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Foreword



This is an adult fantasy for mature folks that comes out of my twisted mind. They are my dreams, daydreams, and fantasies transcribed onto paper.

As such, this story is explicit. It includes descriptions of genitalia, descriptions of sexual activities, nonconventional relationships, inter-species sex, killing, martial arts, and probably many other things that might possibly offend someone in our judgmental society.

I also write in a first person, slice-of-life style.

If you are offended or disgruntled by any of those things, then kindly close the book, tell Amazon you made a mistake, get your refund, and go forth to enjoy life elsewhere. I wish you the best.

If you’re not dissuaded, then let me tell you the tale of how Jack and Darcie met...


1
Pit Stop



Iwas running down the road trying to loosen my load…

I’m driving back to the Phoenix valley from my house in Prescott. I have some meetings in the bigger city and a couple of doctor’s appointments to keep me above the dirt, so I’ll be staying at my house in Phoenix for the week rather than my Prescott house. I’m well-caffeinated and hydrated, and relief is quickly becoming an important consideration.

I pull into the rest stop at Sunset Point to drain Little Jack. I luck into a parking spot right in front of the services building next to the one reserved for the patrols of the Department of Public Safety, Arizona’s highway patrol.

I turn off my trusty Honda CR-V, pull the sunshade across the windscreen, and get out. I exit and stretch my legs, twist back and forth, lock my car, and go take a leak.

I always hate stopping at the public facilities. The people that maintain them put a sincere effort into it, but the volume of folks that traipse through them every day makes it nearly impossible to keep them clean. Given that, today’s experience isn’t too bad. I find an empty stall, pull out my little friend, give him a stretch, and let him run. That’s a relief!

I tap off the dew and tuck my little friend away. I find a sink that’s in good shape, wash up, and stop in the shade in front of my SUV for a minute.

I stretch some more as I take in the energy of the people around me. The love of the middle-aged daughter helping her elderly mom to the restroom, whispering in Mexican patois Spanish. The couple at the snack machine counting change and giggling as they make some heavy snack-purchasing decisions together. A group arguing about who sits where in a car that’s much too small to hold them all. I chuckle and release my final twist as I head back to the truck. I swap out my empty coffee for my spare travel tumbler in the console and take the empty water bottles around back. I pop the tailgate hatch open, then set the bottles down on the floorboard before refilling them from the gallon jug in the back. As I’m cinching the tops down on the bottles, I sense someone approaching from the right rear.

I turn to assess if there’s a threat or not. The sight before me doesn’t look particularly dangerous. She’s about 5’5” in khaki short shorts, a brown Lynyrd Skynyrd T-shirt, and dingy Converse Chuck Taylor low-top sneakers with a ton of miles on ‘em. She sets an old, beat-up Jansport rucksack between her feet. She has auburn hair that’s cut short and held back with a plain chrome hair clip on each side. She cocks a hip and crosses her arms just under her perky breasts.

She asks, “Are you going to Phoenix?” She has a grim determination on her face but drops her eyes a couple of times. She’s healthy, young, and reasonably pretty—a solid seven or better. I wouldn’t say she’s fit, but she doesn’t appear irrevocably soft, either. Cute as hell with a little button nose and a sprinkle of light freckles dusting her nose and cheeks.

I think to myself, “‘Daddy like!”

I nod.

She bites her lip and drops her arms to put her hands in the back pockets of her shorts to present her pert little breasts. “Can I get a ride?” she asks as she twists back and forth.

I can’t help but smirk as I respond, “Double-entendre much?”

“Huh?” is her eloquent response.

“What’s your name?”

She replies, “Darcie.”

“I’m Jack.” I ask, “How old are you, Darcie?”

She frowns for a moment, and then responds, “Nineteen.”

I hold out my hand and demand, “ID.”

She sighs and pulls out a California driver’s license, placing it carefully into my outstretched hand.

I think to myself, “She responds decently to authority. Have to do something about the dramatic sighing, though.”

I read the license to learn that she’s officially from San Jose, California. The license also reveals that her full name is Darcie Marie Conroy, and she turns nineteen in six weeks. “Hmmm. Little white lie, there.”

I hand her license back to her. “Hold onto that,” I tell her. “Why’d you decide to ask me for a ride, out of all the people here?”

She shrugs but maintains eye contact as she responds, “You’ve got a roomy ride, and you don’t look like an asshole. After talking to you, you seem intense, but kind. Know what I mean?”

I expected a “ya know?” from her. A “know-what-I-mean” is a couple steps up on my personal maturity-and-respect assessment meter.

She continues, “I’m riding with eight other people in a Corolla, and I don’t care if I ever see any of them again. Plus, if you make me pay with my ass, I think I could tolerate it with you.”

“Future is looking brighter,” I think to myself as I turn back to open the hatch of my SUV and lay out a plastic garbage bag flat. “Dump your bag onto the plastic bag,” I tell her. “Empty all the pockets.” She gives me a funny look but does as I ask.

I root through the small pile of dross and don’t see anything too controversial. No weapons. An old cellphone. A couple pairs of panties, a change of shorts, a worn toothbrush, and three T-shirts.

I turn to look at her and ask, “Where are the drugs?”

She counters with, “Why do you think I have drugs?”

I reply, “Two reasons. First of all, you didn’t immediately answer the question. Secondly, you’re riding in a Corolla with eight other people.”

She sighs dramatically and says, “Fair enough. I’ve got two-to-three tokes worth of our last joint.” She pats the right front pocket of her shorts.

“Show me,” I demand.

She pulls out a bent twist of a joint that’s less than a half-inch long. I think it’s called a ‘pinner’ because poking a pin in it is the only way one could hold it to imbibe. I doubt it would survive the fire of a lighter.

I tell her, “Bin it.”

“What?” is her eloquent response.

“Throw it in that trash barrel over there,” I clarify, pointing at the bin in question.

She frowns again before jogging to the trash bin. My eyes are glued to her for the whole athletic feat. She’s got a really fine ass. Her perky breasts jiggle prettily inside the snug T-shirt on her return as she steps off the curb on the return.

“Do you have any medical conditions?” I ask.

“No diseases!” she smirks.

“I was more concerned about epilepsy or diabetes.”

That caught her by surprise. “Nope. Clean bill of health.” She adds with a big smile, “Including my goodies.” Her focus on her goodies is distracting because it makes me really want to focus on them.

I ask, “Do you need to tell your friends goodbye?”

She looks back toward them rather angrily. “I told the whole carload to fuck off, that I was hitchhiking. I don’t have any friends there.”

I put her bag on top of the pile and tie it all up into a bundle. I grab another trash bag and tell her, “Get in.”

“Really?”

“Yep.”

The aforementioned Corolla, packed with kids, pulls up. They yell at Darcie and flip her the bird before gunning the engine and peeling off only to brake again suddenly for pedestrians. A naked young lady in the back yells, “Bitch!” She has a familiar vacancy in her eyes.

“Figures,” I think to myself.

After about ten more seconds of yelling, the Corolla takes off at a slightly unreasonable pace. I shake my head as they drive away, thinking, “Prats!”

Darcie and I both get in my CR-V. We close the doors, and she buckles in while I start the engine to let the AC start doing its thing. It’s mid-June in Central Arizona. Getting the air conditioning on in the SUV is a priority.

I hold out my hand. “License,” I demand.

She places it in the palm of my hand carefully again. I take a picture of the front and back, and then put it in my jeans pocket. Then I hand her the bag and say, “Put your shoes in here.”

I put my phone in the dashboard cradle before I buckle up and back out. I slowly make my way to the end of the line of truckers. I pull into a slot at the end and park before unbuckling my seatbelt.

“We in Phoenix already?” she asks with a grin.

I smile. Then I tell her, “Strip. Put everything in the bag.”

She looks at me, a little bewildered.

“I’m not going to attack you or touch you in a sexual manner unless you agree to it. Ever. But if you don’t strip right now, I’ll take you back to where I found you.”

She looks at me a moment to determine if I’m serious. Then, she unbuttons her shorts and pushes them down as she raises her hips, watching me as I look into her eyes. She twists and lifts her knees to slide her shorts and panties off her legs. She holds them out to me.

“In the bag,” I tell her.

She stuffs them into the bag on top of her Converse. She crosses her arms and pulls up the tails of her T-shirt. It follows into the bag. There is no bra.

“Lean forward toward me,” I command.

She sighs and does as I say, reaching for my pants.

I catch her hands and tell her, “Just rest your forearms on the console.” She’s surprised but follows my instructions.

I slide my fingers through her hair and explore every bit of her scalp. She lets loose a quiet “Mmmmm” as I do. I lift her right arm, looking for tracks in her elbow, fingers, armpit. A little stubble, but no sign of vermin bites. Then I check her left arm for the same thing.

I tell her, “Give me your right foot.”

She sits back in her seat and gives me her right foot. I check her right leg for tracks—back of her knees, her toes, where her thigh joins the torso. No sign of vermin in her genital area. She has a very thin, auburn thatch. I do notice her vulva and outer labia are quite puffy. Her inner labia barely poke out and are the same pink as her nipples and areola. From the smell, I think she’s getting aroused. I don’t see any moisture, and it’s not yet the time for me to check with a finger.

“Left,” I command. She gently extends her left foot. Again, I check the same areas.

Then I command, “Turn around and show me your ass.”

She does, pulling her cheeks apart. I don’t expect to see tracks here, but it’s best to be thorough. Plus, she has a really fine ass.

I tell her, “Sit, please.” Once she does, I lean forward into her face, and she closes her eyes.

I command, “Open your mouth and breathe through it with deep breaths.”

She opens her eyes again as she follows my instructions. Like mine, they're hazel—dark blue with speckles of brown, grey, and green. Mine tend more to grey and green with bits of blue and brown. My eyes are novel, but hers are beautiful. There’s no trace of smoke or tobacco on her breath despite the joint she had in her pocket.

I sit back and pull off my denim shirt, leaving me in a Pat’s Run T-shirt. I hand my shirt to her and tell her, “You can put that on and roll up the sleeves.”

I sit back in my seat and buckle up. Darcie follows my instructions and buckles up. I clear traffic on both sides and pull out carefully. I maneuver to the on-ramp and head down the highway.

She asks, “Do you want me to suck your cock while you drive?”

I shake my head. “As lovely as that sounds, I need to stay sharp. It’s the only way I can ensure your safety. As my passenger, your safety is my primary responsibility.”

She shrugs as we pull out into traffic.

I ask, “What are your plans when you get to Phoenix?”

She shrugs again and curls her feet under her before turning to me. “I don’t know,” she answers as she gets settled. “Maybe find a place to crash and figure out what to do next?”

“Who are you running from?”

“Sadly, no one,” she replies. “It would be less pathetic if I were.”

I respond, “I almost hesitate to ask you this, but who’ll come looking for you if you drop off your normal scene?”

“No one. I know—even more pathetic,” she says.

I shake my head. “Not pathetic,” I respond. “Sad, maybe, but not pathetic. I hate to say it, but I’m not much more connected than that.” I take the first curve down the mountain toward Bumblebee.

A little while later, Darcie expands on her answer. “Sherry, the girl in the car with me, was someone I considered a friend. She wanted to go to Tucson and asked me to come with. We met these guys yesterday in San Jose, and we’ve been riding all night. Apparently she was just looking for another pussy to entertain our hosts so she wouldn’t have to fuck or blow all of them. I got tired of fighting them off.”

She pauses a moment. “I have a friend in California that I used to be pretty close to, Carli. She went to San Jose State. I wanted to go with her, but I was barely able to get into City College. We haven’t talked much since we graduated from high school. My mom works at whatever job she can find when she’s not too drunk or stoned to function. My dad’s been out of the picture for as long as I can remember. I’m just glad my mom didn’t have another kid after me; that would’ve been tragic.” She looks back toward the front and wipes her eyes on the back of her hand.

I pull my handkerchief from my pocket and hand it to her. She looks surprised but gently pulls it from my fingers to wipe her eyes. I tell her, “There are tissues behind the console if you want to keep that clean for your eyes.”

She pivots to find them, blows her nose, and throws the tissue into the bag with her clothes.

I drive in silence for a couple minutes, listening to Tom Petty running his dream down on Classic Rewind. “Evil Ways” by Santana plays next.

We soon pass Rock Springs and enter Maricopa County. At that point, I have my thoughts ordered well enough to say, “Darcie, I have an indecent proposal for you.”

She turns to look at me a moment before replying, “Okay. Let’s hear it.”

“You would be completely mine. If you agree to this, you won’t need to worry about where to live, where to sleep, whether to work or not, what to wear, what to eat...nothing. You will wear, eat, and drink only what I give you, and you will do exactly what I tell you to do. You will surrender all choice, and, essentially, you will be my slave. I will use your body for my sexual gratification. I will use your labor around the house and in my business. I will train your behavior. I will educate your mind. And I will spank you if you do something you shouldn’t do—like lying to me or using drugs. In return, you will get a university education, you will be in the best shape of your life, you will be taken care of, and you will never have to worry about making any decisions. You will travel with me. You will have clothes for the office, for working out, for working around my properties, for going out on the town, and for sex. I will listen to your preferences, but my word will be final. If I do something you don’t like, I expect you to tell me. I may or may not take your preferences into account.”

Darcie just looks at me for a full two minutes before looking to the front.

Guns N’ Roses’ “Welcome to the Jungle” plays as we approach New River. Darcie chuckles at that and looks at me.

“For how long?” she asks.

I nod and turn my head toward her as I watch the road from the left corner of my eyes. “I’m thinking three months, initially. During that period, you tell me what isn’t working for you and we make adjustments. It would be permanent, after that.” I give her a quick glance before turning my eyes back to the road. She has a gentle smile on her face.

Eventually, she chuckles. “That’s very ‘Fifty Shades’ of you, Jack.” After a pause, she adds in a dreamy voice, “It actually sounds nice. No worries, just do what you tell me. It sounds like you plan to take good care of me.”

“I do. Darcie, you would essentially be my pet. People care for and love their pets. It’s a relationship. If I do a good job of being your master, we will build an emotional connection,” I tell her seriously.

She asks, “How old are you, Jack?”

I nod, “I’m forty-nine years old, Darcie. That’s an important factor to consider. Not only do we have completely different frames of reference and preferences based on our generational differences, but there’s more. An animal pet will generally die before its master. I’m likely going to die before you. That means that caring for you includes ensuring you’re equipped to live without me when I’m gone,” I tell her earnestly.

“You don’t look forty-nine,” she says. “I was going to say thirty-five, maybe forty. Do you have any medical conditions?”

I nod, “Yes. High blood pressure and asthma. I think I’ve got the high blood pressure whipped, but that’s one of the doctor’s appointments I have this week. The other is a semi-annual checkup with my pulmonologist. I do much better with asthma in Prescott than I do in Phoenix. That’s why my primary residence is in Prescott. I’ve got my life arranged in such a way that I generally keep the asthma under control. I work out a lot. I eat healthy foods in appropriate amounts. It’s working.”

Darcie observes, “I suppose I would be doing those things too. You mentioned me being in the best shape of my life.”

“That’s right. Your body and your mind would be working a lot. It’s the only way to stay healthy.”

She asks, “What do you do for work?”

Stevie and Tom sing “Stop Draggin’ My Heart Around” as I tilt my head before answering her. “A variety of things. My primary job is consulting as a program manager for information technology projects. I used to do it for companies, but now I do it as a freelancer. Additionally, I play music, invest in some real estate properties, and occasionally write professional articles.”

She says, “You sound like the main character in one of my favorite novels. He’s called the Green Lord. I love how he treats his women.”

She continues, “Are you married?”

“No,” I shake my head. “I was, but she divorced me when I told her I wanted to go to a Shibari class. She said I was too kinky for her, and she asked me to leave.”

I sigh heavily before saying, “I was working remotely as a contract project manager at the time, so I packed everything up and left. We were married for just under eight years, but the divorce was final in only six weeks. She took the old house and the max alimony amount in the settlement. A year later, she married a multimillionaire in Sun City West. She seems happy. I now get to invest the alimony amount every month. After we split, I came to the conclusion that a ‘normal’ relationship might not be for me.”

I turn to look at Darcie for a moment as we pass the outlet mall at Anthem. “The proposal, Darcie.”

She says quietly, “You mentioned spankings. How many swats would I have earned so far, Jack?”

“Two per cheek,” I respond immediately. “I’m going with one per cheek for each infraction for now. You haven’t started training yet. Any more than that would be unfair, as I hadn’t told you in advance. This would be to set expectations.”

“What did I do to earn those?” she asks quietly.

“You were carrying drugs. If I had caught you using, you would’ve received more spankings for that infraction. No drugs—period—and very limited alcohol. Also, you lied to me about your age. You would be required to be honest with me. Always,” I tell her.

She quotes, “Always tell me the truth. I don’t get to be mad about the truth, even if I don’t like it.”

“Exactly,” I say. “Where’s that quote from?”

“My favorite series of books. I loved it when the main character said that. There are so many liars in my life, so that quote really touches me.” She asks, “In addition to four swats, what do I have to look forward to as your pet?”

I decide it’s time to tighten the reins a bit. “Whatever I tell you to look forward to.” I give her a stern look as we pass the Pioneer off-ramp. “Are you in or out?”

“In,” she says instinctively, surprising herself.

I nod. “Darcie, you are, from this moment forward, my pet. I will address you by your name, but I will also call you Pet—both in private and in public. You will always call me ‘Master.’ It doesn’t matter where we are or who is around. Is that clear?” Again, I risk a quick glance at Darcie’s face.

“Yes, Master,” she whispers.

“I’m sorry, Pet. Not convincing enough. Louder, please.”

“Yes, Master,” she repeats in a clear voice as we pass under Carefree Highway and the Romantics sing “Rock You Up.”

“Good girl, Pet. Now you must officially give yourself to me. In your own words, surrender yourself to me,” I tell her. I kill the radio and key up the voice recorder on my phone. I nod to her. “Now,” I say.

She takes a deep breath before saying, “Master, I surrender all that I am and all I have to you. I have no clothes; I gave them all to you. I have no possessions; I gave them all to you. I have sixty-two dollars and seventy-seven cents. I gave it all to you. My body is yours to command. My mind is yours to command. My will is yours to command. Use me as you see fit. I am a person, but I am your pet. I understand I have to wait three months before I can rest assured that you won’t decide I am not a good pet for you. Master, I am yours.”

“Good girl, Darcie. You are now my pet. I accept all that you are and all that you have. You may wear that shirt until I give you something else to wear,” I tell her as I reach out and gently cup her cheek.

“You may lay your head on my lap, so I can pet you,” I tell her.

She does, and I do just before I put on the indicator to turn onto the AZ-303 southbound. Shortly after I pull onto the 303, Darcie sighs contentedly as I run my fingers through her silky hair and caress her semi-naked torso as we drive west and south.


2
Arrival



As we approach the Lake Pleasant Parkway exit, I tell her, “Pet, sit up, please. I want you to start learning these landmarks.”

She lets loose a “hmmm” and languorously sits up. I call out the landmarks as we come up on them. “This is our exit off the 303, ‘Lake Pleasant Parkway.’ We head left, or south, toward Peoria from here.”

I reach out and caress Darcie’s silky thigh. She takes in the route for about a minute before she asks, “Master? Do I get to pet you, too?”

I chuckle and say, “Of course, Pet.”

In my periphery, I catch Darcie turning to smile at me before she lays a hand on my thigh. She turns to watch the road, and her hand periodically caresses my leg through my jeans. I’ve kept things more sensuous than sexual, and Darcie follows my lead.

We enter the outskirts of town, passing the Home Depot, the Fry’s, and the Lowe’s before getting into the left turn lane, calling out more landmarks and points of interest. “There’s a great sushi place on the north side of Happy Valley Road and a crappy one on the south. There’s a Sprouts, a Ross, a Kohl’s, an Office Depot, a craft shop, and a bunch of other stuff all in that strip mall back on the north side.”

I turn left onto Happy Valley Road. “CVS, Mountainside Fitness, and Discount Tire are in there,” I say as we drive past the southeast corner shopping area.

We take a right on Ninety-Fifth Avenue and drive about two blocks south before I pull into a little community of carriage houses. “These are cute,” Darcie comments.

“I’m glad you like them,” I reply. I drive to the unit at the far northeast corner of the development and hit the garage opener. I see a small red sedan parked out front and a couple of young ladies loading cleaning supplies into the trunk. The double garage door opens to reveal a three-and-a-half-car garage with a yellow Can-Am on the left side of the garage. The third spot is part of a tandem on the left. Unfortunately, it’s too deep in the earth to open out to the back. I pull in and check the reverse camera to ensure I’ll have room to open the hatch with the door closed.

I shut off the CR-V and tell Darcie, “Stay in your seat, Pet. I’m going to carry you in from the garage to keep your feet from getting filthy.”

I push the garage door opener again and dismount as she says, “Yes, Master.”

I unlock the door to the house before I return to open her door, noticing that Darcie has unbuckled her seatbelt. Catching my eye, she bites her lip and asks, “Should I have left the seatbelt on, Master?”

“No, Pet,” I tell her as I reach in, pull her to me, and gently hoist her into my arms while managing not to brain her on the doorframe. “One door down, three to go!” I think to myself.

“You followed instructions perfectly. Good girl,” I praise her. She squirms with pleasure in my arms.

I close the car door and tell her, “Tuck your head in close to mine, Pet. I don’t want to accidentally bounce you off a door frame.” She chuckles and does as I ask. I carry her to the house door and push it open, setting her on the floor inside and letting the sprung hinges close the door shut.

I kick off my boots and slip into a pair of slides. I look at her for a moment, then kiss her cheek and tell her, “Remove the shirt, Darcie.”

She looks horrified and asks, “Is there still someone in the house?”

I look at her sternly. “It doesn’t matter, Darcie. You don’t have to worry about who sees what or what they think, or what they say. All you have to worry about is following my instructions. Is that clear?”

She quickly strips the shirt off as she says, “Yes, Master.” She hands me the shirt.

I put it back on before I cup her face and kiss her lips gently. Her mouth parts, but I don’t linger. Instead, I tell her, “Good girl, Darcie. I made a really good choice in selecting you for my pet.”

She actually does preen with pleasure at the praise. “Damn!” I think. “Good indicators so far!”

I scoop her back up into a bridal carry and start up the stairs. She quickly tucks her head into my neck, and I feel a gentle pressure there as she kisses me while I carry her insignificant weight to the main floor. As I exit the stairs I hear, “Good afternoon, Mr. Jerome.”

I turn to see a short, dirty-blond young lady with glasses, soft limbs, and round cheeks with some type of imperfection in the skin from either bad nutrition or drugs. She has her thin hair back in a loose ponytail and is clad in jean short shorts, sneakers, and a gray polo with her cleaning company’s logo on it. She’s a solid five, leaning toward a six, but could probably make a seven with some effort, makeup, and clothes.

I turn to face her with Darcie in my arms. “Hello, Crystal. Thank you for taking care of my place. Anything break today?” I tease her.

“Nope,” she replies with a grin. “Serena kept a close eye on me today.”

“Please pass on my thanks to Serena and the other lady. I don’t recognize her,” I say.

Crystal confirms, “She’s new—going through training with us.”

I tell her, “Crystal, this is Darcie. Pet, say hello to Crystal.”

Darcie waves, “Hello, Crystal.”

Crystal says, “Um, hello, Darcie. I’m not used to seeing clients carrying naked women into the house.”

Darcie responds, “Oh! I wasn’t naked when I came into the house. Jack let me wear his shirt after he made me strip. Once we got home, he decided I no longer needed clothing. I don’t think that’s a permanent thing, but I’m still learning.”

Crystal looks absolutely gobsmacked. “Uh...okay.” She heads to the door but stops to say, “Uh...Jack, I was going to ask if I could come over sometime to play in your music room. Is that okay?”

I shrug and respond, “I don’t see why not. Did you get my card?”

She nods. “I got one on an earlier trip.”

“Okay,” I say. “Call me to set something up. Are all the floors dry?”

Crystal confirms, “Yes, they are. I gotta run, Jack. Talk to you later. I will call.”

I call “Goodbye” right before the door closes.

I look around and decide the floors are dry enough for my pet to walk around barefoot. I set her down and look into her eyes. “You did very well on your first test, Pet. I’m impressed.”

“Thank you, Master. I think the hardest thing to learn is going to be the whole ‘don’t worry’ part. We’re just getting to know each other, but the way you held me while talking to Crystal made it clear that I’m valued and cared for. The nudity didn’t matter. It was how you held onto me like you valued me over all else.”

I kiss Darcie again. When her mouth opens, I accept the invitation to gently massage her tongue with mine as I hold her to me and squeeze her backside. She moans into my mouth. “Oh! Very nice!”

She chuckles as I let her breathe. “I think you might be an ‘ass man,’ Master.”

I kiss her forehead and pick her back up. “Guilty, Pet. Let me give you the tour. My office, laundry, and a powder room are on the garage level.”

On the first floor, I show her the kitchen, pantry, dining and living rooms, and powder room, which extends over the basement garage. The second floor has a music room, three guest bedrooms, and two baths. The third floor contains the master suite. I carry her the whole way, show her to the lift on each floor, and finally set her on her feet in my bedroom.

She looks up at me in awe. “This place is huge,” she breathes.

I nod. “It was meant to be the showpiece for the community. I built two-thirds of the community as two-story—garage and living levels—spec homes. I had this one as the model for the ‘premium’ product. All of the premium models have an elevator in the garage that goes up into the home and, depending on the product line and how the land is graded, the units may have an entry lift, too. I didn’t have any problem selling the spec homes. There is one other three-story, built as a ‘standard’ product, plus a handful of custom two-story homes. I did sell one two-story ‘premium’ model. The other customs are ‘basic’ models—no elevators.”

I add as I sit on the edge of the bed, “I’ll tend to call elevators ‘lifts,’ by the way.”

“Why do you do that?” Darcie asks.

“It’s a remnant from the time I lived in the U.K. Come here,” I beckon.

She asks quietly as she steps up next to me, “Is it time, Master?”


3
Entering Service



“Yes, it is, Darcie. Lay across my lap. Let your body hang and your tushy point up into the air,” I instruct her.

She looks at me and whispers, “Are you going to enjoy this, Master?”

I nod once. “A little bit, Pet. I’ll explain why shortly. Assume the position, Darcie.”

Darcie steps closer until her thighs touch mine and then bends her knees to lay her abdomen on my legs. I grasp her torso and gently pull her forward, bending her over. I tell her, “You may rest your hands on the floor, Pet.” She does. “Straighten your legs to push your tushy into the air,” I continue. Again, she takes instruction wonderfully.

I hold her torso firmly with my left hand before I lay my right hand gently on her bum. I caress circles on her buttocks for a moment before calling out, “For the offense of carrying drugs, one swat on each buttock. Prepare to receive your punishment, Darcie.” I rapidly strike the fleshiest part of each of her buttocks. They warm nicely and the punishment is over before she has reacted to the first strike.

“Oh! Owwwww!” she cries.

I caress her buttocks as I intone, “For the offense of lying to your master, one swat on each buttock. Prepare to receive your punishment, Pet.” She starts squirming before I even lift my hand. I cinch her closely with my left and tell her, “Darcie if you don’t lie still, I will have to punish you with two swats on each cheek for disobeying me.” She freezes, and I strike rapidly.

“Ooooooo!” she cries.

I hold her firmly and caress her abused, red buttocks. “Pet, you did great.”

“Th-th-tha-ank ye-you, Master,” she sobs.

I tell her, “Pet, you were punished for two offenses. It’s important that I understand you’ve learned your lessons. For the offense of carrying drugs: what do you do with drugs, Pet?”

“Nu-nothing, Mu-master,” she sobs more gently now. “Ju-just say no. Leave them or toss them. Do not use them. Do not take them into my possession.”

I press a little more firmly as I caress her lovely ass. “Perfect, Pet.”

“Thank you, Master,” she says primly, composing herself.

I tell her, “You need to understand, drugs are one of the few things that will cause me to send you away. I’m certain I will be very happy with you as my pet, and I don’t want to lose you. I can’t stress this enough.”

“Yes, Master. It’s clear,” she responds, hanging from my lap.

“Pet, for the offense of lying to your master, what do you do if you’re not sure what to say?” I ask.

“I just tell the truth, Master. You can’t be mad at me for telling the truth,” Darcie says.

“What about telling half-truths, part of the truth, or coloring the truth?” I ask.

She pauses for just a moment and mutters, “Oh, geez.” Then, she answers, “Those are not allowed either, Master. Just so you know, that’s a much harder standard to meet, Master.”

I squeeze her bum firmly when she says that, and she whimpers.

“Does that make you uncomfortable, Pet?”

She whispers, “No, Master.”

“What does it make you feel, Darcie?”

She whispers, “Master, it’s making me horny.”

“Are you ashamed of that, Pet?”

“A little bit, Master. But honestly, I’m just getting hornier the more you caress me like this,” she says.

“Show me, Pet.” With that, Darcie’s legs fly apart.

I slowly move my caressing hand down her buttocks to gently massage her taint and then down to caress her labia. There is noticeable moisture coating her lips. Her petals bloom open, and I place a finger inside, running along them until I reach her little button of a clitoris. She jumps from the stimulation.

“And now you know why I said I would enjoy it, Pet.”

I suddenly grab her torso and pick her completely off the ground, and then stand her on her feet. I look in her eyes and ask, “What happens if you get horny and I’m not around, Pet?”

She looks at me hopefully. “I give myself relief?” she asks.

I shake my head. “Your body, and, by extension, your orgasms, belong to me,” I explain.

She bites her lip in the cutest possible way. “Then I have to find my Master if I’m horny, so he can collect my orgasm?”

I nod, “Yes, Pet. If I’ve left you on your own for some reason, you’ll have to endure. On rare occasions, I may give you license for a limited period of time to rub your own out. Clear?”

“Yes, Master.”

“Good girl,” I tell her. “Now it’s time to shower.”

I stand and strip, folding my garments neatly on a little wing chair. I imagine Darcie sitting there, dressing or undressing at my command, and smile.

I turn to Darcie and hold out a hand, but she’s looking intensely at Little Jack.

“Pet! Let’s go shower,” I prod her.

She takes my hand. “May I touch it, Master?” she asks. “It’s beautiful.”

I chuckle. “Oh honey, you are so gonna touch it. Let’s clean up first. Then I’m going to soil you heavily.”

Darcie looks up at me in surprise. Slowly, my meaning dawns on her, and a smile blooms on her face as we walk into the bath.

There’s a huge soaking tub and a walk-in shower big enough to fit a family of four. I walk to the commode and empty my little friend before waving to Darcie to relieve herself. She does and then flushes while I start the shower. She washes her hands and joins me in the shower as I’m washing mine there.

“I was going to give you grief for not washing up, Master,” she says with a saucy grin.

I gently spank her tushy. She gasps, and then launches herself at me. She wraps her arms around my neck and tries to crawl up my body for a kiss. I hook her legs and pull her to me as she devours my mouth. I angle her into the spray, and she doesn’t even notice. I run my hand under her and start to caress her pussy as I push her up against the wall. I slowly kiss my way down her jaw as she pulls me to her. I end up nibbling her neck while I run my fingers along her labia.

Darcie whimpers as I continue my assault. If I don’t stop now, I’ll end up fucking her in the shower. “Not yet, Mister!” I chide myself.

I suck her lower lip into my mouth and bite it gently. Her eyes slowly open to look into mine.

I tell her, “Get down, Pet. We both need a shower after today. Then, I’m going to take care of your needs and use you for my pleasure. Clear?”

“Yes, Master,” Darcie says, disappointment written all over her face.

I stand her in the spray and wet and shampoo her hair. I soap her down from top to bottom, and I ensure she’s well-rinsed. Then, I take care of myself. Darcie scrubs my back clean. I turn off the shower and grab a towel to dry Darcie. I towel her hair as dry as I can get it—trying not to be too rough. When I’m done, I hang up the towel and repeat the process for myself. Then, I pick up my pet in a bridal carry and convey her to the bed.

I set her gently on the edge and bend down to kiss her lips gently, but she’s having none of it. Darcie wraps her arms around my neck and pulls me into a ravenous kiss as she leans back. “Time to take control.”

I grab a fistful of hair and gently apply pressure. Her mouth gasps as I hold her neck in the uncomfortable position. “Crawl up to the head of the bed, put your pretty little head on a pillow, and hold onto the rails above your head, my pet.” I release her scalp.

Darcie quickly scrambles up to assume the position I directed. Once she’s there, she says, “Master, I really want to kiss you.”

I smile at her as I walk forward on my knees toward her, with Little Jack leading the way. “Good, Pet. Because I want you to kiss me, and I want to kiss you. And we’re going to do a lot of kissing in our life together.” I straddle her left leg. “For now, I want you to lay here with your hands holding the headboard, your legs spread wide open, and surrender to what I’m going to do to you.”

I kiss her lips again gently before tracing the line of her jaw with kisses. I cover every inch of her neck with kisses, as well as both sides of her face, then her collarbones and the pits of her arms, and up until I reach each wrist. She’s having a difficult time staying still, but I continue to cover her torso with kisses, then her hips, her legs, and her feet before I work my way back up the inside of her left thigh to kiss her pussy, her mons, back up her abdomen to her breasts, and then finally returning to her luscious lips.

She whimpers, “Master, you’re so cruel. I’m on fire for you!”

“Good, my pet,” I tell her. “I want you on fire for me. I want you to revel in the anticipation.” I caress her left breast as I work my way to kiss her right, laving it with my tongue and nibbling it. She’s moaning before my mouth focuses on her light pink nipple poking out of her slightly darker areola. I kiss the hardening flesh as it elongates, continuing to lick and nibble, and gently grasp it between my teeth as I whip it with my tongue.

Darcie’s moans grow louder. I switch my mouth to her left breast and my left hand takes up the assault on her right nipple. I gently pinch and pull on her now rosy nipple while suckling the other. Her areola is also rosy and very distended.

“Ma-master!” she gasps as she grinds her pelvis into my abdomen. “What are you doing to me?”

“I’m claiming you as mine, my beautiful pet,” I tell her before returning my mouth to wrap around her pretty little nipple. I continue to stimulate her breasts as I reach down to cup her plump pussy. I hesitantly release her responsive breasts and kiss my way down her abdomen, through the sparse thatch of her mons, until my lips are kissing her pretty pussy.

Darcie has puffy, full, outer lips—some of the most generous I’ve seen. They look like a juicy peach. I kiss them slowly and suck on them gently. Her inner petals start to blossom open. She gasps, “Oh! Ma-master!” as I suckle first one, and then the other. I kiss the hood of her clit. The point of it is emerging slowly, which I encourage by licking it gently.

Darcie wails, “Master! Please let me touch you!”

I murmur, “Not yet, my pet. But soon. Just follow instructions and surrender to what I’m doing to you.” I return to licking her clit with more intention as I gently massage her inner labia petals with my right hand. I suck the hood and clit into my mouth and gently suckle as I start to tickle her opening with my index finger. My left hand moves to her left breast to ensure both get enough love. Darcie’s opening is getting quite moist as I press the digit into her.

“Oh, Master! That feels so good!” she gasps.

“Keep telling me what feels good, Darcie. I need to ensure I meet your needs, Pet.”

I push the digit in until I hit her hymen. “What? I thought she was active!”

Darcie coos, “That’s right, Master. I only belong to you. I’ve only ever belonged to you. Claim me, Master! Please make me yours!”

I back my finger out and gently run it around her opening as I pick up the intensity of my licking and sucking on her clit. Suddenly, she starts to spasm and the amount of fluid available in her opening increases after only a moment. I scoop some up with two fingers and crawl up her body as her spasms quiet.

I kiss her ravenously. Then, I present my index finger to Darcie’s mouth as I suck the juice on my middle finger. We stare into each other’s eyes as we enjoy the treat of Darcie’s juicy pussy.

When our treats are complete, I grasp her face in my hand and devour her lips. I feel her arms move a couple times, but she keeps her grasp on the headboard as I’ve directed.

I look down at her with a smile. “You’re such a good girl, Darcie. Keep holding on. I’ll let you release in just a couple more minutes.”

I kiss her again as I maneuver my legs inside hers. I kneel back to see what I’m doing, then slot Little Jack into Darcie’s opening. I push in just about far enough to say that I’m in when I hit resistance. I hold my position as I lean down on my elbows and grasp a nipple in each hand. I give each a squeeze and quick pull, and then I kiss Darcie again before I push forward to break her.

Darcie gasps in pain, and I see tears well in her eyes. I stay where I am as I kiss her lips gently, then kiss the tears from her eyes before returning to her lips.

Slowly, Darcie starts to kiss me back, tentatively at first, then with growing passion. Eventually, I feel her squeeze down on me gently before her hips start grinding into me and pushing at me.

I look in her eyes and slowly start to withdraw, and Darcie squeezes down on me as she looks back at me as my face hovers just above hers. I reach down and squeeze her ass cheeks as I slowly make my way forward. Darcie is creating plenty of lubrication to ease the way.

When I can go no farther, I tell her, “Now you can let go, Pet.”

Darcie’s hands fly to my face as she pulls me into another kiss as I withdraw my cock again. She squeezes me with her ridged muscles like she doesn’t want me to leave. I push in more vigorously and she gasps, “Yes!”

I pick up the pace slowly, going a little faster with each thrust. Darcie is holding onto my neck, just watching my face as I watch hers.

I tell her, “Wrap your legs around me, honey.”

She does, and her eyes open farther as she feels the difference it makes. Then she clamps her eyes closed as her first orgasm from intercourse hits her. I pick up the pace more as I feel her milking me with her pussy. I tell her, “Give them to me, Darcie. Your orgasms belong to me. Give them to me!” She kicks off another, even stronger.

“Yes, Master! YOURS!” she screams as the waves of pleasure take her. I pound her stronger and faster.

Suddenly, I’m there. “I’m going to breed you now, Darcie. I can because you belong to me.”

“Yes!” she screams as she goads me on with her heels. “Breed me, Master! Use me! Break me! I’m YOOOOOURS!” she screams as I start to splash her insides. I groan, and her orgasm kicks up a level. She’s milking my cock relentlessly as I give up all my seed to her.

Slowly, I ride the waves of bliss back to earth with Darcie in my arms. Finally, I post with my left hand, holding her to me with my right. I roll to my left, so Darcie is now lying on top of me with my still-hard cock buried inside her.

Darcie murmurs in my ear, “I’m all yours now, Master. You’ve ruined me for anyone else.”

“Not yet, Pet. But I’m working on it,” I assure her.

I wrap my left arm around her and squeeze her ass with my right hand.

That’s how we fall asleep.


4
Sealing the Deal



Iwake up to a gloriously wet and warm sensation below my waist. Someone down there doesn’t have a lot of experience but is working hard to make it up with enthusiasm.

“Pet, get up here and kiss me,” I murmur.

I feel the lovely warm sensation leave my cock shortly before Darcie appears from under the thin duvet. I grasp a handful of hair and gently pull her up to me. As we devour each other’s mouths, Darcie slides her legs over mine to straddle me. She slides forward until I feel Little Jack pop free from under her body. I reach down between our bodies to line him up with Darcie’s entrance. I seat myself in her warmth, and I press my little friend forward.

Darcie moans into my mouth. I ask, “You like, Pet?”

She nods vigorously and moans into my left ear, “YES, Master!”

“Sit up on Little Jack, honey,” I command.

Darcie kisses me quickly and then presses both hands into my chest to lever herself up. She slides slowly down onto me until her labia are wrapped around my base. I lick both thumbs and then rub them on her pebbled nipples. She groans, “Oh my, Master!”

I tell her, “Get your feet under you, Pet. Then you can use your legs to pleasure yourself on my cock.”

She scrambles to get into position, first with her left leg, then her right. She seems unwilling to risk me popping out for even an instance. “Oh my, Master! That creates an even different angle!”

“That’s right, Pet. Each variation is going to feel different and should bring you a slightly different kind of pleasure. As you are my pet, you will experience them all hundreds of times, if not thousands. I told you I’m going to use you for my own gratification.”

“Master, I’m starting to think you’re not being completely honest. I think you like giving me pleasure. This isn’t just about your gratification,” Darcie says with a twinkle in her eyes before she rises up and slams herself down again with a groan.

“I think I have been completely honest. I told you that I would use your body for my sexual gratification. I find giving you pleasure very sexually gratifying.” I spank her just before she rises again. “Impertinent little minx.”

She stops at the top of her stroke and looks down at me as she slowly slides down my shaft. Then, she curls down to lay on top of her hands like a kitten. She reaches her mouth forward, and I meet her for a slow, smoldering kiss. She gives me a serious look before saying, “Master, I don’t think you would value me for long if I weren’t a bit…impertinent.”

I caress her scalp as I run my fingers through her hair. “Darcie, I will value you until I die. I’m attracted to your submissive nature, but also to your sense of playfulness. Those two traits together make your personality fascinating. Just be you. I’m planning to change your life in many ways. I’ll mold some of your behaviors, but I have no desire to change your personality. That unique blend of boldness, timidity, playfulness, and submissiveness is a heady mix, and I’m going to gratify myself with you in oh, so many ways.”

I wrap my arm around her, bridge, and roll to my left to land between her splayed legs. Then, I kiss and caress her, and give her what she should have had before she ever met me—I make love to her. Slowly. Insistently, but not quickly. She grips me with her locked ankles and the muscles inside her channel as I deliver long, full strokes into her depths. She lays there, looking at me, caressing my face, shoulders, and chest as I look down into her eyes and fuck her slowly. She starts to gasp in time with my thrusts, and mewls as I withdraw. After a few more strokes, she starts to gently quake. The grasping of her inner muscles becomes less rhythmic and more spastic. Then, she arches her back and neck as she groans. She grips me tightly enough that it breaks my rhythm for a moment before she floods her channel with more lubrication.

Slowly, she collapses under me, and her legs fall limp beside me. I resume my slow rhythm. She smiles at the sensations and lays there flaccidly for a moment before slowly opening her eyes. She tells me, “I don’t need three months, Jack. You are my master. I am your willing slave. I am your pet. I don’t ever want to be anything else. Weld a collar on me and walk me around with a leash, Master. Beat me until I’m black and blue. I don’t care as long as you keep making me feel like this.”

I stop moving. “There’s no need to rush, Darcie,” I tell her. “We’ve just gotten started. You don’t take a pet to discard. You take a pet to love and care for. You let them get to know you and learn the rules. Take your three months to ensure you don’t want to renegotiate some pieces of our agreement. Don’t worry, I’m committed to you.”

She caresses my face and just looks at me for a moment. Then she says, “Please break me, Master. Use me hard. Let me feel your strength.”

I reach under her legs and push them toward her shoulders before I set up a punishing rhythm. I punish her pussy with my cock as I slam my hips into her ass. She breaks into an explosive orgasm immediately and spirals higher the more I punish her. Her short nails dig into my arms, which are posted on either side of her torso. Her moans graduate to shouts with every thrust.

I’m getting closer to a release myself, so I pick up the pace as I give her all of the power my hips can generate. She releases a long, keening scream, and I lose it. I keep the pace going as well as I can while I squirt my seed into her burning hot, wet depths. I feel like I’m spiraling up with her to heaven as my orgasm reaches a level I’ve never reached in my forty-nine years. I shout “Jeez!” as I press forward to hold myself as deep inside her as I can while my whole body starts to shake. Fortunately, I manage to keep myself posted on my arms, so I don’t crush my young lover. She’s shaking in the same manner that I am, pinned to the mattress by my hips.

As our quaking slowly subsides, Darcie pulls herself up by my shoulders and buries her face into my neck. I slowly lower myself to lay on top of her with my elbows holding my weight. I lose myself kissing her burning lips and the silky skin of her neck and face.


5
Making Arrangements



At some point I must have rolled off of Darcie, because I awaken to find myself lying on my back with my pet cuddled up close and her head on my shoulder. It’s gotten much closer to twilight outside. I slide out from under her and get out of bed. I pull the sheet over Darcie, kiss her cheek, and go to the bathroom to drain the main vein.

Feeling much better, I pull on a pair of shorts and a T-shirt. I traipse down the stairs to the kitchen and get a couple of glasses. I fill one and drain it while I fill the next one. Then, I refill the first and carry the two glasses upstairs to the master bedroom. I leave one for Darcie, grab my phone, and slip outside onto the balcony. I set the other glass down on a small table as I take a seat. I search for the number I need and dial.

A male voice answers the phone and identifies himself as Maurice. That’s not what I expected, but I should have.

“Hello, Maurice. This is Jack Jerome. May I speak to Bernadette, please.”

He asks me to wait a minute. Then, I hear a familiar voice.

“Jack! Darling! How are you?”

“Hello, Bernadette. I’m doing pretty well. How are you?”

“I’m doing well, Jack. I’m having a party tonight. I didn’t think you were going to be in town. Care to join us tonight?” she offers. “It starts at nine, but feel free to come late, darling.”

“Not tonight, Bernadette. I have a full evening already planned,” I reply.

“Oh my! I hope you have a playmate,” she teases.

I laugh, “Actually, I do. I acquired a new pet today. I’m still indoctrinating her. That’s why I’m calling.”

“Oh? You want me to teach her how to love the ladies?” Bernadette chuckles.

I chuckle, “That isn’t what I had in mind, but keep that on the optional list. I need you to outfit her. She needs a brassiere sizing and a complete set of clothes—boudoir, office, cocktail, and evening attire. Teach her the basics of style and polite socializing. I have a business meeting Thursday; I need her to accompany me to it. She will be my personal assistant. She also needs some workout attire, a couple of wraps, and swimwear—both functional and decorative.”

“What are you thinking about for a budget?” she asks.

“I was thinking around $10,000. What are you thinking?”

“Every bit of that; it will at least give her a good start. Hold another ten for contingency. I’ll start to curate a collection just for her after I’ve seen what you like on her. Will you be able to stay with us? You’ll get better results if you can provide input on the choices. I think you have a great eye.”

“Of course, Bernadette. I haven’t measured her, but I’d say she’s roughly 5’5”, about one of my fist’s-worth of breast, dress size somewhere in the size six to eight range,” I tell her.

“We can work with that, Jack,” she says. “Coloring?”

“Auburn hair—almost mahogany. Skin looks like it could take a tan, so she’s not terribly pale. Legs are long enough to balance her torso even while wearing sneakers. Arms look proportional in length. She’s in decent shape, but doesn’t look like she works out.” I pause as I think about her figure. “She has a nearly perfect, round little bum.”

“She sounds delightful, Jack. I may want to borrow her,” Bernadette purrs.

“Only if you can convince her and only with females,” I reply. “Again, I'll be watching. Her name is Darcie. D-A-R-C-I-E.”

“Darcie. Got it,” she replies decisively. She muses, “What is she wearing right now?”

“Sweat, my saliva, my semen, and maybe some drops of her blood,” I reply with a chuckle.

“Oh! A virgin? Jack, you really are breaking her in! Take it from me, there’s no better way to indoctrinate your new pet,” Bernadette replies with certainty.

I chuckle as I answer, “That was just luck. When she walked up, I knew I had to have her.”

“Well, we will have her bedecked in a manner appropriate to her station. Any special jewelry?” she asks.

“Yes. A collar, I think,” I reply. “Maybe a solid metal ring, but not too thick. I’ve got her on a three-month probation. I want to be able to cut it with a pair of dikes if she decides to bail. Small tag with ‘Jack’s Pet’ on one side and ‘Darcie’—again, that’s D-A-R-C-I-E—on the other.”

“I have a new design idea for a collar. I thought about it after I put one on Maurice, but I think this will work. Will you trust me?” Bernadette asks.

“Okay. I’ll play along, Bernadette. I’m planning to show up at four. Will that work?” I counter.

“Perfect, darling. I’ll see you then,” Bernadette purrs.

I say, “Until then, Bernadette.” I disconnect as I hear the French door open.

Darcie sticks her head out. “Master, should I put on clothes before I join you?”

I shake my head. “No, Pet. Bring your glass of water.”

“I have it, Master.” She walks out and sets the glass on the table next to mine.

I observe my semen inching its way down Darcie’s leg. “Clean up, Darcie.” She looks to where I’m pointing and gasps as she turns to go back inside.

“Don’t move, Pet. Just scoop it up and put it in your mouth, sweetie.” She looks at me like I said the most wicked thing imaginable. Slowly, a grin spreads across her face as she bends to scoop up the mess and pop it into her mouth. After a couple more licks of her finger, she throws her arms in the air like a gymnast before she presents herself for inspection.

“Good job, Pet.” I pull her into my lap, and she cuddles closely.

I hand over her glass as I hear, “Hello! Jack!”

“Excuse me, Pet. Let me up.” Darcie launches off my lap, and I get up. I walk over to the railing of the veranda to see my neighbor, Felicia, waving at me. Felicia has dark hair and olive skin. She’s in her mid-to-late thirties, in decent shape, and has large, heavy breasts. She’s wearing a floppy straw hat on her bobbed haircut, flip flops on her feet, and an orange one-piece bathing suit with a strap that loops around her neck to keep the top from slipping off her full breasts.

I wave back. “Hello, Felicia! How are you and Maddy doing?”

“Crappy, Jack,” she pouts. “Our AC has broken down, and we’re waiting on the contractor. We were wondering if we could get into your pool.”

“Sure! Come on over. Take a quick dip and hang out until the contractor gets here. We’re about ready to throw some food together,” I reply as I turn to look at Darcie.

“Thanks, Jack,” Felicia moans gratefully. “We’ll be there in a couple of minutes.”

I turn back to Darcie. “Let’s go downstairs to greet our guests.”

We grab our glasses and go inside. I pull a white Oxford shirt out of my closet. “Pet! Come here, please.” Seeing what I’m up to, Darcie sets the glasses down on the bedside table and joins me by the closet door. I tell her, “Turn around and hold your arms straight back and down.”

Darcie turns and follows my instructions. I slide the shirt up her arms and onto her shoulders. I reach around her and squeeze her breasts, strictly to confirm their location. She moans slightly as I release her breasts to find the button just below them. I fasten it and the one below before I nuzzle her neck and tell her, “Turn around and let’s roll up these sleeves, sweetie.” She turns and looks up into my eyes as she holds out first her left arm and then her right as I roll the sleeves up to her elbows.

I tip her chin up and kiss her deeply. She hugs me as I release her. I look down into her eyes; the look of adoration on her face is humbling.

“Let’s go downstairs and greet our guests, Pet.”

She dashes over to grab the glasses, and we head downstairs.

Once we’re downstairs, I tell Darcie, “Look in the fridge and freezer for something for us to eat. I’m going down to retrieve the bags of property that you gave to me. I’ll be back in a moment.”

I leave Darcie to come up with a solution for dinner, and I go down to the garage to retrieve the trash bag with her clothes and the one with her bag and its contents, setting them both on the washer. Then, I return to the car to retrieve my roll bag and attaché. Using the lift, I send my bags up to the top floor. I grab the two trash bags and take them upstairs to the main living space.

Darcie has laid out cold cuts, cheese, pickles, tomatoes, mayo, and mustard. She found the frozen bread and there’s a half-loaf on the kitchen island. I put the bags outside by the patio door as I hear the doorbell ring.

I cross the great room and open the door to find Felicia with a white cotton cover-up over her orange swimsuit and a gray leather purse on her shoulder. Next to her is a tall, young, blond fitness model with her mousy, wavy hair in a ponytail.

I grin at them both. “Come on in, ladies.”


6
Meeting the Neighbors



Icollect a hug and a kiss from Felicia. She presses her ample bosom into my chest per normal, but she lets her lips linger longer than she’s ever done before.

Maddy is wearing a turquoise microkini under a crocheted, natural cotton coverup that doesn’t cover much at all. Jute flip-flops, a natural woven beach tote, and sunglasses finish her look. She wraps me in a hug and buries her head in the crook of my shoulder; that’s definitely new behavior.

Maddy is usually very reserved. It’s been nine months since they moved in, and she didn’t say a word to me in the first six. It was only during the last three months that she started to warm up to me a bit.

Maddy kisses my cheek—more new behavior. Then she holds me at arms length as she says, “Thank you for saving us, Jack. It was getting oppressive in the house. I hate to think what it would be like if it were July or August.”

I nod, “You’re right, Maddy. It would be fucking miserable.” She crosses the threshold and I close the door. “Come on in, ladies. I want to introduce you to my lady.”

Both of my neighbors look at me in surprise as Darcie joins us. Felicia immediately gets a hungry look on her face and Maddy spanks her lover’s ample ass sharply.

I indicate each of my neighbors for Darcie’s benefit. “Felicia, Maddy. Allow me to introduce you to Darcie. Pet, these are my neighbors, Felicia Saunders and Madison Hock. She prefers to be called ‘Maddy,’ okay?”

Darcie nods and offers her hand. She says, “It’s a pleasure, ladies” as she shakes hands with each of them. I think, “Good start on manners! Apparently she learned some basics somewhere.”

I say, “Ladies, make yourself at home in the pool area. The fence is very effective. If you prefer to keep your suits dry for dinner, your modesty, or, at least your reputations, will remain intact.”

Maddy says, “Jack, you can’t have modesty in my profession.” She looks at her lover and adds with a smirk, “And I think Felicia likes it when you look at her body.” The rest of us laugh at that comment, which I’m pretty sure is true, given that Felicia doesn’t look embarrassed at all. Plus, I’ve caught her unbuttoning the top of her blouse in the doorbell camera more than a couple of times.

Darcie says, “I think my master is trying to get me to be comfortable with my body, so I may join you for a quick skinny dip right before dinner. For now, Master told me to start preparing dinner. Let’s all hope I’m getting cooking lessons soon, because sandwiches and scrambled eggs are about all I can make.”

Maddy chuckles, “You’re one dish ahead of Felicia. I think she seduced me so she would have someone to cook for her.”

Felicia asks, “Why do you call Jack ‘Master’? Are you a slave?” She chuckles, apparently thinking it’s a joke.

Darcie nods at her seriously. “Actually, that’s pretty accurate. I have given myself over to Jack completely to use as he sees fit. I’ve given what little property I had to him as well. I own nothing. I am Jack’s pet. I’ve only been his pet for a few hours, but I’m ready to skip the probation and go to the lifetime commitment part.”

Felicia’s mouth is agape, while Maddy gives me a considering look. Maddy says, “I didn’t know you rolled that way, Jack.”

I chuckled, “Yes, you did. Don’t lie to me, Maddy, or I’ll have to spank you.”

Her eyes fly open as her mouth gapes, and a bright red flush runs up her neck to her cheeks and down to the swells of her small, pert breasts. Felicia laughs, “You’ve been caught and schooled, lover. Let’s get naked and into the water.”

I give them a Vana wave toward the patio door. “Make yourselves at home, ladies. Would you like something to drink?”

Maddy finds her tongue. “After a swim, Jack. Thank you.”

I go to the kitchen, calling to Darcie, “Come along, Pet.”

I open the fridge and pull out a couple of avocados and tomatoes, an English cucumber, a red onion, the remainder of the celery, some peeled garlic, and a red bell pepper.

I have Darcie wash the vegetables as I preheat the oven and put a two-quart saucepan of water on to heat.

I grab a knife, a cutting board, and a serving platter. Darcie lays out cold cuts and cheeses on the platter while I chop up the tomato, cucumber, red onion, a stalk of celery, and the avocados into a salad. I show Darcie some basic knife skills, and let her practice on a second stalk of celery. I dress the salad with some balsamic and EVOO from the pantry, then spice it with an herb salt blend, black pepper, and garlic Ms. Dash herb blend. I stir that up and let it sit before dropping a couple of tablespoons of oil and about a teaspoon of salt into the boiling water, followed by two cups of rotini.

I have Darcie wrap the bread loosely in aluminum foil and set it aside until the oven gets hot. While she does that, I finely chop the red pepper, Darcie’s celery experiment, and three smashed cloves of garlic. I dump those into a bowl with three tablespoons of EVOO, stir in some herb salt, Aleppo pepper, a little turmeric, and a little black and white pepper. I set those aside to infuse the oil with the flavors of the herbs and spices. After a couple of minutes, the timer for the pasta goes off. I taste it to ensure it’s a little past al dente, then drain the water, refill the pot with cold water and ice, and let it sit for about ten minutes.

Darcie pops the bread into the oven and sets a five minute timer while I lay out water and wine glasses, plates, and flatware. I leave the cold bottle of Brancott Sauvignon Blanc in the fridge until it’s time to serve, but I pull a partial bottle of Valpolicella from the fridge, uncork it, and let it warm. I grab some net covers for the platter and salad bowls and send Darcie outside to wipe down the table and set it while I grab a basket and put a bread-cozy in it. When the bread is finished baking, I wrap it in the cozy and set it next to the tomato-cucumber salad for Darcie to take out.

Darcie returns and grabs the platter, bread, and salad. I drain the pasta, dump it into a serving bowl, and toss it with the olive oil mixture. I fill a pitcher with ice water, pull a wine cooler out of the freezer, and slide the bottle of white into it. I take both bottles of wine to the patio table while Darcie returns to grab the pasta salad. I return for some serving utensils, and dinner is set.

While we wait for Felicia and Maddy, I walk Darcie to the pool. I don’t think she’s seen it yet. It’s basically a wide, twenty-five-meter, single lane lap pool with a sunken spa adjacent. The swim lane is about six and a half feet wide and and four and a half feet deep with steps that walk you down into the lane. I stand at the foot of the lane holding Darcie in front of me while we watch Felicia and Maddy make out at the far end.

I bury my face in Darcie’s neck as I unbutton the two buttons holding the shirt closed. She wraps her arms up to cradle my hands, but doesn’t struggle or demur.

I tell her, “We’re going to be naked and casual in front of Felicia and Maddy. Prepare yourself, Pet.”

Darcie rubs her face against mine as she murmurs, “Whatever you wish, Master.”

“Don’t move, Pet,” I murmur as I slide the shirt off her shoulders. I hang it over the back of her chair, and then I strip off. I grab a couple of towels from the small cabinet on the wall and set them near the steps that walk down into the swim lane.

“Dive or walk, Pet? Whichever you wish.” I dive in from the top step into the swim lane. I hear another splash as I stand. Darcie glides up to me, surfaces, and grins. “Race you to the other end, Master.” She doesn’t even wait for my answer. I push off the floor and chase her. As I come up for air, I glance at Darcie and stifle a chuckle as she collides into Felicia and Maddy. Clearly, she didn’t take our guests’ position into account. I ended up winning by about three strokes. I turn back and swim to the other end at a leisurely pace as Darcie rushes past me. I reach out to snag one of her feet and pull her back to me. She splashes and squeals as I get my feet under me and lift her out of the water. I toss her further ahead of me and then breast stroke to the other side. I crawl out and rinse off in the outdoor shower, which causes Little Jack to hide. Darcie follows me into the shower and squeals again as the cool water strikes her flesh.

I call to our neighbors, “Dinner’s ready whenever you are.”

Maddy kisses Felicia before launching herself up onto the pool deck. Then she gives Felicia a hand to give her enough lift to escape the water. They both hit the shower before joining us at the table.

“Maddy, Felicia. Clothes or no clothes?”

Felicia says, “I think we’d better cover up, or else I’d be too distracted to eat. Plus, I’m hoping the AC contractor shows up soon.”

“Good enough.” I turn to Darcie. “Pet, put on your shirt. Same two buttons, honey.”

She nods and starts putting on my shirt. I notice Maddy checking out Little Jack as I pull on my shorts. She catches my eye and flushes, but I make sure she sees me running my eyes down her lean, strong, beautiful body. I wink at her, and she smiles shyly in return as I pull my T-shirt over my head.

Meanwhile, Felicia pulls her suit up over her heavy breasts and turns to Maddy, who ties her top in place.

I ask, “Who did you call for the AC service, Felicia?”

She replies, “I called the warranty number. The person on the other end said they were coming out today, but it’s been over ten hours, and still nothing.”

I tell her, “Let me call the owner. When did you call them?”

Maddy answers, “Nine o’clock this morning.”

“Okay. Give me a minute.” I run inside for my phone and pull up the number for George Walsh, the owner of the HVAC contractor. I explain what my neighbors are going through. George commits to have someone there inside an hour. I walk out and hand my phone over to Felicia. She gives him the AC’s symptoms and her address, then disconnects.

Felicia says, “He said someone will be here in an hour. So let’s eat!”

We enjoy dinner, wine, and conversation. Even Maddy eats, which I take as a big compliment. Felicia once told me about an occasion when they went to a friend’s house for dinner and Maddy sat through the entire dinner and sipped water. Tonight, she eats some of everything.

Darcie and I share how we met, including the eight people in the Corolla and her stripping in my car. Felicia shares a story about how a doctor groped her last week when she was doing her pharma sales tour. The doctor’s wife was the office manager, and she decided Felicia was the problem rather than her philandering husband. Maddy tells a story of having a wardrobe malfunction in downtown Tempe during a photo shoot two weeks ago, surrounded by a bunch of students that were there as extras. All the boys got an eyeful of her perky little breasts and russet nipples.

We all laugh as Maddy wraps up her story by standing up, whipping off her top, and doing a shimmy. As Maddy covers up her breasts, Felicia gets a call. They grab their gear, and I usher them quickly to the door. Darcie and I each collect hugs and kisses from our neighbors as they hustle back to their house. I see George pull up next to the technician’s truck.

I dash out and shake his hand. “Thanks, George. I appreciate your help.”

“Thanks for calling, Jack. We had a couple of issues today. One of the techs bailed early; he just ghosted without telling anyone. Charlie here is new, but he volunteered to drive out here before going home to Desert Ridge. He was already on the way home. I thought I would come out and show him my support,” George says.

“You’re a class act, George. That’s why I chose you for this project. Have a good night,” I tell him.

Darcie is doing the dishes when I get back to the house. She has all the food on the counter. I jump in to put the food away, then I go dry the dishes. Once we’re done, I escort her back outside. I dump the contents of the two trash bags onto the outside dining table. I grab the shorts and T-shirt Darcie was wearing when I met her.

I hold them up and tell her, “Pet, I give these to you. I want you to have these as a memento of when you appeared to me. I must say, I commend your selection of bands.”

I wave the Lynyrd Skynyrd T-shirt at her, and she giggles as she replies, “I bet you’ll love the navy one, then.” I pick it up and turn it over to find the cover of Led Zep II plastered on the shirt’s front.

“Oh, honey. You are making me very happy. Do you like country, too?” I ask.

“Black shirt—Johnny Cash,” she says with a grin. I check it out and nod. I pick up Darcie’s white shirt to see a stylized portrait of Pink’s face.

“Okay. I give you four T-shirts and your original short shorts. Are the other shorts clean?” I ask.

She nods somberly.

I tell her, “Show me how they look on that beautiful little body of yours.”

Darcie’s eyes grow round. “You think I’m beautiful, Master?”

“Of course, Pet. Your beauty caught my attention immediately. I’m so lucky you chose to become my pet,” I assure her.

Darcie looks at me silently and unbuttons the shirt to reveal her nubile, young body. She hangs the shirt over the dining chair and picks up the other pair of shorts, sliding them up her legs and buttoning the four buttons. They are identical in cut to the ones she wore when we met.

“Well, my darling pet. Your trousseau is getting quite large,” I smile. “Four T-shirts and two pairs of shorts I give you.”

She giggles and shimmies to make her breasts jiggle.

“Now take them off, Pet. I love looking at your body.”

She looks directly into my eyes as she opens the top button, then the second, then the third, before she hooks her thumbs into the waistband and slowly shimmies from side to side until the garment clears her trim hips and sparse bush. Darcie slowly squats to the ground until the garment is at her feet. She keeps her eyes locked on mine as she slowly stands, trailing her fingers up her legs. Once she’s standing completely erect, she continues to glide her fingers up the center of her torso to cup her breasts. Then, she raises her hands above her head.

“Do I please you, Master?” she asks uncertainly.

“Yes, Pet. You do. Very much,” I respond fervently. She has some natural talent for seduction.

She drops her hands. “Master, as far as I’m concerned, you can throw all of my clothes into the trash. I don’t need any of it.”

I walk over to her. “I appreciate that, Pet.” I wrap my arms around her and lean down to kiss her. “My pet, you will have these two pairs of shorts, four T-shirts, four pairs of panties, and a pair of Converse sneakers. You will put all of them into the laundry tonight so you’ll have something clean to wear tomorrow. We will go to my doctor in the morning. Then, we’ll come back here, work out, and get ready to visit Bernadette.”

“Who’s Bernadette, Master?”

“She’s a unique person who’s going to help you build your wardrobe. She’s also going to educate you on some basics of etiquette. She’ll have you put on a fashion show for me. I may fuck her while you watch. I will definitely fuck you while she watches. If you’re interested, I may let you eat her pussy.”

Darcie murmurs, “I’ve been in the locker room in a gym, and I’ve never had a spark of interest. But tonight, I would have licked either Felicia or Maddy. They’re each a different kind of hot.”

I nod in agreement as I say, “True, but I don’t have that kind of relationship with them, Pet. If it ever develops to that point, you and I will fuck them both. Deal?”

She looks up at me with hunger in her eyes. “Deal, Master. Maybe you could fuck me while I lick each of them. Deal, Master?”

I chuckle, “Deal, Pet.”

She bites her lip and says, “I feel so naughty, Master.”

I smirk and say, “You are naughty, Pet. How about I spank each cheek once for being naughty before I fuck you to sleep?”

Darcie bites her lip again as her big, round eyes look up into mine. She whispers, “Yes please, Master.”

I nod. “Finish your chores, Pet.”

“Master, would you please show me where the washer and soap are?”

“Sure, Pet. Grab your clothes and shoes.” I keep her phone and stuff everything else into the trash bag. We head downstairs and I show her where all the wash soap, color catchers, and dryer sheets are. I also point out where the two-step ladder is in the utilities closet, so she can reach them without crawling onto the machines. I had someone else in mind when I bought the ladder, but I’m glad I have it now.

After Darcie gets the washer running, we grab glasses of water in the kitchen. She pulls my Oxford shirt back on as a robe but leaves it unbuttoned. We head upstairs. I retrieve my bags from the lift, and we retire to the master suite. I take my briefcase and set it on the edge of the bed, then grab a pillow from the bed and throw it on the floor.

I command, “Kneel on the pillow, Pet.”

Darcie slowly gets her knees and rests her hands on her thighs.

I adjust her posture and the lay of the shirt she’s wearing. I sit on the edge of the bed to admire her for a moment as she looks at me quizzically. I tell her, “Pet, sometimes I just want to look at you...to drink in the sight of you.” My remarks elicit a beatific smile from her.

I pull my iPad out of the briefcase and unlock the screen, then hand it to Darcie. “We need to get you an Arizona driver’s license, Pet. Pull up the Arizona License Manual on the web. I want you to take the test on Friday before we head up to Prescott. Can you be ready?”

“Will there be a driving test?” She looks a little worried. “I did great on the written test but barely passed my driver’s test in California, Master.”

I ponder her question for a moment before responding, “Probably not. Regardless, we’ll get you some driving time this week for practice. You must be prepared for all eventualities. By the way, there’s a pad and some pens in the drawer of that small desk if you need them.”

She starts to get up, but then returns to her kneeling position and adjusts her posture to match the adjustments I had made for her. She’s biting her lip as she looks up at me while she considers her next move.

“Master, do I have permission to get up?” she asks.

I think about that for a moment. She was taking the initiative, which is something I value in my professional life. She did it when she cleared the table, too. This time, she checked herself to ensure she was doing what would please me. That indicates a level of loyalty and potential reliability that I believe are invaluable in both professional and personal relationships.

I slide off the bed to my knees in front of Darcie. Taking her hands in mine, I tell her, “Thank you for asking, Pet. Your consideration for my desires is touching. From this point forward, if I don’t tell you ‘stay until I tell you to move,’ you’re free to move to do whatever you need to do. I like having you near me. I like looking at you. I like petting you. I actually like the sound of your voice. I’ll have you sit near me whenever I haven’t given you something specific to do simply for the joy and comfort of your presence.”

Her eyes moisten and a tear runs down her cheek. She whispers, “Master, what are you doing to me?”

“Exactly what I said I would do, Pet. I’m taking care of you. I’m using you for my own gratification. For my own comfort,” I tell her.

“Master, you make it feel like it’s all about my gratification—all about my comfort,” Darcie responds quietly.

“Darcie, have you ever had a pet?”

She shakes her head. “We couldn’t afford anything like that. Carli’s mom had a small dog, but it was more of a nuisance than anything. Sometimes it would sit in my lap and let me pet it when I would visit Carli.” She gets lost in the memory for a moment. “That was nice. I think she could sense when I was down. Petting her was very comforting.”

“Exactly. I’ve been alone for a little over two years, Darcie. I even thought about getting a pet. I was actually thinking about adding a trip to the pound into my schedule before I pulled in at the rest stop today. As we started our trip together, I decided that I would rather have you as my pet.”

“Have you gone without sex for two years?”

I shake my head and tell her, “No, Pet. I have not. Bernadette has parties fairly regularly, and I can always find a partner there.”

“Is Bernadette your lover, Master?” Darcie asks quietly.

“She has been on a couple occasions,” I admit. “Not regularly. She isn’t likely to commit to only one lover. We’re kind of a mix of friends and business associates with infrequent liaisons.”

Darcie cocks her head to the side. “I think there’s a longer story there, Master.”

“Very perceptive, Pet.” I nod. “We’ll discuss some of that after you meet Bernadette. You may go study at the desk for the next thirty minutes. ”

Darcie leans forward and kisses my lips gently before getting up and moving to the desk.

I place my small suitcase on the bed and start putting my clothes away. I did laundry in Prescott, so at least I don’t have to deal with that.

When I’m done, I grab my notebook computer and order a credit card for Darcie. I also establish a joint bank account for her use with $5,000 in it. We’ll have to stop by the bank and do the signature cards tomorrow. I’ll also need to get her a car when it’s time for her to go to school, but that can wait for a bit.

There’s probably more to do, but at this point, I’m ready to crash.

I call, “Time for bed, Pet. Come join me.” I put my computer back in my bag and set it by the desk before going to drain my bladder. I pull out a new toothbrush and set it on the vanity counter before brushing my own. Darcie smiles and claims the new gift.

I strip off and sit on the edge of the bed before lifting Darcie to straddle my lap. “I promised two spanks and a good fucking.” Darcie nods excitedly.

I wrap an arm around her waist and spank each butt cheek with my right hand with only a little force. Darcie squeals shrilly with each strike, but she smiles the whole time. I slide the head of my hardening cock into Darcie’s entrance and kiss her until her moans drive me to be fully erect. Then I pull her onto me.

We fuck seated for a while, then I pick her up and lay her face down on the edge of the bed. I enter her from the rear as she pushes her ass up to reach for me. I grab her hips and brutally pummel her willing body until she’s had two more orgasms and I’ve filled her channel again with my seed. I collapse on her body to catch my breath for a minute.

I strip the sheets off the bed and put on fresh ones while Darcie runs downstairs to throw her clothes in the dryer. When she returns, I crawl into bed, and Darcie slides in to lie on my shoulder.

I kiss her warmly and tell her, “Sweet dreams, my pet.”

“Goodnight, Master,” she responds.

I fall asleep with my pet’s naked body cuddled up to mine.
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Bernadette



Iwake up slowly to the gentle guitar sound of the alarm on my phone. I grab the device and turn off the alarm. I think to myself, “Monday, Monday…”

I lay back on my pillow and gaze down at my auburn-haired bedmate. She’s looking up at me through lids hanging at half-mast.

I murmur, “Good morning, my pet.”

Darcie closes her eyes and a broad smile sketches across her lips as she snuggles into my chest. She slides her leg up mine and bumps my morning wood. That causes her eyes to open fully.

“Good morning, Master. What have we here?” She grins as her hand wraps around my member.

I chuckle, “That’s your wake-up present. If you’re awake enough, crawl on board. If not, then lie face down and push your pretty tushy into the air.”

For a moment, Darcie gives me a considering look. Then, she gives me a brilliant smile and squeezes Little Jack before sliding off my shoulder. She lays flat on the bed and pulls her knees under her to push her ass into the air. I guess I’m going to be doing the work.

I sit up and maneuver myself behind Darcie. I stroke her pretty, round ass cheeks and stare at her pussy, which is glistening slightly with moisture. I’m amazed. It appears that she’s always ready for me!

I bend over and kiss each cheek and then slide my tongue up her moist labia a couple of times. I hear her breath catch on the first lick, and a gentle moan escapes her lips after the third one.

I waddle up closer and rub my cock head along her pussy, and she moans “Master! Please!”

I place my helmet into her entrance and continue to press my case. She groans as I slide about half-way into her tight channel. I back out and press forward again firmly. She’s generating more moisture at this point, so I manage to make it within an inch of hilting. I back out again and slam into her hard.

“Oh!” she exclaims. It feels like I bottomed out inside her, but apparently her butt cushioned my hips enough to keep me from hurting her.

I lean over and cup her left breast and press her tummy upward at the top of her mons. “You are my pet, Darcie. I’m going to take such good care of you.”

She moans, “Oh, yes! Please, Master!”

I stand back up on my knees and grasp her left hip as I set up a steady pace of full, deep strokes, keeping the upward pressure with my hand to make it easy to rub her G-spot on each stroke.

I bring Darcie to orgasm twice before I roll her over and mount her missionary-style. I kiss her lips, neck, and breasts as I continue to fuck her steadily. Her hands cradle my neck the entire time. She milks my cock as she starts her third orgasm and I join her with my own. After our aftershocks diminish, I hold Darcie to me as I roll onto my back.

I kiss her gently as I stare into her beautiful hazel blue eyes. “You’re spoiling me quickly, Pet.”

She shakes her head. “I’m the one getting spoiled, Master. I’ve never had a boyfriend that kissed as well as you do, never mind all the other pleasures you give me. I feel more loved as your pet than I ever have before. I’m completely spoiled,” she says emphatically.

I chuckle quietly as I pull her to rest on my chest. “Not yet, Pet. But I’m working on it.”

She lifts her head to look at me. “I don’t need anything else, Jack. Just you, Master.”

I kiss her lips quickly. “Too bad, Darcie. Remember this moment. Once I really have spoiled you, then you can compare and tell me what you think.”

She grins at me, “I can hardly wait, Master.”

“Go shower, Pet. I’m going downstairs to retrieve your clothes. Drink your water, and I’ll bring you another.”

She gets up and drains her glass. I take it from her as I stand. I watch her round, pert ass work as she walks to the bathroom. She pauses at the doorframe, leans on it, and blows me a kiss before she continues toward the shower.

I drain my glass and hurry downstairs. I pull her clothes out of the dryer, toss them in a basket, and send them upstairs in the lift. Then I head to the kitchen to refill the water glasses before I return to my bedroom.

I set the glasses down on the chest of drawers and open the empty drawers. I head into the shower and tag Darcie with a kiss as I take over the shower. I tell her, “The open drawers and that empty section on the left of the closet are yours, Pet. Figure out how you want to arrange your clothes.”

I take a quick shower and shave. When I’m done, I squeegee the enclosure and dry off. I pull on a pair of knit boxers, jeans, wifebeater, and a blue, striped Oxford shirt. Darcie dons the button-up shorts and my white dress shirt, tied off at her waist line. She looks delicious.

Darcie follows me downstairs to the kitchen, carrying her Converse and glass in her hands. I show her how to make chocolate-chili oatmeal with instant oatmeal and use the espresso machine to make coffee. We enjoy a leisurely breakfast, put our dishes in the dishwasher, and fill a couple of to-go water bottles.

We visit the cardiologist first, where I get a clean bill of health and, after reviewing my numbers, we agree I’m finally done with blood pressure medications. I need to keep logging my BP, but we don’t argue any longer about drugs. Then we’re off to the pulmonologist. That goes quickly. The X-rays don’t show any additional scarring. Directions for my asthma are ‘stay the course.’

I have Darcie drive us back to the house, with a detour to Ross at Happy Valley Road and Lake Pleasant. We find a nice, pale yellow sundress for her that hangs from spaghetti straps on her shoulders down to a little past mid-thigh. It’s very simple with small white daisies printed in the fabric. We get some simple white sandals to go with it.

After getting her outfit, we stop and have lunch at Sushi Doraku, while we’re close. Then, Darcie drives us back to the house. I catch up on correspondence for about an hour, and Darcie studies for her driving test. I end up making a couple of video calls to resolve a few issues on my current project, while Darcie throws her dress in the washer for a quick rinse.

Once I’m done, we’ve digested enough to work out. I have Darcie strip down to her panties, and I pull on a pair of shorts. We head to the garage, and I introduce her to a basic eighteen-minute workout. We’ve both got a good sweat going by the time we’re done. Then, I take her through a basic Sun Salutation yoga routine. When we finish, I throw her over my shoulder, which elicits a squeal of delight, and carry her upstairs for a quick shower. After, we hurriedly dress. Darcie dons her sundress fresh from the dryer and adds the new sandals. I dress in chinos, a similar blue-striped Oxford, loafers, and grab a blue blazer. We grab water refills as we head out the door.

We take the I-17 to Greenway and head down 7th Ave to Bernadette’s townhouse in Moon Valley. I pull into the circular drive and park just past the door.

We’re met at the door by a male I don’t recognize, though he’s got the same empty eyes as Darcie’s friend from yesterday. I think to myself, “Wow! Two new ones in two days. How can that be a coincidence?” The man introduces himself as Maurice and leads us through the entryway and through already-opened French doors into Bernadette’s salon.

Bernadette Pasquale is standing in front of her chaise lounge, waiting to greet us. Records indicate she’s sixty-two years old, but you would never know it from looking at her. Bernadette looks more like a retired actress in her early forties than she does a grandmother. Her whole body is lean and her skin is firm. Her limbs have a lean appearance that makes her look strong and sexy at the same time. She’s 5’8” with dark brown, wavy hair that’s currently in an intricate up-do, but which I recall generally hangs just long enough to tickle her nipples when it’s down. She also has soulful brown eyes and full D-cup breasts that defy gravity, with rich brown areolae and large nipples. She also has a narrow waist, even without a corset, flared hips, and just barely enough roundness to her tushy to keep my attention. She’s currently wearing a cream, brocade corset under her naked breasts, which highlights her tan skin. She has matching high-heeled sandals on her feet, and she’s wearing nothing else—not even a landing strip on her mons.

I speak quietly into Darcie’s ear. “Scope her out top-to-bottom, Pet. Bernadette will be hurt if we don’t adore her sufficiently.” She nods to me, but her eyes are already locked on Bernadette. Apparently my instructions weren’t necessary.

Clarice, Bernadette’s ward, walks in carrying a forest green velvet robe. Clarice helps Bernadette into the robe and fastens the buttons so that it hides her benefactor’s magnificent breasts.

When Clarice steps back, I step forward and grasp the hand Bernadette holds out to me. I brush the back of her hands gently with my lips before I say, “Hello, Bernadette.”

Bernadette cups my cheek in her hand and kisses me slowly and passionately. Then, she returns my greeting in her lovely contralto voice. “Welcome, Jack! Darling, it’s been much too long! My last boy toy left, and I’ve just started Maurice’s training. I haven’t had a decent man in weeks. I’m so glad you’re here.”

I chuckle, “Maybe we can help you with that. Allow me to introduce my pet. Bernadette, this is Darcie Conroy.” I turn to Darcie. “Pet, this is Ms. Bernadette Pasquale. She’s the mistress of the house, a professional dom, outfitter of boudoir fashions, high-end madame, and hostess of the most decadent parties in the western two-thirds of this continent—maybe the entire western hemisphere.”

Bernadette extends her hand to Darcie, who kisses her hand, too.

Bernadette says, “Not badly done, child. If you kiss a lady’s hand in the future, you should just barely brush your lips on her flesh or breathe on it if you don’t feel intimate with her. Not to worry, we shall start your education today. Take off your clothes, Darling. Let me look at you.”

Darcie looks at me, and I nod at her. As she slides out of her sandals, I tell her, “Pet, until I tell you otherwise, treat Bernadette’s commands as my own.” I turn toward Bernadette. “She will ensure the males of the house don’t touch you, fit you for clothes, and be your teacher in etiquette and seduction.” Bernadette nods, and I turn back to Darcie. “I want you to listen to her, learn, and above all, enjoy the experience. I’m giving this experience to you.”

Darcie’s eyes are huge. “Yes, Master.” She’s gathering up the hem of her dress to lift it over her head when Bernadette stops her by touching her hand..

Bernadette purrs, “Darling, when you disrobe or dress it should always be a presentation or a flirtation. Even if you’re alone. If you practice discipline in this when you are alone, it will become second nature. If you’re feeling shy or embarrassed, let it show. If you’re feeling brazen, let it show. All of it becomes part of the seductive dance you perform for your lover. Your master deserves no less than the best from you.”

Darcie is staring at Bernadette as though she’s hypnotized by her words. The Grand Dame continues. “Gently slide the straps off your shoulders. Catch the bodice just before it reveals your breasts and then slowly lower the garment to the full extent of your arm’s reach. Then let it go.” Darcie follows Bernadette’s instructions. “Lovely, child. Now just stand there for a moment to allow your audience to appreciate your beauty.”

Bernadette scrunches her eyes as she takes in Darcie’s figure. She walks around Darcie, tapping her lips. Then she says to me, “You chose an exquisite pet, Jack. She’s nearly model material. If you tire of her, please consider sending her to me.”

Bernadette waves Clarice forward. “Clarice, please ensure Mr. Jerome is comfortably seated and has whatever refreshment he may desire.”

Clarice bows to Bernadette and hooks her arm through the crook of my elbow. “This way, my Lord.” She steers me to a wingback chair and ottoman facing the curtained exit to the salon in the back corner. There is a wine table sitting to the right of the chair. Clarice indicates I should take the chair, so I sit.

After I sit back and cross my legs, I take in Clarice. I’ve known her for many years, and have even fallen into the role of godfather or uncle for her. She’s still young, but she’s well on her way to blossoming into a beautiful woman. I wonder about her heritage, given what I know of Bernadette's. Clarice is just a tad shorter than Darcie, but already has larger breasts despite her younger age. Her narrow hips have flared slightly since I last saw her. She’s wearing a cream-colored, Chinese-style, silk brocade pajama jacket with matching trousers. Her dainty little feet are bare. Her mousy blond hair still looks to be about shoulder-length, but she has it up in a messy bun that’s being held up with two lacquered red chopsticks.

Clarice approaches from my left and leans forward. She places her hands on my chest and shoulder while she places her mouth next to my ear. She says, “My Lord, my mistress has a fresh coil of beautiful blue silk rope. Perhaps you would like to practice Shibari while you are here. I would be happy to offer myself again to your skillful hands.”

I turn and kiss her cheek. I respond, “That would be lovely, Clarice. Just remember you are still underage. Your mistress would have to explicitly give me permission, and I would not be permitted to do anything except tie you up.”

She whimpers prettily, “But Lord, I’m so close! I turned seventeen!”

I nod, “I know, sweetie. In February. You look beautiful in my birthday gift.”

Clarice purrs. “Thank you, Lord. The silk feels lovely on my skin. I’ve been saving them for you. I’m glad you are pleased. May I bring you a drink?”

“Club soda with lemon and lime, sweetie. No ice,” I respond.

She kisses the lobe of my ear and gently nips it with her sharp teeth. “With pleasure, my lord.”

She departs through the French doors, but not before she looks back at me wistfully. I think to myself, “Poor girl. I’m not all that.” I still admire the sight of her taut buttocks gliding under the silk of her pants as she lifts the hem of her jacket to give me a view as she disappears. She winks at me over her shoulder. I notice the way the trousers cup her ass; she may be wearing a thong, but has more likely gone commando.

Bernadette is measuring Darcie with a tape and dictating notes to Viktorija, a pretty Slavic blond I remember from previous visits. Another woman, a gorgeous, tall young lady with café-au-lait colored skin and tightly curled dark hair touches Darcie’s leg and then picks her dress up off the floor. She hangs the dress on a rolling hanger bar and puts her shoes under it. She returns to watch the process and ask questions of Bernadette and Viktorija. Darcie looks overwhelmed by all the attention, but she tries holding herself with confidence. I’m humbled that she’s mine.

The café-au-lait apprentice caresses Darcie’s arm as a pretty Asian girl enters, carrying a tray. I see the apprentice’s eyes flash red for just an instant.

I think, “Another one! Bernadette is changing the makeup of her stable. I hope I don’t have to change my report.”

The Asian girl, Candice, smiles at me shyly as she sets a bottle cooler on the table. She puts a bottled liter of Perrier in it, then pops the top with a church key. She sets the church key and cap on the tray. Then, she places a small bowl with lemon and lime wedges on the table, followed by a rocks glass on the coaster, and fills the glass from the bottle. When she finishes, she stands and bows her head slightly.

Candice asks, “Will that be all, Lord?”

I smile at her as she raises her eyebrows with her inquiry. “Yes, Candice. That will be all. By the way, you look absolutely devastating in that outfit.” She’s wearing a candy-apple red, low-cut camisole with spaghetti straps, a matching miniscule red tap pant, and matching shiny, four-inch heeled, fuck-me pumps.

She grins at me and leans forward to show me most of her small, pert breasts. “Lord, my mistress recently acquired a new coil of red silk rope that matches my outfit. I would be happy to submit to your skilled hands.” She gives me a smoldering look.

I smile at her. “I’m flattered that you would mention it. We’ll see what the evening brings, Candice. Okay?”

She bows her head and stands. She says, “As you wish, Lord.” She winks at me and gives just a small pucker of her lips before she spins and struts like a model out of the room.

Darcie has been watching Candice with narrowed eyes. Bernadette taps her arm gently and tells her, “Go tell your master that we will start with dessous and workout attire while we get some of the more complicated offerings arranged.”

Darcie bows gently and replies, “Yes, Ms. Bernadette.”

Darcie hurries over to my chair. I set my glass on the table and reach for her, and Darcie slides onto my lap. I wrap her up in my arms, turn her face to me, and kiss her passionately. As she catches her breath, I comment, “It looked to me like you were jealous of Candice, Pet.”

“Is that the little tramp in red?” she asks petulantly.

I nod, “Candice is not a tramp. She’s a sweet little girl, and she likes when I tie her up and fuck her. Clarice likes to be tied up, too. You didn’t get jealous over her, and she was more forward than Candice.”

She murmurs with a pout, “Clarice is cute and running around in her PJs. She’s not running around in her underwear flashing you her tits.”

“Would you be surprised to know Clarice wants me to fuck her, too?”

Darcie shows her surprise. “No! Really?”

I nod. “Yes. She’s underage, so there’s no way I’m going there. I’ll tell you more about that later. Let’s talk about Candice for a minute.”

I lay my right hand on her stomach and tickle her lightly with my fingers. I squeeze her left butt cheek with my other hand. “Look at me, Pet.”

Darcie looks up at me, and I see her eyes glistening. “Pet, I’m assuming that you have enjoyed our time together the last two days. I sense that you feel connected to me already. Am I right?”

Tears drop from her eyes as she whispers, “Yes, Jack! I revel in being your pet, and you being my master. I feel thoroughly spoiled with all the attention and loving that you’ve given me.”

I cup her face and kiss her tears dry. I tell her, “Good, Darcie. I feel thoroughly spoiled having you as my pet. Now imagine feeling like that and having two mindblowing dates with someone that makes you feel like I make you feel, but you couldn’t stay with him or her. Instead, you had to stay here, and they left.”

Darcie gasps, “Oh, my God! That would be soul-crushing.”

I nod, “Nine months later, you’re providing refreshments to a guest of your boss. You walk in and discover it’s the partner that blew your mind and lit your soul on fire. What would you do?”

Tears run down Darcie’s face. “Master, if that happened to me, I would throw myself at you as soon as I saw you.” She throws her arms around my neck and buries her face into it. “Jack. My beloved Master. I’m sorry for being such an insufferable, jealous bitch.”

I caress her back as I murmur in her ear, “Honey, all of these young ladies are indentured to Bernadette. They probably approached her because they didn’t feel like they had another option. Bernadette houses them, feeds them, educates them, and teaches them other skills. She also teaches them seduction, etiquette, sexual skills, and offers them to her clients. I’ve been a client of Bernadette’s for these last three years—ever since Janet, my ex, told me she wanted a divorce.”

I kiss Darcie’s cheek. “Candice has comforted me through a variety of difficult times. And when she was having a bad time, Bernadette called me to spend the week here to comfort her. Bernadette has been my friend and my madame, but Candice and I have been something else. If she didn’t have an obligation to Bernadette, I would have taken her as my pet. Since I couldn’t, I was considering other options. And then I met you.”

“Has it really been nine months, Master?”

“About six weeks, actually. I haven’t been to Phoenix for anything longer than day-trips in that long.” I squeeze her tushy. “I’m going to tell you something, Pet. If you ever tell anyone, I will spank you until your ass is raw.”

She backs up and looks at me with moist eyes. She nods.

I lock onto her beautiful eyes. “Darcie, when I met you, I was glad I hadn’t taken Candice, because I wanted you. I wanted you like I hadn’t wanted anyone or anything since long before I was married.”

At this, Darcie devours my mouth. I lose myself in her passion, and it’s my turn to catch my breath.

She places a hand on each of my cheeks. “I’m a selfish bitch, Master. I deserve to be spanked, but that won’t ease Candice’s, or Clarice’s, pain. Enjoy them. Enjoy Bernadette. I’m the one that gets to go home with you.”

I give her a peck on the lips and murmur, “I will, Pet. As much as I feel appropriate. Bernadette will coach you in most of the things she teaches her girls and boys. Enjoy her ladies as much as you wish, or not. You may even orgasm with them; it’s part of your training. However, don’t do anything you don’t want to do. Also, be careful of the apprentice that took your dress. She may be perfectly delightful, but something about her seems off. Let me know if anything weird happens.”

Darcie hugs me close. “I will, my awesome Master.”

I pull out my handkerchief and offer it to her. She smiles and dries her eyes before handing it back to me.

Bernadette calls, “Darcie, we have a lot of work to do. Let’s go, darling.”

Before Darcie jumps off my lap, she bends over and kisses me again. She hurries to join Bernadette, but pauses when she spots Candice standing in front of the curtained exit. She wraps the scantily dressed Asian woman in a hug and whispers to her, nodding her head in my direction. Candice backs off, holds Darcie at arm's length, and just stares into her eyes for nearly a full minute. Then, she hugs Darcie and kisses her cheek. Darcie returns the affection and smiles, rubbing the Asian girl’s arm affectionately.

Darcie returns to stand before Bernadette with a bowed head. “I’m ready, Ms. Bernadette.”

Bernadette looks at Candice and nods to her before offering an arm to Darcie. “Come with me, child.” She leads Darcie through the curtains.

Candice clasps her hands at her waist and slowly walks to me. I stand and meet her. I tilt her chin up and gently kiss her warm lips. She moans into my mouth. I take her hand and lead her to my chair and sit down. I pull her into my lap and clasp her to me. She curls up in my lap, wraps her arms around me, and lays her head on my shoulder. I gently caress her legs and back as I wait for the fashion show to start.
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The Fashion Show Begins



Candice tries to burrow under my skin while I continue to kiss her cheek and caress her body. I ask her, “How long do you think we’re going to be waiting for the show to start?”

“Not long, sir...er, I mean Lord.” Candice squirms around in my lap to face me better. “They’ll give her a little makeup, and start dressing her in dessous. Probably less than ten minutes unless the mistress makes it a lesson. Honestly, Darcie is a beautiful girl. Putting too much makeup on her would be a crime. I’m sure the mistress will use a light touch.”

I kiss her pretty little Cupid’s bow. “Candice, why the insistence on calling me ‘Lord’? You’ve never done that before. I don’t require a title to make me feel special. Your attention does that all on its own.”

She looks at me seriously. “Mistress Bernadette insists that we all call you ‘Lord.’ She says, ‘Jack is a human of rare qualities and strength of character. In other cultures, he would be a knight or royalty, and you will treat him as such.’ So, she insists we address you by that title. All other clients are referred to as ‘Sir’ or ‘Ma’am.’ She doesn’t mind if we call you ‘Jack’ during intimate moments like this, but never in front of anyone else—staff or herself included.”

“Interesting,” I respond. “I’m fond of your mistress, but she does have her quirks.”

Candice leans into my ear and murmurs, “She’s fond of you, Jack. She isn’t sentimental with most customers, but she thinks highly of you. I can only think of one other that she holds in such high regard.”

At that point, Bernadette steps through the curtain and positions herself just inside the room, clasping her hands just under her substantial bosom. Her eyes are locked on my face to gauge my reaction. I smile as two disembodied hands pull the curtains open, and Darcie walks through the doorway.

She’s wearing a standard, front-opening demi bra with a matching, low-rise, light blue brief. She slowly walks toward me with her eyes downcast until she’s about six feet in front of me. She lifts her eyes to me, and then slowly pirouettes to allow me to get a 360-degree view of her in this outfit. I nod at her with a small smile, which she returns as she turns her body toward the door, smiling over her shoulder at me. Then, she drops her eyes demurely, and prances back to the changing room.

Once she’s gone, I look at Bernadette and nod. She calls, “Candice, darling. Please assist Viktorija and Vanessa with costume changes.”

Candice calls out, “Yes, Mistress.” She kisses me quickly and gets off my lap. As she struts off toward the changing room, she stops and kisses Bernadette’s cheek. Bernadette gives her a quick hug, then prowls toward me.

She says, “Jack, Darling.” She has a hungry smile on her face.

I smile back as Bernadette reaches for the buttons of her robe. As her fingers touch the top button, I hear Darcie scream, “Get your hands off me!”

I launch out of the chair and through the curtained door to find Darcie wrapped tightly in Maurice’s left arm. His right hand is groping her pretty bare breast as Darcie attempts to push his face away with both her hands. I launch behind him as I hear Bernadette gasp.

Bernadette barks “Maurice!” right as the edge of my left heel collapses his left knee. I hammer both palms forcefully over each of his ears. He howls in pain and releases Darcie, allowing me to pull him backward to rest his upper back on my left knee. I quickly whip my knuckles into his shoulder joints, then grasp his chin and press my left palm into the crown of his head. I sharply twist his head clockwise and backward until I hear a sharp pop-clack from his skeleton. Then I drop his corpse at my feet before scooping Darcie up into a bridal carry.

Darcie gasps, “You killed him.”

“Yes. He was harming my pet,” I tell her. “That is not permitted.”

She whispers, “Thank you, Jack. I was so scared. He was so strong. And as soon as he touched me, I knew I would never want another man to touch me. Master, I’m yours completely.”

“Mine!” I growl just before Darcie kisses me passionately. When the kiss breaks, I tell her, “I will teach you to defend yourself, Pet. You just haven’t been with me long enough yet.”

“Jack,” Bernadette says. She wraps an arm around Darcie and the other around me. “Please forgive me for this breach of etiquette. He has been acting out the last couple of weeks, but I thought he was more tame than that. I would have never had him in my house otherwise.”

I respond, “I won’t apologize for killing your pet, Bernadette. I will always protect my own. I do, however, apologize for leaving you this mess to clean up. I don’t have the resources to just make his corpse disappear, but I suspect you do.”

“We will take care of it, my darlings.”

I look at Darcie, “Will you continue?”

She nods at me, “Yes, Master. I loved posing for you. But I really don’t want any more men around where I’m changing, and I don’t want to be out of your sight.” She gives me a shy smile through lowered eyes.

“I think your desires are reasonable, Pet.” I look to the mistress of the house. “Can you accommodate that, Bernadette?”

Barnadette bows her head quickly. “Of course, darlings.” She looks at her ladies. “Viktorija and Candice, please set up a table and the rack of clothes off to the side in the salon itself. Vanessa, have Manuel and Luis bring the wooden screen from my boudoir and set it up in the salon to create a changing space. Then have them take out the trash.” She gestures toward Maurice’s corpse.

Bernadette asks, “Jack, would you please release Darcie into Clarice’s care? We should let her refresh herself prior to continuing.” She looks at Darcie and asks, “Would that be acceptable, Darcie? Jack will be in the salon, the viewing room. I’ll ensure Clarice is armed, if it adds to your sense of security.”

Darcie smiles. “That would be lovely, Ms. Bernadette, but I don’t think weapons are required.” I set her on her feet, and she looks up at me. “I want to wash up before you touch me again, Master. I don’t want anything of him on my body when I surrender myself to you.”

I kiss her chastely on the lips. “Of course, my pet. Take your time.”

Clarice appears and wraps a terry cloth bathrobe around Darcie, and then hooks an arm through her elbow. “This way, sweetie. We’ll get you clean and refreshed right away.”

I murmur to Bernadette as I watch the two beauties walk away. “The chopsticks are weapons, aren’t they?” I see her nod minutely in my peripheral vision. “Good.” I turn to face Bernadette and say seriously, “We need to have a chat.”
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Bernadette waves me through the curtained door, so I walk back to my chair while trying to recover my wa, or inner harmony.

Bernadette hooks an arm through my elbow, effectively slowing me to a more sedate pace. I suppose, to her, it looked like I was hustling away from her..

I escort her around the back of my chair. I pivot around to pin her between my arms as I hold onto the tall back of the chair with both hands. My nose is inches from hers, and she looks up at me with surprise. Any other woman would probably show fear, but knowing Bernadette as well as I do, I’m not surprised to see a slight flush of arousal on her throat instead.

I whisper vehemently, “Zombies?” Her eyes open wide in surprise, and I see her considerable intellect kick in. “You not only put a soulless sociopath near Darcie when she was vulnerable, but you also didn’t have any control over him, either! How could you do that to her? How could you do that to me? I thought we were friends!”

For a moment, Bernadette only looks into my eyes. Finally, she says, “I made a mistake, Jack. Please accept my apology.”

“And you knew he was going feral? How long before his traveler was supposed to show?” I see fear on Bernadette’s face for just a moment before she schools her features. “I don’t know what you’re talking about, Jack.”

I bite back a retort. I’m so angry that I want to tan her hide. But that won’t solve anything, so instead, I play to her nature. I reach up and caress her cheek. She leans into my touch and closes her eyes as I continue to speak.

“Bernadette, I’ve known you were a succubus since shortly after we met.” Her eyes flash open in fear again. I kiss her quickly to soothe her. “In all that time, you have been not only a consummate professional, but a kind, caring friend. Bringing an animal like that into your home is completely out of character for you. It’s an unnecessary risk to you and your household. One of my former colleagues will eventually hear about you if this continues, and that would sadden me greatly.”

Bernadette looks at me pensively for a moment. Eventually, she grasps my hand and pulls it from her cheek to her lips and kisses it. She presses my hand into her breast before speaking. “You’re a hunter.” I just stare into her eyes. She adds, “You’ve hidden it well, darling.”

“Former hunter, Bernadette. I have so many kills to my name that my superiors in the Church were afraid it would destroy my soul. I was assigned to kill three other hunters who have lost it, and I’ve got at least fifty percent more kills than any two of them combined. I’m retired now.” I squeeze Bernadette’s luscious breast as I lean in to kiss her gently. She smiles slightly, but it doesn’t reach her predatory eyes. I explain, “I was fresh from my service when I first met you. I identified you quickly, but watched your behavior over several visits. I decided to report you as a Class 3 rather than a Class 2. I get pinged periodically for updates, but I always report you as a Class 3 even though I’m fairly certain it’s a lie.”

“Did Janet know?” she asks.

“No. My ex wasn’t a part of this world. To her, you’re just my friend that throws kinky parties. I think she suspected we had a sexual relationship at some point,” I tell her.

Bernadette says, “She does know you never cheated on her, right? That we were never together once she married you?” Her expression tells me it’s important to her.

I look at her sideways. “She does know that. I’m surprised you asked.”.

“She was always nice to me and my staff. I think it’s important that she knows we both respected her marriage,” she responds. “Maybe I should invite her and the new husband to my parties. Maybe one where you’re working on Candice?” Her smile still doesn’t reach her eyes. “So, Jack. Are you going to protect my secrets?”

I nod and growl, “Yes. You’re my friend, Bernadette. I don’t have many friends. I’ll protect your secrets as long as you don’t hurt anyone that isn’t paying for it. Even then, I would approach you directly rather than alerting the Church.”

“Do you have a team here?” she asks.

I shake my head. “No. I do know a retired sorcerer that lives in town, but I don’t know a necromancer. I won’t be going back on the hunt.”

“Steven Cheung?” Bernadette asks. I nod. She purses her lips for a moment. I don’t think she wants to ask, but she does anyway. “How many of my people did you kill, Jack?”

“Yours? Seven. Five were in a single nest. They were doing something similar to what you’re doing but without the restraint. I have 327 kills, not counting zombies and humans.” I figure I had better address my other concern. “Speaking of your people, the young quadroon lady. Her eyes flashed at least three times while you were assessing Darcie. I’ve only seen you do it once in the fifteen years I’ve known you. I’m concerned that your new girl lacks control.”

Bernadette chews on her lower lip as she surveys my face. “Jack, darling, please sit down.”

I shake my head. “If I do that, I’m going to want to put you on my lap and play slap and giggle. We need to talk through some issues.”

Bernadette bows her head and leans into my face. I kiss her hairline gently as she wraps her arms loosely around my waist.

Looking back up into my face, she says, “Jack, she’s newly arrived. My family sent her as a messenger. I got an envelope in the mail from a sorcerer in New York. He had summoned a succubus to play. His playmate passed on a message to me from my family that I was supposed to summon Shryl. Shryl’s family and mine are close. Steven Cheung wasn’t available, and I was reticent to use him for something simple like this. I suspected he was Church, too. So, I contacted a friend, who contacted a friend, etcetera. I had recently hired Vanessa. I knew she was a zombie, but she had good social skills. I thought I could train her to whore for me and learn secrets from my clients. She was very tame—almost meek. She demonstrated none of the typical sociopathic tendencies. They are there of course, but she hides them well. I think someone tried to beat them out of her.”

She shrugs and continues, “Regardless, the sorcerer showed up and summoned Shryl, but his hold on her was unstable. Vanessa had walked into the room with a glass of wine for me. The hack sorcerer pushed Shryl into Vanessa and bound her there, and now, instead of a meek zombie, I have a barely-adult succubus who hasn’t learned how to control herself.”

I purse my lips. “Okay, but that doesn’t explain Maurice,” I murmur.

Bernadette kisses my cheek lightly before continuing. “Shryl’s message was that I was to find a physically strong male zombie, and have him ready to host a lord from Gzrozny, the home dimension of the greater imps. A greater imp lord wants to return to this dimension. Apparently, it feels it has unfinished business.”

“What’s his name?” I ask.

She shrugs, “Since we’re talking about imps, ‘it’ is probably the correct pronoun. Its name is Xranalazny.”

I gasp, “Holy shit! I killed Xranalazny! It was on one of my later missions. He, er, it, was an evil shit!”

Bernadette nods, “I don’t know what deal it struck with my family, but I guess it either has leverage or it’s helping deliver one of their political goals.”

I ponder that for a moment. “You’re royalty, aren’t you.”

She looks at me with fear in her eyes. “Yes,” she whispers. “The Church would want me dead.”

“I don’t,” I tell her. I hug her and kiss her cheek. “Bernadette, you are the one friend that has stood by me, always. When I retired as a hunter. Through my marriage. After my divorce. You were one of a handful of people I could always count on. I know there were things that I did that helped you, but you never made your friendship a transaction. I will protect you and yours if I can. I hope you know that. I would be upset about having a feral zombie around Darcie regardless of the situation, but, coming from you, it felt like a betrayal, Bernadette.”

“I know, Jack. I can only apologize,” she says while looking deep into my eyes. She lays her head on my shoulder. “I don’t know what I’m going to do about Xranalazny,” she adds with a sigh. She looks up and smiles gently. “I’ll figure it out.”

I offer an option. “We could bring it over, and I could kill it. It’s host died the last time, but I didn’t manage a head-shot. I can shoot it in the head this time as we bind it to its host, and it won’t come back. I generally try not to kill zombies, but I don’t lose any sleep over doing so, either.”

“Let me think about it,” Bernadette replies. “We would need Steven Cheung. He might be Church, but Steven is the only sorcerer I would trust to try this without a necromancer. But honestly, we need to have a necromancer involved with this. Do you know of one?”

“Not outside the Church. The department is pretty rabid about collecting them all. I know a guy I can trust to ask around,” I tell her.

She nods. “Let’s try to get everything arranged. In the meantime, I’ll use the sorcerer from New York to message my family. I don’t want to involve Steven until I need to, and I’m afraid that dumb bastard who brought Shryl over didn’t survive. I might have acted out a bit.” She lays her head on my shoulder again as she muses. “I was supposed to bring it over next week. That won’t happen now.”

“Let me know what I can do,” I tell her.

“You could let me sit in your lap until Darcie is ready,” she says.

I ponder her request, then shrug and walk around to take a seat. Despite being a traveler, Bernadette’s a beautiful, sensuous woman. She follows me and sits in my lap. Again, she stares at my face for a moment. Then, she puts her hands on my face and kisses me warmly, passionately. I pull her to me and lose myself in the heat of her kiss.

She releases me, and I open my eyes. This time, her smile does reach her eyes. “This whole situation is a bit frightening, Jack. Please touch me. I could use some comfort.”

I slide my hand into her hair and massage her scalp as I kiss her again. After I release her lips, I open my eyes and gaze into hers. I reach down and caress her legs as her eyes glow red.

“You’re hungry,” I observe.

She nods gently. “I haven’t been feeding regularly, with all the stress of this family issue. I’ll feed when you make love to Darcie.” She pauses. “Candice, too. She could really use your affection right now. No ropes. Just love. Do you think Darcie would be okay with it?”

“I think she would be more open now than when she first saw Candice. I told her I might fuck you, too.”

Bernadette nods. “She’s very attached to you already, Jack. Candice, of course, but I was talking about Darcie. I can sense her affection for you, and it’s stronger than I would expect from a two-day old relationship.”

“Yeah.” I frown as I ponder her words. “The connection was almost immediate for me, too. I don’t know what it is, but something about her just drew me in.”

After a moment, Bernadette says, “I saw Darcie walk up to Candice and talk to her. What was that about?”

I smile slightly. “I shared with Darcie how Candice and I have leaned on each other over the last couple of years. I told her that if Candice hadn’t had obligations to you, I would have taken her for a pet long ago. I told her that Candice hadn’t seen me for many weeks. And then I asked her how she would feel if she wasn’t allowed to see me for a long time now that we’ve connected. She was horrified. I think it opened her heart. At a minimum, it diluted her jealousy.”

Bernadette murmurs into my ear, “I think Darcie made a friend for life when she talked to her—when she sent Candice to you.”

“And you told her to go with it,” I add. “Bernadette, I am amazed at how much you care for your staff.”

She sits up to look me full in the face. “Not what you expected from one of my people?” she asks, only half-teasing.

I look deep in her eyes and shake my head gently. “No, Bernadette. From anyone, regardless of race, or even profession. Being a hunter exposed me to the worst of humanity. The demons didn’t get here on their own, and humans are some of the biggest monsters I’ve met.”

She wraps her arms around me tightly, squeezing her body into mine as she kisses my cheek.

I murmur in her ear, “I could see your sadness when I killed Maurice.”

She murmurs into mine, “I saw him going feral.” Her voice hitches. “I didn’t know what to do. I failed him.” She buries her face in my neck.

“You did not fail him. He failed himself. Knowing you, you did everything you possibly could to bring him around,” I try to comfort her.

She murmurs her response into my neck. “Oh, yes, that’s me. The succubus whore madame with a heart of gold.”

I squeeze her to me. “Sounds about right. And the best part is that you own it.”

Bernadette sits back up and looks at me. “Yes, I do,” she says seriously with glistening eyes. Then she slaps my face gently. “Don’t you make me cry, Jackson Jerome. I’ll cut you off—no loving for at least five minutes.” She smiles at me tentatively as I hand her my handkerchief.

I tell her, “I know you can’t be subservient to anyone, Your Highness…”

“My people use the phrase ‘Your Grace,’” Bernadette interrupts.

“My apologies, Your Grace. That means you’re a Duchess?” Bernadette nods. “Regardless, Bernadette. I know you could never be subservient or committed to anyone. Despite that, you are one of my people. I will always be there for you.”

I kiss her again, deeply. After a long moment, I feel her pull away from my lips, so I open my eyes, and watch the red glow in hers slowly fade.

She hugs me tightly. “Thank you, Jack.” She leans on my shoulder and wraps her arms around me. “And you’re right. I don’t think I could ever submit to anyone, but I would be tempted if you asked.” She unbuttons her robe to allow me access to her body and adds with a sultry smile, “At least for a little while.”

I chuckle while I hold and caress her as we wait for the girls to finish their preparations. I murmur, “Regardless, I am committed to you, Your Grace.” She squeezes me tightly as two men bring out a stack of wooden screen panels. They erect them around the table and clothes rack. They return behind the curtain and reemerge carrying a standing mirror. The oval glass is easily five feet tall and ensconced in a beautifully carved wooden frame. Shryl—or Vanessa—and Viktorija step behind the screen with armloads of garments.

Bernadette whispers into my ear, “Refer to her by her human name, Jack.”

“You must have read my mind. I was unclear about how to refer to her,” I admit.

She smiles slightly. “I know how important courtesy is to you. It was an easy leap to know you would be wondering how to address her.”

Soon after, Darcie and Clarice walk out. Darcie is still in a cotton bathrobe, but the cut looks different. She sees me sitting with Bernadette in my lap, and smiles as I wave. Bernadette sits up regally and places her hands on her bare knee, handkerchief clasped in her left hand.

I caress Bernadette’s tushy under her robe while we watch Darcie turn, untying her robe’s belt. She faces Clarice, who chuckles as Darcie opens her robe. Darcie looks over her shoulder feigning shyness as she slowly draws the robe off her shoulders. She winks at me and whips it off, handing it to Clarice, who laughs outrageously.

Bernadette hugs me quickly and stands. “I’ll take care of her, Jack. She is an absolute darling. You really did hit the jackpot with her.” She buttons her robe before she sashays back to supervise the fashion show as Darcie and Candice step behind the screen. She returns to her post with her hands clasped below her breasts, looks behind the screen, and nods.

Darcie prances out wearing a black lace push-up bra with a matching lace bikini panty. She does her pirouette, and struts back behind the curtain.

I nod to Bernadette. She returns it and speaks quietly to Clarice, who makes a note and disappears behind the screen.

Darcie returns with a similar outfit—a black lace bustier and lacy boy short.

I nod again.

The show continues with a variety of undergarments, workout togs, and loungewear in a variety of colors. With Darcie’s complexion and coloring, I find that I prefer the light blues, slate blues, and greens—especially the darker greens. Black and navy work, but the whites and grays appeal to me more. As Candice knows, I’m a big fan of pretty ladies in red, but the other colors work better for my pet.

Darcie comes out in a pale yellow babydoll and fuzzy high-heels. I chuckle at the shoes, but I nod to Bernadette regardless. The pale yellow works. So does the sheer négligé with the sheer matching panty. Little Jack is getting hungry.

Then she models a flowing, floor-length, bright yellow night dress with spaghetti straps. I shake my head at that. I tell Bernadette, “The cut should hug her figure more, and I don’t like the color on her as well as I do the pale yellow.” She nods and Clarice makes a note as Darcie smiles at me and spins around to change into the next outfit. Bernadette nods to the staff behind the screen, then flashes me a grin and cocks an eyebrow at me. Shortly thereafter, Darcie slowly walks toward me wearing a poet’s nightshirt. It reaches down to cover only about a quarter of her thighs. She has cast her eyes downward as she hesitantly walks toward me in bare feet.

She stops in front of the ottoman. I look at Darcie and nod gently. She smiles back gently and turns to go.

I command, “Stop, Pet. You look ravishing in that, so I’m going to ravish you. Come here.”

Clarice and Candice hurry forward. Clarice exclaims, “Lord! Please wait. Let us prepare her for you. We have one more outfit that I think will enhance the effect.” I notice Candice’s red panty is a sodden mess.

I pull Darcie to me and kiss her, sliding a hand inside the shirt collar to cup and squeeze her breast. I capture her moan in my mouth. I release her and tell her, “Look at the effect you’re having on Candice, Pet. Her panty is soaked.” I slide a hand under the hem of her nightie and slide two fingers into her wet, ready pussy. I murmur into her ear, “I bet Clarice’s pants are wet too, under that tunic. Both of them are horny, and it’s all because of you!” Then I devour her mouth again quickly, pulling my fingers out of her and smacking her pert little ass. “Hurry back to me, Pet.”

She gasps breathlessly. “Yes, Master.” She turns and trots back to her waiting attendants.

I tell Bernadette, “We’ll take that with us, if possible.”

She nods. “I will have it packaged, darling.”

“Thank you, Your Grace,” I respond softly. The smile she gives me could launch ships.
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(Behind the screens)

Darcie rushes behind the screen. Vanessa grabs the hem of the poet’s shirt and peels it off Darcie’s torso to bare her pale skin, flushed with desire.

Candice hugs Darcie. “He wants you so badly, Darcie. I’m jealous, but I’m also thrilled for you! Do you need me to warm you up?”

“Thank you for the offer, sweets, but that won’t be necessary. Master stuck two fingers in me, and I just swallowed them up with my pussy. I need him inside me desperately. All these beautiful clothes make me feel sexy, but the way he looks at me—I’ve never felt so desired!”

Clarice adds, “And you bloom under his attention, like a night-blooming flower under the moon. It makes me want to be you. But looking at you also makes me want to be him, so that I can make love to you myself. I’ve wanted Jack to take me since I was fourteen. He’s given me a more adult birthday present each year; these jammies were for my seventeenth. I hope next year he ties me up and fucks me until I melt—preferably in front of an audience.” She shivers and gasps, grasping Darcie’s shoulder for support.

Darcie wraps her in a hug. She asks, “Did you just come?” Clarice nods as she shivers again.

Candice takes Clarice’s clipboard and whispers instructions to her assistants. “Viktorija, get the corset in russet and taupe. Russet G-string. Taupe thigh-highs and russet heels. Vanessa, get the taupe rope from the drapes in the parlor. We also need a taupe or russet scarf. Darcie is a peerless canvas. It’s time for us to create a masterpiece.”

Clarice whispers, “Please convince your master to fuck me! I need him so badly!”

Darcie whispers back as Clarice pulls Darcie’s hand to her soaked pajama pants. Darcie cups Clarice’s vulva and says, “Honey, I will not put my master at risk. I can tell he thinks the world of you, Candice, and of Bernadette, but I won’t encourage him to take you before you’re legal. I will comfort you as much as I’m able.”

Candice spanks Clarice’s ass sharply. “Let her go, Clarice. We have work to do.” Darcie retracts her hand and kisses Clarice’s cheek.

Clarice returns the kiss on Darcie’s lips. “I accept your offer, Darcie.” She turns to Candice. “Thanks, Candice. Can you all get her ready? I need to change. My pants will soon show moisture as much as yours do.”

Candice says, “We’ve got this, honey. Please bring my basque outfit in dove gray and the open-toe matching heels.”

“Oh! Good idea. I’ll grab my cream version of the same outfit and a cream robe like Madame’s,” the girl enthuses.

Candice chuckles evilly. “Be careful, Clarice. Darcie is as devoted to Jack as he is to her. If he loses control and fucks you, I don’t think Darcie will forgive you.”

Clarice blushes. “I’ll be careful. I promise.” Darcie kisses her cheek, and Clarice departs.

Darcie murmurs, “Viktorija! Please save the one that I just took off. My master really liked it on me.”

“Of course, Darcie.” Viktorija holds a richly colored russet and taupe brocade corset. “I think he’s going to love you in this, too.” The tall, beautiful blond flashes a wicked grin at her charge.

I watch the wooden screen attentively and watch Clarice hurry out from behind it. Bernadette stops her and murmurs in her ear. Clarice nods at her mistress earnestly and murmurs an extended response—looking mildly scandalized. Bernadette smiles at her kindly and caresses her arm with a murmured response before Clarice dashes off into the dressing room. Vanessa hurries out from the other side and departs the salon in the direction of the house’s main entrance.

Bernadette stands at the opening of the screen with her arms crossed under her ample breasts. She taps her lips with an index finger as she murmurs instructions to her ladies and Darcie. My cock is painfully hard as I look at the sexy madame. As if sensing my arousal, she slowly turns to look at me and gives me a sultry smile.

I think, “Damn, she’s sexy!” I close my eyes and envision a meat grinder. Little Jack slowly gets the idea and gives me a break. She is hot, and she’s a great fuck. I need to be careful, given her nature. Despite the danger, she’s a good friend.

I continue to breathe and try to reach a calm, meditative state. I swear Bernadette engineered this situation to ensure there wouldn’t be any clients around. Normally, there would be two or three clients renting a room for “meditation” either for themselves or with one or more partners. They get the full spa treatment and either partake in sexual delights with someone they brought along or one of Bernadette’s charges. Yet, I haven’t seen or heard any today.

Candice, Viktorija, Vanessa, Chantelle, Rachel, Michele, Rosalie, Tanu, Cindy, and Serena are all available, as well as Manuel and Luis, for those with more masculine tastes. Candice and Tanu cater to Asian tastes. Chantelle, and now Vanessa, offer chocolate love. Viktorija can scratch your Slavic itch, while Rachel can give you the Jewish princess experience. Serena is an Italian beauty, and Rosalie is a lush Mexican lady who can take your breath away. Michele and Cindy are the brunette and blond girls next door; they look like cheerleaders. Clarice, however, is off the menu. I don’t know if Bernadette will offer her to clients after her next birthday. I suspect she’ll let Clarice choose.

I sip my soda for a handful of minutes as I wait on Darcie’s reappearance.

Clarice hurries out of the dressing chamber wearing a different outfit. It features a cream-colored, lacy basque, a matching lacy bikini panty, under a matching robe in the same fashion as Bernadette’s. She carries a bundle of garments in her arms and two pairs of shoes. She winks at me right before disappearing behind the screen.

Vanessa returns and enters from the other side of the screen carrying a shiny taupe object. She looks at me and turns her eyes away nervously. Bernadette is standing at the opening of the screen murmuring to the ladies. I see her point a finger and give some more instruction. Finally, she gives a seductive smile and nods subtly. She steps back to her earlier post, looks back into the dressing room, and calls for Manuel. Shortly afterward, Manuel carries another wingback chair into the salon and places it across the table from mine. He gives me a small wave and a smile before heading back into the dressing room. Manuel’s one of the nicest guys I know. Bernadette says he’s in constant demand by both male and female clients. The Grand Dame plants an affectionate kiss on his cheek as she passes him enroute, slinking over to take the new chair.

She crosses her legs and rests her hands on the low arms of the chair like a queen sitting on her throne. Bernadette’s gaze stays fixed on the screen as she murmurs, “You are in for a treat, Jack.”

Then Clarice steps out and takes Bernadette’s position next to the salon door, holding her clipboard. Candice steps out next, wearing a sable gray basque and panty that look suspiciously like the one Clarice is wearing. She leads Darcie out by the arm, and Vanessa follows, wearing a white version of the same outfit, guiding Darcie by the other arm.

Guiding is definitely required. My beautiful pet has a russet scarf tied around her eyes, and it looks like her hands are bound behind her. Her outfit is designed to spark my lust. She’s wearing a russet and taupe brocade corset with her naked, perky breasts pointing straight ahead. She has a russet micro panty, taupe thigh-high stockings with lace hem, and matching russet fuck-me pumps. Her lower lip is clasped in her upper teeth. My cock is suddenly stiff as a board.

I stand and step around the ottoman to meet the trio of ladies. They stop in front of me as a tall, athletic, chocolate-skinned woman enters and walks past Clarice in a cream-colored version of the lacy basque outfit, carrying a royal purple garment in her arms.

I reach out with my left hand to slide my fingers along Darcie’s scalp. She gasps at the contact and she tenses as my hand slowly clasps into a fist, wrapped in her short silky locks.

“Master?” she whimpers.

“Of course, Pet. No one else would survive touching you like this,” I murmur. “You look exquisite, Darcie. I must use you for my pleasure now. You will have an audience, and I think we will have to give you playmates.” I kiss her ravenously and squeeze her left breast. She moans into my mouth. I release the kiss and caress her whole body deliberately. I want to feel every part of her.

“Who are you, Darcie?” I ask.

“Your pet, Master. Nothing more. Nothing less,” she moans.

I cup her pussy, feeling the moist texture of the panty covering her treasures. “Good girl, Pet. I couldn’t be happier with you.”

I address Candice, Vanessa, and the chocolate-skinned Chantelle. “Ladies, I’m going to need your help to play a game with Darcie. May I count on your assistance?”

Candice responds, “Of course, my Lord.”

Vanessa grins, and Chantelle says, “Sure. I haven’t played with you in too long, Lord. This robe is for you.” She holds the plush purple garment up.

“Great,” I tell them. “Vanessa, please remove your panties.”

I kick out of my loafers and stash them behind my chair as I pull off my blazer. I hang it over the back of my chair as Viktorija appears beside me with a couple of hangers. I unbutton my shirt and hand it to her. She hangs it neatly as I unbuckle and drop my trousers, which she also hangs as I remove my socks and boxers. Viktorija grabs my blazer and hangs it over my shirt before she bows and backs away.

I stand naked in front of the ladies. Chantelle holds the robe up for me, so I slide my arms into it, but I leave it unbelted. Vanessa steps up to grab my erect cock, which is protruding out the front of the robe. I pull her into a kiss, and she hums her delight as we play tongue tag and I grope her lush, heavy, conical breasts.

I release only her mouth and whisper in her ear. “You’re welcome to feed, but be careful. I don’t want to send you to join Maurice. Am I clear?”

Her sultry tones sound in my ear. “Of course, Lord.”

I murmur in her ear. “Push the ottoman up to the chair, recline with your ass in the middle of the ottoman.”

She squeezes my cock. “Yes, Lord.”

Vanessa moves the furniture and takes the position I told her to. I step back over and wrap Darcie in a hug. I tell her, “Pet, I’m going to bend you over and fuck you until you come. I will be holding your face in Vanessa’s pussy. You will use your mouth on her until she orgasms. If you have an orgasm before she does, I’ll pump my seed into Vanessa and you’ll have to get your treat from her pussy. If she comes before you do, she’ll get her treat from your pussy. Do you understand my wishes, Pet?”

Darcie whimpers, “Yes, Master.”

I spin her around and spank her ass. I spin her back to face me as she sucks in deep breaths. “What’s the problem, Pet?”

Darcie sobs for just a moment before she catches her breath. Then, she answers, “I don’t have to worry about who sees what or what they think, or what they say. All I have to worry about is following my master’s instructions.”

“Good girl, Darcie.” I kiss her and say, “Vanessa, start warming yourself up.”

I hear Vanessa’s “Yes, Lord” in response.

I kiss Darcie again, and she responds ravenously. I slide my right hand into her panty and grab a handful of her auburn hair in my left. I release her lips as I gently massage the lips of her pussy and grind the heel of my hand into the juncture of her petals. I kiss down her jaw and nibble her neck as Darcie starts to moan and grind into my hand. I suckle her neck hard as she groans, “Yes!”

I murmur into her ear, “What do you want, my beautiful pet?”

“You, Master,” she groans. “I want you in me, Master.”

“Okay, Pet.” I kiss down her neck into her cleavage. Then I suck a nipple into my mouth as I hook the thin waistband of her panty with my left hand and snap it loose. I keep the pressure of my hand on her treasures as I keep kissing down her torso. I hear the young succubus’s breathing rasping behind me. Right before my kisses reach Darcie’s sparse muff, I press my cheek to her torso and rip off the remnant of her panty. Then, I call over my shoulder, “Are you ready, Vanessa?

“Yes, Lord!” she moans.

I turn back to my pet and envelop her vulva in my mouth with a gentle suction. I back off a moment before returning to lick her inner labia all the way up and run the flat of my tongue over her clit. Darcie starts to sag.

I hear Chantelle murmur, “We have you…”

Candice continues, “...Darcie. We have you, sweetie.”

“Master! I’m coming! I-I-I’m...ohmigod, Master!” I start licking from below her channel all the way up to her clit repeatedly. On the second lap of my chosen course, I pick up noticeable moisture. On the third, her legs quiver, and I collect a globule of nectar.

I stand, cupping Darcie’s vulva. I pull her to me. “You are mine, Darcie. I’m going to use you for my pleasure. I’m going to push you to do things you’ve never done before—things that you may not be comfortable with. I’ll never do anything that will cause you harm, either physically or mentally, but I am going to use you for my pleasure. Today I’m going to push you to your limits. Are you ready, Pet?”

She nods repeatedly. “Ye-yes, Master.”

I take her arm from Chantelle. “Three steps forward before you run into the ottoman.” She takes the steps until her shins rest against the ottoman. “Now bend over, Pet. Go slowly. Your face will make contact with Vanessa’s pussy.” I stabilize her hip as she follows my instructions. “Good girl, Darcie. Now take a moment. Explore with your face. Inhale. Savor the richness of Vanessa’s arousal.”

Darcie inhales slowly through her nose and leans her cheek into Vanessa’s leg. She caresses the dusky flesh with her face. Vanessa’s breath picks up speed when Darcie’s face touches her leg, and her breath gets faster as my pet slowly caresses the young succubus using only her face. A slight flush colors Vanessa’s neck.

Darcie lays her head on Vanessa’s leg and murmurs over her shoulder. “Master! She smells so good!”

“Taste her, Pet. Her mouth tastes delicious. I bet her legs and pussy taste even better. Tell me after you have a taste.”

Darcie lifts her head and gently kisses the leg that had just been her pillow. She kisses a little higher as her breathing begins to pick up speed—then higher again.

I reach around Darcie’s head to wet my right index finger in the moisture seeping from Vanessa’s dark nether lips. I wink at the young succubus as I move my moist finger below Darcie’s mouth as it descends to kiss the crevice between Vanessa’s torso and leg.

“Lick it, Pet.” Darcie dutifully follows my direction and then pauses. Her face shows no emotion initially, but slowly warms into a smile. She sucks my finger into her mouth and laves my digit with her tongue before popping it out of her mouth.

Darcie raises her head. She asks, “Vanessa? Would you be a dear and guide me to where I can find more of that delicious nectar?”

I nod at the beauty with café-au-lait skin. She grins back before answering, “Sure thing, Darcie. Stick your tongue out lower. I’ll guide you in.” The reclining beauty reaches down with open hands to cup Darcie’s paler face. The contrast between the dusk and blush tones of Vanessa’s and Darcie’s skin touching each other is very arousing. Vanessa guides Darcie’s head into position so that her tongue touches the hood of Vanessa’s clitoris. Once Darcie finds her treat, Vanessa releases her face and runs Darcie’s short auburn locks through her fingers as my pet licks her first pussy.

I move behind Darcie, trailing my finger along her spine, down to the corset. I continue to trail my fingers down the center of her back until I reach the bare flesh below the corset. I slide my hands down to grab a handful of her cute little ass and give it a firm squeeze before I square up and squat down behind her.

“Spread your legs, Pet.” She does. With the way she’s standing, bent nearly in half, I can reach everything. I lick her clitoris multiple times until I hear her moan. At that point, I change it up by licking short, slow strokes, my tongue flat, moving upward toward her channel. I dive into her entrance with my tongue to retrieve her juices before continuing up her taint, teasing her rosebud, and then standing to slot Little Jack at Darcie’s entrance. She starts rocking back.

I address the dusky beauty getting eaten out. “Vanessa, if she stops pleasuring you, I want you to raise your hand.” Her left hand rises. “When your hand is up, I stop moving. If I decide you’re holding your hand up too long, Darcie gets spanked.” Vanessa grins at me, and her hand stays aloft. “If you cheat, I’ll spank you instead.” Her eyes saucer before her grin grows broader, but her hand stays aloft. I spank Darcie sharply on each butt cheek, making her gasp sharply. Soon after, Vanessa’s eyes roll back and her hand slowly drops.

I remind Darcie of the stakes in this game. “Pet, if Vanessa comes before you, I’ll unload inside you and Vanessa can get her treat from you. Otherwise, I’ll fuck Vanessa, and you can eat your treat from her. Clear?” Vanessa nods, but doesn’t raise her hand. Darie’s bound hands both extend a thumb.

I seat myself again in Darcie’s entrance and grab her hips. I press forward into her moist heat. “You feel like home, Darcie.”

“Yes, Master.” I hear the muffled response, but Vanessa’s hands stay clasped in Darcie’s hair. I withdraw and thrust again...and again...and finally, I’m seated completely in Darcie’s sheath. She lifts her head and moans, while Vanessa’s eyes flutter open as her hand slowly rises. Before I can pull out, Darcie drops her head, and Vanessa’s hand drops. Vanessa moans, “Oh! Yes!”

I continue to slowly move in and out of Darcie as I beckon Candice and Chantelle to me. I release Darcie’s hips and grab tiny Candice by the waist. I lift the petite treasure and slowly set her on Darcie’s rump. “You got this, Pet?”

I hear a muffled “Yes, Master” in response. I turn to the chocolate beauty. “Panties off, Chantelle. Bare your breasts.” I hold Candice’s waist tightly as I kiss her and slide my right hand into her panty. I turn to Chantelle and beckon her closer with my head as she stands up, having just dropped her panty. She steps closer, and I kiss her passionately. Chantelle wraps her arms around me as we kiss, and Candice’s fluids start to flow as my fingers work her over.

I would say Chantelle is probably my favorite right after Candice. Whereas Candice is a tiny treasure, Chantelle is easily 5’10”, slim, and athletic. She was an alternate for the last Olympic volleyball team. I found some videos of her online, and I think she looks hotter now than she did then. She has breasts that are the size of a large grapefruit and are more rounded than conical. She also has a wicked sense of humor and a sharp intellect. Whereas Candice was my emotional support after Janet left me, Chantelle has been the one I hang out with, crack jokes, discuss philosophy, and have even worked out with a few times. I had first floated the idea of a pet with her. She denied any interest but thought it might be a good idea for me.

After I release her lips, Chantelle murmurs in my ear, “I’m glad you didn’t get a dog.” I bite her lip gently and wink as I release it.

Candice leans into me, and I hold her tighter so she doesn’t fall or knock Darcie over. Candice nibbles on my neck as I continue. I feel Darcie’s sheath starting to squeeze me more firmly—she’s really close to a major orgasm. I look over at Vanessa and see that her hand is up in the air. I hear Darcie moan, “I’m so close, Master.” I stop on the outstroke and pull out, withdrawing my hand from Candice and grabbing her with both hands. I lift her off Darcie’s tushy and set her down next to Chantelle. The taller woman wraps her arms around Candice and kisses the top of her head.

I say, “Darcie, I’m getting close too. But it looks like I’m going to unload into Vanessa since you’re not getting her off, Pet.”

“Oh, Master! Please! Finish me!” Darcie exclaims. I spank each ass cheek, which elicits a gasp. Then she drops her head down again, and Vanessa’s hand drops.

Vanessa’s eyes roll back in her head and moans, “Oh-oh-oh-ooooh! YES!” She grasps Darcie's hair in both hands. “I’m getting close, Darcie. That’s it, baby! Take me over the edge, honey!”

I grab Darcie’s hips and drive back in to the hilt. I drive into her once...twice...thrice. Darcie’s back arches, and her channel clamps down on me hard as she screams her bliss.

“Ah, damn!” moans Vanessa. “I was so close, Darcie.”

I keep pounding Darcie until I get close, too. I pull out but hold onto her hips as she starts to sag. I scoop her up and tuck her onto the chair and ottoman next to Vanessa. I lean in and turn her face to mine, so I can plant a warm kiss on her slack lips. She slowly smiles as I pull away.

“I won!” Darcie murmurs as her smile grows.

“No, Pet. I’m afraid Vanessa won, sweetheart,” I tell her as I stroke her arm. I look at the quadroon beauty lying next to her. “Are you ready to claim your prize, Vanessa?”

She looks at me with glowing eyes, drawing up and spreading her knees. “Yes, Lord. Please feed me!” Her eyes glow red with desire and hunger. I shrug the robe off my shoulders and crawl between her thighs. I pull her hip a little to my right and plant my foot on the floor before I line myself up between Vanessa’s dark, blooming petals. I rub my cockhead into the moisture coating her opening. Vanessa reaches for me. “Take me, Lord,” she growls. Take me hard.”

I lean into Vanessa as I press my cock into her hot, wet pussy. I wrap her right leg in my arms and pounder her brutally. She clamps down hard as I withdraw the second time. She screams, “Jack! Oh! Jack! Yes! Fuck me harder!” I do. I grab her left leg and push both of her legs toward her shoulders as I pump down into her clasping cunt. Her eyes flash a bright red as her climax takes her with a scream. I pump twice more as her tight sheath tries to milk all of my semen out, which takes me to my own release.

I feel Vanessa pulling on me with her mind. The Church teaches that succubae feed by stealing your soul. The truth is they feed off the lust energies generated during sex. Young ones, or rogues, will feed too hard and suck out your life energy. That’s what Vanessa is doing to me now.

Adrenaline from fear takes over from the rush of the orgasm. I lean across forward and slap her face—HARD. The shock on her face is quickly followed by tears as I feel the sense of suction stop. I grab her throat with my right hand as I pull my cock out of her. I stand up and scoop her into a bridal carry, quickly taking her out of the salon into the previous dressing room. I set her on her feet and pin her against the wall by her throat. She looks scared. Bernadette is standing behind me, her hand lying gently on my shoulder.

“Vanessa, I have killed seven of your people for doing what you just did to me. Do you want to be number eight?”

“No, Lord,” she chokes out in a whisper. “I’m just so hungry.”

Bernadette wraps her arms around me and leans over my shoulder to murmur in my ear. “Jack, she is young. Her curse just came into effect a couple of days after her arrival. She knows the mechanics of sex because she has Vanessa’s memories, but Shryl is barely out of adolescence. Vanessa was very into sex before Shryl came along, so Shryl is probably fighting not only her own hunger but a craving from the lack of sex. You just fucked a succubus that has the unlimited hunger of a teenager and no experience. I won’t let her hurt you or Darcie, but…” she grabs my ear and pulls insistently, “...you will cut her some slack!” she growls.

“Shit! I’ve just pissed off a royal succubus without having any weapons on me!” I think to myself. “Stupid!” I sigh and nod. Bernadette kindly releases my ear and kisses my bare shoulder.

“Thank you, Jack.”

“You’re most welcome, Bernadette.” I turn my attention back to the buxom beauty I have pinned against the wall. “Are you under control now, Vanessa?” I loosen my grip on her throat, but I don’t release it.

Her wide-open liquid eyes are threatening to spill over. She nods vigorously with a whispered “Yes, Lord.”

“Can you finish our game, or do you need to take a break?” I smile at her. “I’m sure Darcie wants to collect her treat from you.”

Hope and joy erupt from her face. “You would allow that, Lord?”

“Your mistress has guaranteed our safety. I trust her word.” I lean in and kiss her forehead. “You have to practice control, honey. You won’t survive in our world for long if you don’t. Then, we would lose both Vanessa and Shryl. That would be a tragedy, don’t you think?”

She nods seriously. I release her throat and cup her head as I feed her a little bit with a passionate kiss. I let her go. “Go feed my pet, Vanessa. I’m right behind you.”

She gives me a shy smile and walks quickly back to the salon.

Bernadette says, “I’ve only allowed her to feed by siphoning off the lust in a room after someone else had sex. You and Darcie were her first experience. Vanessa was prolific in her encounters as a zombie. It has been difficult for Shryl to be here, haunted by those memories.”

She hooks my arm and leads me back to the game. “My people generally train with beings that can’t be hurt by overfeeding; although, as you’re aware, some of us get to other dimensions and feed without control. The results are tragic for all involved. I drained someone to death once. The energy spike that occurred when the soul was released gave a euphoria higher than that of just feeding alone. Unfortunately, or fortunately, I cared for that person greatly. That has been what drives me to never taste that again.”

We arrive at my chair, and Darcie is dutifully trying to lap up all my semen that has dripped out of Vanessa. She’s still wearing the blindfold, so she’s at a serious disadvantage. I reach up and pull it off her.

Darcie gasps and looks up. Her eyes transition from surprise to delight when they see me. “I’m cleaning her up, Master. You know how I hate to waste your seed!”

I squat down and cup her cheek. She rubs her face into my hand like a kitten. I lean in and kiss her, tasting both Vanessa and myself on her lips. “Good girl, Pet. I thought you might be more effective if you can see what you’re doing. The blindfold will stay off for your next playmate, but your hands will stay tied. Finish your work here, and then I’ll give you a very short break before I fuck you again.”

“Will you be ready, Master?” she asks with obvious concern in her voice. She hasn’t known me long, but she understands that it takes a little time to recharge.

I chuckle, “Pet, watching you clean up your playmate is rapidly charging me up.” I look down at Little Jack standing about three-quarters full.

She grins. “Work, work, work! A woman’s work is never done.”

I laugh and kiss the crown of her head as she hunts the last traces of my cum in Vanessa’s pussy. I stand up and join the other two ladies. I kiss Candice first before I pull Chantelle to me. Candice wraps an arm around my waist and leans against my shoulder as I cuddle her taller colleague. Chantelle clasps her hands behind my neck and plants a firm kiss on my mouth.

I break away from her sweet lips when Manuel and Luis bring in a fainting couch. They set it down right behind Chantelle, about four feet from the chair Darcie and Vanessa are populating.

I tell her, “You’re up next, Chantelle. Shall I warm you up a bit?”

Her best south Georgia accent comes out when she says, “Well, sah. Duz a chick’n have lips?”

Bernadette walks up as I lay Chantelle back in the seat. She taps my shoulder, and I stand up.

I turn to wrap her in a hug. She kisses me, cups my package, and I feel her using another power of the succubus. Despite Little Jack recovering rapidly, I feel full of energy as Bernadette’s power ignites my little friend to immediate full rigidity. She releases my lips and tells me, “Two more of those, Jack. After that we’ll have to resort to the little blue pill. I sadly don’t have a necromancer on staff to restore you after that. I humbly request you spend the last one on me.”

I think, “Okay, looks like we’re having an orgy.” I kiss her quickly. “Deal. Thank you, Bernadette.”

I turn back to Chantelle. I kneel down to kiss her and maneuver between her legs. I reluctantly leave her lush, sweet lips to kiss down her jaw and neck, and finally suck on the huge, dark chocolate areola of her left breast. I suckle around the edges and spiral inward around it until I finally take her hard little nipple into my mouth. I always tease her about having dark chocolate dollar pancakes on her breasts because her areolae are a little over three inches in diameter. She told me she measured them once. As she gets more excited, her pancakes swell until it almost looks like her breasts have breasts. I suckle the whole pancake into my mouth and pull back, sucking hard. She moans as her areola slowly slides out of my mouth until I catch her nipple in my teeth. I close my eyes and whip the hard nipple with my tongue.

I hear Chantelle say, “That’s right baby. Come get some chocolate.” I feel silky hair caress my face, so I open my eyes. Darcie’s face is next to mine as she tries to replicate what I’m doing to Chantelle’s right breast. Chantelle says, “Easy, baby. Oh! Oh! Yes, Darcie. That’s nice! You are a treasure, sweetie.”

The whole time, Darcie is looking into my eyes. I can see her smile as she works on the larger woman’s breast.

I ask her, “Are you ready, Pet?” She nods without letting go of Chantelle’s flesh.

A moment later, she releases Chantelle’s breast. “Yes, Master. I’m ready to have you back inside me.” Her lust is palpable. I’d almost think she was a succubus if I didn’t know better. The wards on my back would have fired if she were.

I launch up and devour Chantelle’s mouth. I release her to grab a breath and tell her, “It’s time to play, sweetie.”

I slide back down and grasp Darcie’s scalp and pull her to me for an equally hot kiss. She falls off my face and says, “Shit!” as she quakes. She looks at me and says, “I’m in trouble. I got a minor one from just your kiss.”

I cup her chin and tell her, “Then you’d better focus on getting Chantelle off fast.” I arch an eyebrow at her, and she grins in return.

“Work, work, work,” she repeats. “You’re so hard on me, Master.”

“Your obvious reluctance drives me to punish you, Pet.”

“I think I need to be punished with that rod protruding down there,” she says with a nod toward my rampant cock.

“As you wish, my pet.” I reach up to caress Chantelle’s face and give her a wink as I start to slide down her body, planting kisses on her silky brown flesh. I end up with my face in her pussy. Her outer labia are fairly trim, but her inner petals are nearly as generous as her areolae. I lick them repeatedly until they drop open like dark brown butterfly wings with the pink around her channel turning slowly to bright red. I drive my tongue into her channel, suck each of her petals, and then lick her clit for a few strokes before I get out of Darcie’s way. Chantelle’s breathing is ragged.

I know from experience that Chantelle is not far off, so I pick up my pet and set her down between Chantelle’s long, luscious legs.

I lift Darcie’s hips as Chantelle moans, “Oh, little girl, you are so wicked! Oh, yes!”

I drive into Darcie’s open, inviting channel. I tell her, “Look into her eyes, Pet. Show her how much you enjoy what you’re doing. I know she tastes wonderful. Show her your joy as you pleasure her.”

Chantelle murmurs as she looks down into Darcie’s eyes. “Oh, you wicked, wicked little girl. You’re doing such naughty things to me. Oh, yeah, that’s it, baby. Lick my clitty. Suck on it. Oh! Yes!”

I can tell that Chantelle is getting close, but so is Darcie. Her legs are quivering and her breathing is getting ragged. Chantelle is running her fingers through Darcie’s hair as she croons, “Yes, baby! Just like that! Oh! Mama’s gonna love you so GOOD, Darcie! Just like that, just like that, just like…”

And then Darcie erupts into an orgasm that locks me in place for an instant before her fluids lubricate me enough to move again. Chantelle screams her release as I stroke back into Darcie. “YES, DARCIE! YES! Oh! Baby! Don’t-stop-don’t-stop-don’t-stop…Uuungh!” She curls up to a half-crunch and looks at me for just a moment before she collapses into a trembling heap.

I continue to fuck Darcie and spiral her up a second time. I’m starting to feel the tell-tale tingle in my cock and balls that tell me I need to stop if I’m going to fill Chantelle. Darcie squirts once as I pull out. I catch myself on the back of the couch and Darcie collapses onto Chantelle.

I pull the quick-release in the rope binding Darcie’s hands. She immediately wraps her arms around Chantelle and says, “Thank you, Master.”

Chantelle reaches down and pulls Darcie up. My pet slowly crawls up the taller woman’s torso until Chantelle cups her face in both hands, surveying it as she caresses it.

Chantell finally murmurs, “You are a treasure, Darcie. If your master tosses you away, come to me. I’ll cherish you always.” She looks at me. “Jack, can Darcie ride my face while you fuck me? She reminds me of the spiker on my college team my sophomore year. I almost married her. Please? I want to taste her while you fuck me.” I’ve never seen Chantelle so timid, almost unsure, of herself.

I lean down and kiss her. Her eyes stay locked on mine. I tell her, “You’ll need to coach her.” I look at Darcie. “I think she’s most open to it.”

Darcie nods vigorously before she kisses me deeply. “Thank you, Master. I want this.” Then she kisses Chantelle.

Chantelle whispers, “Face toward my face and walk forward until you can sit on my chest. Look at me while I love you. Okay?” Darcie nods and gives her a beautiful smile. She kisses me again and stands. I kiss Chantelle again, too, but her eyes stay locked on Darcie. I scoot back, and Darcie maneuvers herself into position.

As soon as she settles, Chantelle’s arms wrap around Darcie’s legs. I can't see what she’s doing, but Darcie throws her head back with a long moan. I slot myself into Chantelle’s opening, grab her hips, and push into her heat. Chantelle moans as I slowly slide into her. “You like that, Hot Chocolate?”

I hear her moan, “Oh, yes, Jack!” Her left hand releases Darcie’s leg and reaches for me. “And Darcie tastes so good! Damn it, Jack! You’d better fuck me senseless, so I forget about her!”

I clasp her fingers in my right hand as I hold her hip with my left. I start picking up the pace, and she wraps her beautiful legs up and around my waist. I open my knees wider to get my center lower, so I can drive up into her better. I feel my cock slide along the top of her, rubbing against her G-spot. Since she’s pulling me into her, I think to move my left hand to lay on her mons—pressing down with the fingers above her G-spot while my thumb strokes her clit. I drop a glob of spit down onto her clit, which I use as lubrication for my thumb.

I continue to pound into Chantelle and tickle her clit while Darcie holds onto the back of the chaise and supports herself, clamping her left hand on the chaise’s arm. I feel Chantelle start to spasm again as I continue my ministrations. Her channel is generously proportioned. I can feel her clasping me, but she won’t be able to cinch me in place like Darcie or Candice can. I feel her flood my member with moisture, and sloppy squishy sounds start to accompany our fucking. I squeeze her left hand again, which she returns and moans, “That’s it, Jack. Fuck your hot chocolate! Make me all creamy! Oh, baby, yes. Nnnnnnnn.”

Darcie starts to shudder and gasp. She tosses her head back and then looks down at Chantelle. She moans, “Oh, honey! That is sooooooo goooood. Oh! JESUS, Chante-e-e-e-lle!” Then she collapses.

Candice manages to catch her as she slides off the side to the front of the chaise. Chantelle tries to hold her, but her own orgasm is building strength. She looks at Darcie with yearning as my pet slides out of her arms. I hook my arms inside of Chantelle’s legs and push them forward. She suddenly looks back to me and holds my face as I accelerate to a punishing pace.

“Yes, Jack!” she groans as she looks deep into my eyes. “Take me! Fill me up, you big stud! Breed ….” Her eyes open wide. “MEEEEEEEE!” she screams as she throws her head back, and I start pumping my seed into her. She pulls me to her, so I try to focus on untangling my arms from her legs while my bliss hits me hard. She wraps her legs tightly around me and prods my ass with her heels to keep me thrusting into her. Darcie leans, crouched on the floor, to capture Chantelle’s lush lips as my orgasm wanes, and I lean in and suckle Chantelle’s neck.

Darcie leans back from Chantelle’s lips. “Honey, I’m sorry, but I need to go down there to retrieve my treat.”

Chantelle runs her fingers into Darcie’s hair. “I’m good with that if I get to retrieve my treat from you at the same time.”

Darcie’s smile shines. “Of course, Chantelle, if my master permits me.” She looks at me with hope in her eyes. “May I, Master? I really want to…” She bites her lip as she gives me puppy dog eyes.

“Yes, Pet,” I tell her with a grin. I lean in and kiss her. “Enjoy, darling.”

I kiss Chantelle’s lush lips. “You enjoy it too, sweetie.”

She gives me an evil chuckle. “Oh, I will, Jack. I will.” Her eyes turn melancholy as tears collect in them. “Thank you, Jack.”

I kiss her nose. “No tears, sweetie. Just enjoy.”

I get up and leave my two lovers to enjoy each other.


11
Taking a Break



Ikick the ottoman away from my chair and sprawl into the seat. I drain my drink, and Cindy brings me a refill.

Cindy is another of Bernadette’s girls, and she looks like a chesty, blond cheerleader. She’s wearing a short, pink, silk kimono robe, white stockings, and pink FMPs. Her lustrous golden hair falls in front of her shoulders to rest on her ample, bouncy breasts. She refills my glass from a fresh carafe of soda water and sets it next to the small dish of lemons and limes. She winks at me before she walks back out toward the entryway.

As Cindy leaves, Candice slides into my lap. “You ready for round three, Jack?”

I cup her breast and look over at Chantelle and Darcie. The heads of both beauties are actively nodding between the legs of the other. Chantelle throws her head back and groans as her legs start to quake around Darcie’s face. Darcie is still lapping insistently.

I smile at her as I pick my glass again and take a sip. Then I hold the glass to Candice’s mouth. She smiles and takes a sip. I tell her, “You know, I think I need to pee.”

Candice pops up and extends her hand. “Come with me, Lord.” She leads me out of the salon and down the hall toward the auditorium. Just down the corridor is a pair of male and female restrooms like you would find in a theater. I lead the way in, dragging Candice by the hand. She giggles as I step up to the urinal. Candice cuddles close and smacks my hand away as I grab Little Jack. She grasps my semi-flaccid cock and points it toward the porcelain as I laugh.

She giggles, “Let ‘er rip, Jack.” I let go and spray the porcelain with a sigh of relief.

“Ah,” I sigh. “It was getting urgent as we walked through the door. I must say, I’ve never had anyone hold Little Jack while I relieve myself. I may have to make this a regular feature of my life.”

Candice smiles at me. “I’d be happy to take on that duty, Lord.” After a couple of surges and kegels, the flow stops. Candice gives the head a couple of firm taps with her index finger and looks back up to me with a grin. “Honestly, using a bit of paper wouldn’t be amiss, Lord.”

“I suppose not, Candice. Sadly, we don’t appear to have any at hand. Shall I seat you to allow you to relieve yourself?”

She shakes her head. “I went when Darcie was wearing that last nightshirt. You could take me back and warm me up...” Her smile dissolves into a serious look. “Or, you could just take me and make me yours.”

I pick her up, and she immediately wraps her legs around my waist and her arms around my neck. I slide my hands under her compact, firm tushy. “Are you mine, Candice? I didn’t take Darcie. I offered to be her master, and she gave herself to me. I can’t make you mine. Only you have that power, sweetie.” I release one ass cheek to put a finger on her lips.

“You are precious to me, Candice. I once thought I would wait for you and take you away. But I couldn’t wait after all. I saw Darcie, and I knew that I wanted her. She blessed me by offering herself to me, and I accepted that blessing with open arms. It doesn’t mean I don’t care for you, because I do—deeply. It does mean, though, that she comes first—no pun intended—until she decides she can’t put up with my shit any longer. If you can live with that, there is a place for you in my home.”

Tears well in Candice’s eyes. “Jack, being with you calms me and heals me. If I hadn’t met Darcie, I would be insanely jealous and screaming my pain at you, but I have—and she’s every bit as special as you think she is.”

She grins at me through her tears. “Unfortunately, she doesn’t know what a mess you are. I’ll have to be there to help you both through all your shit.” She continues, “Jack, as soon as I’m free, I will be standing at your door.” She puts a finger on my lips. “And no, I don’t want you to buy out my contract. I know you would if I agreed to it, but we’ve talked about this. I turned myself into a whore. If I ever want to be able to stand tall and be proud of the woman I see in the mirror, I need to fulfill my obligations. I have to free myself.”

“As you wish, Candice.” I kiss her bow-shaped mouth gently. Slowly, the heat of the kiss ramps up as she squeezes my neck. Little Jack raises his head and hardens as we slowly release the kiss.

“You could put a collar on me with a ‘#2,’” she murmurs into my mouth. “Or ‘#99,’ Jack. As long as the back says I belong to you, I’ll be happy.”

I kiss Candice and turn to push her against the wall behind the urinals. I drop her enough to slot Little Jack into her entrance, and she gasps. “Yes, Jack!” she moans.

“You did mention getting warmed up,” I tease as I push into her willing pussy.

“Yes, Lord. Please warm me up! I’m so cold!” she moans her teasing response. She’s very wet; I slide all the way in to the hilt. “Yes, Jack! I need you!”

I set a steady rhythm, firmly pressing my pubic bone into her clit with each stroke. I drive in and out of her, and I feel her legs start to quiver as her internal muscles squeeze me. Candice clasps my face with both hands as she looks at me with wide-open eyes.

“So good, Jack. So. Good,” she gasps. She stares at me before her eyes clamp closed, and she mutters, “Ohmigod-ohmigod-ohmigod...YES!” Her eyes fly open as she screams.

Candice’s channel clamps down on me hard as her juices flow. Her heels kick my ass to encourage me to keep going, but I just press in until I’m hilted in her and hold. I love watching her small breasts shake as her bliss hits her hard.

Candice moans, “Please, Jack! More!”

I chuckle, “I think you’re warm, Candice. You don’t want me to sabotage your chances for the contest, do you?”

Candice frowns as her right mind slowly returns, but she grasps the subtext. “The prize is you coming inside me, right?” I nod. “Get me out there, so I can earn my prize, Lord.” I kiss her as I pull out and thrust back to hilt in her. She gasps and leans into my face as I nearly reach my limit. “Soon, Jack. I’m coming to you soon.”

“Just tell me when you’re ready, Candice. I’ll come get you,” I tell her. I stay inside her as I hold her against me and step away from the wall. I hook the door handle quickly with my hand to get my foot in place, then I sweep it open as I hold the tiny treasure impaled on my cock.

Surprisingly, I’m not losing any rigidity, probably due to Candice squeezing me with the muscles of her channel as her breasts tickle my chest. Each step creates a little micro-thrust too, so my little friend knows the game is still afoot. I guess I won’t need an energizer from Bernadette this time.

Candice murmurs into my neck as I step into the entryway and turn to the salon, “Your chest hair tickles my nipples.” I feel her inner muscles spasm with aftershocks as I walk. She says, “I like this, Jack. Each step is like a little thrust; it keeps me on edge. I want you to finish in me, Jack. Please.”

As I step through the door, I see Chantelle and Darcie sitting up in the chaise. They both have one hand entwined in each other’s hair, and they’re slowly exploring each other’s mouth, occasionally breaking into smiles and giggles. My heart glows as I watch their beautiful post-coital moment.

“Pet, are you ready for round three?” I ask. “Candice is warmed up.”

Darcie quickly kisses Chantelle and pops to her feet.

Candice says, “I’m well past warm, Lord.”

Darcie turns in my direction and bounces to hug Candice and me. She asks, “Master, are you inside Candice?” Her grin is wolfish. “Have you decided that I’ve lost already?”

“No, Pet. Candice has been busy, so she couldn’t warm herself up. Therefore, I did it for her,” I clarify as Chantelle gets up.

Chantelle wraps us all into a hug with her long arms. “Thank you, Lord. I needed that.” I’m surprised to see tears running down her chocolate-colored cheeks. She rubs her cheek against Darcie. “Your pet is a wonderfully generous lover,” she says, grinning at Darcie. “Thank you, sweetheart. Come visit me as often as your master allows. Please.”

I step forward to lay Candice on the couch. “Ooo!” she squeals. “Wet spot!”

Chantelle chuckles evilly. “Hazard of the profession, Candi.”

Darcie sits down next to her. “I’m sorry, honey.” She leans in to kiss Candice gently. “I’ll make it up to you.”

Candice smiles shyly. “Okay, Darcie,” she agrees. Darcie stands, and Candice’s knees fall akimbo.

Darcie kisses me passionately. Afterward, she whispers, “Master, I don’t have a chance. I’m on a hair trigger after all the orgasms I’ve had.”

I cup her pretty face in my hand. “Pet, I’ll tell you a secret.” Darcie looks at me expectantly. “Once Candice starts, she fires off at the least provocation. I’d say it’s pretty much an even playing field. You’ve been practicing, plus you get to see this time, and use your hands. I’m counting on breeding you this time.”

Darcie gasps, “Oh, yes, Master.” She stands on her toes to kiss me while caressing my erect cock.

“Mount up, sweetheart!” Darcie grins at me before leaning down to kiss Candice again, squeezing the small Asian woman’s breast. Candice moans and shivers slightly. Then Darcie backs up and crawls between Candice’s legs. She hooks her left arm under Candice’s right leg. Apparently, Chantelle has coached her a bit. Her left hand rests on Candice’s mons just above the hood of her clit before her face moves in.

I step behind Darcie and touch her sacrum with the tip of my index finger, which causes Darcie to walk her knees forward and push her pretty little tushy into the air. I grab her hips with both hands, slot LIttle Jack in her dripping entrance, and drive home. Darcie raises her head as she moans, but Candice grabs her head in both hands and pulls that sweet mouth where she needs it.

Darcie is so wet that I just start right in. I’m not far away from bliss after warming up with Candice. Now, in the hot little pussy I call home, I set a fast, punishing pace. Candice is moaning incessantly, and her eyes flit back and forth between Darcie’s and mine as a bright pink flush runs down her neck onto her breasts.

Candice starts to moan, “No. No. No. Oh, Darcie. No. I want to win….OH, YES!” Candice thrashes back and forth as my pet keeps Candice’s hips pinned in place to extend her bliss. I reach my right hand around and gently tap on Darcie’s clit and rub my fingers back and forth across the sensitive nub.

“Did Darcie win, Candice?” She can only nod in response. Darcie keeps working with her mouth, and Candice fires off again as Darcie’s pussy milks me faster and harder. Finally, Darcie squeals her pleasure into Candice’s quim as I feel her spasm around me. I grab her hips with both hands and hammer into Darcie until the tingling in my cock foretells the coming eruption. I explode into Darcie’s tight wet pussy, squirting repeatedly until I’m wasted.

Darcie collapses forward to lay on Candice’s stomach. I drop down on top, trying to catch myself on my hands, and then drop slowly to my elbows. Darcie and I ride out our aftershocks wrapped in Candice’s warm embrace.

After a few moments, Clarice, Viktorija, Cindy, and Tanu enter with towels and wash basins. They lay the towels on the wooden floor and beckon for us to get up. I reach around Darcie’s shoulder to kiss her cheek before I stand. She moans prettily as I slide out of her wet snatch. I tell her, “Roll over, Darcie. Candice needs her treat.” Then, I walk over to stand on the towel that Clarice directs me to. Cindy and Tanu, the pretty Indian girl who’s currently studying at ASU, wet real sponges in the basin and bathe me with the warm water. It feels luxurious, decadent even, to be bathed with a dead sea animal.

Tanu is one of the few of Bernadette’s ladies I haven’t fucked. I’ve made my way through most of them since Janet divorced me. Looking into her eyes as she cleans my cock and balls makes me think I may have to rectify the situation. She gives me a direct smile that tells me she’s open to the idea. She’s wrapped in a pale pink silk robe that only accentuates the swell of her generous breasts, her narrow waist, and shapely legs. I seem to recall she has a bit of a nice roundness to her bum, too. Sadly, I can’t see it from here.

Cindy, the blond cheerleader, I’ve had a couple of times. We’ve always had fun, but I prefer Candice and Chantelle. Viktorija and Serena are the only other two I haven’t had. Serena is generally busy, but I’d be open to it if our schedules ever align. She’s a gorgeous Mediterranean woman—Italian, I think. I’ve only seen her at Bernadette’s parties on the arms of other guests, always the same couple.

Viktorija is beautiful, has a lovely figure, and is always courteous. Yet, she puts off a vibe that tells me to stay away. So, I do. There’s just something about her manner that tells me she would rather chew her own leg off rather than open her legs to me. She rarely makes small talk with me, and I’m okay with it, given her demeanor. But Bernadette thinks highly of her, and we manage to get along okay.

When the two courtesans are done bathing me, Chantelle holds the fluffy purple robe open for me again. I slide into it and turn to capture her in my arms. I kiss her gently and ask, “Are you okay, Hot Chocolate? You seemed a little desperate for Darcie.”

Chantelle looks past me to gaze upon my pet, who’s reclining on the arm of the chaise while Candice eats her treat from Darcie’s pussy.

Chantelle says, “She reminds me so much of Cressida, it hurts.”

I murmur in her ear, “Maybe you need to find Cressida.”

Chantelle murmurs back as tears run down her face, “She married a male doctor, has three kids and two dogs, and is living in a mansion in Brentwood, California.” She looks at me. “I might cyber-stalk her more often than I’d like to admit.” She gives a mournful shrug. “Even though she’s twenty pounds overweight, I would still run to her if she called me.”

I kiss her cheek and pull her face into my neck as she quietly weeps. “Is that why you keep staying here?”

She shrugs again. “I like school, I love sex, and I don’t know what I want to do when I grow up. I guess, at twenty-nine, I should be figuring that out,” she mutters into my neck. “I’m still not over a woman who disappeared on me over five years ago. I gotta grow up.”

“Personally, I think growing up is highly overrated. I was in the Army for a while. Afterward, I worked for an anti-terrorism unit. Now, I’ve been in IT for fifteen years, and I mess around on side gigs. All employment is temporary. Do what you find joy in.”

Chantelle squeezes me and kisses my neck. “I need to go, Jack. I’m sorry. I had planned to entertain you while Darcie does the fashion show, but I just can’t do it right now.”

I kiss her temple. “I understand, beautiful. Thank you for sharing the time you gave us. It was beautiful to experience, and the two of you together were beautiful to watch. I hope to see you again.”

She looks up at me. “That would be great, Jack.” She hesitates. “I just don’t think I’ll be able to watch Darcie with other women.”

“She’ll be here for the next two days. I’m sure you’ll be able to get some alone time with her. I’ll make sure I give her permission,” I tell her.

“Thank you, Jack.” She kisses my cheek. She walks over and kisses Darcie before murmuring into her ear. Darcie nods and smiles brightly. Chantelle kisses her again and starts to walk away. Then, she stops and walks back and graces me with another kiss before jogging out of the room into the dressing room where I killed Maurice. She disappears to the right of the door, and I suspect she’s going back to the hall and up the stairs to her room.

I take a seat as Candice and Darcie stand. Cindy and Tanu help Darcie out of the corset and bathe her. Candice picks up her basque and hurries from the room. She stops by the dressing room door, turns, and blows me a kiss before disappearing with a smile into the other room.

Viktorija and Clarice disappear as well, returning shortly with a cart of refreshments: cheese, flatbread, hummus, olives, strawberries, grapes, and a cold bottle of refreshing prosecco. They replace the table between me and Bernadette with the cart,make a small plate for Darcie, and hand me a plate to serve myself. Darcie sits on my left knee and eats her snack as I nibble from the olives and cheese and sip prosecco. I give Darcie sips of the refreshing wine as well as sips of water. Meanwhile, Bernadette nibbles on a piece of bread and some cheese. She reaches for my glass, so I surrender it to her. She takes a satisfying sip and hands it back to me.

Bernadette says, “Darcie, darling, we have more to show your master. When Candice returns, we shall begin again.”

Darcie swallows the piece of cheese she was nibbling. “Yes, Ms. Bernadette.”

“Delightful,” Bernadette murmurs as she gets up, drops her robe into her chair, and walks back to the dressing room. Darcie and I admire her Venus-like form in motion and her hips swaying seductively under the cream corset. She doesn’t look back; she knows she has our attention.

Darcie and I are essentially alone, so I murmur to her, “What do you think so far, Pet?”

She looks at me sincerely. “Master, I’m so far beyond thinking; it’s not even scary anymore. I’ve never even kissed a girl before, but now I’ve had sex with three. I’ve had sex in front of an audience with you and other women. I’ve worn the most beautiful clothes I’ve ever seen. I feel cherished by you and cared for more than I ever knew was possible. The look in your eyes as I show off the clothes makes me feel both beautiful and desired. And the ladies here make me feel desired and beautiful.” Her eyes glisten with moisture. “I’ve given up my will and choices to be your pet, and I’ve never been so happy. I’m ready to make it permanent, Master. Right now, two days in. I don’t need three months. I need to belong to you completely until I die.”

I set my glass down and cup her face in my right hand. “Darcie, I made a commitment to you. You haven’t seen much of the crazy shit that makes up my life. I can’t keep it away from you for long, so I will keep my commitment. If I don’t, you’ll never be able to trust me. I need your trust—more than you know. Be patient, Pet. Three months will pass quickly.”

She shakes her head. “I do trust you to keep your commitments. I want a permanent commitment now, Jack. I don’t want to risk losing this.” Her eyes are glistening with unshed tears.

“Darcie, the three months aren’t for me. I’m already in. The three months are for you. I’m a fucking mess. Candice knows that; you should talk to her about it. I’ll reveal more over the next few days, but she can tell you what she’s done to help me through my dark moods—what it was like to be around me. Take the opportunity over the next few days. Talk to Chantelle, too. I usually avoid her when I’m in a black mood, but she’ll be able to tell you a little bit about how moody I can be.” I look at Darcie for a moment. “Chantelle also desires you strongly. You have my permission to be her lover while you’re here.”

She shakes her head. “Don’t try to distract me, Master. I want to belong to you! Forever! I can’t lose this!”

I kiss her lips gently and look in her eyes. “I promise I will not set you aside, Pet. The three months is for you.”

Darcie pouts as she stares into my eyes. “Fine. I’ll take that for now, Master. This is the one thing I’m going to push back on. Everything else—your will is my command. On the three months probation—no. I’m going to be a pain in your ass until you accept my permanent commitment, Master.”

I cock an eyebrow. “Noted, Pet. Be prepared to accept the consequences on your pretty little tushy.”

“Spank me until I’m raw, Master. I’m yours. No backing out. I need you to accept that, just like you need me to trust you,” she says sincerely, with more tears threatening to spill from her vibrant hazel eyes.

I acknowledge her position, “Noted, Pet. Bernadette is looking this way. Are you ready to continue?”

Darcie smiles at me brilliantly. “Am I ready to dress in sexy clothes and parade in front of you while you devour me with your eyes? Yes, Master. I’m ready!” She gives me a wet, passionate kiss before she dismounts my lap. She picks her corset up from the chaise, and hugs it under her breasts as she turns to send me an air kiss and a wink. She really works her hips hard as she sashays toward Bernadette.

The mistress of the house has a wry smirk on her face as Darcie stops in front of her, rests a hand on her hip, thrusts her hip out to the side, and winks at me over her shoulder. I chuckle quietly as I watch her stand up straight to address Bernadette. Bernadette cocks an eyebrow and gives a gentle nod. Darcie curls her right hand behind Bernadette’s neck as she reaches for Bernadette’s mouth with her own. They kiss briefly, and Bernadette says something serious to Darcie. Darcie snaps to attention and nods slowly. Bernadette smiles gently and strokes Darcie’s cheek as she murmurs to my pet. Darcie bounces up to kiss Bernadette’s cheek and caresses her hip. After, Viktorija steps out from behind the changing screen and guides Darcie behind it to prepare to continue the show.

Vanessa comes out of the changing room wearing a sheer, loose, white pajama outfit and joins Darcie and Viktorija behind the screen.

Candice returns, still in her basque outfit—sans panty—with a pile of clothes in her arms and disappears behind the screen. Luis follows with a couple of plastic bins, which he sets just outside the screen. Manuel follows with an armful of dress bags, which Vanessa shuttles behind the screen as Luis returns with two more bins.

Clarice takes over for Bernadette, so our beautiful host prowls toward me. My cock tries to rise to the occasion, but the poor little fella is tired. Bernadette squats down to the left of my chair. She reaches in to cup my package before she starts to blow on it steadily, her eyes capturing mine. I’ve never understood how this power of the succubae works, but suddenly Little Jack is standing at attention and hard enough to drive nails into stone. I feel invigorated and ready to take on the world. Or, maybe just fuck all the ladies in the house.

Bernadette takes my hand and leads me out of my chair to the fainting couch. I lie down with my upper chest and head supported on the arm and my ass in the substantial wet spot. Bernadette crawls over me and takes a reverse cowgirl position on my proudly standing cock, sliding ever so slowly down my rigid pole to seat herself with a sigh.

Bernadette nods to Clarice before she begins working herself into a frenzy on my cock.
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Bernadette continues to work herself into a lather until Darcie emerges in a workout outfit. We both stop, and I check Darcie out. Bernadette looks over her shoulder at me and we both nod to each other in agreement, which Clarice catches and notes down on her clipboard. Darcie smiles and hurries back behind the screens.

I sit up and lift Bernadette off me. I turn to put my feet on the floor, and then pull Bernadette forward to straddle my lap. I spread my knees to allow her to sink low enough to hilt in her. I lift her with one hand under her firm, round tushy, while I caress her breast and pull on her nipple gently. I kiss her hungry mouth and nibble on her neck as she moans.

Clarice calls out “Loungewear,” so we slow our pace to check out Darcie, who’s in a black silk, floral-print robe that almost reaches mid-thigh. I nod to Clarice and return my attention to Bernadette. We pick the intensity back up until her first orgasm hits. My lust for her rises as I feel her internal muscles flutter around me.

Bernadette gasps, “Oh, Goddess! Yes! Oh, Jack! Fuck me, Lord! Fuck me hard!” I continue to thrust up into her hot, wet quim.

“Hold onto me, Bernadette!” I growl at my lover.

She wraps her arms around me. I pull her to me by her lush ass as I stand. I turn, put a knee on the chaise and lay Bernadette back onto the seat with her head pointing opposite the chaise’s armrest.

I start a punishing pace, and I can hear Bernadette’s moisture squishing as I slam into her. “Yes, Jack. Use me! Use me harshly!” Given the relative angles of our bodies, each thrust rubs her G-spot hard.

She comes immediately, but I don’t stop. I gasp out rhythmically, “Are. You. My. Slut. Your. Grace?”

The sexy succubus nods vigorously. Her eyes are bright and wide, her mouth held in an ‘O’ shape as she moans. “Oh...oh...oh...oh…” She clamps down hard, and I feel hot juices flood her channel as she exclaims her release.

I pull out of her and roll her over. I lift her hips as she tries to find some sort of traction with her hands. I slide into her hot, wet pussy again. I do mean hot in the literal sense; Bernadette’s body feels feverish. I lean over her and murmur in her ear. “Just lay there and let me pleasure you, Your Grace. Let me serve you, dear lady.”

Clarice announces, “Loungewear!”

Darcie walks out wearing a loose-flowing, gold one-piece jumpsuit. It appears to run up to her neck like a halter top. It seems a little big on her, but I like the style. I reach under Bernadette and play with her clit while flexing my cock inside her, so that I can watch Darcie walk toward me with a smirk on her face. I nod. “Clarice, I like it, but it should have a closer fit.”

Clarice responds, “Yes, Lord. This one is Viktorija’s. We tried to pin it to get the fit as close as possible. We’re going to put her in a couple of others in different colors. The sizes are different on all of them.”

I nod as Bernadette moans, “Nnn..nnn...nnn…”

I tell Clarice. “It has promise. I’ll withhold judgment until I’ve seen the others, but I like the idea of the garment. Very retro.”

Clarice beckons Darcie to her, and Darcie moves to stand in front of Clarice. She looks over her shoulder at me and pulls her short hair up to reveal a metal clasp behind her neck. Clarice steps around and slides a finger under the clasp. It pops open, and the garment glides down Darcie’s torso to pool at her feet.

I stop diddling Bernadette momentarily as I’m taken in by the sight. Darcie steps out the garment, scoops it up, and blows me a kiss before trotting back behind the screen.

I finally find my voice. “Definitely, Clarice. Let’s figure out colors and get the fit right.”

Clarice nods her acknowledgement and makes notes on her clipboard as I bend over to kiss Bernadette between her shoulder blades as the fingers of my right hand resume their work. I begin to pound into the burning swamp inside her.

“Ye-ye-ye-YES!” exclaims the Grand Dame. Her flesh is on fire. Her muscles grip me tightly by my cock. Her skin somehow seems even silkier beneath my hands than it was before. Her motion changes. She appears to be shivering in place, but it feels like her hips are twisting and caressing me.

I fist Bernadette’s hair and pull her back into an arch. I snake my other hand around her torso and cup her generous breast, squeezing it as I drive home. Bernadette milks me urgently until…

“AAAAAH,” I groan. We collapse forward. Bernadette falls flat, her legs splaying, and I fall onto her back. I flex my abs to try to stay inside her, but the physics of it don’t work particularly well despite my contortions. I think only my head remains inside, and eventually it pops out, too. I lie on top of the otherworldly beauty, kissing her flesh as our mutual spasms and aftershocks subside.

After a while, I feel a hand on my shoulder. Clarice’s gentle voice queries, “Mistress? Lord? Are you prepared to continue?”

I get my knees under me and find a spot to place my hands to lever myself up. I get my wobbly legs in place as the robe falls around me. I take it off, and lay it across Bernadette.

I lean over and tell her, “Come sit in my lap when you are ready, Your Grace.” I kiss her cheek, and I see her smile as I take my seat.

Clarice bows next to me and begins to lean in. I place a gentle hand on her forehead to enforce distance as I hear Darcie call, “Clarice, don’t even!”

The pretty young girl stops pushing against my hand and launches off the floor to resume her post. I hear her murmur, “Thank you, Darcie. I lost it. I’m sorry.”

Darcie pops out slightly from behind the screen to wrap Clarice in a hug, and guides her behind the screen.

Bernadette moans and turns to look at me. Her eyes are alight—not with the supernatural red glow of a succubus’ hunger, but rather the glow of a well-sexed, satisfied woman. She’s devastatingly beautiful. I smirk at her and raise an eyebrow. Bernadette languidly lifts her hand from the floor and crooks a finger to call me to her.

I get up slowly; I’ve burned a lot of energy. Bernadette grins. She murmurs, “Com’ere, tiger. Help a lady up.”

I chuckle as I kneel next to her. I plant a kiss on her generous, moist lips and pull the robe off her before pulling her up into a seated position. I step around her and scoop her up into a bridal carry before I squat down and snag the robe. I carry her back to my wingback chair and set her on the ottoman. Then I sit, lean forward, and hoist her into my lap. I wrap the robe around her as Darcie struts out wearing a mint green, pastel-ish version of the jumpsuit.

Darcie walks up and kisses Bernadette’s cheek before claiming my mouth. Her lips release mine, and she struts back. “It was so hot to see you two together,” she says over her shoulder.

I tell Clarice, “That color works. The fit is better, too.”

She responds, “These are custom fit, Lord. They are cut to fit the staff here, but I’ll have them made specifically to her proportions.”

All throughout the rest of the fashion show, Bernadette and I discuss the merits of the different garments and color choices as she squirms in my lap. Somehow, my hands keep finding her plush breasts and ass under the robe.

I end up selecting mint green, pale orange, pale yellow, tie-dye gray, and salmon varieties of the jumpsuit. I suspect that’s going to become Darcie’s outfit for daily wear. The little magnetic clasp behind the neck is unique; the possibilities are enticing.

Darcie then models a variety of cocktail dresses and formal gowns. I settle on a little black dress with spaghetti straps that clings to her figure and almost reaches mid-thigh. I also decide on a pale orange sweater dress that barely covers her tushy and makes Little Jack stir despite his fatigue. It has a cutout in the front that starts at the top of her breasts and continues down to nearly halfway between the bottom of her breasts and her navel. The back is completely cut-out. I swear I can see most of her sacrum as she struts back in her FMPs. Darcie gives it a little tug just before stepping behind the curtain. Yeah, I can see her crack, all right. That’s a gotta-have even if I don’t let her wear it anywhere but home and Bernadette’s. I also get her a pale blue silk one that’s only slightly more modest. The final cocktail dress is a simple white cotton affair—a very short, long-sleeved frock with a boat collar. I like the cut, but the fabric looks like a bedsheet.

I look questioningly at Clarice. She says, “This is just a prototype, Lord. It also comes in a cowl neck that shows more cleavage. The actual garment will be in cashmere. Based on your preferences, I’m recommending a pale pink in this boat neck version, and maybe a dove gray in the cowl neck.”

I go with that, and Darcie glides out wearing a slinky maxi dress made of a lightweight navy silk with silver filigree. It’s interesting because it has a long sleeve on one side and a bare arm on the other. The hem on the side of the sleeve is split nearly to her hip. Darcie follows that piece with a classic forest green gown that looks like a style directly from the 1940s—clean lines, a short train, and clinging in all the right places. I end up taking them both.

Darcie also models a variety of business suits and dresses in lightweight wool, silk, and knits. I end up getting six outfits, as I figure she’s going to have quite a few days filling the role of my personal assistant on business trips, starting on Thursday.

After Darcie has finished modeling the business suits, Bernadette dismounts my lap, dons her robe, and struts back to the screen. Viktorija smiles at her mistress and hands her a stack of boxes; two small boxes sit on top of a pair of ten-inch square boxes. Bernadette says something, and Viktorija shakes her head. Candice appears and squats in front of Bernadette. She proceeds to rapidly clean her mistress with her mouth. When she’s satisfied, she disappears behind the screen, and Bernadette walks back to stand at my left shoulder.

That’s when Darcie shows up in her final outfit. It’s a lacy basque outfit like the other ladies have been wearing. Darcie’s is pale orange. She has on white stockings that are being held by the garter of the basque. Her hair is pulled back from her temples and held with golden bar clips. She looks cute and sexy as hell.

I expect her to do a model turn when she arrives in front of me. Instead, she holds my eyes, kicks out of the FMPs, and crawls onto the ottoman. She sits back on her heels on top of the large footstool with her legs splayed enough to show me the dew gathering in her lacy panty. At that point, Clarice, Candice, Viktorija, and Vanessa strut out in their own basque outfits of cream, red, and forest green, respectively. Viktorija is wearing a pastel green version that quite honestly has me second-guessing my decision not to fuck her. A look in her eyes reminds me I don’t want to go down that road.

Clarice takes the two small boxes from the top of the stack her mistress is carrying. Bernadette sets the larger boxes on the ottoman between Darcie and myself before lifting the lids off each box. Nestled inside each box is a collar. The one to my right is made of a slim, braided black leather. The one on my left is a slender metal band made from ultra-flat coils of metal.

Bernadette points to the left one. “This is a new model. It’s designed in such a way that if you hang a heavy pendant like this…” she says, plucking an oblong pendant from a box that Clarice offers, with Darcie’s name inscribed on it, “...it will open a little to create concentric circles with just a little space. It may look more like jewelry, but the coils are spring steel. You have to want to take it off to remove it. Darcie would have to cut it. She won’t be able to get the leverage with it around her own neck.”

I nod. “Perfect.” Clarice picks it up and slides the medallion onto the outermost coil with help from Viktorija. Then she hands it back to me. Bernadette stands.

I inspect the other side of the pendant. It says ‘Jack’s pet.’ “Perfect,” I mutter again. I show both sides to Darcie and her eyes saucer as she gives a little whimper.

I stand and hook my fingers inside the collar. I notice each coil is more like a wire than a leaf spring. They’re so thin I don’t believe it’s as strong as Bernadette indicated—until I pull on it. It’s solid. I’m about to get a workout.

I start shimmying the coils back and forth as I pull the coils outward into a bigger circle. Then, I slowly lower the circle over Darcie’s head. “Darcie Marie Conroy, I have accepted your surrender, and I make it official by placing my collar on you. You belong to me. The pendant on this collar declares you as my pet. That is exactly what you are. This is your last chance to reconsider for the next three months. What say you, Pet?”

“Make it permanent, Master. I don’t need three months,” Darcie responds solemnly.

I counter, “Nevertheless, you will have it because it is my wish. Is that clear, Pet?”

She nods slightly as she stares into my eyes. “Yes, Master. Please collar me.”

I continue to shimmy the coils as I slowly let them tighten around Darcie’s delicate flesh. I slide my fingers out of the circle to leave about a half-inch of room around Darcie’s neck. The pendant hangs about an inch lower than the inside coil. It’s a beautiful effect.

I step back and declare, “It is done. Darcie Conroy, you belong to me.”

Darcie looks up from the pendant she’s holding with both hands. The side that declares her as my pet faces outward, and she flashes me a brilliant smile with glistening eyes. “Thank you, Master.”

Bernadette says, “Darcie, please stand. Candice, take her place.” Both ladies look surprised, but do as they’re told. Bernadette hands me another pendant. One side says ‘Candice,’ and the other side says ‘Jack’s Plaything.’ I look at Bernadette and hand the pendant back to her with a nod.

Bernadette strings the leather collar through the pendant. She stands next to Candice and drops the pendant over her head. “Candice, I am granting you a boon. You’ve made so much progress these last few months with both your emotional health and your studies. You’re making good progress on fulfilling your commitments. You are an integral part of this household. As a reward for the improvement of your attitude and the work you put in to make this a successful défilé de mode, I am collaring you with this pendant that declares you as Jack’s plaything. You get this evening off to spend with your lord and his lady. You will return with Darcie tomorrow to resume your duties. Am I clear?”

The petite Asian treasure answers, “Yes, Mistress.” She pauses a moment. “Mistress, Viktorija did most of the work. I just helped. She deserves a reward instead of me.”

Benadette cups Candice’s face and bends over to rub her nose on Candice’s. “All of the ladies and gentlemen that helped will get a reward. My job is to ensure that each is rewarded with something that means as much to them as this does to you. Don’t you fret, darling.”

Candice’s eyes leak as she smiles at her mistress. Bernadette stands and nods to Viktorija and Clarice as I kiss Candice. They hurry back to the enclosed space, and Clarice returns quickly with capes to wrap around my two playmates. Viktorija follows, with the hangers that hold my clothes. Tanu, Cindy, and Chantelle all follow along.

I dress quickly and wrap Bernadette in a hug. “Thank you, Bernadette. You have given us a wonderful experience. I treasure it, and I treasure you.”

I kiss her again, and move around the salon to pass out kisses to all the other ladies. Tanu is more energetic about it than I expected. I’m definitely going to spend some time with her in the future. I hold Chantelle tightly before I murmur in her ear, “She’ll be back daily for the next two days. She’s looking forward to spending some time with you.” I see Bernadette nodding, so I’m confident it will happen. I forgot about how keen a succubus hearing is. I move on to kiss Clarice and Viktorija on the cheek. Then, my ladies grab my arms, and I lead them out of the bordello with them still donned in their delicious attire.

I seat them both in the back seat of my SUV. “You two girls play nice back here, clear?”

Candice pouts prettily with a “Yes, Daddy” while I get the expected “Yes, Master” from Darcie.

I point a finger at Candice. “I will spank you, Candice.”

That earns me a breathless, “Yes, Master.”

I nod. “Better.” Then I wink at her, and both ladies giggle as they fasten their seatbelts.

I mount up and start the CRV, then pass my phone to Darcie. “Pet, put together an order from Greek Palace. Chicken shawarma and gyro salads, dolmas, hummus, and a baklava for each of us. We’ve definitely burned enough calories for dessert, don’t you think so?”

Both ladies agree as I pull onto the street.

The drive back to the carriage house is uneventful. We pull into the garage, and I get out to open the back door.

“Hand me your capes and panties, ladies. We’re home, so it’s your mission to show me your beautiful little bodies, decorated for my pleasure. No cover-ups until I give you permission.”

Candice steps out first, unfastening her cape and laying it across my arm before bending forward at the waist to remove a very damp panty. She hands it to me as she steps past me. A sodden orange panty flies toward me right before Darcie slides to the edge of the seat.

Headlights pull into the driveway as Darcie steps out. She takes a big breath in before murmuring, “I don’t have to worry what anyone thinks.” She unbuttons her cape and lays it across my arm before she wraps her arms around my neck and kisses me.

“Good girl, Darcie. Please take Candice to the master bath, so you can both freshen up for dinner.”

She flashes me a beautifully bright smile and sashays toward the house door, hooking Candice’s arm in passing.

I turn to face the car that has pulled into my driveway. A short Hispanic young man gets out and runs his hand over his head as I stand there holding two capes and two pairs of sodden lace panties. He looks in my direction, shakes his head, and then pulls a large plastic bag out of the back seat before jogging toward me and standing before me in the garage.

He holds the bag out to me as his eyes take in the moist garments in my left hand. He looks up at me and asks, “Did I just see two naked hookers walk into your house?”

“Not hookers, sir. They’re my girlfriends. No money changed hands.” Well, not for this part, at least. I take the bag from him.

His eyes bug. “But...you’re an old dude. How did you manage to catch two hot bitches like that? Are you rich?”

I chuckle in response. “No, sir. I just treat them right and ensure that I meet all their needs. Not calling them ‘bitches’ is a good start.” That startles him a bit. “I prefer to call them ‘ladies.’ It tells them that I respect them, in addition to desiring them.”

“Where’d you find them?” he asks. I can see the envy in his eyes.

I scrunch my eyes a bit as I scrutinize him. He starts to fidget and begins to leave before I answer him. “You treat all the women you meet like valued treasures. Be kind to them whether you like them or not. I don’t mean be a pussy; I mean be kind to everyone, especially the ladies. If they act mean, then remain polite and avoid them. Same applies to men. If someone attacks you, deal with it brutally and efficiently, and then be polite. Be confident in your abilities. Before long, the women you want will notice and come to you. Then you get to choose. It requires patience.”

My advice doesn’t exactly line up with how I met Candice, but I think it does for Darcie. Regardless, it worked well for me over the years and brought Janet to me. I think it’s a winning formula.

The guy looks at me like I’m stoned. Then he cocks his head to the side as I watch to see what he’ll do. Slowly he loses his slouch to stand straight and proud. “Thank you, sir. I’ve been thinking I’m hanging with the wrong crowd. They gave me shit when I took this job. I’m making good money, but the women still aren’t coming around. Gotta have some money or the women won’t come, ya know. Maybe I need to change everything up—my crew, my behavior.”

I give him a gentle nod. “That’s a lot to change. I recommend changing a little at a time. Some of your current crew may even stick with you. Those that don’t are probably holding you back. Be prepared to forgive yourself when you do something you’re not happy about afterward. Apologize genuinely when you hurt somebody. Other than that, be confident in your ability to be who you want to be. You’ll go far.” I pause as he processes my words. “And you’ll meet some really fine ladies,” I add with a grin.

“Uh, okay. Thanks, man. I gotta run,” he says as he backs away and gets in the car.

I reach into my car and use the remote to close the garage.

I pick up the bag and enter the house.

I’m down in the kitchen getting a big pitcher of water and three large glasses to take upstairs.

I’m not sure how I managed to get it up again after the festivities at Bernadette’s, but after dinner, we were sitting on the couch in the living room when my little friend started to raise his head. We downed our wine before I chased the two ladies up the stairs. I managed to fuck each them into a couple of orgasms each while they lay in each other’s arms, making out. Candice got my load, and Darcie was still eating it out of her when I came downstairs to get water.

As I put my foot on the first step I hear a very peculiar ping from my phone, which is sitting on the end table in the living room.

I set the tray on the island before I warily go pick up my phone. The messaging app shows a name I had hoped to never see again.

The last I knew of Monsignor David Lewis, he was stationed in the Washington, D.C. office for the Spiritual Security Department of the Vatican. The Vatican has Department representatives wherever it has a presence, and offices in every archdiocese. Essentially, they’re everywhere. David Lewis was nominated to be a Monsignor for his work to ensure that as many demons and zombies died as possible. Personally, I think he would have preferred that the dead demons took more hunter teams with them. I personally believe him to be the embodiment of all that is wrong with the Church, since the honor of Monsignor is given to someone that embodies Christ-like values. David is just a bloodthirsty son of a bitch. He was my control when I worked for the Church.

His text says simply: ‘call me.’

I mutter, “Well, shit.”

fin


A preview from “Hunter”



I put my phone on the tray and carry it up to my ladies.

Candice is sleeping in Darcie’s arms. Darcie smiles at me and waves. I fill up their glasses with water and set one on Darcie's side, and two on mine.

Darcie murmurs, “She’s adorable, Master, and so affectionate. Why didn’t you just buy out her contract and make her your own?”

“I offered, Pet. She views it as a self-respect issue. At least, that’s what she keeps telling me, and I believe her.” I drink deeply and hold my glass out for Darcie to take a sip. She smiles appreciatively. “The full one is yours, Darcie.” She nods drowsily. “Pet, I need to go make a phone call. Some of the crazy shit I mentioned is raising its ugly head. I’ll be back shortly.”

“Okay, Master. Please don’t be too long. We both want to sleep wrapped in your arms,” Darcie murmurs with a bright smile. Candice nods her head gently from its perch on Darcie’s shoulder.

I reach over and kiss Candice on the cheek before grabbing a quick buss on Darcie’s smiling mouth. I pull on my boxers and a T-shirt before I grab my phone and water glass. I descend the three levels to the basement, stopping enroute to grab my keys. I enter my office and open the gun safe in the corner. I pull out a hefty metal lockbox and place it on my desk. I rummage through the keys on my ring to find the correct one, and I unlock the box. Inside sits a high-end VoIP phone.

I pull out the device and plug a network cable into the router on my desk. I sit there, enviously wishing I had a piece of the Swiss lab that builds these devices while I wait for it to complete its boot-up procedure. Once booted, it connects to the server to confirm it has the latest firmware before finally doing the handshake procedure to get the latest crypto-key. The wait from start to finish is not a short one. When I was active, I plugged it in every morning and let it do its thing while I worked out. I’ve avoided doing that since I’ve retired. After all, why should I have to?

I drain my glass and sigh. Then I pick up the heavy, wired headset and inspect it for tampering before I clamp it on my head. No speakerphone or handset here; these are heavy-duty, secure communications. If that fucker David is just messing with me, I’m going to reach through the microphone and tear his throat out.

I key in David’s access code and press the connect button. He didn’t send a new code, so I assume he still has the same one. Matter of fact, he’s had the same code the whole time he was my control.

I hear a voice answer, “Yes?”

“Hunter,” I respond.

David’s voice sounds much the same, only a little more gravelly from age—and too many cigarettes. He’s in his nineties now, but I suspect he’s been prevailing on one of his necromancers to rejuvenate him and keep him free of the cancers you might contract from chain-smoking for eighty years.

He snarks back, “Which one?”

“How many do you have, David? Last time I checked, it was just me,” I snap, returning some snark of my own.

He sighs heavily, “You’d be surprised how coveted that handle is. Your reputation is still alive. No one is convinced you’re retired, though I keep telling them you are. Periodically, one of them does try to take your handle, though they have perfectly good ones of their own.”

I chuckle, “Except Persimmon. I bet he’s one of them, eh?”

The priest sighs. “Actually, no. He’s grown rather fond of his handle.”

I continue laying on the snark. “Well, he’s the only one I would have any sympathy for. You can tell those other pretenders that if they want to take it from my cold, dead fingers, they’re welcome to try.”

The bloodthirsty priest actually chortles at the thought. I’m not sure if it’s over the thought of my death or just someone dying in general. He really is a sick, sociopathic fuck. I asked the necromancer on my team to ensure he wasn’t a zombie, but he assured me David has a soul. He did comment that it was the sickest color of yellow-brown he’d ever seen, though.

I decide to move things along. “Whaddya want, David?”

He snaps back into seriousness. “You are to address me as ‘Monsignor Lewis’ or ‘Monsignor David’ if you must, Hunter.”

I sigh. “David, you can kindly go fuck yourself, ya bloodthirsty hate-monger.”

“I am doing the Lord's work!” David sputters indignantly. I smile to myself. That button gets the expected reaction every time.

“I’m pretty sure Jesus said ‘Love your neighbor,’ David. I’ve never heard or read that he said that’s solely limited to neighbors from this dimension, or even this planet. It didn’t mention the soulless. And I specifically remember passages talking about mercy for those who lost their way,” I tell him. Normally, I wouldn’t engage in a theological debate with a priest, but David is a remedial student of the bible at best. He takes his direction directly from the thirteenth century dogma of St. John’s order, or the Knights Hospitallers. I don’t think anything since has landed with him.

I hear a gruff grunt in response before he starts speaking again. “Archbishop MacDougall needs to meet with you ASAP.”

“David, please pass my regrets to the Archbishop. He’s the one who signed my retirement papers. I’m sure he’ll understand.”

David actually laughs—pompous ass. “He requested you specifically despite my protestations that you were completely unsuited for service. We need you in Chicago immediately. He has a delicate clean-up job, and he thinks you’re the only one that can pull it off.”

“Shit!’” That means he wants me to go hunt one of my fellow hunters. “Shit! Shit! Shit!”

“David, I’m out of training. You haven’t called on me for over fifteen years. I sit on my ass managing IT projects and doing data analysis all day long. How the hell am I supposed to hunt a hunter?”

The prat laughs again! “Not my problem, Hunter. Your handle may end up being pried from your cold, dead fingers after all, hmm?”

“You really are an evil worm, David. You don’t deserve to wear a collar, let alone the recognition of the title of Monsignor,” I tell him. I need to kill this excrement walking around in a hassock.

He stops mid-cackle. “Get your ass up here, Jack.”

“Crap! He’s using my name now. He’s serious.”

He continues, “The Bishop wants you for this. Plan for at least an eight-week mission.”

I ponder what I want to say. “I’m in the middle of something at the moment. I can’t fly up until Monday. I’ll be bringing my PA, too. She just started, so I can’t just send her off to work on her own yet.”

I can hear the disdain in his voice. “You mean you’re fucking her and don’t want to be separated from her pussy.”

“You know David, for a priest, you’ve got quite the filthy mind and mouth. I’ll tell you what, you don’t worry about who I’m having sex with, and I won’t look into your sex life. Deal?”

He’s quiet for a moment, and I take the time to gloat silently. “Score is Jack one, David zero.”

Eventually, he responds. “I’ll send the plane to the general aviation terminal at Prescott airport. Watch for an itinerary from Travelocity.”

“Roger,” I answer. “What about weapons?”

“Don’t bring anything you wouldn’t be able to bring through an airport security scanner,” the priest responds.

“Okay. I’ll be there Monday,” I answer. “Hunter, out.” I disconnect and put the device away with a smile. I’m sure he’s fuming that I ended the call before he did. I really do need to look into his past. I’m fairly certain I would find that he’s abused some kids somewhere. I remember meeting him at the Basilica of the National Shrine of the Immaculate Conception in D.C. back in 1996. It was the only time I’ve ever seen him lose his laser focus, and he was eyeing a young altarboy. I don’t think he was contemplating his lost opportunity at parenthood, but maybe I’m being unfair because I find him so despicable.

I place the locked metal box back in the gun safe and ensure it’s secure. Satisfied, I grab my phone and glass before I head back up the stairs to the bedroom.

Now I’m wound up. “Fuck! I need to sleep!”

I stop to refill my glass then continue making my way to the bedroom. I almost take refuge in the music room, but I discard the idea. That might wake the ladies up.

I walk into the bedroom to see the two naked beauties in my bed. They look beautiful together. I need more of this in my life, not more of the Church’s crusade against visitors from distant dimensions.

Candice’s head is resting on Darcie’s right shoulder. Her pouty little mouth looks like it’s blowing a kiss to the perfect nipple standing at attention inches from her mouth.

I set my glass down and strip off my clothing as my cock begins to rise. I figured he would be worn out by now. Well, if he’s in, I’m ready to do my part. I grin to myself; I suppose the ladies will be woken up, anyhow.

I smile affectionately at my two lovely ladies, thinking, “Yeah, I need to keep Candice, too.” As my rigid cock points at Candice and Darcie, I consider the possibilities. “Definitely. But for now—enie, meenie, meinie…nah. I know what I want.”

I reach down and grab a firm handful of hair from each. They both gasp and open their sleepy eyes. I murmur, “Who shall I fuck first?” Suddenly, both ladies are wide awake.

Candice starts begging. “Me, please, Master. I have so little time with you. Please plow my hungry pussy.”

“As you wish, pretty kitty.” I pick her up in the air and lay her down so that her body is perpendicular to the bed. I lean down and give her a long, wet kiss, and she moans in my mouth as I slide into her willing pussy.

I stand up and look at Darcie. She’s lying there with her eyes at half-mast, with lust rather than fatigue. I grin at her. “What are you waiting for, Pet?” I ask as I start a slow rhythm with Candice.

She purrs to me, “Direction, Master.”

I growl back. “Sit your pretty pussy on Candice’s pretty mouth, Pet.”

Darcie languidly crawls on all fours to kiss Candice’s moaning mouth. She releases the lips of our playmate and crawls across Candice to lick her clit on each backstroke before sitting up.

Candice moans, “Oh, yes!” Her arms wrap around Darcie’s legs to hold her in place while Darcie leans forward to kiss me while I fuck our little friend.

What was I trying to forget?


Afterword



I was surprised by some of the backlash from Accidental Necromancer (AN) 3: Succubus Rescue. A much more famous author in the Harem-lit genre contacted me to let me know that his fan group was in an uproar over Jack, Darcie, and their ladies joining the Cortez Cooperative. Apparently, having multiple households in the cooperative didn’t align with their view of what Harem-lit should be. I had another fan chase me on Facebook for a couple of weeks asking detailed questions about the motivations for having Jack in the cooperative.

Well, Jack was in the picture before William James was, and since he 1) was a long-standing friend of Bernadette’s, 2) had his own harem, and 3) became a friend to Will, it seemed natural to me to let Jack’s household join the cooperative. Not that the arrangement doesn’t cause some friction later on; please wait patiently for AN4 to witness that.

This story started out as three chapters of pure erotic self-indulgence. It was meant to be a straight, erotic story similar to Surrender. The MC was originally more autobiographical, and the whole idea came from my need for a quick bio-break traveling between Prescott and Phoenix. Bernadette arrived in the fourth chapter, which was also about the time I was writing Ghost Story (AN1). Suddenly, she revealed herself to be a succubus hosted in a zombie, and she’s grown into one of my favorite characters since. She’s definitely a favorite of William’s.

I’m pretty happy with how this story turned out, and I have a growing team to thank for the result.

	Heather Jerome, alpha reader and life partner

	Sarah Wu, my proofreader and copy editor

	Albert Chauw, my longtime cover artist



Please let me know how I did. I would value your feedback. As you know, Amazon is driven by reviews, so please leave one—especially if you liked it! I love 5-star reviews!

Those 5-star reviews are critical because I’ll get more exposure to new readers based on the ratings of each book. Plus, it helps to counteract the haters out there. As not all readers will love what I write, it’s important to hear from those of you that do, so I can reach a wider audience. As a part-time author, I would appreciate the help.

I also have a simple Patreon site, $1/story posting, plus other free, patron-only posts. Master of the Road, or MoR, has been the linchpin of my Patreon site. The next installment of stories from it will become Hunter, another story of the Zombieverse featuring Jack and Darcie. I plan to release that toward the end of Q1, 2022 while I work on AN4 and a new series with the shorthand name of SM. More MoR and SM stories will be arriving on Patreon shortly.

SM is a bit of historical, harem-lit fantasy, which I already have about twelve chapters in draft. I’ve been holding off on it as I tried to get the next Accidental Necromancer (AN4) outlined, plus Marcus, Denise, and Aliyah are bugging me to tell more of their story. There is an AN short story on Patreon as a free, public post titled “Clarice’s Admirer.” It has some spoilers in it for the future of the Zombieverse, but if you’re jonesing for another installment, it’s available until I publish it on Amazon. Additionally, there is a Patreon-premium sequel short story to Survival called “Claiming Aliyah.” I think you can figure out what it’s about.

As a part-time author, I sacrifice a lot of my reading time to write. However, I’ve been trying to keep up. So, when I am too fried to write, I’m generally reading favorite sci-fi, fantasy, harem-lit, and erotica authors. While writing this book, I caught up on Michael Scott-Earle’s books. I read a couple by Eric Vall, plus more from Daniel Schinhofen, P.S. Power, Shawn Keys, Eden Redd, William D. Arand, and the latest of Robert M. Kerns’ Primogenitor series. I keep threatening to build up a “what I’m reading” blog. Maybe in Q1 of 2022.

You can message me on Facebook, as well. I’m on my Facebook page two to three times each week. I’m a member of several groups, too. Here are the places I can usually be found:

	Eden’s Lewd Fantasy & Sci-fi Garden. This is Eden Redd’s group. Lots of fun to be had, and a lot of the harem-lit authors hang there. I always make a point to drop in and see what’s going on. Address is https://www.facebook.com/groups/158209654749089

	Fantasy/Science/Fiction Cool News and Humor group consists of mostly fans. Good times. Very little in the way of politics. There is actually a family of groups around this one and I troll them all. Address is https://www.facebook.com/groups/584252842052663/

	The Brazen Hagfish. Twisted humor and inspirational artwork. Address is: https://www.facebook.com/groups/444308559106961

	Mischief. More twisted humor. Address is https://www.facebook.com/groups/AppleSaws/

	Sci-fi & Fantasy Authors & Readers. Pretty much what it sounds like. Marketplace for authors to share their work. Address is https://www.facebook.com/groups/ScifiandFantasyAuthorsandReaders



Amazon won’t tell you when my next book lands. The best way to find out is to follow me on my Amazon page or Facebook.

It’s time for me to get back to writing. Watch my Facebook, Patreon, and Amazon Author Page for updates.

‘Til next time.

-JG Jerome

https://www.facebook.com/JGJeromeAuthor

https://www.patreon.com/jgjerome

https://www.amazon.com/JG-Jerome/e/B07TWJJSYL
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