened to her?} Missy asked.

{It's really tragic, Missy. She willed herself out of existence.}

{Why did she do that?}

{She had been in a car accident. It left her paralyzed from the neck down. The tragic part is that she was a full time telepath. She was as talented as Cindi and she had the ability to fix herself if she'd known to try.}

{So, she just turned her mind off?} Jude asked.

{Yes. She could hear what everyone around her was thinking. She could hear the doctors telling her grandparents, who she lived with, that she would never recover. I think she was starting to go insane, so she took the easy way out.}

{God! What a waste,} I said.

{Yeah, from her memories, I think she was a very nice person. I almost wish there was some part of her left so I could get to know her.}

{How are you feeling in her body?} I asked.

{My new body is awake. I have my eyes open and I'm looking around the room. I can move my head and I can see. All of that feels just fine. I can't move anything or feel anything below the neck though.}

{Sharon, that's what we expected,} Jude said. {Are you ready for us to bring you some of that energy drink so we can start fixing things?}

{Yes, I think so, Jude. I tried swallowing and that seems to work well. Let me drink a can of it and we'll let it start to work before we try anything.}

{Do you mind if we all come in, honey?} I asked.

{I wish you would. I'm sure I could feel a kiss.}

Missy and Jude giggled and I had a big smile as we started for the spare room. When we got there, Sharon's eyes were open and she had a big smile on her face. I walked straight to her and kissed her like there was no tomorrow. We were both breathless when we broke apart.

{I knew I could feel a kiss,} Sharon grinned.

Missy and Jude gave her kisses that left them almost as breathless as I'd been. "Can you hear and speak?" I asked verbally.

"Yes, Mike, I can hear and speak both. I've been practicing the speaking since I woke up this morning. It took a few minutes for me to get my mouth and tongue working like I wanted them to."

"Cool," I said.

Jude brought Sharon a can of the energy drink with a straw in it. Sharon turned her head to the side so she could get the straw in her mouth and took a tentative sip.

Sharon smiled and said, {You know, we really have a fucked up family. Your body is Bonnie's son. Your mind isn't related to Bonnie, but it was my old body's father. Your body wasn't related to me though. Your mind isn't related to the body it is in and now my mind isn't related to the body I'm in. Totally fucked up.}

{Fucked up or not,} I said. {We are a happy family.}



Sharon drank two more cans of the energy drink over the next couple of hours. {From what I can tell right now, most of the damage to my new body is in the spinal cord. There is some severe damage in the neck area and another bad area in the small of my back. I think we should start with the area in the neck first.}

Jude and Cindi, who had come in over an hour before, agreed. They got the process started, then Sharon said, {I think this is going to take a while. Do you know how many nerves there are in the spinal cord that have to be reconnected? I would like for Cindi or Jude one to stay with me, but the rest of you can go for now. We'll call you when this part is finished.}



Everyone except Cindi took off to find some breakfast. Bonnie, Missy and I talked for a while about some properties Missy was interested in, after we had eaten. Then we kind of just waited. It was almost as bad as being in a hospital waiting room while a loved one is going through surgery.

Finally, Jude came out and asked the rest of us to come into Sharon's room. Sharon was sitting up in bed, drinking one of the energy drinks. She was holding it in her own hand.

Sharon/Shaniqua gave us a big smile and asked, {What do you think?}

I know I was smiling from ear to ear. I walked over to her and said, {I think you are absolutely amazing.}

I gave her a hug and we both beamed at each other. All of our spouses had to hug her too.

{My legs still don't work and I still can't feel anything below the waist. Fixing the problem in my neck took so much out of Cindi, Jude, and me that we are going to wait until tomorrow to take care of the problem in my lower back.}

{That's okay, honey. You know, you are really a very pretty girl. I know that you talked about changing the body you got, but I really don't know if I'd change anything.}

{Yeah, Shaniqua was a pretty girl. I was thinking the same thing.}

{You said you had gone through Shaniqua's memories last night and that she had been going insane. What was that like?} Bonnie asked.

{I don't know if she was really going insane or not. The only emotion she was feeling for the last several weeks before she turned herself off was despair. She became obsessed with ending everything and nothing anyone could do or say could get through to her.}

{I don't think that could happen to any of us,} I said. {We all have each other to lean on when we have problems. If Shaniqua had a relationship like ours, I don't think she could have fallen into despair.}

Everyone seemed to agree with that.



All of us spent time with Sharon that afternoon and evening. She seemed to really be adjusting well to being in her new body. I think all of us felt sorry for Shaniqua. From what Sharon told us, she had a lot going for her before the accident.

Tuesday, November 26, 1979

I was awakened by Sharon calling for me. {Mike, could you come in here please?}

I went into her room and she was smiling, but she looked weak. {Are you okay, honey?}

{Yeah, I've been working on the place in my lower spine by myself. I'm okay, I just overdid it a little. I need some of that energy drink.}

I got her a can and opened it for her. She drank it down in just a few gulps and asked for another can. She drank three cans before she said she was full and would have to wait a few minutes before she could drink any more.

{Honey, you have to be careful about overdoing it while the rest of us are asleep,} I said.

{Yeah, I know. I should have had Jude leave some of that energy stuff where I could get it before she went to bed.}

{Are you making any progress?}

Sharon grinned and said, {I'm starting to get some feeling below the waist. The problem is, there was a lot more damage in the area than we originally thought. It's going to take me another couple of hours for my body to fix itself. Could I have another can of that drink please?}

I handed her another can of the drink and she smiled at me then went on, {This body feels good, Mike. I feel comfortable in it, I mean I kind of like feel at home.}

{Good. As I said before, it is a cute body. I don't think I'm going to have any problem getting used to you being in it.}

{Isn't it amazing what we can accept if we go into rapport with someone? When you and I first started communicating mentally, it was nothing compared to the deep rapport we share now. Even then, it was easy for me to accept the things that had happened to you.}

{Yes, and since I can feel that it is you that is residing in this body, I can accept the body as being you. I guess it just goes to show that when you are truly in love, it is the person you are in love with, rather than the body.}

{Okay, love. Jude and Missy are up. Hand me another can of that drink and go and snuggle our wives while I get back to work.}

I leaned over and kissed her, then I asked, {Would you like for Jude or Cindi to help?}

{No, I think I have it covered. Just have someone come in and give me more of the drink every so often. When Carrie is up, ask her to come in and remove the IVs. I really don't need them any more.}

I kissed her again and went to find my other wives.



I got myself a cup of coffee and went to snuggle between Missy and Jude. They moved apart to make room for me, then snuggled back in when I was sitting.

{Why didn't you come into Sharon's room when you got up?} I asked.

{We were following your conversation. We thought you might like some time alone,} Missy said.

{You ladies are welcome to be with Sharon and me any time you want. We never need time away from you.}

{That's right,} Sharon piped in from the spare room. {I just overdid it a little this morning and I needed some of that energy drink. I think I'll be up and walking by noon or a little after, then you're going to have trouble getting rid of me.}

{Don't try to get up unless we're there with you,} Jude said. {Your balance may be off at first.}

{Yeah, I know that. I'm doing a little work on my muscle tone too. This body was in a coma for several months and the muscles have deteriorated. After everything is fixed, I'll tell my body to go back to the way it was just before the accident.}

{Was your body in good shape at that time?} I asked.

{Yes and no. Shaniqua was a little on the lazy side. She did a lot of reading and not much exercising. I'll have to do some working out to get it in the shape I want it in, then I'll just tell my body to keep itself in that condition.}

{How old is your body?} I asked.

{Nineteen. Shaniqua had finished high school and was working in a bank, saving money for college. She was coming home from work when some drunk son-of-a-bitch ran a red light and hit her broadsided. He wasn't even hurt and he walked away with just a slap on the wrist. I'd like to do something about him when I'm running at a hundred percent.}

{We can do that. What did you have in mind?}

{Oh, I was thinking of something mild, like making him throw up every time he even thought about having a drink. Cindi thinks we should make him afraid of driving a car too.}

{That's our girl. Someday we're going to have to civilize her.}

{Not too soon, I hope,} Cindi said as she came in and flopped down on my lap. {I kind of like being me.}

{We kind of like you the way you are too,} I said. {We really don't want to change you.}

{Umh, I know that,} she said as she snuggled in.



It was shortly after we had finished lunch when Sharon asked if some of us could come in and steady her when she got up. Of course, all of us wanted to be there.

I got on one side of her and Bonnie got on the other as she sat on the edge of the bed. Sharon grinned and swung her legs back and forth for a minute, then she put an arm around each of our shoulders and slid off the bed.

She stood there for a while, then she said, {I'm not dizzy or anything. Let's try taking a few steps.}

We stayed with her as she walked across the room. {My balance seems to be good. I feel I have as much control over this body as I did my old one. Let go and let's see how I do.}

Bonnie and I let go of her, but stayed where we could grab her if she started to fall. Sharon's smile was as big as Nebraska as she took her first unassisted steps.

Bonnie and stayed with her as she walked down to our sitting room. Once she was seated on a loveseat, Bonnie went off to get Sharon some lunch.

Sharon ate like she was starving. Our whole family stayed with her all afternoon. She spent some time sitting and some time walking. There were times when she was very quite. I asked her about it and she said she was just getting to know her new body.



Chapter 22

Wednesday, November 28, 1979

For the first time in either one of my lives, I awoke snuggled up to a pretty young black woman. Missy was snuggled up to the other side of her. When I opened my eyes, I saw Missy looking at me, so I gave her a smile and said, {This seems natural, even though she's in another body, doesn't it?}

{Yeah, it's still our Sharon. You know, she could probably mold her body to look like the old Sharon. She could probably even change her skin color.}

{Let's get up and get some coffee going. We should let her sleep for a while.}

Missy and I got up and I got a pot of coffee going. When it was ready, I got us both a cup and we snuggled up on a loveseat. {Sharon and I talked about her changing her new body, but we decided against it. Sharon says she feels like it would be dishonoring Shaniqua's memory to change the body significantly. It doesn't matter to me what her body is like.}

{You're not going to miss Sharon's big tits?}

{Of course I will. Sharon had a beautiful body. I don't know how to explain it, but Sharon will be beautiful to me no matter what body she's in.}

Missy grinned and said, {That's love.}

It wasn't long before Jude joined us. We included her in our snuggle and not long after that, Sharon came out. Jude got her some coffee while Sharon settled onto my lap.

{How's the new body this morning, love?} I asked.

Sharon grinned and gave me a soft kiss before she said, {The new body feels just fine. It's still weak though, so I have to take it slow.}

{Don't worry about it being weak, Sharon, } Jude said. {We'll work on that.}

{Oh, I'm working on it right now. I've had a couple of cans of energy drink already and I plan to eat a big breakfast. I'm working on my muscles as we speak.}



Sharon did eat a big breakfast, then she said she was going to lie down for a while. When I asked her why, she said she was still exploring Shaniqua's memories.

The rest of us discussed going in to work for a while. Bonnie decided she had some things she needed to take care of and Missy wanted to look over some new properties one of her assistants had found. Tiffie had been studying under Bonnie, so she accompanied them.

Jude, Cindi and I decided to stay with Sharon. We didn't accomplish much, but we did do a lot of cuddling and that is worthwhile any time.



It was late afternoon when Sharon came back to where the rest of us were talking. She looked beat, but she also looked like something was bothering her.

{Is something wrong, honey?} I asked.

{Yes and no. I was poking around in Shaniqua's memories and I came up with a couple of things that bother me.}

{Like what?} Jude asked.

Sharon gave out a big sigh and snuggled in on my lap. {Well, first off, there is a fairly large group of people here in the bay area that are calling themselves the Aryan Majority. Shaniqua stumbled onto them by accident.}

I figured I knew the answer before I asked the question, but I asked it anyway. {What is the purpose of this Aryan Majority?}

{From what Shaniqua was able to find out, their ultimate purpose is to rid the United States and maybe even the world of anyone who is not Caucasian. Shaniqua's memories specifically include Jews, Blacks, Asians, and Hispanics. They throw in homosexuals of any race or gender for free.}

{Honey, there have always been and will always be hate groups. People with small minds think they are the only ones who should be allowed to live.}

{I know that, Mike, but these people are different. First off, they are very organized. They have a political arm and I guess for want of a better term, a military arm. The political arm is working for laws to support their beliefs. The military arm is planning to start a systematic assassination of all leaders in the different ethnic groups. From what Shaniqua was able to find out, they are going to start the killing on January 1, 1980. That's just over a month from now.}

{Do you have any idea who their first target is?} I asked.

{No, but I have some names of prominent members of the group. There is a state Senator, a couple of Judges, the mayor of Oakland, and the mayor of San Leandro. There are also several names that are just names to me.}

{You said a couple of things bothered you. Were both of them about the Aryan Majority?}

{No. Do you remember the evil we felt when we were coming through Redding a while back?}

{Yeah.}

{Well, Shaniqua was a very powerful telepath. She could actually feel that evil even here in the bay area. She was a little braver than we were and she did some probing to see what she could find out about it.}

{So, what did she find out?} Cindi asked.

{The evil isn't coming from just one entity. Shaniqua thought there were about a dozen of them. Her memories of the probing seem to indicate that they are all aware of each other and that they are working together.}

{What are they working together to do?} I asked.

{Shaniqua wasn't sure. She tried to probe for any other telepaths in the Redding area, but she couldn't find a single one. She was aware of several in this area. She was even aware of us and thought at times about contacting us. She was very shy though and she was afraid to contact any other telepath.}

{Was she afraid of the people up in Redding?} Jude asked.

{Deathly afraid of them. She thought if she could find another telepath in that area, she could probe them for information about the evil ones. When she couldn't find any others, it scared her even more because she thought the evil ones had probably done away with them.}

{Could she tell how strong they are?} I asked.

{No. She didn't think that any one of them was stronger that she was, but she wasn't sure of that.}

{So, now we have two things to worry about, } I said. {the Aryans and the evil ones. I'm afraid we're going to have to do something about both groups.}



Sharon went back to the bedroom and said she was going to do some more digging. All of our immediate family got together that evening and discussed the things Sharon had found out. We decided we needed more information before we tried to figure out what to do.

Thursday, November 29, 1979

Missy, Jude and I were up first of course and we discussed what we could do to get more information about the Aryan Majority. We came to the conclusion that we'd have to scan some or all of the people Shaniqua was aware of and see if we could come up with information about what they were planning.

Missy, Bonnie, and Tiffany needed to go into work again, so after they took off, the rest of us talked over what we were going to do. Sharon said she felt even better and stronger than she had yesterday, but she wanted to continue working on her new body and she wanted to sift through more of Shaniqua's memories. Jude and I decided we were going to pay a visit to the Mayor of San Leandro. Cindi said she'd stay with Sharon.

We went to the city office building in San Leandro. This was before all of the security measures were installed in later years. We looked at the directory and found the mayor's office was located on the third floor.

The hallway on the third floor was approximately ten feet wide. There were benches located down both sides of the hall, none were directly across from each other. We found the mayor's office and sat on one of the benches outside. We were lucky. The mayor was in his office.

Jude and I intensified out link, then invaded his honor's mind. It was a quagmire. He was talking with one of the leaders of the Asian community. His thoughts didn't match what he was saying at all.

The Mayor was saying, "Mr. Kuan, I can understand your concerns about racial prejudice. Let me assure you that this administration is sympathetic to your situation. We are doing and will continue doing everything in our power to make sure that any type of prejudice will soon be eliminated."

He was thinking, "Yeah, once we get rid of all of the gooks, we won't have any reason to be prejudiced. I'm going to make sure this little yellow bastard is at the top of our list for elimination. I just wish I could be the one to stick a knife in his gut."

{Shaniqua was right, } I said to Jude.

{Let's do a complete scan and see what kind of information we can come up with, } Jude said, nodding in agreement.

Jude and I were both feeling queasy by the time we finished with him. We did come up with quite a few names of members of the Aryan Majority. {Should we just turn him off?} Jude asked when we had finished scanning him.

{No. It may come to that, but I think we need to have a family meeting first. All of us need to talk over how we should attack this.}



 Ken asked when we were all gathered in the living room.



Everyone seemed intent on what I was saying, so I went on. 

 Tim said. 

 I said. 

 Ken asked.



 Thelma said. 



 Tim asked.



 Annie asked.



 Annie said. 

 Jude said. 

 Annie asked.

Jude and I both smiled.  Jude said. 

 Annie said.

 I said. 

Annie thought for a minute then said, 



Annie looked at me, then nodded and said, 



 I was heartened some that she said "we".



 Ken said. 

Annie was quiet for a long time.

 Tim said. 

 Annie asked.



 Ken said. 

 Tim said. 

Annie sighed. 





Annie was sitting by Ken. He put his arm around her and cradled her against him. I had to smile. It looked to me like Ken was going to be getting a new wife.



Missy, Jude and I were snuggled in bed before the rest of our family came in. We watched as Bonnie and Cindi led a grinning Sharon into the bedroom. She was wearing a sheer, white neglige that enhanced but didn't hide her new body. They walked over close to the bed and Bonnie said, {Time for the unveiling.}

Sharon lifted her arms up and Bonnie and Cindi removed her neglige. She was smiling from ear to ear as she did a complete turn then crawled onto the bed between me and Missy. {I'm still not a hundred percent, } Sharon said. {I think I'm comfortable enough in my new body to enjoy making love to my husband though.}

She didn't have to say it twice. I pulled her into a kiss that almost set the sheets on fire. I moved over to nibble her ear and her neck and Missy took over kissing her. Her breasts were maybe a "B" cup now and I couldn't wait to feast on her very prominent nipples.

Friday, November 30, 1979

Sharon was up before Jude made it out of bed this morning. She poured herself a cup of coffee and joined Missy and me on one of the loveseats. {You're up early this morning, love, } I said to her.

{Yeah, I think this body has a completely different metabolism than my old one did. I don't seem to need nearly as much sleep as I did before.}

{How are you feeling this morning?} I asked.

{I feel great. I was wondering if you guys would like to take a walk with me this morning. I have my muscle mass built up, but I don't have any stamina. I need to build that up.}

Missy and I both agreed we'd walk with her. {I'm sure the rest of our family would like to go with you as well, } I said.



When everyone had finished breakfast, we walked down to the gate. Sharon said she was still feeling well, so we walked around the perimeter fence for a ways. {Mike, you promised me that when we got moved in out here, you'd get some trails cleared so we could walk around the place, naked, } Cindi said. {I still don't see any trails.}

{I totally forgot about that, Cindi. Missy, could some of your contacts find someone who could clear some hiking trails for us?}

{I can do you one better than that. We now own an orchard cat and a Bobcat. I can get one of our maintenance men to do it for us, } Missy said.

{There's really no hurry, Missy, } Cindi said. {This is the start of the rainy season and it'll be getting cold soon. It'd be nice to have some trails by next spring though.}

All of us agreed that'd be a good idea.



The time between Thanksgiving and Christmas is hectic for almost everyone. For us, it was almost a madhouse. First off there were Christmas presents to buy. There are seven people in my family, four in Ken's family, three in Tim's family, and then there was Annie. That's thirteen people in our family that I had to buy presents for.

In addition, there was Marj and Fred who were as close as family and I've lost count of how many people I should buy for at work. Luckily Sharon volunteered to help me out. Sharon's organizational skills haven't diminished with her change of body.

She and I sat down that afternoon to make up a list of what to buy for each person. {You know, Mike, I think Shaniqua may have had some latent abilities she wasn't aware of, } she told me as we worked. {I wouldn't be surprised if I couldn't do almost anything Cindi and Jude can now.}

{After you're comfortable with your new body, you should get with them and have them teach you how they do the different things they can do, } I told her.

{Yeah, I've been thinking about that. Shaniqua was a very intelligent girl, but I think she was a little bit afraid of her psychic abilities. She never explored to see if she could do anything else.} Sharon gave me a big grin then went on, {I think Cindi has done more for our family than she'll ever know. Since these things just came naturally to her, she just went ahead and did them. Once we saw what she could do, the rest of us didn't hesitate to try as well.}

{Yeah, Cindi says she owes us for what we did for her family, but I think we owe her a lot more than she ever owed us.}

Cindi must have been listening, because she had a grin that was a mile wide as she joined us.



All of us talked about the Aryan Majority that evening and it was decided that as many of us as possible would visit as many of the members of the group that we knew of as possible and we'd try to find out about other members as we did so.

Monday, December 17, 1979

We had gotten in our morning cuddle and had breakfast when Missy brought up our problem with the Aryan Majority. {It's just two weeks until they start killing off people in the area. When are we going to do something about them?} she asked.

{Why don't we call a full family meeting for tonight, } I said. {I agree that it's time to act.}

Everyone else agreed and Cindi said she's inform the rest of the family of the meeting. Bonnie, Tiffie, and Missy decided they should go into work for a while, but the rest of us decided we'd see how close we could get to the two leaders of the Aryan Majority.



It seems like we have more vehicles now than we know what to do with. Since there were four of us going on the expedition I decided to be practical and take the Jeep Wagoneer. We were lucky that both of the people we were scouting lived in the bay area.

State Senator Alexander M. Thurston lived in Pacific Heights. I hadn't been in that area very often and neither had the girls. Even though we could have bought and sold most of the people in the area, we were still a little awed by it's elegance.

You could tell immediately that this was an area for the affluent. It's blocks of Victorian mansions screamed money. Many of them had views of the Golden Gate Bridge and the bay. The whole area looked like some movie director's idea of what a neighborhood populated by the very rich should look like.

We weren't in any hurry, so we stopped on Fillmore Street and checked out some of the shops. The girls were impressed by the boutiques with their designer labels. Sharon just had to go into one of them because of an evening gown she saw that she really liked. The rest of us trooped in behind her and we looked around as she went to ask a saleswoman the price of the gown.

Okay, I'll admit we didn't look like well to do business people or tourists. We were all dressed in blue jeans and tennis shoes. Most of our clothes came from J C Pennies. I didn't expect to be insulted by the sales people though.

"Mike, could you come here for a minute plaese?" Sharon asked.

I walked over to where she was standing with a middle aged woman who looked like she had just smelled something bad. "Mike, would you please buy this store and fire this bitch?" Sharon asked sweetly.

"Sure, honey, what's the problem?"

"When I asked this woman the price of the gown I pointed out to you, she informed me it was much more expensive than I could afford. She suggested I go to one of the used clothing stores down in the city."

I looked at the woman and said, "Ma'am, the young lady you just insulted is worth a little over twenty million dollars in her own right. Our family is worth over three hundred million. Who owns this shop? I do think we could get you fired even if we don't buy the place."

"Sir, I am sorry, but the gown the young lady was looking at costs almost five thousand dollars. It isn't something just anyone walking in off the street could afford."

"I can understand that," Sharon said. "If you had just told me the price, I'd have known if I could afford it or not. Instead, you chose to insult me. I'm assuming it's because I'm black."

"I assure you it's not because you're black," the woman said. "You'll have to admit that none of you are dressed like you could afford something that expensive."

"Sharon, do you really want that gown? If you do, we'll buy the place, fire this woman and then buy the gown. If not, let's just walk out of here and let this woman think about the commission she lost because of her prejudices."

"Can I tell her to shove the gown up her ass?" Sharon grinned.

"Honey, that would ruin the gown. Why don't you tell her to go fuck herself?"

"I'm too much of a lady to say that," Sharon said. "Let's just leave."

We turned and started to leave, but Cindi said, "Well, I'm not a lady. Go fuck yourself, bitch."

We were laughing our asses off as we left the store. We're really going to have to civilize Cindi at some point, } I said.



Thurston's home was one of the Victorian mansions located on a quiet street in the center of Pacific heights. It sat about two hundred feet back from the street. We scanned the mansion as we drove past and found that he was home from Sacramento for the holiday season and didn't plan to go back until the middle of January.

We did find out who Thurston considered to be his second in command. Several others we had scanned had thought of different people as being the second most powerful man in the political arm of the Aryan Majority, but I figured if Thurston thought that John Griscom, the mayor of Sacramento, should follow him then he probably would.

We also learned that the US Senators and the cabinet member were higher in the national hierarchy than Thurston, but Thurston was top dog on the west coast. Tommy Johnson was considered to be an ally or a skilled employee, but he wasn't considered smart enough to be a main stream leader of the organization.



Chapter 23

Tommy Johnson lived in a completely different social strata than Senator Thurston. Although the areas were not separated that far by distance, they were thousands of miles apart financially.

Tommy Johnson lived in Daly City. Daly city is predominantly Filipino. The area Johnson lived in was well kept. The lawns were trimmed and the houses looked in good repair. Given his involvement in the Aryan Majority, I'm sure it irked Johnson to be living where he was.

We found Johnson's house with no problem, but we didn't find Johnson. We figured he must be at work, but since he was a construction worker, we had no idea where he might be working. At least we found where he lived.

We got the whole family together after dinner to talk about the Aryan Majority. I thought we'd have a hard time convincing Annie of what we needed to do, but I got a real surprise.

Is this about the Aryan Majority? Annie asked before anyone else could say anything.

Yes, Annie, I said.

I've spent a lot of time on this in the last couple of weeks, she said. I spent several hours scanning Thurston. I followed Johnson to his work one morning and scanned him as he worked. I tracked down Thurston's and Johnson's seconds in command and scanned both of them.

Okay, I said.

I think you were right to begin with, Mike. All four of them are bloodthirsty sons-of-bitches. All four of them will do everything in their power to see that any influential person in a minority group is killed. I don't see any alternative to killing them.

Mike, I've just had an idea, Cindi said. You know what we did to that pimp a while back. Why couldn't we do something like that to these guys?

I'm not sure we could, honey. Prejudices are pretty deep seated. We might prevent them from killing anyone, but they'd still hate them.

But, isn't it their right to hate someone if they want, as long as they don't do anything violent about it? Sharon asked.

I suppose it is. I do hate to think the ones who are in public office can still work against the minorities, even if they can't kill them.

How about something like this, Jude said. How about we put it in their heads that they have to go to the police and confess to what they were going to do?

Okay, I like that, I said.

We could make it so they had to tell the absolute truth to anyone who asked them a direct question, or to the police, Cindi put in.

We should also make them tell the police and the news media what they were planning to do and who all was in on the plot, Melly said.

I looked over at Annie and I could see her smiling. This just keeps getting better and better, I said.

My suggestion is, Ken said, that tomorrow morning, first thing, my family will get close to one of the leaders. Your family should get close to the other one, Mike. When we both have contact with our target, we'll let each other know, then we do it at the same time.

That sounds reasonable, I said. Tim, could you guys find this John Griscom tomorrow morning and monitor him until we know what's going on with the rest of the group?

Sure, Mike. We've talked it over and we're agreed we'll take a more active part if we need to.

You'll probably get your chance once the new leaders are in place, I told him.

I think we all felt a lot of relief that we weren't going to have to actually kill these idiots. I know I certainly did.

Tuesday, December 18, 1979

It was decided we'd go after Thurston and Ken's family would go after Johnson. Annie was with Ken's family and I suspected she'd be a part of it soon.

We were all up very early and were in position before 7:00 AM. Are you guys ready? Ken asked.

Yeah. Let's go over what we're going to do one more time though. First, we're going to have them write out a list of the names of everyone they know who is in the Aryan Majority. Then we're going to have them write out a confession as to what the group's plans are and what they were planning to do.

Right, Ken said. Then we're going to make sure they tell the truth to anyone who asks them a question about the Aryan Majority or about their actions. After that, they'll go to a local TV station and give them a copy of the list and the confession. We'll let them stay there and answer questions for a reasonable length of time, then they'll have to go to the police station and turn themselves, the list, and the confession in.

Did we leave anything out?

Not that I can think of, I said. Let's do it.

We did. I must say, the news media had a field day that day. The confessions by Senator Thurston and Mr. Johnson were the lead story on every local TV and radio news broadcast. The newspapers in the area ran it with two inch headlines. There was even a large splash on the national news about the California Senator and about his allegations about a cabinet member and several congressmen.

I don't know if you've thought about it or not, Jude said, but we're going to have to do something about the people at the national level too. The original plan for the San Francisco operation came from our Secretary of the Interior.

Yeah, I know. It's going to be a little harder to get close to the big wigs in Washington. So far at least, to mess with someone's mind we've had to be within a couple of hundred feet of him. The people in D.C. are going to be guarded by the FBI. That's going to make it a lot harder.

We didn't realize it at the time, but other things were going to make it harder still.

Before we went off to bed, Ken announced that Annie had accepted their proposal of marriage and would be joining his family. That pleased all of us. I ended up making love to every one of my wives before we finally went to sleep.

Wednesday, December 19, 1979

Missy, Jude, Sharon and I were snuggled together, drinking coffee the next morning when Jude asked, When are we going to do something about the national level of the Aryan Majority?

I think we need to make sure the immediate threat in the bay area is over first, I said. The police have confessions from Thurston and Johnson, but they only have accusations about any of the other leaders of the group. We need to make sure that anyone who moves into a position of power goes in and confesses as well.

Yeah, I kind of figured that. Maybe we should let Ken and Tim's families take care of that, though, and we could start taking care of national.

We could probably do that. Let's talk it over with the rest of the family this evening and see what everyone thinks of the idea.

Well, it turned out that the rest of our family didn't agree at all. Ken's family wanted to be the ones to go to Washington. So did Jude, Cindi, and Sharon. Bonnie, Missy, and Tiffie were ambivalent. I didn't actually want to go at all, so I just kind of stayed out of the argument.

Finally, Jude, Cindi, and Sharon agreed it would be more fair for Ken's family to go since our family had made the last excursion away from home. Everyone agreed that the trip shouldn't be made until after Christmas.

Tuesday, December 25, 1979

Christmas just doesn't seem to mean as much when the cost of the things you are buying isn't significant to you. I think O. Henry had the right idea when he wrote of Della and Jim in "The Gift of the Magi". If you have to sacrifice something that is meaningful to you to buy a present for another, then that present is truly meaningful.

For our family, money has ceased to mean much at all. That's why we decided that any present we gave this year would be something we made ourselves. We spent over a month just preparing for Christmas.

Unfortunately, my talents for making presents are severely limited. I will say we had a wonderful time and we had a lot of laughs at the presents.

Tuesday, January 1, 1980

We spent the week between Christmas and New Years just being lazy. We closed down MBBS completely for the week, and gave all of our employees a paid holiday.

Wednesday, January 2, 1980

Today was the day when Ken, Thelma, Mellie, Beth, and Alice started making preparations for a trip to our nation's capitol. It turned out to be a lot more complicated than I thought it would be.

What did I know? I mean, I'd have never thought that each and every female would have to have a complete new wardrobe for the trip. Another thing I didn't take into consideration was how far in advance they'd have to book tickets for them to all be able to fly in first class.

I wasn't really worried about how long it was going to take to get them to Washington. I wasn't exactly sure when Congress would be in session again, but I knew it wouldn't be immediately after the first of the year.

Monday, January 21, 1980

Well, we finally got Ken's family headed out to DC. We really have no idea how long it is going to take to accomplish everything they want to do, so they set it up so they'd be in Washington for two weeks. I don't begrudge them the vacation time.

It's just about a month and a half until Missy is due to deliver our first child. All of us are excited about it. I'm still a little worried about the birthing process, but none of the women in the family seem to be concerned at all. I hope they're right.

Saturday, February 2, 1980

San Francisco to Washington, DC was a little out of range even for Cindi. We talked to Ken's group a couple of times on the telephone, but we were afraid to say too much.

That doesn't mean we didn't know what they were up to. The first indication of what they were doing came from Congressman Charles DeGraff. Congressman DeGraff got up on the floor of the House of Representatives and confessed his membership in the Aryan Majority.

The very next day, Senator Elkwood did the same thing in the Senate. These two congressmen were followed rapidly by another Senator and six Congressmen.

The last of the DC bigwigs to fall prey to Ken's family was Secretary of the Interior, Paul Gates. The Secretary requested an interview with the President, where he confessed his sins. The President's bodyguards immediately arrested the Secretary, only to find that he had held a press conference just before he confessed to the President.

To say that Washington was in an uproar would have been a major understatement.

All of our families greeted Ken's group at the airport. We spent Saturday evening just relaxing. Everyone wanted to know what had gone on in DC, but Ken's family was tired, so they put us off until tomorrow.

Sunday, February 3, 1980

Actually, it all went pretty easily, Ken informed us.

Yeah, the only hard one was the Secretary of the Interior. He was only hard, because he was hard to get close to. We ended up getting close enough to work on him quite by accident, Thelma said.

You're not going to get off that easily, Bonnie complained. We want to hear the whole story.

Actually, all of us ended up pleading and cajoling, but they finally broke down. We got into DC late in the day, Melly told us. I really hate this time zone shit. Our flight took a little over five hours, but it was a little over eight hours after we left here when we got there. That really stinks.

We didn't really do much except sightsee until Tuesday morning, Thelma said.

Yeah, on Tuesday we were sitting in the gallery of the House of Representatives when Congressman Charles DeGraff got up to talk about some bill he was supporting, Beth grinned. He never stood a chance. We realized he was one of the Congressmen we knew was in the Aryan Majority, so we made him confess to it right in front of his collogues. We didn't make him confess to anything in particular. We just told him he had to confess to any illegal activity he was involved in.

I don't know if you saw any of it or not, Ken said, but, it was almost funny. The press went wild; Congress went wild; and the Sergeant at Arms went wild. It was like watching an old rerun of the Keystone Cops. We were a little surprised at all of the things he confessed to, not connected with what we were interested in.

DeGraff was definitely the easiest one for us. He wasn't expecting it. We went back the next day and not a single one of the men on our list showed up in the House. Senator Elkwood did show up in the Senate, so we did him next, Thelma said.

Secretary Gates was the most difficult, Mellie informed us. The problem with him was in getting close enough to him to do anything to him. It was really an accident that we got close to him at all.

How's that? I asked.

We had gone back into tourist mode, Melly laughed. We were taking a tour of the White House, when we sensed he was close to us. It only took a couple of seconds to plant everything we needed to plant. He started confessing to the president immediately.

None of that made it on TV, I said.

It's just as well, Alice said. The censors would have chopped it all to pieces anyway. DeGraff was into child pornography among other things. We didn't try to get close to any other politicians while we were there. We were afraid of what we might find out about them and what we'd want to do about what we found out.

Monday, February 4, 1980

Missy has reached a size where it is very hard for her to move around. She does okay in the house, but she has stopped going to work at all. That doesn't mean she isn't working.

Missy and Tiff have worked out a system where Tiff goes to work for Missy. She reads documents, proposals, and other information, then she transfers that information to Missy. Missy makes a decision and lets Tiff know what to do.

Missy says Tiff is getting to the point where she doesn't really have to ask her any more. She says she's going to make Tiff start making more of the decisions for herself. I think that is a very good idea. Tiff is as smart as any of us, but she has put herself down for a lot of years, and she won't admit it.

My wives have gone off the deep end, as far as I'm concerned, with buying things for the new baby. They have fixed up one of the spare rooms as a nursery. Of course, there is a crib and a bassinet, but in addition, there is every type of baby furniture imaginable. Okay, the little tyke isn't even out of the womb as yet, and he has a walker? Does that make sense?

I tease them about that, but I'm really not serious and they know it. I think I'm as anxious for little Al to be born as Missy is. That's another bone of contention, though. I think the little fellow should be called Al, as I was. Missy and Sharon are already calling him Georgie. Okay, can't you imagine him starting school to the sounds of the other kids singing, "Georgie Porgie, puddin pie"? I can. Poor little bastard.

Sometimes it's hard for me to remember that I'm really more than forty years older than Missy. Sometimes it's hard for her to remember that I've already raised a house full of kids.

John Salyers came out to the house after dinner to talk about the future of MBBS. The first thing he wanted to talk about was our silver earnings.

"I still don't know how you picked this, Mike, but it has made all of us rich. Now, however, we are sitting here with almost $280 million that we are going to have to pay taxes on, if we don't find something to do with it," he said.

All of us were gathered in the living room. No one wanted to miss out on what he had to say. "Eventually, we're going to want to put a lot of it into the stock market," Tim told him.

"Okay, but you said eventually. I need to know what to do with it now. Today. I know we're going to want to buy real estate also, but we don't have $280 million of real estate lined up to buy either. If we don't re-invest quickly, and in the right things, we're going to lose an awful lot of what we made to taxes."

We kicked it around for hours, and never really came up with a solution. John agreed to consult with some high powered tax people and see if they could come up with a way for us to go.

Saturday, March 1, 1980

Jude and I were snuggled up on the love seat this morning, when Missy came waddling out of the bedroom. I got up and got her a cup of coffee, while Jude got her settled beside her.

I brought Missy her coffee, and Jude and I cuddled her between us. After her second sip of coffee, Missy said, "I'm going to have our baby this morning."

"Oh, really?" I grinned. "Pretty sure of yourself, aren't you?"

"Yep. When are you going to learn that I know what I'm talking about?" Missy asked.

"When are you going to do it?" Jude asked.

"I think Georgie was ready a week ago," Missy said with a grin. "I was ready about two months ago. For the last two months I've felt like I've had to pee, 24/7. I think we'll do it after everyone is up, and ready to start their day."

"So, how are you going to go about this?" I asked.

"I'll go back to bed, then I'll tell myself to start dilating. I'll make sure Georgie is in the best possible position for birth. Then, when I'm fully dilated, I'll induce a contraction. He should pop right out. Someone will need to catch him and clean his mouth and nose. Someone will also need to tie off the umbilical cord. I'll induce another contraction to expel the afterbirth. All that's left after that is the cleanup."

"Do you think it'll really be that easy?" I asked.

"I'm pretty sure it will be. I don't see why there has to be any pain at all. I'll make sure everything stretches so there isn't any tearing or anything like that. Once he's born, I don't see why my body can't be back to normal within an hour."

"You mean it's not going to take months before you're able to have sex?"

"No, as a matter of fact, I'm reserving you for tonight," Missy grinned.

I guess I should have trusted Missy to know her own body. George Albert Green was born at 10:33 AM on March 1, 1980. He weighed seven pounds, nine ounces, and was as healthy as a horse from the moment he was born.

Missy had been in mental contact with Al since he started having mental activity. They couldn't converse, or anything like that, but she could feel his emotions, and she could project to him. Before he was born, and during the process, Missy projected calming thoughts to Al. He was born with almost no birth trauma.

From the moment he was born, all of us could tell what Al wanted and when he wanted it. If he was hungry, we could feel it. If he was uncomfortable from a wet diaper, we could feel it. Since we anticipated his needs, and corrected them before they irritated him, he almost never cried.

Saturday, May 3, 1980

At two months of age, Al was communicating with us. He had grasped the concept of language right from the first. His vocabulary was limited, and his mouth and tongue weren't mature enough to form words verbally, but he could communicate quite well mentally.

We started bringing him into rapport with us almost from the time he was born. I think he picked up most of his vocabulary that way. Like all babies, he was self centered, and he thought the world revolved around him. There wasn't a mean bone in his body, though, so we knew he'd soon get over the self centeredness.

During the last couple of months, Ken's family had started their own war on drugs. This meant a war on drug dealers. They started out with the guys who sold drugs on the street, but they were now ready to start hitting some of the big boys.

It was on the first Saturday in May when Sharon shook all of us up a little. We were having our morning snuggle, when Sharon said, Guys, I don't know if it's because Shaniqua was attuned to the group in Redding, or what, but I've started to be able to feel them.

What do you mean, Love?" I asked.

I can feel their presence. Not all the time, but sometimes, late at night. I think, maybe, it's when they link together.

Can you tell what they are thinking?

No, it's just a feeling of malevolence.

Is it something we need to block out, so you are comfortable?

Maybe we will need to before long. It seems to be getting stronger.

We let it drop at that point. All of us knew that the Redding group was a threat, but none of us wanted to face it at this time.

Sharon didn't mention the Redding group over the next few months, so we all kind of forgot about them. My immediate family was so interested in Al's development that it tended to exclude anything else.

Missy went back to work not long after Al was born. She loves evaluating properties for us to purchase. Tiff and Missy share the responsibilities of supervising the real estate portion of our business now.

Sharon tells me that Shaniqua's body feels like her own now. It took a little for all of us to accept that this new body was Sharon, but when we'd go into rapport with her, it was very obvious that Sharon's mind was controlling that body.

My immediate family has kind of fallen into a routine. I'm afraid that to an outsider, we're pretty boring. We've talked it over with Ken and he has agreed to take over our family chronicles.

I'm sure that Bonnie, Sharon, Missy, Jude, Cindi, Tiff, and I will appear in Ken's Chronicles, but for now, at least, we'd like to say, "Goodbye."
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